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  TRANSLATOR’S NOTE


  At the outset every translator must make certain decisions, and I consider it only fair to apprise the reader of mine.


  Above all, I have striven for literal accuracy. Taking the sentence as the basic unit of translation, I have tried in each case to render its core of meaning while preserving vocabulary, grammatical structure, and idiom as far as possible. It has, of course, proved necessary at times to rearrange clauses within a sentence, to divide a longer sentence into shorter ones, or to combine shorter sentences into a longer one. Since, in the vast majority of cases, the end of a tercet in the original coincides with the end of a clause or a sentence, I have also sought to respect the integrity of the individual tercet by rendering its meaning within the confines of its three lines. On many occasions, however, it has not been possible to match the translation line for line with the original, and I have therefore needed to transpose lines within a tercet and, on rare occasions, between tercets. Regrettably, because of the constraints of rhyme, meter, or syntax, I have in very few cases found it necessary to omit some word or phrase of the original. If at all significant, the missing information is supplied in the notes. Much more frequently I have seen myself obliged to make small additions, usually of one to four syllables, in order to fill out the pentameter line or to make a rhyme. Such additions usually consist of a more precise specification of a less specific term, the amplification of a compact expression, a synonymic phrase for a single word, or an interpolation in keeping with the tenor of the passage. On the whole, English vocabulary possesses many more one-syllable words than Italian. Consequently, an English line will generally contain more words than an Italian line of the same syllable count. I calculate, for example, that Canto I of the Inferno averages 7.4 words per line in the original Italian and 8.3 words per line in my translation.


  As a matter of principle, I have chosen always to employ “perfect rhymes” (words with identical sounds in the accented vowels and following consonants but with variations in the preceding consonants), allowing only two minor exceptions to the rule. The first involves the utilization of “identical rhymes” (words with identical sounds in the accented vowels and in both the preceding and following consonants) such as here and hear or retain and detain, of which Dante himself makes frequent use. The second consists of three “light rhymes” (words in which a syllable receiving primary stress rhymes with a syllable receiving secondary stress), the first one rhyming say with the nonsensical word aleppe, the second see and glee with the Latin cui, and the third see and she with the Latin mei. In the first case, English has no corresponding rhyme; in the second and third cases, though there are some relatively close rhymes like dewy or clayey, none of them fit the required sense. There are no “eye rhymes” (words with identical spellings but different pronunciations), such as love and prove, in the entire work. I must point out, however, that dictionaries list two valid pronunciations for many words containing an or-sound in the final syllable, the one marked phonetically with a long o, the other with an ô. Thus, for legitimately rhymes with fore, cord with scored, born with borne, sort with port, and war with wore, the first member of each pair exhibiting only the ô-sound, the second allowing both. Furthermore, words with two entirely different pronunciations may make rhymes with either. Thus, route may rhyme with words such as fruit on some occasions and with words such as out on others. Finally, I have elected to use only “masculine rhymes” (those ending in a stressed syllable) because “feminine rhymes” (those ending in an unstressed syllable) occur much less frequently in English than in Italian and because the extra, unstressed syllable at the end of the line tends to disrupt the smooth flow of the iambic verse, which must begin with an unstressed syllable as well. Lines in Latin and lines ending in Italian proper names, of course, form an exception.


  As just noted, I have also chosen iambic pentameter as the closest English equivalent to Dante’s hendecasyllables (eleven-syllable lines). In order to maintain the meter as carefully as possible, some trisyllabic words may undergo syncopation to disyllabic ones. Thus, memory becomes mem’ry on occasion, and reverence turns into rev’rence. Since the dictionary cites some words as two or three-syllables, such as boundary or difference, and others as capable of alternative stress, such as díverse or divérse, either variant may appear, with the metric context determining the correct pronunciation. For the purpose of scansion, four and five-syllable words must receive a secondary stress. Thus, honorable should be scanned as hónoráble and impracticably as imprácticábly. Lastly, contrary to popular pronunciation, but in accordance with dictionary stipulations, the words hour and our count as monosyllables and do not rhyme with tower or power. Likewise, words ending with the sound represented by ire, such as desire, gyre, and choir, do not split their final syllable into two and therefore do not rhyme with higher or buyer.


  Proper names pose a particularly difficult metrical problem, and I have allowed myself a certain license in fitting them into the iambic-pentameter line. Thus, Abraham may become Abram through substitution of alternative forms, whereas Anaxagoras may shorten to Anaxag’ras through syncope, Filippo Argenti to Filipp’ Argenti through apocope, and the five-syllable Pen-tha-si-le-a to the four-syllable Pen-tha-si-lia (with the i pronounced as a y) through diphthongalization. Heraclitus may be anglicized as Heraclite and Avicenna gallicized as Avicenne. Generally speaking, Italian, Latin, and Greek names should be pronounced according to the rules of their own languages, with every vowel sounded, none silent. In particular, the Latin ending -ius counts as two syllables rather than one, hence Sta-ti-us or Per-si-us. The more familiar Cassius and Dionysius, however, retain their standard English pronunciation, the former rating as a two and the latter as a four-syllable word. Beatrice is also pronounced with three syllables as in English, not four as in Italian. To aid to the reader, I have provided some names (as well as other words) of doubtful pronunciation with an acute accent ( ´ ) to indicate stress. Thus, Semíramis receives the stress on the second syllable, not the third. Other names I have supplied with a dieresis ( ¨ ) to split a diphthong. Thus, Caïna, Ceüta, and Gaëta all figure as three syllable words. It is not possible, however, to adapt some names, such as Nebuchadnezzar or Ghisolabella, to the iambic pattern.


  Although (with the exception of Latin lines and longer proper names) it is theoretically possible to read the entire work in perfect iambs without ever altering the natural stress of a word, such a reading would result in metronomic monotony. But if one reads according to meaning, observing the natural rhythms of the sentence, emphasizing words according to their importance, raising and lowering the pitch, and quickening and slackening the pace, then, to invoke a musical analogy, the regular iambic meter will supply a kind of steady base line, the varied natural rhythms of speech a kind of syncopated chordal blocking, and the triplet rhyme pattern a kind of melodic line in an intricate symphony of sound.


  As Dante wrote in a vernacular Italian readily intelligible to the common man of his day, so I have made every effort to write in contemporary English, with a certain preference for one or two-syllable words of Anglo-Saxon derivation over polysyllabic Latinate terms. I have resolutely avoided archaic second-person pronouns (thou, thee, ye), second and third-person singular verb forms (sayest, saith), and emphatic verb forms (did say, does say) for the simple tenses (said, says), except for where the lattermost would be used in prose.[1] On extremely rare occasions, however, I have used a primarily literary or even an archaic word in rhyme.


  Similarly, I have attempted to write in normal syntax as far as possible. At the sentence level normal syntax includes, but does not limit itself to, the case of subject–verb–complement for statements, verb–subject–complement for questions, and complement–subject–verb for emphatic statements and exclamations. The vast majority of sentences fall into one of these patterns. Most of the deviations from normal syntax occur at the clausal or phrasal level, the most common consisting of noun–adjective, such as Love Divine (1.1.39); prepositional phrase–verb–subject, such as to such torments went those damned (1.5.37–38); and prepositional phrase–past participle, such as (his hands) with talons crowned (1.6.17). Wherever such inverted constructions have proved necessary, I have aimed at metering them in such a way that the reader will not perceive them as interrupting the natural flow of the sentence.


  For the convenience of the reader, I have prefaced each canto with an “argument,” as it is traditionally called, which divides the canto into smaller narrative movements by line number and gives a prose summary of each. Furthermore, I have also appended to each canto a set of notes that identify or explain as briefly as possible matters of history, biography, geography, chronology, astronomy, philosophy, and theology. Those readers particularly interested in philosophical and theological issues may consult the much more extensive notes of my earlier version: The Divine Comedy of Dante Alighieri. A Poetic Translation in Iambic Pentameter and Terza Rima. (Lewiston/Queenston/Lampeter: The Edwin Mellen Press, 1994).


  As I worked upon the present translation, I had before me the translations of Anderson, Bergin, Bickersteth, Binyon, Bandini, Carey, Carlyle–Wicksteed, Chipman, Ciardi, Fletcher, Huse, Lillie, Longfellow, Mandelbaum, Musa, Sayers, Singleton, Sinclair, and White. On many occasions I have translated a word, a phrase, or a sentence as another already had (though in many cases I was able to improve the rhyme, meter, or syntax), since difference merely for the sake of difference and not in the service of greater accuracy or elegance would hardly qualify as a virtue. I hereby acknowledge my indebtedness to all those from whom I have borrowed anything.
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  CANTO I


  The drama opens on the night of Holy Thursday, April 7, of the great year of jubilee, 1300. In his thirty-fifth year Dante finds himself lost in a dark forest of personal ignorance and sin, of absent political leadership, and of ecclesiastical corruption, the memory of which evokes a fear as bitter as death (l–9). He draws near to a mountain of wisdom and virtue, whose summit is bathed by rays flowing from the sun of divine illumination and righteous choice. Comforted by the possibility of escape, he gathers his strength in order to begin the ascent of moral purification (10–30). He is suddenly confronted, however, by a leopard of lust (or incontinence) that halts him and forces him to turn back repeatedly (31–36). Once again, he is consoled and encouraged by the sun rising in the springtime constellation of Aries, the time of the creation of the world, the birth of Christ, and the resurrection (37–43). But Dante is immediately frightened anew by a lion of pride (or violence) (44–48) and then by a she-wolf of avarice (or fraud) that drives him back, hopeless, into the darkness (49–60). At this impasse, Virgil, a figure of right reason, acquired virtue, natural philosophy, and poetic wisdom, appears to the terrified Dante (61–78). Learning his identity, the disciple bursts into homage of his mentor and quickly implores his aid (79–90). Virgil replies that the she-wolf will not let him or any others pass (91–99) but prophesies the advent of a godlike redeemer for his native land who will slay her and thrust her back into Hell (100–111). Since Virgil cannot guide Dante up the mountain of virtue directly, he offers to take him on another journey that will lead first through the recognition of sin in Hell, and then through repentance and reformation in Purgatory. In the earthly happiness of the Garden of Eden, he will finally entrust Dante to Beatrice, the symbol of revelation, grace, and theology, to be lifted up through the celestial spheres of Paradise (112–129). Dante eagerly accepts, and the odyssey commences (130–136).


  1   About the midpoint of our lifelong way[2]


  I found myself in wooded darkness when


  I lost the straight and narrow path to stray.


  4   How hard to tell what it was like back then—


  That savage wood, that rough and rugged lair;


  The very thought brings back my fear again!


  7   How bitter! Death is scarcely more to bear.


  To treat, though, what I found there of the good,


  I’ll tell of other things I spotted there.


  10   I can’t say how I entered in that wood


  For at that point I was so full of sleep


  That I forsook where my true path had stood.


  13   And when I reached the bottom of a steep,[3]


  Just where the boundary of that valley showed


  Which first had pierced my heart with fear so deep,


  16   I peered on high and saw its shoulders glowed,


  Already dressed in rays the planet cast[4]


  That steers men straight on each and every road.


  19   At that my fear was calmed a bit at last,


  Which in the lake within my heart had stayed


  The night that was so piteously passed.


  22   And just as one who, breathing hard, has made


  His way out from the sea up to the shore


  And turned to see those risky waves displayed,


  25   Just so my spirit, fleeing evermore,


  Turned back to see again the pass I’d quit,


  Which never let one go alive before.


  28   I let my weary body rest a bit,


  Then on the desert slope took up my stride,[5]


  But kept the foot that’s firm below on it.[6]


  31   And look! Not far from where the mountainside


  Begins, there was a leopard swift and light,


  And it was covered with a spotted hide.


  34   But it refused to disappear from sight,


  Impeding me upon that road of mine,


  So that I often had to turn in flight.


  37   It was the time the morning starts to shine;


  The sun was mounting with the stars on high


  That had attended it when Love Divine


  40   First moved those things of beauty through the sky.


  The time of day and gentle season were[7]


  Sufficient cause to have good hope that I


  43   Might yet escape that beast with speckled fur.


  But even so, it put me in such dread


  When next a lion there appeared to stir;


  46   It seemed to charge against me with its head


  Held high and with such rabid appetite


  That through the air, it seemed, a tremor spread.


  49   And then a she-wolf came upon the site;


  In all her leanness every lust seemed pent—


  She’d made so many live a wretched plight.


  52   She brought on me such heaviness, which went


  With terror at the sight of her just had,


  I lost all hope of making my ascent.


  55   And just as one whose winnings make him glad,


  When it is time to lose what he has won,


  In all his thoughts bemoans it and is sad,


  58   So by that restless beast was I undone.


  And bit by bit, still coming ever near,


  She drove me back where silent is the sun.[8]


  61   While I was falling to a lower tier,


  One suddenly appearing there was spied,


  Who seemed, from lengthy silence, hard to hear.


  64   I saw him on that massive waste and cried:


  “Have mercy on me, whether what I view


  Be shade or truly man!” And he replied:


  67   “Though man no more, I was a man like you.


  My parents issued from the Lombard state,


  And both were Mantuans by city too.[9]


  70   And I was born sub Julio, though late;[10]


  At Rome, with good Augustus, I sojourned


  In times when false and lying gods held weight.


  73   I was a poet, and my singing turned


  Around Anchises’ righteous son, who went[11]


  From Troy when haughty Ilium was burned.[12]


  76   But why do you return to discontent?


  Why do you not ascend the blissful mount,


  The source and cause from which all joy is sent?”


  79   “And are you then that Virgil, you that fount[13]


  Which pours so broad a stream of speech to hear?”


  With shameful brow, I answered his account.


  82   “O honor of all poets, light so clear!


  May lengthy zeal and love of great degree


  Which made me search your volume serve me here.


  85   You are my master and my author, he


  From whom alone that comely style I took


  Which since has brought such honor unto me.


  88   But there’s the beast that made me turn, just look,


  O famous Sage, and help me flee her face—


  Because of her my veins and pulses shook.”


  91   “There is another path that you must trace,”


  He answered when he saw the tears I shed,


  “If you desire to leave this savage place.


  94   This beast, on whose account you cry instead


  Will let no others cross her way at will,


  But so impedes them as to strike them dead.


  97   Hers is a nature so malign and ill


  That she will never sate her lustful greed,


  And after food has greater hunger still.


  100   Though many brutes have joined with her to breed,


  There will be more until there comes that Hound[14]


  Who’ll make her die in pain. He will not feed


  103   On either land or pelf but will abound


  In wisdom, love, and strength; his birth will be


  Between one Feltro and the other’s ground.[15]


  106   And he will save that humble Italy


  Where Nisus and Eurýalus were slain,


  With chaste Camille and Turnus, brutally.[16]


  109   Pursuing her through every town’s terrain,


  At last he will have thrust her back to Hell,


  From which old envy first would give her rein.


  112   And therefore, thinking what would serve you well,


  I judge that you should follow me as Guide


  Through those eternal places where there dwell


  115   Despairing shades to hear their shrieks outcried


  And see the pain of ancient souls expressed


  As each bewails the second death he’s died.


  118   And you will also witness those who rest


  Content in fire because they hope to end,


  Whenever that may be, among the blest.


  121   And if to such as those you would ascend,


  A soul will guide you, worthier than I,[17]


  With whom I’ll leave you at my parting, friend.


  124   Thus wills the Emperor who reigns on high,[18]


  For I rebelled against his law in vain


  And to His city now may not draw nigh.


  127   His rule is everywhere and there his reign,


  His city too is there, his lofty seat;


  Oh, blest the one he chooses for his train!”


  130   I said to him: “If I may now entreat


  You, Poet, by the God you did not know


  That I may flee this ill and worse defeat,


  133   Lead me to where you said a while ago


  That I may see St. Peter’s gate and find[19]


  All those whom you make out as grieving so.”


  136   He then moved forth, and I came on behind.


  CANTO II


  Twelve hours have elapsed since the opening of the poem, and it is now the evening of Good Friday as Dante prepares himself for a physically and emotionally arduous journey (1–6). After invoking the Muses, genius, and memory in order to recount his experience accurately (7–9), he begins by confessing a doubt about his strength for undertaking such a trek (10–12). Recalling Aeneas’ descent into the underworld, which led to the founding of the Roman Empire as a preparation for the Church (13–27), and the rapture into Paradise of St. Paul, whose witness provides supernatural confirmation of the truth of faith (28–30), he considers that he has no such lofty mission as they, fearing to commit an act of hubris and finding himself paralyzed in hesitating reflections (31–42). Virgil, however, reveals the true nature of the Pilgrim’s fear as cowardice (43–48) and emboldens him by relating the descent into Limbo of Beatrice, who, out of love for the wayward Dante, petitioned the ancient Bard to lead him by his poetic wisdom out of the dark woods (49–74). Virgil responded to her request with alacrity but inquired why she did not recoil at descending into Hell. Untouched by the torments of the damned (85–93), Beatrice explains in strongly allegorical terms that the Blessed Virgin Mary (the symbol of divine mercy) commended Dante (the representative of humanity) to St. Lucy (the type of illuminating grace). The latter, in turn, implored the aid of Beatrice, who has now sent Virgil (as the voice of reason) to the Pilgrim to prepare him for herself (as divine revelation) (94–114). Upon completing his story, Virgil asks how Dante can persist in his timorousness when aided by both the guidance of reason and the heavenly court (115–126). The Pilgrim’s courage is then renewed like a flower in the warmth of the morning sun and, returning to his first resolve, he enters on the rugged, savage way (127–142).


  1   The day departed, and the dusky air


  Withdrew each earthly creature from its chore;


  And that is when I started to prepare


  4   To undergo alone the coming war


  Of pity to be felt and journey made,


  Which my unerring mem’ry tells once more.


  7   O Muses, O high genius, be my aid!


  O memory that wrote what I descried,


  Here your nobility shall be displayed!


  10   I started: “Poet, you who are my guide,


  See if the force is strong enough in me


  Before to that deep pass you trust my stride.


  13   You say the sire of Silvius, while he[20]


  Was yet corruptible, went ’cross the sill


  To the immortal world—and bodily.


  16   But if the Adversary of all ill[21]


  Was kind to him and thought the high effect


  To come, and who and what he was, this will


  19   Not seem unfit to men of intellect;


  For of Rome’s glory and her Empire’s reach


  He was the father Heaven would elect.[22]


  22   To tell the truth, they were established each[23]


  To be a holy place, one where the true


  Successor of great Peter sits to teach.[24]


  25   And through the journey that was praised by you


  He learned the things that caused him yet to win


  The victory and papal mantle too.


  28   There also has the Chosen Vessel been[25]


  To bring back comfort to the faith, that where


  The pathways of salvation all begin.


  31   But who allows, and why, that I go there?


  Aeneas I am not, nor Paul am I;


  To think me fit, nor I, nor others dare.


  34   Thus, if I yield and come, my fear runs high


  That coming would be folly; you are wise


  And better understand my reasons why.”


  37   As one unwills what he had willed and flies


  To change his purpose with new thoughts so spun


  That from his starting point he wholly shies,


  40   So too did I myself become, undone


  On that dark slope: my thinking ended this,


  The enterprise I quickly had begun.


  43   “Should I not understand your words amiss,”


  The shade of that great-hearted man replied,[26]


  “Your spirit is beset by cowardice,


  46   Which often has encumbered one and pried


  Him from an honorable venture’s deed


  As seeing falsely turned the beast that shied.


  49   But to dissolve this fear, I shall proceed


  To tell you why I came and what I heard,


  As I first felt compassion for your need.


  52   When with suspended souls I was deterred,[27]


  A lady called to me so fair and blest[28]


  That I requested her commanding word.


  55   With brighter eyes than stars she then progressed


  To utter with a soft and gentle aim


  These words, which her angelic voice expressed:


  58   ‘O kindly soul of Mantua, whose fame[29]


  Still lasting in the world shall persevere


  As long as earth itself endures the same,


  61   This friend of mine, who is not Fortune’s dear,[30]


  Has now been so impeded in his way


  On desert slopes that he’s turned back from fear.


  64   From what in Heaven I have heard them say,


  I fear I rise too late to help; behold


  How he has gone already so astray!


  67   Now go with your embellished speech as told,


  Take what you need for his escape below,


  Assist him so that I may be consoled.


  70   For I am Beatrice who bid you go;


  I came from where I long to rise, though, when[31]


  The love that made me speak first moved me so.


  73   And soon I’ll stand before my Lord again,


  To whom I’ll often make your praises known.’


  The moment she fell still, I started then:


  76   O Maid of virtue, you through whom alone[32]


  Mankind exceeds the content of the sphere


  That has the smallest circles as its own,[33]


  79   So pleasing is your order to me here


  It would be late did I but now comply;


  You only need to make your wishes clear.


  82   But tell the reason that you did not shy


  From coming to this center here so low[34]


  From spacious places where you burn to fly.[35]


  85   ‘Because you have so deep a wish to know,


  I’ll tell you very briefly,’ she replied,


  ‘Why to this place I did not fear to go.


  88   Our fearfulness is only justified


  With things that have the force to harm us much;


  By nothing else should one be terrified.


  91   Our God has, in his mercy, made me such


  That by these burning flames I’m not assailed,


  And neither do I feel your torment’s touch.


  94   A gentle maid in Heaven so bewailed[36]


  The obstacle to which I send you there


  That stringent judgment broke above and failed.


  97   And she appealed to Lucy in her prayer:[37]


  “You’re needed by your faithful votary,


  And I,” she said, “commend him to your care.”


  100   Thus, Lucy, foe of every cruelty,


  Bestirred herself and to my place was sped,


  There where the ancient Rachel sat by me.[38]


  103   “O Beatrice, true praise of God,” she said,


  “Will you not aid the one who loved you so


  That for your sake the vulgar crowd was fled?


  106   Do you not hear his plaintive cry of woe,


  See death combat him on a stream so vast


  No sea can vaunt against it there below?”


  109   On earth there never was a man so fast


  To flee his harm or seize his benefit


  As I was when these words were said at last.


  112   I came here from the blessèd seat I sit


  Upon, full trusting in your honest word,


  Which honors you and all who’ve heeded it.’


  115   And after all these things had been averred,


  She turned her shining, tearful eyes to me,


  By which my coming was more quickly spurred.


  118   I came to you, as was her will’s decree,


  And from the beast that blocked the shortest way


  Up to the seemly mount I set you free.[39]


  121   What then is this? Why do you still delay?


  Why does your heart hold cowardly despair?


  Why are you not both bold and free today,


  124   As long as three such blessèd ladies care[40]


  So much for you in Heaven’s courtly height,


  And my words promise you so good a fare?”


  127   As little flowers bent and closed at night


  Because of cold will, standing up, spread wide


  Upon their stems when sunshine turns them white,


  130   So from exhausted strength was I inside,


  With such good daring to my heart conveyed


  That I began as one set free and cried:


  133   “Oh, merciful is she who was my aid,


  And what great courtesy have you disclosed,


  Obeying soon the words of truth relayed!


  136   By you my heart’s desire is so disposed


  To come along, which by your words was done,


  That I’ve returned to what I first proposed.


  139   Now go, the will of both of us is one,


  My Leader, Master, Lord,” I thus could say;


  And when his forward movement had begun,


  142   I entered on the rugged, savage way.


  CANTO III


  Dante and Virgil approach the gate of Hell, over which there stands an ominous inscription detailing the woe, pain, and hopelessness within. Pausing apprehensively, the Poet asks about its difficult meaning, but Virgil, brooking no delay, exhorts him to lay aside doubt and fear (1–18). As they cross the threshold, the sounds of anguish move Dante to tears so that he inquires about the shades imprisoned there (19–33). Virgil explains that this Vestibule of Hell contains lukewarm souls and neutral angels, who, since they were neither for nor against God, are rejected by Heaven and Hell alike (34–51). Spying a horde of nude spirits goaded by wasps and hornets as they race behind a shifting banner, Dante recognizes among them the shade of Pope Celestine V (52–69). Next he discovers a crowd waiting anxiously on the banks of the Acheron, a river circling the brim of Hell and dividing it from the Vestibule. His curiosity about the identity and condition of these souls, however, is momentarily squelched by his Master, and he proceeds, shame-faced and silent, up to the river’s shore (70–81). When a ship suddenly scuds up, Charon, its hoary-locked, fiery-eyed helmsman, calls to the waiting souls to ferry them across to eternal darkness, fire, and cold. He soon discerns that the Pilgrim is still living and, in a veiled prophecy of Dante’s final salvation, foretells that he shall be conveyed to shore by a lighter bark. Although Virgil appeases Charon’s rage with a kind of conjuration, the teeth-gnashing pack utters blasphemies and abuse (82–105). Then Charon bats them into his ship with his oar and spirits them off as a new throng assembles, their fear turned into desire by divine justice (106–129). No sooner do they whisk off than the earth is convulsed, lightning flashes, and Dante swoons (130–136).


  1   THROUGH ME ONE ENTERS IN THE TOWN OF WOE,        


  THROUGH ME ONE ENTERS PERMANENT DISTRESS,


  THROUGH ME ONE GOES AMONG THE LOST BELOW.


  4   FOR JUSTICE MOVED MY HIGHEST MAKER—YES,


  DIVINE OMNIPOTENCE HAS MADE ME IN


  HIGH WISDOM, AND IN PRIMAL LOVE NO LESS.[41]


  7   BEFORE ME, BUT ETERNAL THINGS HAD BEEN


  PRODUCED, AND I ENDURE ETERNALLY.


  THUS LOSE ALL HOPE, YOU ENTERING WITHIN.


  10   These words in darksome colors I could see


  Inscribed above a gateway, and I said:


  “O Master, how their sense is hard for me!”


  13   And like an artful person, thus he pled:


  “Here all misgivings must be left behind,


  And here must cowardice as well lie dead.


  16   For we have reached the place where you will find,


  As I have said, the woeful people’s band,


  Who all have lost the goodness of the mind.”


  19   And when with cheerful face he’d laid his hand


  On mine, I felt consoled; then by and by


  He drew me forth and in the secret land.


  22   And here the sighs, laments, and wailings high


  Resounded all throughout the starless airs,


  So at the very start I had to cry.


  25   The diverse tongues, the horrid speech’s blares,


  The words of woe, the tones of rage, the skirls


  Of voices hoarse, the sounding hands of theirs,


  28   Made such a tumult, which forever whirls


  Throughout the turbid and the timeless air,


  Like sand that flurries when a whirlwind swirls.


  31   And I, with horror round my head of hair,


  Said: “Master, what’s this din I hear them raise?


  And who seem vanquished by the grief they bear?”


  34   And he replied to me: “These wretched ways


  Afflict the sorry souls of people who


  Once lived with neither infamy nor praise.[42]


  37   They mingle with a wicked angel crew,


  All those who neither would rebel nor swear


  Their faith to God but, by themselves, withdrew.


  40   The heavens ban them, not to be less fair,


  And they are not received in lower Hell,


  Lest guilty souls should glory in them there.”


  43   I said: “O Master, say what burden fell


  To them that their lament should be so great?”


  To which he answered: “I shall briefly tell:


  46   These have no hope of death, and in this state


  Their blinded lives are so abject that they


  Are envious of every other fate.


  49   The world does not allow their fame to stay;


  Both justice and compassion scorn their woes.[43]


  Don’t speak of them, but look and go your way.”


  52   I looked and noticed that a banner rose


  Which, whirling by, so quickly past me spun


  That it appeared unfit for all repose.


  55   Behind it such a train of folk had run


  I never should have thought there would appear


  So many who by death had been undone.


  58   When I had recognized some spirits here,


  I saw and knew a shade, for one of these


  Had made the great refusal out of fear.[44]


  61   Made certain instantly, I grasped with ease


  That they were but a wicked sect, a thing


  Displeasing God and all his enemies.


  64   They never were alive, that wretched ring;


  Now they were nude and stung most sorely whom


  The hornets and the wasps that fly there sting.


  67   These made their faces stream with bloody rheum,


  Which to their feet admixed with tears would flow


  For loathsome worms to gather and consume.


  70   Then looking farther still, I saw below


  Some people on the bank of a great stream,


  At which I said: “O Master, let me know


  73   Who these might be; what law has made them seem


  So eager for the crossing of the tide,


  As I discern despite the feeble beam?”


  76   “These things will all be shown you,” he replied,


  “As soon as we have felt our footsteps light


  Upon the Acheron’s despondent side.”[45]


  79   And then with eyes ashamed, with downcast sight,


  Full fearing lest my words on him had weighed,


  I kept from speech up to the river’s site.


  82   And here, approaching us, a ship conveyed


  A man whose hair was white, since he was old.[46]


  “O woe to you, corrupted souls!” he brayed.


  85   “Lose hope of ever seeing Heaven’s fold:


  I come to take you to the other strand,


  On to eternal darkness, fire, and cold.


  88   And you, who as a living soul there stand,


  Remove yourself from these, for they are dead.”


  But seeing me unparted from that band,


  91   He told me: “You will pass to shore ahead,


  Not here, but by another way and port;


  A lighter bark must carry you instead.”


  94   “Rage not, O Charon,” came my Guide’s retort,


  “It thus is willed where power can acquire


  Its wish—and no more questions of this sort.”


  97   At that, the helmsman of the livid mire


  Now found his woolly-whiskered cheeks subdued,


  Though round his eyes were flaming wheels of fire.


  100   But all those souls, who were fatigued and nude,


  Changed coloring and gnashed their teeth as soon


  As they perceived those words, which sounded rude.[47]


  103   And with their blasphemies did they impugn


  Our God—nor were mankind, their parents, place


  And time their seeds were sown, or birth immune.


  106   Then, all together, they withdrew a space,


  While weeping loudly, to that evil shore[48]


  Which, since they don't fear God, awaits their race.


  109   The demon Charon beckoned to the corps,


  His eyes like burning coals, and gathered all;


  Each one who lagged was beaten with his oar.


  112   And as in autumn leaves begin to fall


  One after one until upon the ground


  The naked bough sees all its sloughings sprawl,


  115   So there those evil seeds of Adam bound


  Off from the shore at signals, one by one,


  As does a falcon when its calls resound.


  118   They thus depart upon the waves of dun,


  But yet before they reach the other side,


  New ranks again on this side have begun.


  121   The kindly Master said: “All those who died,


  O son of mine, while they were in God’s ire


  Come here from every country far and wide.


  124   To cross the river here they all aspire,


  For godly justice serves as such a goad


  To them that fear is altered to desire.


  127   The good souls never pass along this road;


  And thus if Charon is complaining here,


  You understand just what his words forebode.”[49]


  130   When he had reached the end, that field of drear


  Convulsed so strongly that I still am drenched


  From sweating at the mem’ry of my fear.


  133   As from the tear-soaked earth a wind was wrenched,[50]


  A flash of crimson lightning made its sweep,


  By which my senses, all of them, were quenched;


  136   And so I fell like someone seized by sleep.


  CANTO IV


  Wakened from his swoon by thunder, Dante finds himself upon the brink of a gloomy chasm, from which anguished wailings rise (1–12). Virgil pales at the prospect of descending, and Dante mistakes the pallor of compassion for a sign of fear (13–22). As they enter Limbo in the first ring of Hell, the Pilgrim perceives only the sighs of untormented sorrows, which cause the air to quake (23–30). Unasked, his Master seems eager to explain that its inhabitants did not sin but are lost only for a lack of Christian faith and therefore punished by no more than a longing without any hope of fulfillment (31–42). On hearing this, Dante is seized by great grief, realizing that many virtuous pagans would have accepted the Christian faith, had they had the opportunity to do so. To seek confirmation of that faith, he ventures the question whether anyone has escaped the confines of Limbo by his own merits or those of another (43–50). Virgil, grasping the implications of his question, replies that shortly after his own confinement a Mighty One—Christ, who must remain unnamed here—forced his way into Hell to rescue the great Old Testament saints (51–63). Proceeding onwards, they come to a spot illuminated by a fire symbolizing the light of reason and behold a group of worthy people set apart. Virgil, dubbed the “lord of songs of highest style,” is greeted by a band of five poets, who soon turn to Dante and invite him to join their ranks as sixth in line (64–102). Continuing towards the fire, the six of them reach a castle of philosophy surrounded by the seven walls of moral virtue. Crossing the stream of rhetoric and entering the walls by the portals of the liberal arts, they arrive at verdant meadows, where Dante exults at the scene. There he spies figures from the Aeneid, heroes of Roman history, and noble Roman women. Looking farther, he sees an assembly of natural and moral philosophers as well as great men of mathematics, science, and medicine (103–147). Finally, Virgil and the exhilarated Dante take leave of the other poets and exit into a realm of darkness (148–151).


  1   When in my head the heavy thunder broke


  So deep a sleep, I started with a bound,


  Just like a person who by force awoke.


  4   At once I moved my rested eyes around,


  And, standing up erect again, I stared


  To know the place where I had come to ground.


  7   In truth, I stood upon a brink that flared


  Above the woeful valley of the pit,


  Which thundered, as the endless wailings blared.


  10   Since it was deep and fogged and darkly lit,


  I fixed my gaze upon its depths, although


  I still could not discern a thing in it.


  13   “Let us descend to blinded worlds below,”


  Began the Poet, who was deathly pale,


  “I shall be first, but second you must go.”


  16   I asked, on having seen his color fail:


  “How shall I come if you are frightened here,


  Who always comfort me when doubts prevail?”


  19   “The anguish of the people who appear


  Down here below,” he said, “now paints my face


  With that compassion you mistake for fear.


  22   But let us go, the long way speeds our pace.”


  He thus went on and had me enter there


  The first ring belting that abysmal space,


  25   Though nowhere here was there a tearful blare


  That could be heard but just the sighs of those


  Who sent eternal tremblings through the air.


  28   From untormented sorrows these arose


  Among the crowds that were both great and vast,


  Which children, men, and women all compose.


  31   “You ask not of the spirits here amassed,”          


  The kindly Master said, “whom you’ve perceived?


  Then I would have you know before you’ve passed


  34   They did not sin; the merits they achieved


  Do not suffice without baptismal grace,


  The portal to the faith that you’ve believed.


  37   And if they lived before the Christian race,


  God was not duly worshipped by that throng;


  And with such ones as these I have my place.


  40  For such defects, and for no other wrong,


  We now are lost, though only thus distressed:


  Not having any hope, we live and long.”


  43   On hearing him, great sorrow seized my breast


  Because I knew such worthy people were


  Detained in Limbo in suspended rest.[51]


  46   I started: “Tell me, Master, tell me, Sir,”


  To be assured of what that faith has shown


  Which vanquishes all errors that occur,


  49   “Has any left, by merits of his own


  Or those of others, for a blessèd fate?”


  And he, to whom my covert speech was known,


  52   Replied: “I had come newly to this state


  When I beheld a Mighty One invade[52]


  Us here, crowned with a victor’s sign of late.


  55   He came to capture our first parent’s shade,[53]


  Snatch Abel, son, and Noah too, with such[54]


  As Moses, legislator who obeyed;[55]


  58   Fetch father Abram and King David; clutch[56]


  Up Israel, with sire as well as seed,[57]


  And Rachel, for whose sake he did so much;[58]


  61   And many more, whom he made blest indeed.


  Before these spirits, I would have you know,


  No souls were saved of all the human breed.”


  64   Although he spoke, we did not cease to go,


  But passed through woods (I mean a wood of stark,


  Thick crowds of souls). Our way was now not so


  67   Remote from where I’d slept when I could mark


  The presence of a fire upon a spot


  That conquered there a hemisphere of dark.


  70   We still were somewhat far from it, but not


  So much that I could not discern in part


  That honorable people held that plot.


  73   “O you, who honor science and all art,


  Who might these be who have such great acclaim


  That from the others they are set apart?”


  76   He said to me: “The honor of their name,


  Which in your life above is heard to sound,


  Gains heaven’s grace, advancing thus their fame.”


  79   And meanwhile I had heard a voice resound:


  “Bestow your honor on the bard most high:


  His shadow, parted once, again comes round.”


  82   It paused, and when the voice was quiet, I


  Beheld these four great shades who came ahead


  And, neither sad nor glad in looks, drew nigh.


  85   The kindly Master started up and said:


  “Behold the one who comes with sword in hand,


  By whom as lord the other three are led.


  88   That’s Homer, sovran poet of the band,[59]


  Then Horace, satirist, approaches too,[60]


  With Ovid third, while Lucan ends the strand.[61]


  91   Because to each of these, with me, is due


  The name you heard the single voice recite,


  They do me honor, and it’s well they do.”


  94   I thus beheld the goodly school unite


  Around the lord of songs of highest style,


  Who soars above the rest in eagle’s flight.


  97   Soon after they had talked a little while,


  They turned to me, saluting with a sign,


  And as they did, my Master gave a smile;


  100   They made an even greater honor mine


  And let me join their number at that site,


  So I among such minds was sixth in line.


  103   We thus continued onwards towards the light,


  While saying things that silence here should grace


  As much as speaking there of them was right.


  106   We journeyed to a noble castle’s base,


  Which seven times a lofty wall surrounds,


  While comely streams all round defend that place,


  109   And this we passed as if on hardened grounds.


  I entered seven portals with the wise,


  And so we reached refreshing, verdant downs,


  112   Where people gazed with slow and earnest eyes;


  By great authority their traits were lined,


  Though seldom did their gentle voices rise.


  115   To one side of the meadow we inclined,


  A high and open space of lustrous sheen,


  So that we both could see all there confined.


  118   And facing me, on the enameled green,


  The mighty shades were shown who there abide;


  I still exult within me from that scene.


  121   Electra in large company was spied;[62]


  Both Hector and Aeneas there I knew,[63]


  And Caesar, who was armed and falcon-eyed.[64]


  124   I saw Camille and Penthasilia too;[65]


  And, opposite, saw King Latinus crowned,[66]


  Who with his child, Lavinia, sat in view;[67]


  127   Saw Brutus, who drove Tarquin out, and found[68]


  Lucrece, Cornelia, Julia, Marcia, and[69]


  Saw Saladin apart, with none around.[70]


  130   I raised my eyes a little more and scanned


  As well the master there of those who know,[71]


  His seat among the philosophic band.


  133   All look upon him, whom they honor so;


  I saw both Plato there and Socrates,[72]         


  More near to him than all the rest below;


  136   And Anaxag’ras, Thales, Diogenes,[73]


  Democritus, who gives the world to chance,[74]


  With Zeno, Heraclite, Empedocles,[75]


  139   And Dioscorides, who gathered plants;[76]          


  Then Tully, Linus, Orpheus with these,[77]


  And moral Seneca all met my glance;[78]


  142   Next Galen, Avicenne, Hippocrates,[79]


  With geometric Euclid, Ptolemy,[80]


  Great Commentator too, Averroës.[81]


  145   I cannot fully paint them all, you see:


  My lengthy theme is urging me anew,


  So words are often less than facts would be.


  148   The company of six divides in two.


  My knowing Guide leads me another way


  From calm to trembling air, and, coming through,


  151   I find a place on which there shines no ray.


  CANTO V


  The Poets descend from Limbo into the second circle of Hell, where they encounter Minos, the semi-bestial judge of the dead, before whom the souls of the damned must pass to confess their sins and receive their sentences. When he cries out to Dante, Virgil conjures him into silence as he had done before with Charon (1–24). The Pilgrim then begins to perceive the wailings of the lustful, whose spirits are ceaselessly wafted about by gusting blasts of wind (25–51). As a string of them comes darting by, Virgil points out illustrious examples of those undone by an excess of love: Semiramis, Dido, Cleopatra, Helen, Achilles, Paris, Tristan, and a thousand others. On viewing this air-borne parade, Dante is seized by pity (52–72). He wishes to speak with two spirits who appear to be particularly light upon the air, which seems to indicate the gustiness of their passions. When his Master has Dante entreat them in the name of that love which drives them, they respond promptly to his affectionate request (73–87). Francesca da Rimini speaks and tells how Love first enamored Paolo with her comeliness, how his attentions then ignited her affections in return, and how their indulged inclinations finally led to their deaths (88–108). Deeply moved, the Poet remains for a while lost in contemplation of their tragic fate and then, at Virgil’s instigation, asks how Love allowed them to manifest their hidden desires (109–120). Although pained in their present misery to recall the past happiness of their love, Francesca recounts how she and Paolo were once reading for their diversion the Arthurian tale of Lancelot. The description of his kiss of Guinevere proved too strong an incitement for their ready passions, and they read no more that day (121–138). Overwhelmed by pity for the two lovers, Dante faints and falls to the ground like a corpse (139–142).


  1   So from the first of rings I made descent


  Down to the second one, which bounds less space,[82]


  But pain much greater, goading to lament.


  4   There horrid Minos stands with snarling face,[83]


  Examining offenses at the door,


  And girds himself to judge and fix their place.


  7   I mean when ill-born souls have come before


  Him there, confessing all there is to tell,


  That connoisseur of sins will see what floor


  10   Will be the place assigned to each in Hell.


  He girds his tail around himself to show


  How many steps he sends it down to dwell.


  13   Before him many always stand; they go


  For judgment, each in turn, and first begin


  To speak and hear, and then are cast below.


  16   “O you approaching towards this woeful inn,”


  As soon as he had seen me, Minos cried


  And left what his great office there had been,


  19   “Watch how you enter, watch whom you confide


  In here; don’t let this wide gate fool you then.”


  “Why are you shouting too?” my Guide replied;


  22   “Do not impede his fated journey when


  It thus is willed where power can agree


  With what is wished, and do not ask again.”


  25   And now the mournful notes begin to be


  More audible; I’ve now attained the site


  Where all those many wailings batter me.


  28   I’ve reached a place that’s muted of all light,


  That roars like billows when the tempest blows,


  Embattled when conflicting stormwinds fight.


  31   The hellish hurricane finds no repose,


  But snatches up the spirits in its blast,


  And, whirling round and smiting, torments those.


  34   When they have reached the ruins there at last,[84]


  Their shrieks are heard with wailing and lament,


  And blasphemies against God’s might are cast.


  37   I understood that to such torments went


  Those damned as carnal sinners, who were lost


  Submitting reason to their lustful bent.


  40   And as the starlings’ wings in times of frost


  Upbear them in a broad and crowded train,


  So by that blast these evil souls are tossed.


  43   Now here, now there, now up, now down they plane;


  No hope has ever comforted their plight—


  Not hope of rest, but of a lesser pain.


  46   And as the cranes, which sing their lays in flight,


  Will stretch their lengthy lines across the skies,


  So wailing shadows came within my sight,


  49   Whom battling stormwinds carried in such wise


  That I just had to say: “O Master, see!


  Who are these people whom black airs chastise?”


  52   “The first of those about whose history


  You wish to know was empress,” then he said,


  “A ruler over many tongues, but she


  55   Was ruined by licentious vice and sped


  To make lust licit in her law from need


  To shed the blame to which she had been led.


  58   She is Semíramis, of whom we read[85]


  That she, succeeding Ninus as his bride,[86]


  Once held the lands beneath the Sultan’s lead.[87]


  61   The other stabbed herself from love and died,[88]


  And to Sichaeus’ ashes proved untrue.[89]


  Then wanton Cleopatra there is spied.[90]


  64   See Helen too, because of whom were due[91]


  Such times of ill; and see Achilles famed,[92]


  Who at the end with love had battled too.


  67   See Paris, Tristan….” Thus for me he named[93]


  And pointed out a thousand shadowed wights,


  Whom love from this, our earthly life, had claimed.


  70   When I had heard what ancient dames and knights


  My Teacher named, great pity seized me there,


  And I felt so bewildered by these sights.


  73   “I willingly would visit with that pair,


  O Poet,” I began, “who jointly fly,


  And seem to be so light upon the air.”


  76   “You’ll see when they are nearer us, then by


  The love,” he said, “that leads them on, beseech


  The two of them, and thus they will draw nigh.”


  79   And when the wind had brought them in our reach,


  I raised my voice, “O weary souls,” I said,


  “If None forbids it, come and join our speech.”[94]


  82   And just as doves that longing calls are led


  By their desires to reach a pleasant nest


  Across the airs, their steady pinions spread,


  85   So did those souls leave Dido and the rest.


  Approaching through malignant airs, they flew—


  Such force had my affectionate behest.


  88   “O living one, benign and gracious too,[95]           


  You visit us through airs as dark as perse,


  Who stained the earth with such a bloody spew;


  91   Were but the King of all the Universe


  Our friend, we’d ask His peace for someone who


  Has pity on our evils so perverse.


  94   But we shall hear and speak of all with you


  Of which it pleases you to speak and hear,


  While silent fall the winds as now they do.


  97   The land in which I had my birth lies near[96]


  The shore where there descends the river Po,


  With streams that join it, to find peace and cheer.


  100   That love which soon sets gentle hearts aglow


  Took him with my fair body, which they let


  Be torn from me—the way still hurts me so!


  103   That love which spares none loved from love’s own net


  Took me so strongly with delight he bred


  That, as you see, it has not left me yet.


  106   That love has led us to one death—ahead


  For him who killed us will Caïna wait!”[97]


  Thus borne from them to us, these words were said.


  109   When I had heard these injured spirits’ fate,


  I bowed my head and so long held it low


  The Poet asked: “What do you contemplate?”


  112   And when I answered, I began: “Oh, oh!           


  What gentle thoughts, and what great longing drew


  Those spirits to the passage unto woe!”


  115   I turned to speak to them and start anew:


  “Francesca, how your torments cause my eyes


  To weep out of compassion and of rue!


  118   But tell me, in the time of gentle sighs,


  With what, and in what way, did Love disclose


  To you how dubious desires arise?”


  121   She said to me: “There are no greater woes


  Than to recall a happy time and steep


   In misery, and that your Teacher knows.


  124   But if your yearning is indeed so deep


  To know the first root of the love we’ve got,


  Then I shall do like those who speak and weep.


  127   For our delight we read of Lancelot[98]


  One day, how Love constrained him so—this plus


  The fact we were alone, suspecting not.


  130   That reading brought our eyes together thus


  From time to time, and paled our faces’ tone,


  And yet one single point defeated us.


  133   When we read how the yearned-for smile was shown


  A kiss in such a perfect lover’s way,


  This one, who’ll never part from me, had grown


  136   To tremble as he kissed my mouth. I say


  That book was Gallehault; so was the bard[99]


  Who wrote it too: we read no more that day.”


  139   And as one spirit spoke in this regard,


  The other wept; from pitying it all,


  As though I just had died, I fainted hard


  142   So that I fell the way a corpse would fall.


  CANTO VI


  As Dante comes to, he finds himself in the third circle of Hell, where the gluttonous writhe in a fetid mire beneath a deluge of foul rain, hail, and snow. There Cerberus, a three-headed, wide-bellied, dog-like figure, flays the squirming souls with his talons. Spotting the Poets, he quivers with dumb rage, baring his fangs. Virgil then hurls two fistfuls of mud into his open gullets, appeasing his rabid appetite as he and his charge pass on, treading upon the supine spirits (1–36). One shade, however, whom vice has disfigured beyond recognition, bolts up and identifies himself as the glutton Ciacco, a fellow Florentine (37–57). Seizing the opportunity, the Pilgrim queries him about the city’s future, its present condition, and the past causes of its division. In response his townsman predicts the exile of the White Guelphs, Dante’s own party, from the city; declares its present injustice; and explains it through envy, pride, and avarice (58–75). The Poet questions him further about the fate of certain Florentine worthies antedating the feud between White and Black Guelphs, and Ciacco replies that Dante will meet them in the lower regions of Hell. Asking to be remembered on earth, he then sinks into a cross-eyed stupor (76–93). Virgil says that Ciacco will not wake again until the general resurrection and the Day of Judgment, which makes the Pilgrim wonder about the punishment of the resurrected body. If having a body is part of the soul’s perfection, his Master explains, then both reward and punishment will be more perfect in the body (94–111). The Travelers now follow a curve to where the road descends and discover Pluto, the great enemy (112–115).


  1   My mind reviving, which had closed before


  The sad condition of those kindred two,[100]


  Who troubled me with sorrow all the more,


  4   I spy new torments all around and new


  Tormented souls, wherever it may be


  That I might move, or turn, or set my view.


  7   I stand in Hell’s third ring; eternally[101]


  The cursèd, cold, and heavy rains here blow.


  It never changes rule or quality.


  10   Large stones of hail, a filthy rain, and snow


  Come pouring downwards through the darksome air;


  The earth smells fetid that receives this flow.


  13   There’s Cerberus, a beast both fierce and rare;[102]


  With triple gullet like a dog he brays


  Above the people who are sunken there.


  16   His beard is greasy black, his eyes ablaze,


  His belly wide, his hands with talons crowned;


  The spirits there he quarters, rends, and flays.


  19   The rainstorm keeps them howling like a hound


  While with one side they screen the other side;


  Those godless wretches often turn around.


  22   When Cerberus, that giant worm, had spied


  The two of us, no limb of his held still;


  He bared his fangs, his mouths all opened wide.


  25   My Guide extended both his palms to fill           


  His fists with mud he gathered from the mire,


  And in those famished jaws he threw that swill.


  28   Like rabid dogs all barking with desire,


  Which then grow quiet when they chew their feed,


  Intent and strained to gulp it down entire,


  31   So were those filthy faces in the greed


  Of demon Cerberus, who so could roar


  Those spirits wished that they were deaf indeed.


  34   We passed on shadows whom the heavy pour


  Of rain subdues and trod their empty show,


  Which seemed like living bodies as before.


  37   And on the ground they all were lying low,


  Except for one who sat up when his shade


  Had seen us pass in front of him, and so,


  40   “O you, who through this Hell are led,” he prayed,


  “Do try to recognize me, if you can,


  For you were made before I was unmade.”


  43   “Perhaps your agony,” I then began,


  “Withdraws you from my mind, for as of yet


  It seems I never saw you as a man.


  46   Say who you are, in such great pain and set


  In such a dismal place that should one meet


  A greater pain, more loathsome is not met.”


  49   He said to me: “Your city, so replete[103]


  With envy that its sack now overflows,


  Once held me in a life serenely sweet.


  52   You townsmen called me ‘Ciacco,’ and my woes[104]


  Are for the damning fault of gluttony—


  You see me broken by the rainfall’s blows.


  55   My soul is not alone in misery:


  For one same fault all these are overcome


  By one same pain”—he said no more to me.


  58   “O Ciacco, your distress,” I said in sum,


  “So weighs on me it bids me weep your fate.


  But tell me, if you know, what will become


  61   Of citizens of that divided state,


  If anyone is just, and why and whence


  Such discord has assailed it so of late.”


  64   He: “After long contention, the events[105]


  Will come to blood; the rustic band will cast


  The other faction out with much offense.


  67   This party too will have to fall at last


  Within three suns; the other will hold sway


  By dint of one who tacks his sails so fast.[106]


  70   The ones will long hold high their heads and weigh


  Down others under heavy loads they bear,


  Whatever tears and shame they might display.


  73   Though two are just, they are not heeded there,[107]


  For envy, pride, and avarice beget


  Three suchlike sparks that put all hearts aflare.”


  76   And here to tearful sounds an end was set.


  I said to him: “Instruct me once again,


  And make a gift of speaking further yet.


  79   Tegghiaío, Farinata, worthy men,[108]


  Arrigo, Mosca, with Jacopo, and[109]


  All those who set their minds on goodness then,


  82   Tell where they are, so I know how they stand;


  For great desire is urging me to know


  If Heaven sweetens or Hell galls their band.”


  85   “They are among the blackest souls below,


  Weighed to the bottom by a different crime.


  You’ll see,” he said, “if you descend so low.


  88   When you return up to that sweeter clime,


  I pray, have other men call me to mind;


  I will not speak nor answer one more time.”


  91   With that his even gaze grew disaligned,


  He looked at me a while, then bent his head,


  And fell as low as all the other blind.


  94   “This one will wake no more,” my Leader said,


  “Until the angel’s trumpet sounds the doom


  And the opposing Power comes ahead.[110]


  97   Each one will see again the sorry tomb,


  Take on his flesh and body’s form anew,


  And hear eternally his sentence boom.”


  100   Amid a filthy mixture, we passed through


  The shades and rain but kept our paces slow,


  And touched upon the future life some too.


  103   I asked: “O Master, will these torments grow


  With that great Judgment passed, or will they wane,


  Or will they always keep on burning so?”


  106   He said: “Recall how science would maintain[111]


  The more perfection something has, the more


  It feels of pleasure and, as well, of pain.


  109   Although this cursèd people will not soar


  To true perfection, still they look to end


  Much nearer than they were to it before.”


  112   We made a circle round the roadway’s bend,


  While saying more than I can here relate,


  Then came to where it started to descend:


  115   There Pluto’s found, that enemy so great.[112]


  CANTO VII


  Pluto, catching sight of the Wayfarers, screeches incomprehensibly, perhaps invoking Satan. After reassuring the startled Dante, Virgil deflates the turgid beast by appealing to St. Michael’s suppression of the angels’ rebellion in Heaven (1–15). The Poets then descend to the fourth circle, where they find the avaricious on the left and the prodigal on the right rolling boulders with their chests, clashing at one antipode of the circle, shouting mutual reproaches, and returning to the counterpole (16–35). Dante wonders if those tonsured among the avaricious were clerics, and Virgil confirms that they were priests, cardinals, and popes. When the Pilgrim then expects to be able to recognize some of them, his Master chides him for the expectation since they are so befouled by their vice. Virgil avails himself of the opportunity, however, to comment on the irony of man’s insatiable desire for the ephemeral goods of Fortune (36–66). At the mention of Fortune, Dante inquires about her nature, and his Teacher explains that she is an angelic intelligence, similar to those that guide the celestial spheres, but one entrusted with the impenetrable, ever-changing distribution of goods on earth (67–99). The Travelers then cross the circle to the next descent, find a murky, bubbling stream at the brink, and follow it down to the marsh of Styx, where they encounter both the souls of the wrathful, tearing and biting each other in the mire (100–114), and those of the sullen, gurgling their words and submerged in slime (115–126). Continuing their way on the dry bank around the swamp, they come at last to the base of a tower (127–130).


  1   “Papé Satán, Papé Satán aleppe!”[113]      


  When Pluto started thus with clucking tongue,


  That gentle Sage, all-knowing, thought to say,


  4   Consoling me: “By fear do not be stung.


  Whatever powers may in him reside,


  None stops your climbing down this rocky rung.”


  7   Then to that bloated face he turned aside


  And said to him: “You cursèd wolf, be still!


  With your own rage consume yourself inside.


  10   Our journey to the depths is not for nil.


  For it is willed on high where Michael found


  Revenge against a proud, adult’rous will.”[114]


  13   As sails inflated by the wind are downed


  And fall entangled when there snaps the mast,


  Just so that cruel beast fell to the ground.


  16   Down to the fourth depression we thus passed[115]


  To take in more of that despondent shore


  Where all the universe’s ills are massed.


  19   O God of justice! Who has held in store


  As many toils and pains as I descried?


  Why does our guilt consume us all the more?


  22   As waves above Charybdis will collide


  And shatter when they meet each other there,[116]


  So all the people here must dance in stride.


  25   I saw more spirits here than anywhere,


  On one side and the other; as they wheel


  Large weights by force of chest, their howlings blare.


  28   They clash against each other; then they reel


  Around right there and, rolling back, recede.


  “Why do you hoard?” “Why do you waste?” they squeal.


  31   Thus by the gloomy circle they proceed


  On either hand back to the counter-pole,


  While shouting once again their scornful screed.


  34   Each one of them, when he had reached his goal,


  Would circle halfway back to joust again.


  And I, who felt my heart within condole,


  37  Said: “Show me who are all these former men,


  O Master, and if all were clerics who,


  Upon our left, are in the tonsured den.”


  40   “Now every one of them went so askew


  In mind in his first life,” he answered so,


  “That no expense observed the measure due.


  43   And this their barking voices clearly show


  When to the circle’s double points they tread,


  Where counter-faults dispair them all. Thus know


  46   That they who have no hair upon the head


  Were clerics, popes, and cardinals, and in these


  Man’s greed has done its utmost.” And I said:


  49   “I surely ought to recognize with ease,


  O Master, some from out of such a lot,


  Who were defiled by such iniquities.”


  52   He said to me: “What empty thoughts you’ve got!


  Their heedless life, which covered them with smut,


  Now makes them so obscure you know them not.


  55   For all eternity their shades will butt.


  Thus, from their gravesites these will rise one day


  With tightened fists, and those with hair close cut.


  58   Ill-giving and ill-keeping took away


  Their comely world and put them to strife’s test;[117]


  What kind it is I prank no words to say.


  61   Now you, my son, can see the short-lived jest


  Of goods committed unto Fortune’s hold,[118]


  Which human generations so contest.


  64   For all there is or ever was of gold


  Down here beneath the moon could never let


  One weary soul repose of all this fold.”


  67   “My Master,” I replied, “now tell me yet:


  This Fortune you have touched on, what is she,


  Whose fists so clutch the worldly goods we get?”


  70   “You foolish creatures,” thus he said to me,


  “How great this ignorance that so offends


  You all! May you imbibe what I decree:


  73   The very One whose wisdom far transcends


  All things has made the heavens and supplied


  Their guides, so every part to all resplends,


  76   Allotting equal light to every side.


  For worldly splendors He was to ordain


  A common minister as well and guide


  79   To transfer in due time goods held in vain,


  From people unto people, kind to kind,


  In ways that human wit can not restrain.


  82   So, where one folk has ruled, another’s pined,


  Both following her judgments, which all lie


  As hidden as, in grass, a snake entwined.


  85   But with her force your knowledge cannot vie,


  For she foresees and judges to pursue


  Her kingdom’s ends like other gods on high.[119]


  88   Her permutations have no truce in view.


  It is necessity that makes her swift,


  So human fortune changes often too.


  91   She is the one whom they so often lift


  Upon the cross and whom they blame amiss


  With evil words when they should praise her gift.


  94   Yet she is blest, and does not hear of this.


  With other primal creatures, glad at play,[120]


  She turns her sphere, rejoicing in her bliss.[121]


  97   But let’s descend where greater grief holds sway;


  Each star now falls that rose when I first moved,[122]


  And we are not allowed too long a stay.”


  100   We crossed the ring to seashores far removed,   


  Just past a spring that boils to overflow


  Down by a trench its overspill had grooved


  103   With waters darker far than perse, and so


  In company with murky waves we went


  By rugged pathways to a place below.


  106   This dismal little stream makes its descent


  Down to the foot of shores malign and grey


  Where, in a swamp named Styx, it then is spent.[123]


  109   And I, who stood intent to look their way,


  Saw muddy people in that bog, who stand[124]


  All naked there, with angry looks. And they


  112   All strike each other, not with just the hand,


  But with their heads and chests and feet they feud;


  Their teeth disjoin each other strand by strand.


  115   “Now see, my son,” the kindly Master sued


  “The souls of those defeated by their ire.


  And I would have you hold with certitude


  118   That people underwater there suspire[125]


  And make the water bubble at its crest,


  As eyes will tell, wherever they inquire.


  121   “We once were sullen,” those in slime attest,


  “Up in those sweeter airs the sun makes glad,


  While bearing sluggish vapors in our breast,


  124   But in this blackish mire we now are sad.”


  This hymn they gurgle in their gullets then,


  For there no strength to form full words is had.


  127   And thus between the dry bank and the fen


  We made a wide arc round that pond’s foul space,


  And eyed those swallowers of sullage when,


  130   At last, we came upon a tower’s base.


  CANTO VIII


  Before reaching the tower’s base, the Poets spy upon its summit two small flames signaling to a distant tower, which beacons in return. As if in answer to the first, a small boat comes shooting towards them, its helmsman shouting angrily at what he takes for his catch. But Virgil quells his predatory spite by saying that he is only to ferry them across the swamp (1–30). As they furrow through the marsh, one soul rears its muddy head. When Dante recognizes the spirit and curses him, he struggles to seize the Poet, but Virgil repels him. The ancient Bard affectionately approves of this righteous indignation in Dante, who expresses his will to see that spirit punished again. His wish is immediately gratified as a mob tears the rabid shade to pieces. (31–64). A wailing then turns Dante’s attention to the flaming mosques of the City of Dis, as Phlegyas steers them up to the entrance through the deep-cut moats encircling its iron ramparts (65–8l). The Pilgrim beholds above its gates more than a thousand fallen angels, clamoring to know what living man dares to invade their realm. Virgil motions them aside to a parley, but they insist that he advance alone while Dante returns as best he can (82–93). Utterly downcast, the Traveler pleads with his Guide not to abandon him. Virgil, however, reassures him with the divine origin of their mission and then goes forth, leaving Dante to vacillate. After but brief converse with him, the demons scramble back into their fortress, slamming the doors in the face of Virgil, who trudges back dismayed and dejected (94–120). He exhorts Dante, though, to be of good hope, trusting that he will overcome the obstacles with the aid of a heavenly messenger already on his way (121–130).


  1   Continuing, I say that long before


  We two had reached the lofty tower’s base


  Our eyes were drawn up to its highest floor


  4   By two small flames we saw there set in place.


  From far, another signaled in return,


  So far the eye could scarcely catch a trace.


  7   And to that Sea of sense I had to turn[126]


  And say: “What does this mean? And what will be


  The other’s answer? And who makes them burn?”


  10   “Above the filthy waters you can see


  Already that which lies in wait nearby,


  If marshy fumes don’t hide it still,” said he.


  13   No bowstring ever let an arrow fly


  That through the air so swiftly ran its way


  As when a little bark I saw draw nigh


  16   Came skimming towards us through the waterway


  Beneath a solitary pilot’s reign.


  “Fell soul,” he cried, “you now are captured prey!”


  19   “O Phlegyas, O Phlegyas, in vain[127]


  You shout this time,” my Lord replied, “you hold


  Us only as we pass this marshy plane.”


  22   As one resents it when he hears it told


  That great deceit was done to him, just so


  Grew Phlegyas, his pent-up rage controlled.


  25   My Guide descended to the bark below,


  Then had me enter after on the spot,


  And only thus did it seem laden, though.


  28   No sooner than my Guide and I had got


  Inside the boat, the ancient prow so flew


  It cut more waves than with another lot.


  31   As we were running through the stagnant slew,


  One rose before me full of mud who pried:


  “Who are you, come before your time is due?”


  34   I told him: “If I come, I won’t abide.


  But who are you, who’ve turned so foul all through?”


  “You see I am one weeping,” he replied.


  37   And I to him: “May you remain here too,


  Accursèd soul, with grief and tears you shed.


  Though you are filthy, still I know of you.”


  40   Then towards our boat he stretched both hands outspread;


  The wary Master, though, thrust off that pest.


  “Away there with the other dogs!” he said.


  43   He put his arms around my neck, caressed


  And kissed my face. “Indignant soul,” said he,


  “How she who bore you in her womb is blest!


  46   That one was proud when in the world, but see


  Just how his shadow here in fury wrings,


  Because no good can grace his memory.


  49   How many count themselves above as kings


  Who here will be like swine immersed in mire


  And leave behind dispraise from horrid things.”


  52   I said: “O Master, much would I desire


  To see him thrust beneath the soupy tide


  Before we leave the lake,” at which my Sire


  55   Replied to me: “You will be satisfied


  Before the other shore comes into view;


  It’s right that such a wish be gratified.”


  58   Soon after that, I saw a muddy crew


  Work such a mangling on his shade that I


  Still thank the Lord for it and praise him too.


  61   “Now at Filipp’ Argenti!” came their cry,[128]


  At which the Florentine in frenzy bent


  His teeth upon his flesh. We left him by


  64   Himself at that, and so this tale is spent.


  But when a wailing sound had struck my ear,


  I turned wide eyes ahead and peered, intent.


  67   The kindly Master said: “There now draws near,


  My son, a town whose name is Dis; that’s where[129]


  Grave townsmen and great armies will appear.”


  70   And I: “O Master, in the valley there,


  I now can spy its crimson mosques quite well;


  It seems that they have issued from a flare.”


  73   “Eternal fire,” so he began to tell,


  “Which burns inside of them has made them red,


  As you can witness in this nether Hell.”


  76   We entered in the deep-cut moat, whose bed


  Begirds that wretched land as its redoubt;


  It seemed the walls were iron overhead.


  79   And not till we had circled round about


  Did we come up to where the boatman cried:


  “This is the entrance way, you two. Get out!”


  82   More than a thousand on its gates were spied,[130]


  Who—rained from Heaven—in their anger said:


  “And who is this, who, though he has not died,


  85   Now journeys through the kingdom of the dead?”


  However, my sage Master’s sign made plain


  That he would speak with them apart instead.


  88   So they confined somewhat their great disdain


  And said: “You come alone; with him away,


  Who made so bold to enter in this reign!


  91   Let him return alone his foolish way,


  Or try to, if he can, for in this den


  His escort through dark lands will have to stay.”


  94   Think, Reader, if I was discouraged when


  The cursèd words he spoke had sounded, for


  I thought that I would not return again.


  97   “Belovèd Guide, who seven times and more


  Restored my confidence and drew me past


  Deep dangers that had lain for me in store,


  100   Don’t leave me so undone,” I said at last.


  “But if our further passage is denied,


  Let us retrace our steps together fast.”


  103   At this, the Lord who’d led me there replied:


  “Now do not be afraid, because no foe


  Can block our pass, which such a One supplied.[131]


  106   And you, wait here for me, but comfort though


  Your weary soul, and with good hope be fed;


  I won’t forsake you in this world below.”


  109   The gentle Father thus goes on ahead


  And leaves me there, while I remain in doubt,


  For “yes” and “no” contend within my head.


  112   Although I could not hear what he set out


  For them, he’d stood there but a little space


  When all ran back inside in such a bout.


  115   Our adversaries slammed doors in the face


  Of my dear Master, who remained outside,


  Returning to me with a languid pace.


  118   And with his eyes upon the ground, he sighed;


  Then he, his brow now shorn of boldness, said:


  “By whom was this sad house to me denied?[132]


  121   Don’t be dismayed, though I am vexed,” he pled;


  “For I shall overcome this contest too,


  Whatever obstacle in there is bred.


  124   This arrogance of theirs is nothing new:


  They used it at a not so secret gate,[133]


  Which still is found without its bolt, and you


  127   Have seen the deadly script on it of late.


  Already there descends one on this side[134]


  Who passes through these rings without a mate;


  130   By him that land will soon be opened wide.”


  CANTO IX


  Dante is alarmed at the return of his unsuccessful Master. Although the latter tries to conceal his discomfiture and to encourage his comrade, the Pilgrim, undeceived, falters and delicately questions his knowledge of the way. Virgil replies that, shortly after his death, he was summoned by the sorceress Erichtho to retrieve a soul from Judecca, the lowest region of Hell, so that he knows the very depths of the underworld (1–33). Suddenly the three Furies—Alecto, Tisiphone, and Megaera—appear, stained with blood, girt with hydras, coiffed with serpents, and smiting their breasts. They summon the Gorgon Medusa to turn the Poet to stone, but his Guide manages to shield his eyes with his hands (34–63). When Dante hears a clashing sound and feels the quaking earth, Virgil frees his eyes to behold thousands of souls scampering before an angel crossing the Styx dry-shod. The messenger from Heaven regally opens the gates with a touch of his scepter, rails against the futile resistance of the demons, and then departs (64–103). Entering the sixth circle unopposed, the Poets discover a field of burning sepulchers from whose open lids tormented cries emerge. Upon inquiry, the Pilgrim learns that heretics populate the tombs. The Wayfarers then continue to the right between the graveyard and the city’s walls (104–133).


  1   The cowardice that paled my outward hue


  On seeing that my Guide had turned around


  Repressed more quickly his new color too.


  4   He stopped, intent, like one who heeds a sound,


  For far his eye could not lead him to see,


  Where blackened air and heavy fog abound.


  7   “Yet we must win this battle,” started he,


  “Or else…. But such a one has offered aid!


  How slow that someone’s coming seems to be!”


  10   I saw quite well just how he overlaid


  The start with other words that followed there,


  Which sounded different from those first conveyed.


  13   But none the less, his speech gave me a scare,


  Since from his broken words I may have well


  Drawn meanings worse than they were meant to bear.


  16   “And to the bottom of this sorry shell


  Has none descended from the first degree,[135]


  Where mangled hope’s the only pain of Hell?”


  19   I asked this question; in reply said he:


  “It rarely happens any of our corps


  Should take the road on which you go with me.


  22   It’s true that I was down here once before,


  Invoked by fierce Erichtho, whose demand[136]


  Called shadows to their bodies’ clay once more.


  25   When, stripped of flesh, I was not long unmanned,


  She had me enter in that rampart so


  That I might draw a soul from Judas’ band.[137]


  28   And that place is the one most dark and low,


  The farthest from the heaven circling all.[138]


  So rest assured, for well this road I know.


  31   The swamp that breathes a fetor girds the wall


  Of that distressing city up ahead,


  Where we can not go in without some gall.”


  34   I don’t remember just what else he said


  Because my eye had wholly drawn me where


  A lofty tower’s peak was glowing red.


  37   And suddenly three hellish furies there[139]


  Had risen up erect, all blood-besoiled;


  They had a woman’s members and her air.


  40   The greenest hydras round their waists are coiled;


  Small serpents and horned snakes bestrew the mane


  With which their savage temples are embroiled.


  43   And he, who recognized the handmaid train


  Of the eternal lamentation’s queen,[140]


  Said: “See the fierce Erínyës! That bane,


  46   Megaera, on the left-hand side is seen;


  Alecto stands there weeping on the right,”


  He finished, “with Tisíphone between.”


  49   They rend their breasts with taloned nails and smite


  Them with their palms—they cried in such a tone


  I fastened on the Poet in my fright.


  52   “Medusa, come! And we’ll turn him to stone,”[141]


  They said, all looking down; “for his attack,


  But poor revenge to Theseus was shown.”[142]


  55   “Now keep your eyes closed tight and turn your back,


  For if the Gorgon shows herself to view,


  And you should see, return would come to wrack,”


  58   My Master said. And he himself then drew


  Me fully round, for fear my hands should fail,


  And covered up my eyes with his hands too.


  61   O all of you whose intellect is hale,


  Search out the doctrine hiding so opaque


  Beneath these foreign verses as a veil.


  64   Upon the turbid waves there came to break


  A clash of sound, one filled with frightful wail,


  Which made one shoreline and the other quake.


  67   No different was it fashioned than a gale,


  Impetuous when heated crosswinds fray,


  Which smites the woods unchecked and in its trail


  70   Leaves branches rent, cast down, and swept away.


  It goes forth proud behind a cloud of dust


  And makes the beasts and shepherds flee its way.


  73   He loosed my eyes and told me: “Now you must


  Direct your sight ’cross ancient suds and spy[143]


  The place where bitter fumes are most robust.”


  76   As frogs before their foe, the snake, all fly,         


  Thus disappearing through the waterholes    


  Till cocked upon the bottom, so did I


  79   Behold more than a thousand ruined souls


  That fled from one who at a crossing place[144]


  Traversed the Styx and did so with dry soles.


  82   He cleared that gross air from before his face


  By waving his left hand quite frequently,     


  Which seemed alone to weary him a trace.


  85   That he was sent from Heaven I could see,


  And turned to face my Guide, whose sign made plain


  That I should bow before him quietly.


  88   How full he seemed to me of high disdain!


  He reached a gate and by his scepter’s grace,


  With no resistance, opened up their reign.


  91   “O you cast out of Heaven, hated race,”


  So he began upon the horrid sill,


  “Why do you harbor insolence so base?


  94   And why do you rebel against that Will


  Whose purpose nothing ever could negate,


  And which so often has increased your ill?


  97   What does it help to butt against your fate?


  Your Cerberus, remember as you may,


  Had chin and throat peeled off in such a state.”[145]


  100   He then turned back upon the filthy way


  And spoke no word to us but had the air


  Of one with other cares that gnaw and weigh


  103   Than those of us who stood before him there.


  We moved our footsteps towards that land once more,


  Now, after holy words, secure from care,


  106   And so we entered in without a war.[146]


  And I, who had a great desire to scout


  The state that such a fortress held in store,


  109   When once inside it, cast my eye about


  To see the spacious country on all hands,


  One full of pains, one evil torments clout.


  112   And as at Arles, there where the Rhone first stands,[147]


  Or as at Pola, near Quarnero’s bay,[148]


  Which closes Italy and bathes her strands,


  115   The graves give all the land uneven lay,


  So here they did as well in every part,


  Except, though, in a yet more bitter way.


  118   Among the tombstones flames were spread apart,


  By which all over they were so emblazed


  That hotter iron’s needed by no art.


  121   Since all the covers of those tombs were raised,


  There issued forth a harsh, lamenting cry


  From those whom misery and torment crazed.


  124   “O Master, who are all those folk,” said I,


  “Who find themselves within these chests entombed


  And make themselves be heard with painful sigh?”


  127   He said: “Here all heresiarchs are doomed,[149]


  With all their followers of every sect;


  Their tombs are much more full than you presumed.


  130   See, like with like are buried here; inspect


  Their monuments made hot, some more, some less.”


  And when he turned off to his right, we trekked


  133   Between the lofty walls and their distress.


  CANTO X


  Dante follows Virgil between the iron wall and flaming tombs. As they proceed, he asks if one may see those lying in the open sepulchers (1–9). His Master answers that since the Epicureans are entombed there, his wish will soon be satisfied (10–21). At that very moment a voice beckons to the Pilgrim, recognizing him as a Tuscan and a Florentine. Startled, Dante turns to find Farinata, the great Ghibelline leader, standing tall and proud. Farinata, perhaps disappointed in not seeing one of his contemporaries, inquires of the Poet’s ancestors and, on learning their identity, boasts that he put them to rout twice. Provoked, Dante retorts that they also returned twice, finally expelling Farinata’s band, who never learned the “art” of the comeback, at which Farinata, disconcerted by the news, falls silent (21–51). On hearing Dante bandy words with the Ghibelline chief, the Guelph Cavalcante kneels up, expecting to see his son Guido, a poet, an intimate of Dante, and the son-in-law of Farinata. Disappointed, he tearfully questions why, if the Wayfarer is led by his genius, his son does not accompany him. Dante, unaware that Cavalcante remains ignorant of present events, delays a moment in explaining that he has come by the aid of a power that Guido had perhaps disdained. Mistakenly inferring that his son has died, and fearing he suffers a fate like his own, Cavalcante swoons back into his tomb (52–72). Farinata, who has stood oblivious to this interlude, now fires back at Dante, predicting his exile in four years. Then, softening his tone, he wonders why the Florentines prove so hostile to his family though he alone defended the city against the Ghibellines who would have razed her to the ground (73–93). Placated by this question, and intrigued by Farinata’s prophecy, the Pilgrim inquires about the knowledge of the damned and learns that, like the farsighted, they cannot see the present, but can foresee the future (94–108). This condition accounts for Cavalcante’s false impression, and Dante requests that his error be rectified (109–114). Before leaving, the Poet learns that the Emperor Frederick II and Cardinal Ubaldino lie among the Epicurean heretics (115–121). Then, as they set out, Virgil admonishes the pensive Dante to store up what he has heard but predicts that Beatrice will yet reveal the course of his life to him (121–136).


  1   And now we go along a secret track


  Between the city’s walls and miseries,


  My Master first, and I behind his back.


  4   “O highest Virtue, leading me through these


  Ungodly circles as you will,” said I,


  “Come, speak to me and fill my longings, please.


  7   Can someone see the people here who lie


  In sepulchers? The lids are opened wide


  Already, and no guard is standing by.”


  10   “They all will be locked shut,” so he replied,


  “When from Jehosaphat these spirits tread[150]


  Back here with bodies laid above aside.


  13   In this part is the cemetery bed


  Of Epicurus and his following,[151]


  Who with the body make the spirit dead.


  16   Thus, while we’re here, the question that you bring


  To me shall very soon be satisfied,


  With that desire which you are silencing.”


  19   “I do not hide my heart from you, good Guide,


  Except that I may make my words but few,


  To which you’ve just disposed me now,” I cried.


  22   “O Tuscan, you still living, who go through


  The town of fire with seemly discourse, rest


  Within this place, if so it pleases you.


  25   Your way of speaking makes it manifest


  You’re native to a noble polity,[152]


  To which I was perhaps too much a pest.”


  28   This sound had issued forth quite suddenly


  From one among those chests so that I drew


  In fear yet closer to my Guide, and he


  31   Commanded me: “Turn round! What’s this you do?


  See Farinata there, who stands upright[153]


  And from the waist on up will meet your view.”


  34  By now I had already fixed my sight


  On his, and he rose up with head and chest,


  As if he held all Hell in boundless spite.


  37   With prompt and ready hands my Leader pressed


  Me through between the graves, up to his place,


  And said: “Let fitting language be addressed.”


  40   When at the tomb I stood, just at its base,


  He looked a while and then with scornful wit


  He asked of me: “What was your fathers’ race?”


  43   And I, who was desirous to submit,


  Hid not a thing, but told him all, and he


  On that account raised up his brows a bit.


  46   “They all were savagely averse to me,”


  He said, “—my sires and partisans apart!—


  So that two times I had to make them flee.”


  49   “Though chased, they soon returned from every part,


  Both one time and the other,” I replied.[154]


  “But yours have never learned so well that art.”


  52   At that, another shade rose by his side,[155]


  Exposed to view down to his chin’s extent—


  I think he’d risen on his knees inside.


  55   He looked around as though his longing bent


  On seeing if another had come too;


  And when his expectation was all spent,


  58   In tears he said to me: “If you go through           


  This blinded prison by your mental height,


  Where is my son? Why is he not with you?”


  61   “I don’t come of myself,” I said outright,


  “But he who’s waiting there leads me to gain,


  Perhaps, that One your Guido held in spite.”[156]


  64   These were the words, and this the mode of pain,


  In which at once I read his name; that’s why


  My answer to him was so fully plain.


  67   “What’s that?” he suddenly leapt up to cry;


  “You said ‘he had’? Does he then live no more?


  Does not the sweet light strike against his eye?”


  70   When he perceived that I delayed before


  I answered him, he took a backward fall,


   And so he came no further to the fore.


  73   But yet, that great-souled other, at whose call[157]


  I first had stopped, had still not moved his head,


  Nor bent his side, nor changed his look at all.


  76   He spoke, continuing what first was said:           


  “If they have poorly learned that art’s true ways,


  That fact torments me more than does this bed.


  79   Not fifty times shall there be set ablaze


  The visage of the dame who rules this zone,[158]


  Before you learn how much that art form weighs.[159]


  82   May you return to that sweet world you’ve known,


  But tell me why, in all of their decrees,


  That people is so fierce against my own.”[160]


  85   I said: “The havoc and great butcheries


  By which the Arbïa is colored red,[161]


  Have filled our temples with such litanies.”


  88   And at that point he sighed and shook his head:


  “I was not then alone, nor would I stir


  With others save with cause, I’m sure,” he said.


  91   “Yet when I was alone, all others were


  Agreed that Florence should be swept away;


  And I with open face defended her.”[162]


  94   “So that your seed may find repose some day,”


  I begged of him, “dissolve for me the knot


  That has entangled here my judgment’s play.


  97   It seems what time will bring with it you spot


  Before it happens, if I hear aright,


  But for the present have another lot.”


  100   To that he said: “Like one who has bad light,


  We see the things that in the distance wait;


  The Highest Guide still shines on us that bright.


  103   When they draw near or are of present date,


  Our minds are vain; if others brought no more,


  We should know nothing of your human state.


  106   You thus can understand just how our store


  Of knowledge will from that point on be dead


  When finally the future shuts its door.”[163]


  109   And then, compunctious for my fault, I said:


  “Will you not say now to that one who fell,[164]


  His offspring and the living are still wed?[165]


  112   If I was mute to his response, please tell


  Him why, for I was turning in my mind


  The error you’ve resolved for me so well.”


  115   My Master called me now to come behind,


  So that with even greater haste I pressed


  That soul to name the spirits there confined.


  118   “More than a thousand lie with me impressed,”


  He said; “the Second Frederick’s in this yard,[166]


  The Cardinal too; I speak not of the rest.”[167]


  121   With that he hid. Back to the ancient Bard


  I turned my steps and pondered what they meant,


  Those words of his, which seemed to me so hard.[168]


  124   He moved ahead, and later, as we went,


  He asked of me: “Why are you so bestirred?”


  At which I satisfied his question’s bent.


  127   “So let your memory keep what you’ve heard,”


  That Sage prescribed, “against yourself today.


  But now,” he raised his finger, “heed my word:


  130   When you have stood before so sweet a ray,


  Which shines from one whose comely eye sees all,


  Then you will learn from her your life and way.”[169]


  133   His steps turned leftwards as we quit the wall


  And made a movement towards the middle thus


  By paths which, leading to a valley, fall.


  136   Its stench, which rose that far, disgusted us.


  CANTO XI


  As the Poets reach the brink of the sixth circle, they pause at the tomb of the monophysite Pope Anastasius to inure their senses to the stench of boiling blood below (1–9). At Dante’s request, Virgil avails himself of the opportunity to anatomize the structure of Lower Hell. Every sin of injustice, he says, intends the harm of one’s neighbor by either force or fraud, of which the latter is more grievous (10–27). The former receives its punishment in the seventh circle of Hell, but since violence may be exercised against one’s neighbor, oneself, or God, this circle is subsectioned into three rings (28–30). Thus, murderers, robbers, and tyrants inhabit the first ring (31–39); suicides and squanderers tenant the second (40–45); and blasphemers, sodomites, and usurers populate the third (46–51). Practitioners of simple fraud against one’s fellow man, with whom there is no special bond of trust, fall into the ten trenches of the eighth circle, dug out for panderers, flatterers, simonists, diviners, barrators, hypocrites, thieves, false counselors, sowers of discord, and falsifiers, most of whom are mentioned here (52–60) Following them, practitioners of treacherous fraud against kindred, country, guests, and benefactors, with all of whom one enjoys a special confidence, lie frozen in the four rings of the ninth circle (61–66). This disquisition, however, poses a conundrum for the Pilgrim: why are those in Upper Hell chastised if God does not hold them in anger; and if he does, why are they not castigated here in the City of Dis? Recalling Aristotle’s distinction of incontinence, malice, and bestiality, Virgil explains that incontinence is less serious and thus segregated from the more grievous sins of Lower Hell (67–90). The Poet then questions in what sense usury can constitute a sin against God, to which Virgil answers that just as nature imitates the divine exemplars, so human art and industry emulate nature. Nature is thus God’s “daughter,” and human industry his “granddaughter,” as it were. It is by these two that mankind should provide for itself and progress. But whereas sodomy sins against nature, usury offends against human industry by increasing money, not from labor on raw materials, but from money itself (91–111). When Virgil finishes, it is about 4:00 a. m., and he wishes to set out anew (112–115).


  1   Upon the border of a lofty bank


  Formed by a ring of huge split stones, we cut


  A path above a yet more cruel rank.


  4   And for the stench’s horrid overglut,


  Which those profound abysses upwards spray,


  We drew behind a cover-stone that shut


  7   A giant tomb whose script I saw to say:


  “I guard Pope Anastasius inside;


  Photinus drew him from the rightful way.”[170]


  10   “We must delay our climbing down the side


  Till sense adapts some to this wretched scent,


  Which then we shall not notice,” said my Guide.


  13   And I: “That time may not be lost thus spent,


  Come, think what compensation you may find.”


  He said: “You see that such is my intent.


  16   My son, within these very rocks are twined


  Three smaller rings,” he, starting, then explained,[171]


  “Each under each, like those you leave behind,


  19   All filled with cursèd spirits here detained.


  That it may be enough to see their fate,


  Hear how and why it is they are constrained:


  22   Of every malice earning Heaven’s hate,[172]


  Injustice is the end; such ends entail


  The harm, by force or fraud, of someone’s state.


  25   Since fraud is properly a human bale,


  It more displeases God; thus lower stand


  The fraudulent, whom greater pains assail.


  28   The violent take up the whole first band;[173]


  But since against three persons there is force,


  Three rings constructed there divide its land.


  31   With neighbor, self, and God there is recourse


  To violence—with them or what is theirs,


  I mean—as you will clearly hear in course.


  34   And so a savage death our neighbor bears


  And painful wounds, and in his things the blights


  Of ruin, arson, and extortion’s snares.


  37   Thus homicides, each one who wrongly smites,


  Despoilers, plunderers—that first of bands


  Torments them all in diverse ranks and sites.[174]


  40   Upon himself or on his goods man’s hands


  Are laid in violence. Thus of no worth


  Is rue if in the second ring he stands


  43   Who has deprived himself of life on earth;


  Or, gambling, dissipated fortunes earned;


  Or wept where there should be a joyful mirth.[175]


  46   And force against the Deity is turned


  When one blasphemes and God has been denied


  At heart, or Nature and its goods are spurned.


  49   And therefore will the smallest ring provide


  A seal on both Cahors and Sodom’s woes[176]


  And all whose hearts curse God from scornful pride.[177]


  52   By fraud, whose gnawing every conscience knows,


  Man cheats the ones whose trust in him runs high


  Or one whose purse holds no such trust as those.[178]


  55   The latter way, it seems, would cut that tie


  Of love alone which human nature makes;


  So, nested in the second circle lie


  58   The hypocrites, the fawners, and the fakes,


  The wizards, thieves, and simonists, I say,


  The grafters, pimps, and all such filthy snakes.[179]


  61   But we forget our love the former way


  When Nature frames it and we add to it,


  For then a special trust is born to stay.


  64   Hence in the smallest circle lies the pit


  Of all the universe, the seat of Dis,


  And there, consumed forever, traitors sit.”[180]


  67   I said: “O Guide, your reasoning in this


  Proceeds quite clearly—you distinguish well


  The people here possessed and this abyss.


  70   But those up in the slimy bogs of hell,


  And those whom winds drive on and rainfalls smite,


  Or those who clash with such harsh tongues, please tell:


  73   Why aren’t they punished in that town’s red light[181]


  If God should hold them in His wrath ablaze?


  If he does not, why are they in this plight?”[182]


  76   “Why does your reason wander from its ways,”


  He said to me, “against its wonted skill,


  Or has your mind, then, elsewhere turned its gaze?


  79   Do you not hold in recollection still


  The words your Ethics used to treat and name


  Three dispositions Heaven does not will


  82   —Incontinence, ill will, mad beastly shame—[183]           


  And how one by incontinence will hence


  Offend God less and merit lesser blame?


  85   If you consider well this doctrine’s sense,


  And call to mind who are the spirits who


  Outside above must bear their recompense,[184]


  88   You’ll see why they’re divided from the crew


  Of wicked souls, and why God’s hammer blow[185]


  Of vengeance strikes with lesser anger too.”


  91   “O Sun, who heal all troubled sight, you so


  Content me when you solve the doubts I’ve got,


  That doubting is as pleasing as to know.


  94   Turn back,” I said, “a little to the spot


  At which you said that usury offends


  The Godhead’s goodness, and untie that knot.”


  97   “Philosophy, to him who comprehends,


  Points out,” he said, “not only in one part,


  Just how the course that Nature takes depends


  100   Upon God’s intellect and on His art.


  And note your Physics well—it will concur,[186]


  You’ll find, not many pages from the start,


  103   That art, as best it can, will follow her


  As pupils follow too the master’s call;


  Your art is thus God’s grandchild, as it were.


  106   By both of these, if you will just recall


  How Genesis begins, a man should get


  The bread he eats and make advance in all.


  109   Since usurers take other pathways yet,


  Both in herself and in her pupil too[187]


  Is Nature scorned when hope is elsewhere set.


  112   But follow me, I wish to go anew;


  On the horizon twinkling Fishes blink,[188]


  And over Caurus all the Wain’s in view.[189]


  115   And there beyond descends the chasm’s brink.”


  CANTO XII


  The Poets come to a place where they descend a slope of shattered rocks from the sixth to the seventh circle; it is guarded by the Minotaur, a symbol of violence and unnatural lust. Seeing Dante and his Guide, he gnaws himself in savage rage, but Virgil reduces him to impotent fury by recalling how Theseus, aided by his half-sister Ariadne, slew him (1–27). The two of them seize the moment and brave the declivity of loose stones, which spill beneath the crunch of the Pilgrim’s living body as his Master recounts how the earth was convulsed and the boulders there rent at the Crucifixion (28–45). Below them lies a river of boiling blood that scalds the violent. Around its banks thousands of centaurs patrol, armed with bows and arrows to snipe at those who emerge above the seething gore more than their guilt allows. Nessus, Chiron, and Pholus come forth from among them, demanding an account of the Wayfarers’ presence. Having detailed the nature of their mission, Virgil requests an escort to assist Dante in fording the river. Chiron then delegates Nessus for the task, and they set out (46–102). Soon they find tyrants steeped to the brow (103–114), murderers submerged to the neck (115–120), and highwaymen and others immersed in varying degrees from chest to feet according to the severity of their sins. Once Nessus has accompanied the Travelers across, he leaves them there and returns (121–139).


  1   The place we reached to climb down from the brink


  Was alpine and, for one who there was sent,[190]


  A spot from which the eyes of all would shrink.


  4   And like the ruins on this side of Trent,[191]


  Where in the flank the Ádige was lashed


  When want of prop or earthquakes caused a rent


  7   And, from the mountain top from which it dashed          


  Down to the plain, there plunged the rocky sheet


  So that some way for those above was slashed,


  10   So to that gorge this downward path was beat;


  And where a chasm’s border had been cleaved


  There lay outstretched the infamy of Crete,


  13   Who in a pseudo-cow had been conceived.[192]


  And seeing us he bit himself, distraught,


  Like one whom wrath had inwardly aggrieved.


  16   My Sage cried out to him: “Perhaps you thought


  The Duke of Athens stands upon this spot,[193]


  By whom your death up in the world was wrought.


  19   Depart, you beast! For he who comes is not


  A man instructed by your sister—no,


  He goes to see what punishments you’ve got.”


  22   As when a bull that takes a mortal blow


  Will break loose in that moment and rampage,


  Yet cannot charge but plunges to and fro,


  25   Just so the Minotaur appeared. That Sage


  Cried out, attentive: “To the pass! Make haste!


  You’d best descend while he is in a rage.”


  28   We took the downward pathway by that waste


  Of stones amassed, which, moving, often spilled


  Beneath my feet from burdens newly placed.


  31   “Perhaps you think,” he said, as I went filled


  With thoughts, “upon the ruins guarded by


  The beastly wrath that I just now have stilled.


  34   I’d have you know, the other time that I


  Descended down here to this nether Hell,


  This rock had not yet fallen from up high.


  37   But certainly, if I distinguish well,


  A bit before He came who took from Dis[194]


  Great plunder from the highest circle’s cell,[195]


  40   On every side this deep and foul abyss


  So shook, I thought the universe had churned


  From feeling love—some fancy that by this


  43   The world itself has many times been turned


  To chaos—and, both here and elsewhere too, [196]


  The ancient boulders all were overturned.


  46   But fix your eyes below upon the view:


  A stream of blood draws near where boils the train[197]


  Of all who injured men by force.” (O you!


  49   O blind cupidity and rage insane!


  For by your spurs in this short life we’re sped,


  But in eternal life we’re steeped in pain!)


  52   I saw a broad ditch bend to arc ahead


  So that it held the plain in its embrace,


  According as my Escort once had said.


  55   Between it and the bank’s foot centaurs race[198]


  In file, all armed with arrows as of yore,


  When up on earth they followed on the chase.


  58   Each one had stopped, and three among the corps


  Came forth, on seeing us descend below,


  With bows and arrows they had picked before.


  61   And still afar, one shouted: “What great throe


  Do you approach who so descend the coast?


  But speak from there; if not, I draw my bow.”


  64   At that my Master told him: “Our riposte


  We make to Chiron standing at your side;[199]


  Your will was always rash, which hurt you most.”


  67   He nudged me, saying: “That one, Nessus, died


  Because of Dejanira, who was fair;


  But by himself his own revenge was plied.[200]


  70   Great Chiron eyes his breast between that pair;


  He brought Achilles up. The other spilt


  The wrath that filled him—he is Pholus there.”[201]


  73   And thousands went around the ditch there built


  To shoot at any soul that might withdraw


  Above the blood more than allowed by guilt.


  76   We neared those agile animals and saw


  That Chiron took a shaft, and with its nock


  He brushed aside the beard upon his jaw.


  79   And he observed to his companion flock,


  When he had bared his giant mouth: “Mark you,


  The one behind moves all his foot may knock;


  82   And that a dead man’s feet would never do!”


  And my good Guide, now standing at that breast


  Whose natures are conjoined, though they are two,


  85   Replied: “Indeed he lives; and it is best


  That I alone should show him this dark hole,


  For need has led him here, not pleasant jest.


  88   From singing ‘Alleluia’ someone stole[202]           


  Away to give this novel task to me;


  For he’s no thief, nor I a thieving soul.


  91   So, therefore, by that Power whose decree


  Has moved my steps on this wild thoroughfare,


  Please give us one of yours for company.


  94   And on his haunches may he also bear


  This man, and show us where to cross the ford,


  For he’s no sprite who walks upon the air.”


  97   So Chiron, bent towards his right breast, implored:


  “O Nessus, be their guide, and turn about;


  Fend off all others, should you meet some horde.”


  100   Now with our trusty escort we set out


  Along the crimson, boiling ditch’s strand,


  In which the boiled all raised a piercing shout.


  103   I saw where, sunk up to their brows, they stand;


  “Here tyrants dwell,” the mighty centaur said,


  “Those who in blood and plunder dipped their hand.


  106   And here for ruthless crimes their tears are shed:


  Here’s Alexander; Dionysius there,[203]


  So fierce, gave Sicily its years of dread.


  109   And next the forehead with such raven hair


  Is Azzolino; and the blond you face[204]


  Opizzo d’Esti, who—let truth declare—[205]


  112   On earth was murdered by a son so base.”


  I turned then to the Poet, and he pled:


  “Give him the first and me the second place.”


  115   The centaur stopped a little bit ahead


  By people who, up to the throat bemired,


  Appeared to issue from the boiling red.


  118   He showed a shade alone, a bit retired


  And said: “That spirit cleft within God’s breast


  A heart that on the Thames is still admired.”[206]


  121   I then saw some with head and even chest


  Out well above the river and recall


  I recognized a lot among the rest.


  124   Thus more and more the streams of blood there fall,


  So that they only cook the feet below;


  Here from the ditch was passage for us all.


  127   “As on this side you see the boiling flow,


  Which to continuous decrease is prone,”


  The centaur said, “so I would have you know


  130   That on the other side its bed has grown


  In deepness bit by bit until its ring


  Has reached the place where tyranny must moan.


  133   Attila there will godly justice sting,[207]


  That scourge of earth, with Pyrrhus there in store,[208]


  And Sextus too; and it will ever wring[209]


  136   The tears, unlocked by boiling in that gore,


  From Rinier Pazzo, who, with highwaymen


  Like Rinier da Corneto, made such war.”[210]


  139   He then turned back and crossed the ford again.


  CANTO XIII


  When they have crossed the river, the Poets find themselves in a dense, tenebrous wood of gnarled, poisonous brambles, where the Harpies nest, avian creatures with broad wings, taloned feet, feathered maws, but female faces. Dante hears woeful moanings but descries no one in pain. Perhaps thinking that he suspects the presence of sufferers hidden in the thicket, Virgil invites his charge to snap off a twig from a shrub (1–30). As he does so, the broken limb spurts blood and bitterly reproaches him for his cruelty. The startled Dante drops the sprig, standing there unnerved, while Virgil explains to the injured plant that the Pilgrim could not have believed so unlikely a thing without putting it to the test himself (31–51). To salve the wound, Virgil says that if the implanted spirit will identify himself, the Poet will renew his fame in the world. The shade, unable to resist such coaxing, then reveals himself as Pier della Vigna, a minister of Frederick II and one who enjoyed the Ruler’s confidence until the envious unjustly turned the Emperor against him. Rather than bear public disgrace, he took his life, unwavering in loyalty to his sovereign (52–78). Although prompted, Dante, overcome by pity, is unable to ask the engrafted spirit anything. When Virgil therefore inquires how the suicidal spirit is transplanted into a bush and whether it can ever be uprooted, Pier replies that, at its death, Minos casts the shade into the seventh circle, where it lands at random, takes root, sprouts, and puts forth leaves. Feeding upon its foliage, the Harpies both inflict pain and grant an airing for pain, since the ensheaved souls can hiss forth speech only through a bloody opening. At the general resurrection on the Last Day, they too shall seek their forfeited bodies, drag them back, and hang them on their branches for all eternity (79–108). Suddenly two scattergoods, Lano da Siena and Jacopo da Santo Andrea, come tearing through the underbrush, mangled and naked. Gasping, the latter collapses upon a brier, where a pack of hounds in hot pursuit tears him asunder and carries off his members (109–129). When questioned, the splintered plant left behind speaks superstitiously of Florence but discloses itself only as one who hanged himself from a gallows (130–151).


  1   But Nessus had not reached the other shore


  When we set out to journey through a wood[211]


  That was not marked by any path before.


  4   No verdant leafage, but a dark-leafed hood;


  No boughs were smooth, but all were gnarls and knots;


  No fruits were there, where poisoned briars stood.


  7   The savage beasts that hate the cultured plots


  From Cécina to far Corneto rest[212]


  In no more rough and densely wooded spots.


  10   And there the ugly Harpies make their nest,


  Who chased the Trojans from the Strophades,


  With dismal tales of future ills to breast. [213]


  13   Broad wings but human neck and face have these,


  With taloned feet and feathered maws, and they


  Make such laments upon the strangest trees.


  16   “Before you enter farther on this way,


  Take note that in the second ring you’ll dwell,”


  My goodly Master had begun to say,


  19   “Until you see the horrid sand. Look well[214]


  On that account, and shortly you will spy


  What you would not believe, were I to tell.”


  22   On every side I heard a wailing cry,


  But yet no one who made it was perceived,


  So that I halted, much amazed. And I


  25   Believe that he believed that I believed


  Among the trunks so many voices came


  From people hiding from us there, ensheaved.


  28   The Master therefore said: “If you should maim


  Some little branch from any plant you may,


  The thoughts you have will all be rendered lame.”


  31   I stretched my hand a bit then towards a spray


  And plucked a branchlet from a thorn grown tall,[215]


  Whose trunk cried out: “Why break my branch away?”


  34   And when it darkened with a bloody pall,


  Again it said: “Why are you tearing me?


  Have you no pity in your soul at all?


  37   Though we were men, now each is made a tree.


  Your hand would show a greater pity, though,


  If nothing else than serpent souls were we.”


  40   As verdant brands on one end burn aglow


  While, from the other, drippings will appear


  With hissing sounds from wind escaping, so


  43   Out of the broken twig there issued here


  Both words and blood. I held the tip no more,


  And thus I stood there like a man in fear.


  46   “Had he been able to believe before,


  O wounded soul,” my Sage replied, “what he


  Had never seen but in my verses’ store,[216]


  49   He’d not have stretched his hand against a tree.


  Unlikely things have made me recommend


  A deed to him that burdens even me.


  52   But tell him who you were that he may mend


  The harm and make your glory fresh anew


  Up in the world, where he may still ascend.”


  55   The trunk: “If lured by words of such sweet hue,


  Then I can not be still; but if I please


  To speak at length, may it not burden you.


  58   For I am he who carried both the keys


  Of Frederick’s heart, and so I turned the two,


  Thus locking and unlocking with such ease


  61   That from his secrets I took all but few.[217]


  I kept faith with that noble duty’s ties


  So that I lost my sleep and pulses too.


  64   The whore who’s never turned her harlot eyes


  Away from Caesar’s dwelling but who goes


  As common death and courtly vice would rise[218]


  67   To flame their minds against me, and all those,


  Aflame, inflamed that Emperor august,


  Till joyful honors turned to dismal woes.


  70   My spirit, in disdainful humor thrust,


  Which thought to flee disdain through death, made me


  Unjust against myself, though I was just.


  73   I swear by these new roots beneath this tree,


  I never broke faith with my lord—oh no!—


  For so deserving of esteem was he.


  76   If to the world yet one of you should go,


  Please carry comfort to my memory,


  Which still lies prostrate there from Envy’s blow.”


  79   The Poet waited, then he told me: “See,


  He’s fallen silent; lose no time, but speak,


  And ask him what you please, if more there be.”


  82   “But you must further ask,” I had to seek,


  “Of that which you believe may yet appease


  My heart—I can’t, for pity makes it weak.”


  85   “So may this man,” he thus renewed his pleas,


  “Do freely what your spoken prayer implied,


  Imprisoned spirit; and if you should please,


  88   Inform us further how the soul is tied


  Within these knots; and if you can, tell too


  If from such members some are ever pried.”


  91   And at that point the trunk quite strongly blew,


  Then changed that wind to play the voice’s role:


  “But briefly will response be made to you:


  94   When from its flesh there parts a savage soul


  That tears its roots from where they first had lain,


  Then Minos sends it to the seventh hole.


  97   It falls on woods, with no select terrain;


  But wheresoever Fortune wills to throw


  That soul, it sprouts there like a wheaten grain.


  100   Such grow as saplings, then wild plants, and so


  Upon their leaves the Harpies feed, whose bite


  Both gives them woe and windows unto woe.


  103   Like others, we shall seek our spoils despite


  Our being nevermore with them arrayed—


  What one casts off is not one’s own by right.


  106   We’ll drag our bodies here, where they’ll be laid


  To hang throughout this mournful wood’s extent,


  Each on the thorn-tree of its harmful shade.”


  109   And on the trunk we both were still intent,


  Believing it had wanted to say more,


  When some loud noise surprised us, and it went


  112   With us as when a man perceives the boar


  And chase as they are coming towards his post:


  He hears the branches swish and beasts that roar.


  115   And now two spirits from the left-hand coast,


  All torn and naked, fleeing hard, came by


  Through broken brambles of the wood’s great host.


  118   “Come death, come quickly!” was the first one’s cry.


  The other thought himself too much delayed


  And yelled, “Your legs, O Lano, weren’t so spry


  121   When you were jousting once at Toppo’s raid!”[219]


  And maybe since his breath began to lack,


  One heap of him and of a bush was made.


  124   The forest there was full of dogs, all black,


  Which came behind with swift and eager vim,


  Like hounds that had escaped from chains too slack.


  127   Where he had crouched, they set their teeth in him,


  Thus tearing him asunder, shred by shred,


  And then they carried off each wretched limb.


  130   My Escort took my hand, and I was led


  On over to the bush that wept for naught,


  Lamenting through its fractures as they bled.


  133   “Jacop’ da Sant’ Andrea,” so it sought,


  “What good is it to make a screen of me?


  Am I to blame for your bad life in aught?”


  136   My Master said, once stopped beside that tree:


  “O you, who blow through many wounds to mourn


  With blood in woeful speech, who might you be?”


  139   And he replied: “O spirits, who are borne


  To see this shameful havoc from nearby,


  Through which so many of my leaves are torn,


  142   Please bring them to this sad shrub’s base to lie.


  My city changed its former patron’s reign


  For that of John the Baptist—that is why[220]


  145   His warring art will always cause it pain.


  And if the Arno’s pass no longer bore


  Some vestiges of Mars that still remain,


  148   The citizens who built that town once more,


  On ashes left from where Attila rode,


  Would find in vain all that they labored for.


  151   I made a gallows of my own abode.”[221]           


  CANTO XIV


  After Dante’s love for Florence moves him to restore the scattered leaves to the soul of his enshrubbed countryman, the Poets come to the third ring, a plain of burning sand (1–15). There blasphemers (the violent against God) lie upon their backs, sodomites (the violent against Nature) roam the plain, and usurers (the violent against human industry) sit crouched up (16–27) as flakes of fire rain down upon them. Eternally they squirm, roasted by the blazing sands beneath and scorched by the flames above (28–42). Among the blasphemers Virgil and Dante encounter the scornful Capaneus, one of the Seven Kings who besieged Thebes. He was incinerated by a lightning bolt for having defied Jupiter and persists in his blasphemy even now, tormented as much by his inner rage as by the outer sands and flames (43–72). As Virgil leads Dante on, they reach a rivulet of boiling blood that gurgles from the wood of suicides. Its bed and banks are of stone, and its rising steam extinguishes the falling brands so as to offer the Travelers safe passage (73–93). To the fascinated Dante Virgil explains that on Mt. Ida in Crete, the center of the then-known world, midway between Europe, Asia, and Africa, there stands a statue of a great Old Man, representing the history of humankind. Its back is turned to the ancient, pagan world in Damietta, Egypt, and it faces the modern, Christian world in Rome, from which it awaits renewal. Its head of gold symbolizes both the classical Golden Age and the Judeo-Christian Garden of Eden, whereas the subsequent ages are betokened in the silver of its arms and chest, the brass of its lower trunk, and the iron and clay of its legs. The iron foot signifies the Empire, the clay foot the Church, on which too much weight is placed, causing imbalance and disorder in the world. With the exception of the head, the entire statue is cracked, suggesting the subsequent eras marred by sin. The tears of human suffering drip from the fissures and flow down in the interconnected rivers of Hell to punish those who caused them (94–120). Not having seen the connecting links of the fluvial system thus far, Dante remains puzzled. But, as Virgil points out, they have not completed the entire circumference of any circle, so that the required connections lie in the untraversed regions. A final river, Lethe, flows down to Hell from the top of Mount Purgatory, washing away with it the last memories of sin (121–142).


  1   The love of native land was the constraint


  That moved me to collect the scattered leaves


  And give them back to him whose voice was faint.


  4   We came then to the boundary where there cleaves


  The second from the third of rings, and where[222]


  One sees what horrid but just art achieves.


  7   To make more manifest the new things there,


  I say we came upon an open field,


  Whose bed, repelling every plant, lay bare.


  10   It’s garlanded by that unhappy weald


  As by a dismal moat the woods are bound;[223]


  There at its edge we made our footsteps yield.


  13   A soil of thick, dry sand lay all around,


  And yet it was not fashioned otherwise


  Than that which Cato’s heel before had ground.[224]


  16   O vengeful God, what fear of you must rise


  Within each one who here may come to read


  Just what was manifested to my eyes!


  19   Such herds of naked souls I saw indeed;


  They all lamented wretchedly their wrack,


  Though different laws appeared for them decreed.


  22   Thus, on the ground some lay upon the back;


  Some sat there all crouched up; another train


  Was a continuously roaming pack.


  25   Most numerous were those who roved the plain


  But fewer those who lay tormented so,


  Though they had looser tongues to cry their pain.


  28   And over all the sands, though falling slow,


  Distended flakes of fire dropped down like rain,


  As on the windless heights there falls the snow.


  31   Once Alexander in the hot domain


  Of India observed his armies shelled


  By flames that fell, intact, on that terrain,


  34   And he with all his legions was compelled


  To tramp the soil because the vapors sent


  Would be, remaining single, better quelled.[225]


  37   Just so was the eternal heat’s descent:


  Like tinder under flint there burned the sands,


  And so the pains were doubled in extent.


  40   The dancing movement of the wretched hands,


  Now here, now there, was ever wanting rest,


  While brushing off the freshly fallen brands.


  43   “O Master, you who overcome each test,”


  I started, “save those hardened demon breeds


  Who at the gateway came to thwart our quest,


  46   Who is that giant? It appears he heeds[226]


  No fire but lies, with scorn and scowl, outspread,


  And seems unripened by the raining gleeds.”


  49   And that same one, when he perceived the thread


  Of what concerning him I asked my Guide,


  Screamed: “What I was alive, that am I dead!


  52   Though Jove should tire the blacksmith who supplied


  His anger with the keen-edged bolt which I


  Was smitten with upon the day I died;


  55   Or though he tire the rest in turn who ply


  In Mongibello forges black as night


  With ‘Help, good Vulcan, help me!’ as his cry,


  58   Just as he did before at Phlegra’s fight,


  And hurl his shafts with all his strength applied,


  His vengeance still would not bring him delight.”[227]


  61   And now with such a force my Leader cried


  As I had never heard him use before:


  “O Capaneus, since your haughty pride


  64   Remains unquenched, you’re punished all the more.


  No other torment than your rage would be


  Sufficient pain to match your anger’s store.”


  67   But then with better lips he turned to me


  And said: “This king was one of seven such


  Besieging Thebes; he held, and holds I see,[228]


  70   Our God in scorn and prizes him not much;


  But, as I said to him, the words of spite


  That deck his breast are quite a fitting touch.


  73   Now follow me, and see your feet don’t light


  As yet upon the burning sands to bake,


  But always to the woodlands hold them tight.”


  76   In silence we had come where from the brake


  A little stream spurts forth, and even still


  Its reddish color causes me to shake.


  79   As from the Bulicame flows a rill,[229]


  Which with each other wanton women share,


  So this one ran across the sand downhill.


  82   Of stonework were its bottom part, its pair


  Of sloping banks, its edges on each side,


  And so I saw that here was thoroughfare.


  85   “Of all that I have shown you here inside,


  Since first we made our entry by that door


  Whose open threshold no one is denied,


  88   Your eyes saw nothing so of note before


  As that which here the present streams provide,


  Extinguishing all flames above the shore.”


  91   These were the words delivered by my Guide;


  At this I begged him to supply the taste


  Of that for which the wish had been supplied.


  94   “Amidst the sea there sits a land laid waste


  That bears the name of Crete,” I then was told,[230]


  “Beneath whose king the world had once been chaste.[231]


  97   There was a happy mountain there, consoled


  By leaves and seas, and ‘Ida’ it was styled;


  It’s now deserted like a thing grown old.


  100   But Rhea chose it once for her small child[232]


  As his safe cradling and, so that she might


  Best hide his cries, had servants screaming wild.


  103   A great Old Man stands in the mount upright;[233]


  His back turned towards Damietta far behind,[234]


  He looks on Rome, a mirror to his sight.[235]


  106   His head is fashioned from a gold refined;


  Of purest silver are his arms and chest;


  He’s then of brass to where the fork is tined,


  109   Below which all is iron, proved the best,


  Except a right foot baked of clay, and more


  On it than on the other does he rest.


  112   And every part, except the golden ore,


  Is cracked with fissures dripping down his tears,


  Which, when collected, pierce the cavern floor.


  115   ’Cross rocks to depths the course they follow steers


  To form the Ach’ron, Styx, and Phlegethon,


  Then onwards through a narrow channel veers


  118   Until descent is done, and thereupon


  It makes Cocytus too; what kind of tank[236]


  It is I shall not tell—you’ll see anon.”


  121   I asked: “But if the present streamlet sank


  Down from our world thus far, why have we found


  It to appear, then, only at this bank?”


  124   He answered me: “You know this place is round,


  And though you’ve come with me through quite a space,


  But always leftwards, towards the lower ground,


  127   You’ve not made all the circle, in which case


  If there should yet appear some thing that’s new,


  It should not bring such wonder to your face.”


  130   “My Lord, where’s Phlegethon, and Lethe too?[237]


  From speaking of the one,” I said, “you’ve shied


  And say that from this rain the other grew.”


  133   “I’m pleased with all your questions,” he replied,


  “Though by the boiling of the reddish brew


  One of your queries’ knots should be untied.


  136   Outside this chasm, you will come to view


  The river Lethe, where the souls are led


  To wash when they’ve removed the faults they rue.


  139   It’s time to quit the forest now,” he said,


  And so be sure to follow me close by:


  The banks unburnt have made a way ahead,


  142   And every vapor has been quenched on high.”


  CANTO XV


  The Poets are following the steaming channel, the elevated banks of which resemble the dikes built by the Flemish along the North Sea or by the Paduans along the Brenta, when they meet a pack of roving spirits, who squint at them through the murky haze (1–21). Amazed to see Dante, one of them reaches up to seize his garment’s hem. The Pilgrim peers down at his scorched face, in which he discerns the features of Ser Brunetto Latini, a prominent statesman, author, and personal acquaintance (22–30). Declining Dante’s offer to sit a while, since his rest would be punished by having to lie on the smoldering sands for a hundred years, and he could not fend off the assaulting flames, Brunetto turns around to accompany him. The Wayfarer thus walks along with the shade, his head bowed down in an attitude of reverence (31–45). When Brunetto asks him about his infernal journey and his nearby guide, Dante briefly recounts his straying in the recently forsaken dark woods and his homeward quest under Virgil’s direction. Brunetto tells the Poet that if he pursues the star of his destiny, he will surely attain the port of earthly fame (46–60) despite the opposition of Florence, a city whose noble Roman lineage has been tainted with the crudeness of Fiesole and blinded by avarice, envy, and pride. It will redound to Dante’s praise that both factions of Florence will seek to devour him, one of the few remaining stalks sprouted from the holy Roman seed (61–78). Wishing Brunetto were still alive, Dante recalls the paternal image of a man who taught him that virtue which Aristotle called megalopsychía, the greatness of soul that strives for enduring honor. The Pilgrim will store what Brunetto has said with the prophecies of Ciacco and Farinata, pledging to remain steadfast and true to his conscience (79–99). As they continue their walk, Brunetto names others in this ring: Priscian, Francesco di Accorso, and Dante’s own bishop, who should have led the Poet to heavenly glory as Brunetto had to worldly renown. At last, he briefly recommends his own Trésor to Dante before sprinting off like a victorious runner in the races of Verona (100–124).


  1   We now are borne by one of those hard banks;


  The river mist forms shadows overhead


  And saves from fire the water and its flanks.


  4   Between Wissánt and Bruges the Flemish dread[238]


  The flood tide that against them rushes through


  And make a shield to rout the sea instead;


  7   So, too, the Paduans by Brenta do,[239]


  To guard the towns and every castle-wall,


  Before Carinthia feels the heat anew.[240]


  10   In such a fashion these were built, though small,


  For here, whatever master made their mound,


  He did not build it up so broad or tall.


  13   We now were far removed from wooded ground,


  So far that I would not have seen just where,


  Not even if I’d turned my gaze around.


  16   And then we met a group of spirits there,[241]


  Who straight along the bank were coming by;


  Each peered at us as one at dusk will stare


  19   To see the next beneath the new moon’s sky;


  With eyebrows knit they squinted towards our side,


  Like agèd tailors at a needle’s eye.


  22   By such a family we thus were spied,


  And I was known by one who reached to hook


  My garment’s hem; “How marvelous!” he cried.


  25   Upon his toasted face I fixed my look


  When he had stretched his forearm out to me


  So that the scorching of his visage took


  28   His knowledge from my mind to no degree.


  Then to his face I reached my hand down low


  And answered: “Ser Brunetto? Are you he?”[242]


  31   “My son,” he said, “don’t be displeased, although


  Brunett’ Latini should turn back with you


  A little way and let the others go.”


  34   I said: “With all my heart I pray you to,


  And if it is your wish that I should sit,


  If he I go with pleases, so I’ll do.”


  37   “Whoever of this train should rest a bit


  Must lie a hundred years and thus abide,


  My son, not brushing off the flames that hit.


  40   So go ahead; I’ll follow close beside


  Your skirts, then join my roaming flock again,


  Which weeps eternal losses,” he replied.


  43   I did not dare to leave my pathway then


  To walk along with him, but bowed my head


  And held it low as do all rev’rent men.


  46   “What fate or fortune leads you,” he first said,


  “Down here before the final day is seen,


  And who is he who shows the road you tread?”


  49   “Up in a valley there, in life serene


  And bright,” I answered him, “I went astray


  Before my years had fully reached the mean.


  52   I turned my back on it just yesterday;


  As I returned, though, he appeared in sight,


  To guide me home again along this way.”


  55   He said: “Should you pursue your stellar light,


  You cannot fail to reach a splendid port,


  If in the fair life I discerned aright.


  58   Had death not cut that life of mine too short,


  On seeing that the heavens were benign


  To you, I would have lent your work support.


  61   That people, though, both thankless and malign,[243]


  Which from Fiésole came long ago


  And smacks of rocks and mountains will, in fine,


  64   For your well-doing prove to be your foe—


  And here’s the cause: sweet figs are not inclined


  To bear their fruit where bitter sorb trees grow.


  67   Old fame within the world has called them blind;[244]


  On envy, greed, and pride those people dote;


  So cleanse yourself from customs of their kind.


  70   Your fortune holds you honors of such note


  That both their sides will hunger after you;


  But keep the grass at distance from the goat.


  73   Those cattle of Fiésole may chew


  Themselves like straw; the plant they may not touch


  (If in their dunghill one should rise anew)


  76   In which survives the holy seed of such


  Few Romans, who had still remained there when


  They made the nest of malice grow so much.”


  79   “If my desire were fully granted, then


  You would,” so I replied to him, “not yet


  Be banished from the nature had by men.


  82   For in my mind is fixed, with heart’s regret,


  Your image, dear, and kind, and fatherly—


  Since in the world from time to time you let


  85   Me see how man may find eternity;


  And while I still am living, it is right


  For speech to show how grateful I can be.


  88   What you have told me of my course I write


  And keep with other texts for gloss some day


  By one who’ll know, should I but reach her site.[245]


  91   This much, however, I shall plainly say:


  As long as conscience does not make me rue,


  I stand prepared for Fortune, come what may.


  94   Such earnest, to my ears, is nothing new;


  Let Fortune please to turn her wheel instead,


  And let the peasant turn his mattock too.”


  97   And at that point my Master turned his head


  Around and towards the right to look at me;


  “He listens well who notes these things,” he said.


  100   But none the less, I went on talking free


  With Ser Brunetto, asking him to show


  His mates of highest notoriety.


  103   And he replied: “Of some it’s good to know,


  But laudable that, keeping still, we name


  No others—time’s too short for talking so.


  106   That all were scholars, great and of great fame,


  Now know in sum, and they were clerics too;


  The sin on earth that soiled them was the same.


  109   There Priscian goes among the wretched crew[246]


  With di Accorso, and you’d see who went[247]


  (If you had longed to get such scum in view)


  112   When by the Servants’ Servant he was sent


  From Arno on to Bacchiglione, where


  He left the muscles that in sin were spent.[248]


  115   I would say more of this, but I must spare


  All further words and walking, for I see


  New smoke arising from the sand beds there,


  118   And people come with whom I must not be.


  May I commend my Treasure unto you,[249]


  In which I live—I ask no more,” said he.


  121   He turned around and seemed like someone who


  Runs on Verona’s fields and there pursues


  The cloth of green, appearing in that slew[250]


  124   Like one who wins and not like those who lose.


  CANTO XVI


  Dante and his Guide have drawn near enough to the precipice to detect the murmur of a simmering brook spilling over into the eighth circle when another band of sodomites presents itself beneath the shower of flames. Recognizing the Florentine by his dress, three of them detach themselves from the troop and accost him. Virgil bids the Pilgrim, who is pained at their burns, to show them courtesy. So as not to suffer punishment for standing still, the three spirits lock arms like wrestlers to form a wheel, then spin around, constantly turning their heads back to speak to their visitor (1–27). Embarrassed by the desolation of the sands and their charred appearance, they appeal to the Poet by their earthly fame to identify himself as Jacopo Rusticucci gives his name and those of his two companions, Guido Guerra and Tegghiaio Aldobrandi. Dante, long desirous of meeting such Florentine worthies, would have thrown himself among them in open embrace had he not been unprotected from the flames (28–51). The Pilgrim expresses his pity for those whose honored names and deeds he often heard and repeated in Florence, then reveals the nature of his journey (52–63). After wishing the Poet long life and fame, Jacopo queries whether courtly honor and valor still reside in their city or have departed from it as Guglielmo Borsiere, a recent arrival, affirms (64–72). Lifting his head, Dante apostrophizes Florence for the pride and excess bred in her by sudden prosperity and a degenerate populace, and his interlocutors knowingly eye each other at his indirect response (73–78). They then ask to be remembered on earth, break their circle, and whisk off in less time than it takes to say “Amen” (79–90). Virgil’s charge now follows him right to the brink over which the river is cascading so that its roar nearly drowns out their speech. Taking a knotted cord from around his companion’s waist, Virgil flings it over the verge as a signal to a figure that comes swimming upwards so strangely that Dante almost fears to retell it (91–136).


  1   I now was where I heard a murmur come


  From water falling to another ring,[251]


  Like that produced by beehives when they hum,


  4   When next three spirits running in a string


  Set out together from another band[252]


  That passed beneath the rainfall’s bitter sting.


  7   As they approached us, each one shouted: “Stand


  Aside for us, O you who by your clothes


  Appear as one from our perverted land!”[253]


  10   Ah me, upon their limbs I saw such blows


  Both old and recent, which the flames had made;


  It pains me yet when I remember those.


  13   My Teacher listened to their cries and prayed:


  “Just wait a bit,” when he had turned his face


  To me, “for courtesy must now be paid.


  16   And were it not the nature of this place


  To shoot its fiery arrows, I should feel


  There suits you more than them a hurried pace.”


  19   They started up again their ancient peal


  As we stood still, and when they reached us two,


  All three of them together made a wheel.


  22   As wrestlers oiled and nude are wont to do,


  Who spy their vantage and which hold to throw


  Before their blows and thrusts begin anew,


  25   Each turned his face to me while wheeling, though


  In such a manner that their necks in flight


  Ran counter to their feet in constant flow.


  28   And “If the squalor of this sandy site,”


  One started, “and our dark, burnt looks as well


  Cause us and our requests to meet with spite,


  31   Then let our fame incline your soul to tell


  Us who you are, who in security


  So move your living feet across this Hell.


  34   He in whose steps I tread, as you can see,


  Although he goes about both nude and flayed,


  Was greater than you think him in degree.


  37   The good Gualdrada’s grandson was this shade,


  And Guido Guerra was his given name;[254]


  His wits did much in life as did his blade.


  40   And treading sand behind me is the frame


  Of one Tegghiaío Aldobrandi too,[255]


  Whose voice on earth should once have found acclaim.


  43   I, who am placed in torment with this crew,


  Was Jacop’ Rusticucci; certainly,[256]


  My wife has hurt me most of all, that shrew!”


  46   Had there been shelter from the fire for me,


  I would have cast myself with them at last—


  I think my Master would have let that be.


  49   But since through burn and broil I would have passed,


  My good intent was overcome by fear,


  Though I was hungry first to hold them fast.


  52   I then began: “Not scorn, but sorrow’s drear


  At seeing your condition took such hold


  In me that it will slowly disappear


  55   The very moment that my Master told


  Me things because of which the thought was nursed


  That people might arrive from such a fold.


  58   For I am of your land, and, from the first,


  Your actions and the honored names of all


  I heard with great affection and rehearsed.


  61   I go for sapid fruits and leave the gall,


  Which fruits were promised by my truthful Guide,


  But first down to the center I must fall.”


  64   “O may your spirit yet direct your stride


  For years to come, and may your fame as well


  Shine brightly after you,” he then replied;


  67   “But whether courtesy and valor dwell


  Within our city, where they once were chief,


  Or if they are quite gone from it, please tell.


  70   Guglielmo Borsier’, who shares our grief[257]


  Of late and goes in that companion train,


  Afflicts us much in voicing his belief.”


  73   “By people newly come and sudden gain[258]


  Such arrogance and excess have been bred


  In you, O Florence, that you now complain,”


  76   So I cried out, while lifting up my head.


  And, taking this as my response, those three


  Just eyed each other as when truth is said.


  79   “If other times it costs so small a fee,”


  They all replied, “to satisfy a prayer,


  Then speak at will, for happy shall you be.


  82   Thus, if you exit these dark sites from where


  You’ll come to see the lovely stars anew,


  When you’ll rejoice in saying: ‘I was there,’


  85   See that you speak of us to others too.”


  And after that, they broke their wheel and fled


  With legs so fast they seemed like wings that flew.


  88   “Amen” could not have been so quickly said


  As, in their disappearing, off they whirred,


  And so my Master pleased to go ahead.


  91   I followed him, and scarcely had we stirred


  When so close by there crashed a watercourse


  That had we spoken we would not have heard.


  94   And just the way that stream, which has its course[259]


  From Monte Viso eastwards and its shore


  Upon the Apennines’ left side (its source


  97   Called Acquacheta up above before


  Descending to the valley’s lower bed


  And losing at Forlì the name it bore),


  100   Booms forth above San Benedetto’s head


  To tumble from its ledge with but one bound,


  Where there should be a thousand shelves instead,[260]


  103   So too we found dark waters to resound


  So loudly from that craggy riverside


  That ears would soon be deafened by its sound.


  106   Around my waist I had some cording tied,


  With which I thought one time I might have downed


  And caught the leopard with the painted hide.


  109   And when I’d gotten all the cord unbound


  As I had been commanded by my Guide,


  I passed it to him, knotted up and wound.


  112   He turned about then to the right-hand side,


  And somewhat from the edge he let it fly


  To plummet through that chasm deep and wide.


  115   “But surely something strange must make reply


  To this new sign,” I said inside of me,


  “So closely followed by my Master’s eye.”


  118   Dear me! How cautious ought all men to be


  Among those who not only see the deed,


  But with their sense see inner thoughts! And he


  121   Then said: “Quite soon above will there proceed


  What I await and what your dreams embrace;


  Your sight must soon discover it indeed.”


  124   Before that truth which wears a falsehood’s face,


  A man should close his lips, if but he may,


  Because without one’s fault it brings disgrace.


  127   But here I can’t—and by the notes I play


  O Reader, in this comedy, I swear


  (May it find favor in a lasting way!)


  130   That I beheld through gross and darksome air


  A figure swimming upwards wondrously,


  A marvel for all steadfast hearts to bear,


  133   Like one returning who has dived to free


  An anchor that may snag a reef or meet


  With something other hidden in the sea,


  136   One stretching upwards, drawing in his feet.


  CANTO XVII


  The swimming figure comes in view and proves to be a grotesque monster with the deceptively human face of a just man, a beastly body dyed like an oriental tapestry, and a serpent’s tail venomously tipped like a scorpion’s stinger—a hideous image of fraud. As though a beached sea craft only half ashore, it lands its head and bristly clutches upon the brink, with its hinder part dangling in the void like the beaver thought to dip its tail into the water to fish (1–27). In order to reach the unsightly creature, the Poets descend from the dike and hold to a stone verge on the right when they see a group of moneylenders huddled on the sizzling sands under the downpour of fire. Virgil sends Dante to investigate them on his own while he remains to negotiate their passage with the beast (28–42). The eyes of the usurers are bulging with pain as their hands alternately lift them from the sands and swat away the flames just as a dog shoos away summer flies. Unable to recognize any of their singed faces, the Pilgrim notes their coats of arms upon the moneybags bound around their necks. They all bear animals as symbols of their bestiality (43–65). A solitary Paduan prophesies the arrival of a certain Vitaliano from Florence and vulgarly sticks out his tongue at his Florentine comrades, who have been deafening his ears. Then, without even deigning to speak, the Poet leaves them (66–78). His Guide has already straddled the monstrous brute and bids Dante mount. Shivering feverishly at the thought, the Pilgrim climbs dumbfounded upon the gigantic shoulders (79–96). At Virgil’s command, the leviathan, whose name is Geryon, casts off from shore and slithers like an eel through the empty abyss, while the Poet, seeing nothing but air on every side, trembles like Phaethon losing his reins or Icarus his wings (97–114). As Geryon drifts down, Dante first feels only the upward rush of air, then hears the din of a whirlpool, and finally sees a blaze below. At last, the beast alights like a weary falcon, disburdens himself of his passengers, and shoots off again with the speed of an arrow (115–136).


  1   “Behold the beast with pointed tail unfurled,


  Which passes peaks, breaks walls and arms of war!


  Behold the one that stinks up all the world!”[261]


  4   My Leader thus began to speak once more;


  And where there ends the stony passageway,


  He beckoned it that it might come ashore.[262]


  7   Fraud’s filthy image had just made its way


  On up to land with head and chest robust,


  But did not draw its tail upon that quay.


  10   Its face was like the face of someone just,


  For it had features so benign without;


  Its trunk appeared just as a serpent’s must,


  13   And from its armpits hairy clutches sprout;


  Its back and breast and both its sides displayed


  Small knots and circles painted all about.


  16   Such colors Turks or Tartars never laid


  In ground or pattern on a fabric’s face,


  Nor has such webs Arachne ever made.[263]


  19   As boats at times will lie ashore in place,


  With part in water and with part on land,


  And as among the guzzling German race


  22   To wage his war the beaver takes his stand,


  Just so that worst of savage creatures flipped


  Upon the edge of stone that bounds the sand.


  25   And as through empty space its tailpiece whipped,


  It turned its venomed fork with upward flair,


  With which, like scorpions, its point was tipped.


  28   My Leader said to me: “We now must bear


  A little from our pathway to the site


  Of that malicious beast which crouches there.”


  31   We thus made our descent upon the right:


  Ten steps upon that verge we were to trace


  So as to miss the sand and flaming blight.


  34   And when we had descended to its place,


  I saw upon the sand, a bit away,


  Some people sitting near the empty space.[264]


  37   My Master told me: “That you may convey


  From full experience this circle's wrong,


  Go witness what condition they display.


  40   But do not let your talk with them be long.


  Until you have returned, I’ll speak with it


  That it may lend us shoulders that are strong.”


  43   So I advanced alone and did not quit


  The outer margin of the seventh round


  Till reaching where the dismal people sit.


  46   Their eyes burst forth with pain, and all around,


  Now here, now there, they use their hands to bat


  Away the flames or fend off burning ground.


  49   Nor do the dogs do otherwise than that


  With snout or paw beneath the summer skies


  When they are stung by flea, or fly, or gnat.


  52   When on the face of some I set my eyes,


  On whom fall painful fires from up on high,


  There was not one whom I could recognize.


  55   I saw that round their necks, though, pouches lie,


  Which had a certain sign and certain hue,[265]


  And that is where they seem to feast the eye.


  58   I looked around on coming to that crew,


  And I beheld a yellow purse all bright,


  Which had a lion’s face and form in blue.


  61   And next, proceeding with my course of sight,


  I saw another show on bloody red


  A goose much whiter yet than butter’s white.


  64   But one possessed a small white sack instead,


  Marked with a pregnant sow that’s azure-dyed.


  “What are you doing in this ditch?” he said.


  67   “Now go away! And since you have not died,


  Know that Vitalïano will sit here,[266]


  Who was my neighbor, on my left-hand side.


  70   How often do they thunder in my ear,


  These Florentines—for Paduan am I—[267]


  And shout: ‘Let come the sovran cavalier[268]


  73   Who’ll bring the purse with triple he-goats by!’”


  With tongue stuck out to lick his nose the way


  That oxen do, his mouth had turned awry.


  76   And I, afraid that any longer stay


  Might anger him who warned to be not long,


  Turned from those weary souls and went away.


  79   I found my Guide by then had climbed along


  The backbone of that savage beast, from where


  He said to me: “Be daring now and strong!


  82   From here on we descend by such a stair.


  You mount ahead; I want the middle here,


  So that his tail may nowise harm you there.”


  85   As one who feels the quartan fever near,[269]


  And shivers with his nails already blue,


  And shakes when he but sees the shade appear,


  88   When all these words were uttered, so I grew,


  But felt the threat of shame, for it will brace


  A servant with a worthy lord in view.


  91   On those great shoulders I took up my place.


  And though my voice came not as I believed,


  I wished to say: “Take me in your embrace.”


  94   And he who had another time relieved


  My other plight, once I had sat upon[270]


  That monster, clasped me in his arms and cleaved


  97   To me, while saying: “Geryon, move on!


  But make your circles wide, your landing slow;


  Remember this new burden that you don.”


  100   And just as bit by bit a small bateau


  Will leave its place, so it withdrew from there;


  And when it felt itself quite free to go,


  103   It turned its tail and stretched it out to where


  Its breast had been and moved it like an eel,


  And with its paws it gathered in the air.


  106   I think that Phaëthon did not yet feel


  So great a fear in casting off the rein[271]


  (When skies were scorched, as they themselves reveal),


  109   Nor yet did Icarus, that wretched swain,[272]


  With melting wax unfeathering his side,


  His father crying, “That way’s wrong!” in vain,


  112   Than I endured when everywhere I spied


  Was only air, and when I saw down low


  That every view died out—that beast aside.


  115   And it continued swimming on quite slow,


  Though I but felt its wheeling, sinking flight


  By wind upon my face and from below.


  118   A whirlpool down beneath us on the right[273]


  Now made a horrid roar, which I could hear,


  So that I stretched my neck with downcast sight.


  121   Then our descending caused me greater fear


  For I saw fires and heard laments outpour,


  And that is why I, trembling, clung quite near.


  124   I witnessed what I had not seen before—


  Our sinking circles—by the massive woe


  On every side approaching ever more.


  127   As falcons on the wing too long (which, though


  They do not have a lure or bird in sight,


  Will make the hawkers cry: “Oh, down you go!”)


  130   Descend fatigued from where they took quick flight,


  On having made a hundred circles round,


  To land far from their lords in scorn and spite,


  133   Thus Geryon had set us on the ground,


  Just at a jagged boulder’s foot, and so,


  On being of our persons thus unbound,


  136   He vanished like an arrow from the bow.


  CANTO XVIII


  Virgil and Dante have landed in Malebolge, a name coined to mean both “Evil Ditches” and “Evil Purses,” perhaps referring to the monetary motivation usually underlying the practice of fraud punished in the eighth circle. Constructed like an amphitheater that funnels down from the base of the sheer stone wall to a pit at its center, it divides into ten concentric ditches, like the moats that encircle a castle. At certain intervals, jagged reefs forming natural bridges radiate up from the pit across these trenches, like drawbridges laid across successive moats, to form the figure of a wheel with its spokes sprawling from the hub out to the rim (1–18). Virgil sets out leftwards on the bank between the stone wall and the first trench with the Pilgrim close behind. Down in the ditch to the right the Poet spies two files of naked sinners: panderers coming towards him along the inner bank, and, in an opposite direction, seducers going with him along the outer bank. Horned demons whip both groups into kicking up their heels (19–39). Although one soul tries unsuccessfully to hide, Dante recognizes Venedico Caccianemico and backtracks to exchange sarcastic words with him (40–51). Venedico reluctantly confesses that he had pandered his own sister to the Marquis of Este and remarks that there are already more Bolognese in his ditch than there are left in Bologna. But while he is still speaking, a demon’s scourge spurs him on (52–66). The Pilgrim catches up with Virgil then, and, coming to a bridge on the right, they climb up to the peak of its arch. There they pause, turning back towards the direction from which they have come, to face the seducers. Virgil points out the regal figure of Jason, who first enjoyed the favors of Hypsipyle and then abandoned her on his quest for the golden fleece just as he later married and then deserted Medea (82–99). Climbing down the first bridge, the Travelers cross the embankment and mount the second, from which they hear the moanings and snortings of those below. From the bridge’s high point they are able to make out the flatterers, steeped in excrement. Among them Dante picks out an obscure Luccan, Alessio Interminei (100–126). Finally, Virgil directs the Poet’s sight to Thais, a strumpet fidgeting in the muck and scratching herself with filthy nails (127–136).


  1   A place called “Malebolge” lies in Hell,


  Made all of stone and colored iron-grey,


  As is the wall that circles it as well.


  4   And midmost in that evil field there lay


  A gaping pit, quite wide and quite profound,


  Whose structure in its proper place I’ll say.


  7   And thus the belt that there remains is round,


  From pit to footing of the high, hard bank,


  Where ten ravines divide its bottom ground.


  10   Just as the land with ditches, rank on rank,


  All standing for protection of the wall,


  Makes figures round the castle that they flank,


  13   So was the image made there by them all.


  And just as strongholds shoot their bridges out


  From threshold to the outer bank, asprawl,


  16   So from the bottom of the rock there sprout


  Such reefs ’cross dike and ditch down to the pit,


  Which cuts them off and joins them all about.


  19   We found this place when, shaken off, we’d quit


  The back of Geryon. The Poet then


  Held to the left; I came behind a bit.


  22   Upon the right, I saw new woes again;


  New torments and new flailers there were spied,


  With which that ditch was full, the first of ten.


  25   Below were naked sinners: on our side,[274]


  Up to its middle, they approached our face;


  Across, they went with us, with greater stride.


  28   Thus in the Jubilee, the year of grace,[275]


  When on the bridge a multitude must tread,


  The Romans take the means to have them pace


  31   So one side sees the Castle straight ahead


  And goes on towards St. Peter’s while, aligned,


  The other side goes towards the Mount instead.[276]


  34   Along dark rocks I here and there divined


  Horned demons, whose enormous scourges whirred


  And beat those spirits fiercely from behind.


  37   Ah me! How the first lashings made the herd


  Kick up their heels. Indeed, among that corps,


  No one awaits the second, nor the third!


  40   And as I walked along a little more,


  My eyes alighted on another shade.


  “I was not spared the sight of him before!”


  43   I said at once. To make him out, I stayed


  My steps and, stopping thus my gentle Guide,


  With his consent trod back, a bit delayed.


  46   And though that spirit scourged had sought to hide,


  It did not help to drop his sight down low,


  For “You with eyes cast on the ground,” I cried,


  49   “Unless your traits are false, Venédico


  Caccianemico you must truly be.[277]


  What brings you here to such tart sauces, though?”[278]


  52   “I would not tell it willingly,” said he,


  “Except the clarity of what you’ve said


  Recalls the former world and forces me.


  55   On my account, Ghisolabell’ was led


  To do whatever the Marquis might please,


  No matter how that filthy tale is read.


  58   I’m not the only weeping Bolognese,


  For here the place is so filled with their kind


  That fewer tongues say sipa now with ease[279]


  61   From Sávena to Reno. Should you find


  The need for faith and testament thereto,


  Just let our greedy hearts be called to mind.”


  64   While he spoke on, a demon beat him, who,


  With horsewhip, shouted: “Leave, you pimping lout!


  There are no women here to coin for you.”


  67   Again I joined my Escort on his route,


  At which, with but few steps, our way was bent


  Where from a bank a rocky reef juts out


  70   So that we easily could make ascent.


  And on its jagged ridgeway, turning right,


  From those eternal circlings off we went.


  73   My Leader spoke when we had come to light


  Where it yawns wide below to make a way


  For spirits scourged: “Stand still and let the sight


  76   Impinge on you of all these ill-born prey,[280]


  Whom up until this point you have not faced,


  Since we have gone along the same as they.”


  79   From that old bridge we viewed the train that paced


  Towards us, but on the other side instead,


  A crowd which, like the first, the lash had chased.


  82   Though I asked not, the goodly Master said:


  “Behold, a great one comes! For all his pains,[281]


  So it appears, no tear of his is shed.


  85   O what a royal mien he yet retains!


  For that is Jason who by heart and head


  Once stole the ram from Colchïan domains.


  88   Off to the isle of Lemnos he was led


  When women, daring and of ruthless breast,


  Had left all men among themselves for dead.


  91   With gifts bestowed and comely words addressed,


  He soon deceived Hypsípyle as she,


  When young, had once before deceived the rest.


  94   He left her there alone with child, so he,


  For such a fault, is damned to such great woes;


  And vengeance for Medea too you see.


  97   With him there every like deceiver goes.


  This is enough to know of that first vale


  And of the souls its jaws have clamped like those.”


  100   We stood already where the narrow trail


  Had run across the second bank, which stands


  As shoulder for another bridge and dale.


  103   And from our spot we heard the moaning bands[282]


  In that next ditch, and snorts from every snout,


  And all who beat themselves with their own hands.


  106   The banks were crusted with a moldy grout


  That sticks to it from rising breaths of air,


  With which their eyes and noses had a bout.


  109   The bottom is so deep we could not stare


  To fathom it unless we were to go


  Atop the arch whose ridge is highest there.


  112   We came to it, and in the ditch below


  I saw its people, plunged in dung, lament,


  Which all from human privies seemed to flow.


  115   And while my eyes were searching there, intent,


  I spied a head so fouled I could not tell


  If here a priest or layman had been pent.


  118   “Why be more greedy,” he began to yell,


  “To watch me than another filthy show?”


  I said to him: “If I remember well,


  121   I’ve seen you with dry hair: Alessïo


  Interminei are you, a Luccan skate;[283]


  Thus, more than all the rest I watch you so.”


  124   At that he said, while beating on his pate:


  “I’ve been immersed down here by flattery—


  I had a tongue which it could never sate.”


  127   And after that my Leader said to me:


  “Now stretch your sight a little to the fore


  So that your eye may fully reach to see


  130   The face of that befouled, bedraggled whore,


  Who with her filthy nails will scratch her hide,


  And first squat down and then stand up once more.


  133   That is Thaís, the harlot, there inside,[284]


  Whose lover asked, ‘Have I good grace with you?’


  At which, ‘Not good, but marvelous!’ she cried.


  136   But let these things now satisfy our view.”


  CANTO XIX


  Recalling the spectacle presented below the third bridge, the Poet bursts into an invective against Simon Magus and all his followers, who traffic in spiritual goods, and then apostrophizes the Divine Wisdom that castigates them in this ditch (1–12). Its base and sides are perforated by holes into which the simoniacs have been thrust headfirst and out of which their lower legs protrude, kicking so violently from the flames broiling their soles that they would easily have snapped ropes (13–30). When Dante inquires about one of the writhing spirits who appears to agonize more than the others, Virgil carries him on his side down the fourth embankment to the trench’s floor to meet him (31–45). The Pilgrim tauntingly enjoins the thrashing soul to speak, and, on hearing his voice, the partially buried shade mistakes him for the nepotistic Boniface VIII. When Virgil instructs the puzzled Dante to respond that he is not the one he is thought to be, the half-interred simonist convulses even more vehemently at the revelation and indirectly discloses himself as Pope Nicholas III, who abused his sacred office to advance his blood relations. He has flattened his predecessors into the crevices of the rock as he too shall soon be forced down by his successors Boniface VIII and Clement V (46–87). Restrained only by his respect for the papal office, the Poet demands to know if Jesus required silver or gold of Peter before entrusting the keys to him, or if the apostles exacted payment from Mathias when he was selected to replace Judas. The Church, the Bride of Christ, was strengthened by the seven sacraments and guided by the ten commandments as long as virtue pleased her groom on earth, but idolatry of silver and gold has now turned her into a scarlet woman whoring with kings. The Pilgrim closes his diatribe with an impassioned apostrophe to Constantine the Great, whose alleged donation to the Church first infected her with the lust for wealth (88–120). Representing both reason and the Roman Empire, Virgil is pleased with Dante’s words and bears him against his chest up the wall and over the bridge to the fifth embankment, from where another ditch is seen (121–133).


  1   O Simon Magus, O sad retinue![285]


  Who take the things of God, which you should hold


  As brides of righteousness—rapacious crew!—


  4   And pander them for silver and for gold!


  Now must the trumpet sound for you, the rich


  Who find your place in this third trench’s fold!


  7   Already we had climbed the ridgeway which


  Went over the next tomb, just at the part


  That hangs above the middle of the ditch.


  10   (O highest Wisdom, how your boundless art


  In heaven, earth, and this ill world is found;


  What justice does your might to all impart!)


  13   I saw holes on the sides and on the ground


  That fill the livid stones and in such wise


  That all were of one width and each was round.


  16   They seemed to me no less nor great in size


  Than those on my fair San Giovanni’s floor,[286]


  Which serve as stands for those who there baptíze.


  19   (I’d broken one, not many years before,


  To save from drowning one who’d fallen in—


  This be my seal that men may doubt no more.)


  22   A sinner’s feet and legs up to the shin


  Emerged out of the mouth of each to wring,


  While all the rest of him remained within.


  25   Both soles of all, aflame with fire, so swing


  That they’d have snapped—their joints were writhing so—


  Both bands of twigs and ropes of hempen string.


  28   As flames on oily things are wont to flow


  And on the outer face alone are spread,


  So likewise did they there from heel to toe.


  31   “O Master, who is he who writhes,” I said


  “And twists more than his other comrades do,


  And who is licked by flames of deeper red?”


  34   He said: “If you would have me carry you


  Down there along the bank that lies more low,


  You’ll learn of him and of his evils too.”


  37   “But where you please, it pleases me to go,”


  I said. “You know I would not leave your will,


  For you are Lord, and what’s unsaid you know.”


  40   We came to that fourth dike and turned downhill,


  And thus descended leftwards by the bank,


  Down to the narrow, potted base; and still,


  43   My good Lord did not let me leave his flank


  Until he first had brought me to the hole


  Of one who was lamenting with his shank.


  46   “You upside down! You planted like a pole!


  Whoever you may be,” my words began,


  “Now speak, if you are able, wretched soul!”


  49   I stood there like a priest who shrives a man


  Fixed in the earth for faithless homicide,


  Who calls him back, delaying death a span.[287]


  52   “Are you already standing there,” he cried,


  “Already standing there, O Boniface?[288]


  By sundry years the writ to me has lied.


  55   Have you been cloyed with wealth in such short space,


  Which killed your fear of taking on the sly


  The lovely Maid and doing her disgrace?”[289]


  58   And I became like someone standing by,


  Who did not grasp the answer but instead


  Felt ridiculed and could not make reply.


  61   “Now quickly say to him,” my Virgil pled,


  “I am not who you think, I am not he.”


  And I replied to him just as he said.


  64   That spirit writhed his feet most mightily,


  And making sighs and in a voice of woe,


  He said: “What is it, then, you want of me?


  67   If knowing who I am concerns you so


  That you descended the embankment’s stair,


  Know that I wore the mighty mantle, though


  70   In truth I was an offspring of the bear,[290]


  So eager to advance the cubs that I


  Here purse myself since I pursed wealth up there.


  73   Beneath my head the other ones are nigh


  Who once preceded me in simony


  But flattened in the clefts of stone now lie.


  76   I too shall fall below in turn, you see,


  When he comes whom in you I thought to meet


  When I had questioned you so suddenly.


  79   I’ve cooked my feet, though, longer in this heat


  And stood in this inverted pose oppressed


  Than he’ll stand planted here with scarlet feet.


  82   For after him a shepherd from the west


  Will come who, lawless and of fouler deed,


  Is fit to cover him and me the best.[291]


  85   He’ll be a second Jason as we read


  In Maccabees: as his king was soft-souled


  To him, so will the French King be indeed.”[292]


  88   I do not know if here I was too bold


  When I chimed back to him this melody:


  “Now tell me, just what treasury of gold


  91   Was Peter asked for by our Lord that He


  Might place the keys beneath the Saint’s control?


  He surely asked him only: ‘Follow me.’


  94   And Peter and the others asked no toll


  Of gold or silver when by lot they sent


  Mathías to replace the guilty soul.[293]


  97   Since you are rightly punished, stay thus pent,


  And guard with care the money wrongly gained,


  Which made you turn on Charles with bold intent.[294]


  100   And were it not that I am still refrained


  By my respect for those great keys, which when


  You lived the happy life, you once maintained,


  103   I should use words much harsher yet again


  Since by your avarice the world is grieved;


  You trample good and raise up evil men.


  106   You pastors the Evangelist perceived[295]


  When she who sits upon the water’s spume


  Was seen to whore with kings—a maid conceived


  109   And born with seven heads and one to whom


  Great power came from those ten horns she bore,


  As long as virtue satisfied her groom.


  112   You’ve made a god of gold and silver ore;


  Are idolmongers different from your crew,


  Save that they worship one and you five score?


  115   Ah Constantine, what ills you mothered too,[296]           


  Not by conversion, but the dowry made,


  Which your first wealthy father took from you!”


  118   And while I sang such notes to him, that shade,


  Whom either anger or his conscience bit,


  Kept kicking hard, with both his feet displayed.


  121   I well believe my Guide was pleased with it—


  He’d listened with a look that seemed content


  To truthful words that I expressed as fit.


  124   He took me up in both his arms and went


   As now against his chest he held me fast,


  Remounting by the road of our descent.


  127   And, unfatigued, he held me till at last


  He carried me up to the arch’s height,


  Where from the fourth dike to the fifth we passed.


  130   And here he set his burden down so light,


  So light because the rough, steep crag would be


  For any goat a rugged passage site.


  133   From there another vale was shown to me.


  CANTO XX


  Standing on the bridge, Dante eagerly observes the sinners in the fourth ditch processing slowly and silently. He discovers on closer examination, however, that they are actually walking backwards with their heads fully wrenched around at the neck so that their tears bathe their buttocks. The Pilgrim, who has on various occasions pitied the victims of human weakness, now feels sorry for the punishment itself. Interpreting this feeling as contempt of divine justice, Virgil strongly rebukes him for his impiety (1–30) and then focuses the Poet’s attention on the Argolian Amphiaraus, the Theban Tiresias, and the Etruscan Aruns, all of them soothsayers forced to look backwards, as if to their past sins, for having ventured on earth to see into the future (31–51). Then he points out Manto, who with her servants fled Thebes after the unsuccessful siege of the Seven and wandered until coming to a lush site on the Mincio River between Peschiera and Governolo. She settled there with her maids to flee all other human society and to practice magic. When she died, the people of the environs founded a town upon her burial site and named it Mantua after her. Virgil thus dissociates the founding of his city, and himself by implication, from the divining arts punished here (52–99). Perhaps still smarting from his Master’s rebuke, and itching to return to his inspection of the spirits, Dante gives a perfunctory assent to his Teacher’s digression and begs to be shown any souls worthy of note. Virgil then details the Greek seer Eurypalus, the British occultist Michael the Scot, the Forlivese astrologer Guy Bonatti, and the Parmesan prophet Asdente (100–123). When he finishes, the moon is setting in the West, and the early hour urges the Travelers to hasten to the next ditch (124–130).


  1   It suits me well that new-found pain be versed


  And matter given Canto Twenty here


  Of this first canticle on those submersed.


  4   I was already quite disposed to peer


  Down farther at the just discovered deep,


  One bathed by many an afflicted tear,


  7   When through the valley’s ring I saw some weep


  In silence, who at such a pace processed


  As that which litanies in this world keep.[297]


  10   And as my view came down on them to rest,


  A strange contortion seemed to strike these dead


  Between the chin and top part of the chest;


  13   For towards the loins each face was turned instead,


  And backwards each of them was forced to go,


  Since they had been denied to see ahead.


  16   Perhaps by force of palsy one could grow


  To be so fully twisted all awry,


  But I’ve not seen the like, nor think it so.


  19   God help you, Reader, pick what fruit may lie


  In what you read; and you yourself be deft


  And think how I could keep my visage dry


  22   When near at hand I saw our image left


  So turned about that tears flowed from their eyes


  To bathe their buttocks, running down the cleft.


  25   I wept, of course, against a rock that lies


  On that rough crag so that my Escort said:


  “Are you still like the others so unwise?


  28   Here pity lives when it is fully dead;


  For who can be more impious than one


  Who feels compassion, with God’s judgment read?


  31   Lift up, lift up your face; see one undone


  At whom the earth gaped wide for Theban sight,


  So that they shouted: ‘Where now would you run,


  34   Amphiaräus? Have you quit the fight?’[298]


  While plunging to the depths, he did not rest


  Till Minos, who will hold each sinner tight.


  37   See how his shoulders have been made a breast;


  Since by his will his sight too far had ranged,


  He must look back, upon a backward quest.


  40   And see Tiresïas whose semblance changed[299]


  When he became a female from a male,


  As all his body’s members were exchanged


  43   So that he first would be obliged to flail


  Two tangled serpents with his rod anew


  Before he had his manly plumes prevail.


  46   And backing towards his paunch is Aruns, who[300]


  Once dwelt in Luni’s hills, beneath whose height


  The Carrarese reside and furrow too.


  49   He had a cave of marble colored white


  For his abode, and from its mouth he spied


  The stars and sea with unobstructed sight.


  52   The woman whose unbraided tresses hide


  Her bosom, which you therefore cannot see,


  And has her hairy parts on her far side,


  55   Was Manto, who searched many lands till she[301]


  Then settled in the place where I was born,


  On which a little please give heed to me.


  58   Now, when from life her father had been torn,


  And Bacchus’ city played a servant role,[302]


  She roamed the world for many years, forlorn.


  61   One lake in lovely Italy’s control


  Is named Benaco, under alps that soar


  To shut in Germany above Tirol.[303]


  64   A thousand springs bathe Pennine, maybe more,


  To Val Camónica from Garda sent,[304]


  With streams that stagnate on that basin’s floor.


  67   And at their midpoint he who pastors Trent,


  And he of Brescia, and that Veronese,


  Might give their blessing, if that way they went.[305]


  70   There Peschiera’s fair, strong fort one sees,


  And where the shore around descends, it stands


  To face the Brescians and the Bergamese.[306]


  73   There all the waters which Benaco’s strands


  Can’t harbor in its bosom fall below


  And make a river through green pasture lands.


  76   Just when that water has begun to flow,


  They call it Mincio, not Benaco there,[307]


  Until Govérnol’, where it joins the Po.


  79   It flows not far to find a level where


  It spreads itself so as to make a fen,


  Which sometimes in the summer breathes foul air.


  82   And passing by, the savage virgin then


  Saw land within the midst of that morass,


  Untilled and uninhabited by men.


  85   To flee all human intercourse that lass


  Now halted with her slaves to ply her art,


  And lived and left her body’s empty mass.


  88   The people then, though scattered far apart,


  All gathered at that spot made strong and fast


  By marshes that surround its every part.


  91   They built a town on her dead bones at last,


  And for the one who chose that place of yore,


  They called it Mantua—no lot was cast.


  94   Its people were more numerous before


  The foolish Casalodi was deceived


  By trickery that Pinamonte bore.[308]


  97   I charge you, if you hear it is believed


  My land originated differently,


  Don’t let a lie defraud the truth received.”


  100   I said: “Your reasons have such certainty,


  O Master, and so great’s the trust they earn


  That all the rest would be dead coals to me.


  103   If of the people passing you discern


  A soul who merits special notice, speak,


  Because to that alone my mind would turn.”


  106   “That one who spreads his whiskers from the cheek[309]


  Across his swarthy shoulders,” he’d begun,


  “Was seer when Greece in males was once so weak


  109   That scarcely any crib retained a son.


  In Aulis he and Calchas timed the blow


  That severed the first cable. And that one


  112   Was named Eurýpalus; that this is so


  My lofty tragedy has sung somewhere,[310]


  As you who know the whole of it well know.


  115   And he, that other in the flanks so spare,


  Was once named Michael Scot; he truly knew[311]


  How games of magic fraud are played. And there,


  118   See Guy Bonatti; see Asdente too,[312]


  Who wishes now that he had cared for naught


  But hide and thread, yet tardy is his rue.


  121   See sorry women who left all they’d bought


  Of needle, spool, and spindle, turning seers;


  With herbs and images their spells were wrought.


  124   But come, for with his brambles Cain appears


  To touch the wave that crests beneath Seville


  And hold the borders of both hemispheres.[313]


  127   Last night the moon was full; you surely will


  Recall as much, for there were times when it


  Did you no harm in that deep forest’s chill.”


  130   Then, as he spoke, we journeyed on a bit.


  CANTO XXI


  Climbing to the summit of the next bridge, the Wayfarers stop to peer into the fifth ditch. They are able to make out the surface of a viscous, boiling tar, but cannot penetrate it by sight (1–21). Virgil abruptly shouts at Dante to beware. Wheeling around, the Poet spies a fleet-footed, open-winged demon stealing up behind him on the reef and toting a barrator, like a slab of meat, over his shoulder. The devil plunges the evildoer into the bubbling pitch and immediately speeds off to Lucca for another jobber, like a watchdog after a thief (22–46). When the sinner surfaces, a horde of evil spirits hiding beneath the bridge springs out to taunt him, forks him with their grapples, and thrusts him under, like stewmeat in a cauldron (47–57). Virgil has his charge crouch behind a jag to shield himself as he ventures forth self-assured to parley with the demons, who, like a pack of hounds, rush out at him from under the bridge, their grappling hooks pointed his way. The intrepid Virgil bids one of them step forth to hear him out, at which Malacoda haughtily takes up the challenge but drops his fork, deflated, when Virgil declares that he leads Dante along the savage road by the will of Heaven (58–87). As the Master summons his cowering disciple back to him, the other devils rush up, threatening to prick him. The sly Malacoda silences them, however (88–105), and then tells Virgil that though the next bridge lies in ruins because of an earthquake which, in five hours, will have taken place 1,266 years and one day ago, another passable reef stands up ahead. He claims to be sending a band of his own there to patrol for sinners emerging from the pitch and proposes his cronies as escorts (106–126). Although Dante is intimidated by their grinding teeth and menacing brows, Virgil, taken in by the fiend’s offer, attributes the reason for their ominous looks to the boiling grafters. The evil spirits then exchange vulgar signs of complicity with one another (127–139).


  1   In other talk from bridge to bridge we passed,[314]


  Of which my Comedy cares not to sing,


  And to the summit we were holding fast,


  4   Then stopped to see another fissured ring[315]


  Of Malebolge and more useless screams;


  And strangely dark, I saw, was everything.


  7   As in the Venice Arsenal there steams


  In wintertime a sticky pitch they spread


  To caulk again their vessels’ ailing seams


  10   Because they cannot sail, and so instead


  Now one mends ships, one plugs the ribs up now


  Of vessels that on many trips have sped;


  13   Some hammer at the stern, some at the prow,


  And some make oars, and cordage some will twine,


  Some patch the sails, the jibs some at the bow;


  16   So, not by fire, but by an art divine


  There boiled a tarry mass down in that pit,


  Which smeared the banks there all along the line.


  19   I saw it but could not see into it


  Except for bubbles in the boiling tide


  As all would swell and then, compressed, would sit.


  22   And while I stared below, intent, my Guide


  Exclaimed and said, “Look out! Look out!” to me


  And drew me from my station to his side.


  25   I turned round like a man who longs to see


  What it is yet far better that he shun,


  Whom fear unnerves so suddenly that he


  28   Does not delay his start to watch what’s done.


  And I beheld a devil black as night


  Come up the reef behind us at a run.


  31   How savage was his aspect to the sight!


  How harsh his actions were! How he was fleet


  With wings wide open and with paws so light!


  34   He bore a sinner’s haunches both like meat


  Across his sharp, high shoulder straight ahead


  And held him by the tendons of the feet.


  37   “Look! Malebranche,” from our bridge he said,[316]


  “One of the elders of St. Zita’s! Ho![317]


  Shove this one under, while to fetch more dead


  40   Up to that land so well supplied I go,


  Where, save Bonturo, every grafter’s lief[318]


  For money to exchange a yes for no.”


  43   He hurled him down, then turned on that hard reef;


  And never was a mastiff, once untied,


  In such a hurry to pursue a thief.


  46   That sinner plunged, then showed—convulsed—outside;


  But demons hid there covered by the pier.


  “The Holy Face has here no place!” they cried.[319]


  49   “You will not, as in Serchïo, swim here:


  If you want nothing of the grappling hook,


  Above the pitch you’d better not appear.”


  52   More than a hundred prongs now pricked that crook—


  All yelped: “Here under cover you must dance;


  So pilfer, if you can, with none to look.”


  55   Just so, our cooks might have their scullions lance


  The meat with forks and plunge it deep below


  Inside the cauldron, lest it float perchance.


  58   And my good Master said: “So it won’t show


  That you are present here, you have to squat


  Behind a jag to have some screen, although


  61   If they should do me some offense, fear not.


  For well I know these matters: in the past


  A fray of such a kind was once my lot.”


  64   And so, beyond the bridge’s head he passed,


  But as he reached the sixth embankment’s strands,[320]


  He needed for his heart to be steadfast.


  67   With all the rage and storm of canine bands


  That rush out at a beggar who will bide


  And of a sudden beg from where he stands,


  70   They rushed out from the bridge’s underside


  While turning all their grappling hooks his way;


   “Let none of you be savage,” though, he cried.


  73   “Before you touch me with a fork, I say


  Let one of you come out to hear me through,


  Then see if you would grapple such a prey.”


  76   “Let Malacoda go!” thus cried the crew.[321]


  At that, one stirred and, with the rest behind,


  Approached him, saying: “What good will it do?”


  79   “O Malacoda, do you think you’d find


  That I have come,” he said, “secure to date


  Against your obstacles of every kind


  82   Without the will of God and gracious fate?


  Let us go on, for it is Heaven’s will


  I show this rugged roadway to my mate.”


  85   The pride that he had harbored fell so still


  He dropped his pitchfork to his feet at that


  And told them all: “Let no one do him ill.”


  88   “O you still crouching, crouching where you sat


  Among the bridge’s jags,” my Leader prayed,


  “Return to me securely now,” whereat


  91   I moved and started towards him undelayed.


  But all the devils crowded up so near


  I feared that they would break the pact they’d made.


  94   Just so, I once saw footmen who in fear


  Marched out by treaty from Caprona’s side,


  While seeing round so many foes appear.[322]


  97   I pressed my body closer to my Guide


  And did not dare to turn away my eye


  From how they looked, which wasn’t good. They cried


  100   To one another with bent hooks: “Should I


  Just let him have it in the rump today?”


  “Yes, let him have it there!” came the reply. 


  103   But Malacoda quickly turned away


  From conversation with my Guide and said:


  “Be still now, Scarmiglione, still, I say!”[323]


  106   And then to us: “No farther can one tread


  Upon this reef for there lies in decay


  The sixth bridge at the bottom up ahead.


  109   Yet, if you wish to venture forth, you may


  Move up and walk along this bank for near


  There lies another reef that makes a way.


  112   Just yesterday there was fulfilled the year


  Twelve hundred sixty-six, five hours from now,


  From when the roadway first was shattered here.[324]


  115   I’m sending some of mine there anyhow


  To see if one comes up for air again.


  So go with them; they’ll do no harm, I vow.”


  118   “Come Alichino, Calcabrina,” when


  He started, he called out, “Cagnazzo, you;


  And Barbariccia, see you lead the ten.


  121   Come Libicocco, Draghinazzo, do!


  Fanged Cirïatto, Graffiacane then,


  Crazed Rubicante, Farfarello too.[325]


  124   Search all around the boiling, gluey fen;


  Let these be safe until the ridge,” said he;


  “The next one runs intact across the den.”


  127   “My goodness! Master, what is this I see?


  If you know how,” I said, “let’s go on still


  Without an escort—I want none for me.


  130   If as before you have such wary skill,


  Do you not see them grind their teeth so clear,


  Nor see their eyebrows menace us with ill?”


  133   He said to me: “I would not have you fear;


  So let them go on grinding as they like,


  They do it at these boiling wretches here.”


  136   They wheeled around along the left-hand dike;


  But first, as signal to a guide so crass,


  All pressed their tongues between their teeth alike,


  139   And that one made a trumpet of his ass.


  CANTO XXII


  The half score of demons sets out with Barbariccia in the lead while the wary Dante keeps his eyes trained on the pitchy bog. From time to time one of the submersed sinners arches his back above the surface, like a dolphin, to relieve his pain, then plunges down again lightning quick. On every side the transgressors dare only to stick out their snouts, like frogs in a pond, withdrawing them as soon as their demonic guards approach (1–30). One lingers this time, however, and Graffiacane snags his tar-matted hair, hauling him up like a fresh-speared otter. When the other devils egg on Rubicante to mutilate their captured prey, Virgil steps in at the Pilgrim’s request to learn his identity. The sticky shade barely has time to answer that he fell into grafting in the service of King Thibault of Navarre, when Ciriatto rips him with a tusk. Enfolding him within his protective wings, Barbariccia orders the others to stand back so that Virgil may finish his questioning. The ancient Lombard asks if any Italians are simmering in the tar, and no sooner has the wounded wretch answered in the affirmative than Libicocco grapples his arm, tearing out a hunk of flesh, while Draghinazzo moves to hook his legs below. Again the glaring Barbariccia wheels around and stares his devils down (31–75). Virgil quickly resumes his question and hears the story of two Sardinian barrators, Fra Gomita and Michele Zanche. Yet the maimed grafter stops short on seeing the snarling Farfarello set to attack. For the third time Barbariccia must stay their sadistic urges (76–96). At last, the menaced rascal offers to whistle for his comrades, if the bloodthirsty fiends will only step out of sight a moment. Cagnazzo suspects a ruse, and Alichino threatens a chase, should the jobber try to escape, but all turn their eyes away to look for anyone answering his call. Seizing his moment, the crafty rogue pries loose, leaping back into the gluey marsh. Alichino flies in pursuit, like a hawk after a duck, but is too late (97–132). Enraged at the escape, Calcabrina takes to flight and locks claws with Alichino in revenge. As they plummet into the viscous swamp, they are unclutched by the heat. Unable to extricate themselves, the two roasted birds must be pulled out by their cohorts, as Virgil and Dante leave them to their wrangling (133–151).


  1   I’ve seen before how horsemen move their camp,


  Commence assault, and muster in a band,


  And sometimes too, to make escape, decamp.


  4   I’ve seen the scouting parties in your land,


  O Aretines, and seen your raiders fare,[326]


  Your tourneys clashing, and your joustings manned,


  7   At times with bells, at times with trumpets’ blare,


  With drums and castle-signals from afar,


  With native things as well as foreign ware.


  10   But never to a bugle so bizarre[327]


  Have I seen footmen march or horsemen ride,


  Or vessel sail by sign of land or star.


  13   With those ten demons we went on in stride.


  Ah, goodness me! What savage company!


  But “saints in church and drunks in pubs abide.”


  16   I was intent upon that pitch to see           


  The every feature of the basin there


  And of the people burning in its sea.


  19   As dolphins will make signals to beware


  To sailors by the arching of the back


  That they might spare their ships, so, I declare,


  22   Here too, from time to time, to ease his rack,


  A sinner showed his spine above the pitch,


  Then hid more quickly than the lightning’s crack.


  25   As at the water’s border in a ditch           


  The frogs will stand with just their snouts outside,


  With feet and body hidden in their niche,


  28   So stood the sinners here on every side;


  But just as Barbariccia would draw near,


  They plunged beneath the boiling tar  to hide.


  31   I saw—and still my heart must quake in fear—


  One linger just as when it is the case


  One frog remains while others disappear.


  34   And Graffiacane, nearest to his place,


  Ensnared him by the hair besmeared with slough;


  On being raised, his seemed an otter’s face.


  37   I knew the names of all of them by now:


  I noted them when they were singled out


  And, when they called each other, listened how.


  40   “O Rubicante, see you set about


  To claw his back and tear his flesh away!”


  Together all the damned began to shout.


  43   I said: “My Master, if you can, I pray,


  Find out for me whose is that wretched head


  That’s fallen into adverse hands as prey.”


  46   My Guide went up beside him, and he pled


  With him to tell his birthplace; he, implored,


  Said: “In Navarra’s kingdom I was bred.[328]


  49   My mother settled me to serve a lord,


  For she had borne me to a ribald cheat,


  Who would destroy himself and all his hoard.


  52   Good King Thibault retained me in his suite,[329]


  And there I set myself to graft the more,


  For which I make my payment in this heat.”


  55   Now Cirïatto had, just like a boar,


  A jaw with tusks protruding on each side;


  He let him feel just one, and how it tore!


  58   Among the evil cats the mouse had hied;


  But Barbariccia said, who had embraced


  Him there: “While I enfork him, stand aside!”[330]


  61   “Now ask,” he charged, on having turned and faced


  My Master, “if there’s more you wish to know,


  Before another lays this one to waste.”


  64   “Say if of sinners in the pitch below


  You know some shade of our Italian race,”


  My Leader asked. And he: “A while ago,


  67   I parted from a neighbor of that place;[331]


  Were I still covered with him in this stuff,


  No claw or hook would scare me in that case!”


  70   Then Libicocco: “We have had enough!”


  He grappled on his arm, and with his crook


  He snatched a hunk of flesh by tearing rough.


  73   And Draghinazzo made as if to hook


  His legs below, so he who led the ten


  Wheeled round on them with such an evil look.


  76   When they were somewhat pacified again,


  My Guide inquired of him without delay,


  Who still was scanning his impairment then:


  79   “Now tell me who he was from whom you say


  The leave you took to come ashore was flawed.”


  He answered: “Fra Gomita, he whose clay[332]


  82   Was of Gallura, vessel of all fraud;


  He held in hand the foemen of his chief


  But dealt with them such that they sing his laud.


  85   And once he took their gold, discharge was brief,


  As he will tell; in other matters too,


  He was a sovran grafter, no small thief.


  88   With him is Don Michele Zanche, who [333]


  Ruled Logodoro; and when they discuss


  Sardegna, no one’s tongue is tired when through.


  91   Ah me! See him who grinds his teeth at us!


  I would tell more but fear that he no doubt


  Prepares himself to scratch my scurf.” And thus


  94   Their chief turned round, saw Farfarello’s clout


  Was ready, for his eyes rolled with a leer,


  And so exclaimed: “You wicked bird, get out!”


  97   “But if some Tuscans you would see or hear,


  Or Lombards too,” that soul, with frightened face,


  Began again, “I’ll have a few appear.


  100   But let those evil claws step back a pace


  Lest they should fear the demons’ vengeful scourge;


  And while I’m sitting in this very place,


  103   Although I am alone here, I shall urge


  Yet seven more to come by whistle blows,


  As is our custom, should a shade emerge.”


  106   At that Cagnazzo raised his currish nose


  And shook his head to say: “Now hear the guile


  He has contrived, then back below he goes!”


  109   And he, who harbored many such a wile,


  Replied: “How full of tricks I am indeed,


  If mine are more tormented in a while.”


  112   Fed up by now, despite the demon breed,


  That Alichino said: “If you dive back,


  I will not follow at a gallop’s speed


  115   But beat my wings above the pitchy black.


  We’ll leave this height; the bank will be our shield,


  To see if you stand up to our attack.”


  118   Now, Reader, you shall hear new sport afield:


  Each turned his eyes out to the other side,


  He first, who’d been the most unripe to yield.[334]


  121   The Navarrese chose well his time; he spied


  —With feet well planted—just the instant sought


  And leapt to pry loose from that demon guide.[335]


  124   With pangs of guilt were all of them distraught,


  But more the blunder’s cause than all the rest,[336]


  At which he started out and cried: “You’re caught!”


  127   It did no good, for wings could not arrest


  His frightened flight. The sinner plunged below;


  The other, flying, upwards turned his breast.


  130   The duck will suddenly dive down just so


  The moment that the hawk draws near enough,


  Which flies back upwards—vexed and flouted, though.


  133   But Calcabrina, raging at the bluff,


  Flew after him, though glad he’d taken flight,[337]


  In order to provoke a fisticuff.


  136   And when the grafter disappeared from sight,


  He turned his claws upon his mate in Hell,[338]


  And just above the ditch he clutched him tight.


  139   The other, Alichino, clawed him well,


  Just like a full-grown hawk; and thus the two


  Fell in the ditch’s boiling midst pell-mell.


  142   The heat at once unclutched them in the brew;


  But they could now get out of it no more,


  For so their wings were covered with the glue.


  145   Thus Barbariccia, grieving with his corps,


  Dispatched to fly off to the other coast,


  Each one with fork in hand, a group of four.


  148   And quickly, here and there, each took his post;


  They stretched their hooks down to the slimy pair,


  Who in the crust by now were made a roast.


  151   And thus we left them still encumbered there.


  CANTO XXIII


  The Poets proceed single file, alone, and in silence, like Franciscan monks. As Dante muses, he grows fearful that the demons will compound their native bad will with anger and come after them more fiercely than a pack of hounds snapping at a rabbit. The Pilgrim imagines their pursuit so vividly that he hears their steps, and Virgil mirrors his thoughts exactly. Quickly they seek passage to the next ditch on the right (1–33). No sooner have they done so than the hellhounds appear behind them. Virgil snatches up his charge, like a mother rescuing her child from a fire, and slides down the sloping bank on his back, with Dante on his breast. As soon as his feet touch the trench’s floor, the devils occupy the ridge above them. The escapees have nothing more to fear, however, for Divine Providence has confined these evil spirits to the fifth ditch as its keepers (34–57). Now they see a procession of the shades of hypocrites, garbed in monastic cloaks and cowls gilded without but leaden within. The Travelers turn to the left with them but outpace a trudging shade with every step, so slowly do these spirits move. Asking to be shown some soul he might know (58–75), the Poet is beckoned to by one who overhears his Tuscan accent. He waits for two of them to inch their way up. When they arrive, they silently gaze askance at Dante, then marvel to one another that he is alive. In response to the Pilgrim’s question, they explain the nature of their punishment and identify themselves as Catalano and Loderingo, Jolly Friars jointly appointed as Florentine mayors, who, under pretense of reconciling opposed political factions, routed the Ghibellines from the city (76–108). The Poet begins to respond but breaks off his sentence when he spies Caiaphas, who, along with Annas and the other members of the Sanhedrin favoring the death of Christ, lies crucified nude upon the ground for all the other hypocrites to trample. Virgil is amazed (109–126) but inquires of Catalano where the bridge that Malacoda had spoken of stands. He answers that the bridge has been shattered, but its heaped-up ruins afford an exit from the ditch. As Virgil now realizes Malacoda’s deception, Catalano jeeringly reminds him that the devil lies and is the father of all lies. In angry determination Virgil speeds off with giant strides, and Dante hurries to follow his beloved footsteps (127–148).


  1   Alone and silent, unaccompanied


  We went, with one before and one behind,


  As Friars Minor on their way proceed.


  4   To Aesop’s fables I had turned my mind,


  Which was occasioned by the present fray,


  For where he spoke of frog and mouse we find[339]


  7   That if with heedful thought you rightly lay


  The start to end, the one and other fight


  Are no less better paired than “yes” and “yea.”


  10   As one thought from another will ignite,


  So from that one another was conceived,


  And it redoubled my initial fright.


  13   “We caused them to be fooled,” so I believed,


  “And now their hurt and scorn are so profound


  That I am sure they must be much aggrieved.


  16   If wrath is mixed with bad intent, they’re bound


  To come at us more fiercely from behind


  Than, snapping at the rabbit, comes the hound.”


  19   I felt my hair all bristle from that kind


  Of fear, and looking back intent I said:


  “O Master, if you do not quickly find


  22   A way to hide yourself and me, I’ll dread           


  Those Evilclaws behind us at a run;


  I so imagine them I hear their tread.”


  25   And he: “Were I of leaded glass, my son,


  I could not have your outer image shine


  On me more quickly than your inner one.


  28   For even now your thoughts have joined with mine,


  With kindred action and with kindred face,


  So that I’ve forged them both to one design.


  31   If that right bank should slope at any place


  And to another trench allow descent,[340]


  We shall escape from that imagined chase.”


  34   The plan he’d made was scarcely given vent


  When I beheld them come with wings spread wide,


  Not far away and on our seizure bent.


  37   I suddenly was taken by my Guide


  As, at a roar, a mother wakes to shun


  The flames she sees enkindled at her side


  40   And gather up her child at once to run,


  Not even stopping to throw on a shift,


  Since caring less for self than for her son.


  43   Thus, from the ridge of that hard bank, how swift


  His back slid down the sloping rocks below,


  Which closed one side of the adjacent rift!


  46   So fast by sluice did water never go


  To turn the wheels of any onshore mill,


  When nearest to the paddles comes the flow,


  49   As did my Master down that incline spill,


  While bearing me upon his chest ahead,


  Not as a mate, but as a son, with skill.


  52   And when his feet had scarcely reached the bed


  Of depths below, those demons took the hill


  Above us, but there was no more to dread,


  55   For Providence on high, which formed the will


  To make them keepers of the fifth ravine,


  Denies to all the strength to cross its sill.


  58   And looking down below we found a scene


  Of painted folk, who slowly circled round,[341]


  While weeping with a tired, defeated mien.


  61   The hoods upon the cloaks they wore were found


  To fall below their eyes—a cut one saw


  In those with which all Cluny’s monks are gowned.[342]


  64   Outside they all are gilt, producing awe;


  But inside they are lead and of such weight


  That Frederick’s were, compared to them, like straw.[343]


  67   O tiring mantle of eternal fate!


  As always, to the left with them we drew,


  Intent upon their sad and tearful gait.


  70   But with the weight they bore, that weary crew


  Came on so slow the company passed by


  At every movement of our hips was new,


  73   At which I told my Guide: “Please try to spy


  If one I’ll know by deed or name is there,


  And as we’re walking, move around your eye.”


  76   Behind us one cried out when made aware


  Of Tuscan accents: “Stay your steps, I plead,


  O you who run so fast through dusky air!


  79   Perhaps you’ll have from me the things you need.”


  At which my Leader turned and said: “First wait,


  And then, according to his pace, proceed.”


  82   I stopped for two whose haste of mind was great


  To be with me (I saw it in their glance);


  They slacked, though, from the narrow road and freight.


  85   And when they had come up, with eyes askance


  They gazed at me but did not sound a note;


  Then, turning to themselves, they said: “Perchance


  88   He lives—it seems so from his throbbing throat;


  But by what privilege do they go free,


  If they are dead, without the heavy coat?”


  91   Then “Tuscan, who are come,” they said to me,


  “Down to the crowd of hypocrites made sad,[344]


  Do not disdain to say who you may be.”


  94   “In the great city I was born, a lad[345]


  Who on the lovely Arno was to grow;


  I’m with the body that I’ve always had,”


  97   I answered them. “But who are you whose woe,


  As I behold, distills thus down the cheek?


  What punishment is this that glitters so?”


  100   “These cloaks of yellow,” one began to speak,


  “Are made of lead so thick that weights like these


  Will make the scales on which they’re hanging creak.


  103   We’re Jolly Friars here and Bolognese;[346]


  I’m Catalano, Loderingo he,


  Who both were chosen by your land’s decrees,


  106   As normally a single man would be,


  To keep the peace; and what we were as well


  Lies round Gardingo still for one to see.”[347]


  109   “O Friars,” started I, “your evil spell … ,”


  But said no more, for on one crucified


  By three stakes on the ground my vision fell.


  112   On seeing me, he writhed on every side,


  While blowing in his beard and making sighs.


  Observing that, Fra Catalán replied:


  115   “The spirit there impaled who meets your eyes[348]


  Was he who counseled Pharisees to say


  ‘It’s best if one man for the people dies.’


  118   He’s stretched out nude across the passageway,


  As you can see, and he must feel the shoes


  Of every passer-by and how they weigh.


  121   With such a torment his wife’s father rues[349]


  Inside this ditch, with all the Sanhedrin,[350]


  Which proved a seed of evil for the Jews.”[351]


  124   I saw what Virgil’s wonderment had been


  At one stretched on a cross, who basely lay


  In the eternal exile there. And in


  127   A moment he addressed the monk this way:


  “Now if you please, and should your law permit,


  Say if some gap lies on the right, I pray,[352]


  130   So that the two of us may leave by it,


  Not forcing those black angels once again


  To come to extricate us from this pit.”


  133   “Yet nearer than you hope,” he answered then,


  “A reef moves from the outer circle’s floor


  And crosses each and every savage glen,


  136   Save here it’s rent, not cov’ring as before.


  But where the ruins, sloping down the side,


  Heap up below, you there may mount once more.”


  139   With head bowed down, there stood awhile my Guide;


  “By telling me these matters in such wise,”


  He said, “that one who hooks the sinners lied.”


  142   “Of all the vices that the devil plies,


  Some at Bologna claim,” the friar said,[353]


  “He lies and is the father of all lies.”


  145   With giant strides my Leader onwards sped,


  A bit disturbed, with anger on his face;


  So, from those burdened shades I also fled,


  148   To follow his beloved footsteps’ trace.


  CANTO XXIV


  As a peasant mistaking hoarfrost for snow becomes angry but, on discovering his mistake, regains his composure and drives his sheep to pasture, so Dante, who was perplexed on seeing Virgil’s perturbation at the diabolical deceit, takes comfort when his Master recovers his wonted equanimity (1–18). Having surveyed the ruins of the collapsed bridge, Virgil assists the Pilgrim in struggling up from jag to jag. But the exhausted earthly climber has all the air “milked” from his lungs by the time he reaches the bridgehead and must rest to catch his breath (19–45). His mentor then exhorts him to lay aside all sloth and to strive manfully for honor and virtue. The Poet thus rises in the attempt to show himself better equipped with breath than he actually is, and the two of them make their way up the next ridge (46–64). When Dante hears a voice but discerns no form in the dark, he becomes eager to climb down the bridge’s side wall to the next abutment, and Virgil promptly accedes to his request (65–81). Here the Pilgrim discovers a brood of snakes more numerous than those of the Libyan desert or of Ethiopia and Arabia, with naked and terrified thieves running among them. The slithering reptiles manacle their hands behind their backs, then transfix their loins, and knot themselves in front (82–96). As one thief is pierced in the neck by a serpent, he bursts into flames, burns down into ashes, and rises phoenix-like from them anew to stare about himself bewildered, like an epileptic recovering from a fit (97–120). He turns out to be Vanni Fucci, a brigand and murderer whom the Poet would have expected to see in the ring of the violent, and is now visibly ashamed at having to admit that he committed a sacrilegious theft, allowing an innocent man to be falsely accused of his crime (121–139). In return for having been shamed, Vanni Fucci attempts to grieve Dante by prophesying through obscure images the defeat of the Florentine Whites (140–151).


  1   In that part of the young year when the Sun


  Beneath Aquarius warms up his mane[354]


  And towards the south the nights begin to run,


  4   And when the hoarfrost copies on the plain


  The image of his sister veiled in white,


  Although his pen’s sharp point will shortly wane,


  7   The peasant who is short of fodder might


  Rise up and look upon the field’s white cope,


  And slap his thigh while gazing on the sight,


  10   Turn back and, grumbling here and there, just mope,


  Like some poor wretch who knows not what to do.


  He then goes out again and gains new hope,


  13   And, seeing that the world has changed its hue


  In such short time, takes staff in hand once more


  To drive his sheep to pasture them anew.


  16   So had my Master stunned me too before


  When I beheld such trouble on his face,


  And so the salve came quickly to the sore.


  19   For when we reached the broken bridge’s place,


  My Leader turned to me with looks as kind


  As what I first saw at the mountain’s base.


  22   And having formed a plan within his mind,


  First looking well upon the shattered rock,


  With open arms he took me from behind.


  25   And just as one who labors, taking stock,


  While always seeming to provide ahead,


  So, lifting me on top of one great block,


  28   While looking at another spur, he said:


  “Now see you clamber over to that crag,


  But first find out if it will bear your tread.”


  31   And here there was no way for those who drag


  Lead coats, for we—he light and I borne on—


  Could scarcely make it up from jag to jag.


  34   And were it not that there the slope upon


  The dike was shorter than the one before,[355]


  Then, if not he, I’d surely have been gone.


  37   But yet because all Malebolge bore


  Down towards the crater of its deepest well,


  The site of every valley made the shore[356]


  40   On one side drop and on the other swell.


  And so at last we reached the point whereat


  The final boulder once broke off and fell.


  43   And from my lungs all breath was milked so that,


  Once I was up, no farther could I aim;


  As soon as I had reached that rock, I sat.


  46   “You now must cast aside all sloth,” so came


  My Master’s voice, “for he who rests on down


  Or under covers cannot come to fame.


  49   And he who wastes his life without renown


  Shall leave on earth a vestige just as great


  As smoke-filled air or water’s foamy crown.


  52   Up then! Defeat your panting with that state


  Of mind which conquers all when battles brew


  If it’s not crushed beneath the body’s weight.


  55   It’s not enough that we have left that crew;[357]


  We have to climb a longer stair up high.[358]


  If you have heard me, let it profit you.”


  58   I rose and showed much better a supply


  Of breath than what I felt within me lay


  And said: “Go on, for strong and bold am I.”


  61   Upon the ridge we took the upward way,


  And narrow, rugged, difficult was it,


  Far steeper than we yet had crossed that day.


  64   Not to seem weak, I went and talked a bit;


  From one ditch on a voice appeared to leak,[359]


  Although for forming words it was not fit.


  67   I don’t know what it said, though on the peak


  I stood now of the arch that crosses there,


  And yet he seemed to move whom I heard speak.


  70   I had bent downwards, but my keen-eyed stare


  Could not reach bottom through the darksome pall,


  And thus I said: “O Master, can’t you bear


  73   Towards that next belt? Let us descend the wall;[360]


  For as I hear but do not understand,


  So I look down but see no shape at all.”


  76   “I give you no reply to your demand


  But doing it,” he said; “a just request


  Is met in silence by the work at hand.”


  79   So, down the bridge, just at the end, we pressed


  Where to the eighth embankment it is tied,


  And there I saw the trench made manifest.


  82   Within, a fearful brood of snakes was spied,


  Which had so strange a look its mem’ry stands


  Until this day to chill my blood inside.


  85   Let Libya no longer vaunt its sands;[361]


  Though jaculi, parea, cenchres too,


  Chelydri, amphisbaena rise in bands,


  88   So many evil plagues she never knew,


  With all of Ethiopia’s vast zone,


  And all the lands within the Red Sea’s view.[362]


  91   Amid the ruthless, dismal swarm here shown


  Ran people who were nude and terrified;[363]


  They had no hope of hole or witching stone.[364]


  94   Behind them they had hands that snakes had tied;


  Right through their loins snake heads and tails had shot,


  And they were knotted on the other side.


  97   And look! At someone standing near our spot


  A serpent darted; it transfixed its foe,


  Just where the neck and shoulders form a knot.


  100   One never wrote so quickly “i” or “o”


  As he had caught on fire, then burned all round,


  And fully turned to ash on sinking low.


  103   And when he lay destroyed upon the ground,


  His dust, collecting, started to cohere,


  And in its former shape at once was found.


  106   Thus, as great sages have confessed, we hear


  That when the phoenix dies it’s born anew,[365]


  As it approaches its five-hundredth year.


  109   It eats no herb or grain its whole life through,


  But drops of incense now, amomum now;


  Its final swathings nard and myrrh imbue.


  112   And just as he who falls, not knowing how,


  Thrown down by force of demons or the ties


  Of some obstruction in him, will allow


  115   His gaze to circle as he comes to rise,


  Still all bewildered by the anguished throes


  That he has suffered and, while looking, sighs,


  118   So did this sinner stare when he arose.


  O how severe the might of God can be,


  Which, as its vengeance, showers down such blows!


  121   My Guide then asked him who he was, and he


  Responded: “Just a while ago was when


  I rained to this fierce maw from Tuscany.


  124   The life of brutes I loved, not that of men


  —Mule that I was—I’m Vanni Fucci, beast,[366]


  And once Pistoia was my fitting den.”


  127   “Don’t let him slip away, but ask at least,”


  I told my Guide, “what sin has thrust him here;


  I saw his rage and bloodshed never ceased.”


  130   That sinner did not feign, for he could hear,


  But turned to me his visage and his mind,


  As dismal shame bedaubed him with its smear.


  133   He said: “That you should catch me here consigned


  To this, the misery you see, hurts more


  Than when I left the other life behind.


  136   And yet, I can’t deny what you implore;


  I’m stationed down so far because I stole


  The sacristy’s fair ornaments before,


  139   For which they falsely blamed another soul.[367]


  But lest you might enjoy such sights as these,


  If ever you escape from this dark hole,


  142   With ears wide open, hear my prophecies:


  Pistoia first is thinned of every Black,


  Then Florence gets new ways and families.[368]


  145   From Val di Magra Mars brings vapor back,


  Which in the turbid clouds is wrapped up tight;


  With raging storm and bitter tempest-wrack


  148   On Camp’ Piceno there will be a fight,


  And burning vapor suddenly will cleave


  The mist, so that it hammers every White.[369]


  151   And I have said all this to make you grieve!”


  CANTO XXV


  When Vanni Fucci finishes his dark prophecy, he raises his fists defiantly, blaspheming God. The devout Pilgrim counts it as an act of friendship when two avenging serpents then bind his neck and wrists, so that the impious thief cannot continue but, choked of speech, must flee (1–16). Then Cacus, a centaur with a tangle of snakes upon his haunches and a fire-belching dragon upon his shoulders, comes raging after the fleeing sinner. (Because of his deceit in stealing the cattle of Geryon from Hercules, he does not guard the first ring of the seventh circle with the other centaurs) (17–34). At once three more spirits come rushing by. Cianfa, a shade metamorphosed into a six-footed reptile, springs up and grapples Agnello, the first spirit. The lizardlike beast runs its forefeet around Agnello’s arms, its middle feet around his belly, its hindfeet along his thighs, and its tail between his legs and on his loins, sinking its fangs into his cheeks. Melting into one another, their colors mix like running dyes, and their forms fuse indistinguishably so as to seem both two and none (35–78). A black and livid snake, the shade of Guercio, then comes darting up and pierces the navel of Buoso, the second spirit. When it has fallen to the ground, puffs of hypnotic smoke blow out of both the serpent’s mouth and the human’s wound (79–93). And now Lucan and Ovid will fall silent at what follows (94–102). The serpent’s tail forks into legs; its skin softens; its hindfeet contract into the male member; its snout withdraws into a nose, sprouts into ears, and thickens into lips; and its cleft tongue rejoins, as it rises erect. At the same time, the feet and legs of the human shade coalesce; his skin hardens; his arms draw in to forefeet; his member splits into hindfeet; his nose extends; his ears retract; and his tongue cleaves apart (103–141). The third spirit, Puccio, remains unchanged throughout (142–151).


  1   On finishing these words, the robber threw


  His hands up high, with both the figs, to roar:[370]


  “Take that, O God, for these I aim at you!”


  4   Henceforth the serpents showed me friendship, for


  One wrapped around his neck then in a twist


  As if to say: “I’ll have you speak no more.”


  7   One coiled around his arms and bound each wrist


  And clinched itself in front to the degree


  That thus he could not even budge a fist.


  10   Ah me! Pistoia, why don’t you decree


  To burn yourself and be no more at all,


  Since you surpass your seed in villainy?[371]


  13   Throughout the darksome circles in Hell’s thrall,


  I saw no soul towards God so full of pride,


  Not even he who fell from Thebes’ high wall.[372]


  16   Without another word he fled to hide.


  And next I saw a raging centaur storm


  Towards us; “Where, where’s that bitter one?” he cried.


  19   I think Maremma is no serpent swarm[373]


  As was his croup, on which those snakes all prey,


  Right up to where begins the human form.


  22   Behind his nape upon his shoulders lay


  A dragon, which had both its wings outspread;


  It sets on fire all those who cross his way.


  25   “That one is Cacus,” so my Master said,[374]


  “Who underneath Mount Aventino’s rock


  Has often made a lake with blood he shed.


  28   He does not tread the road his brothers walk[375]


  Because of the deceitful theft he made


  When once he stole a nearby herd of stock.


  31   And for this cause his crooked deeds were stayed


  Beneath great Hercules’ one hundredth blow,


  Perhaps—he didn’t feel the tenth one laid.”


  34   He galloped by, with Virgil speaking so;


  And three more spirits next beneath us flew,[376]


  Yet neither he nor I perceived them, though,


  37   Until they shouted out: “And who are you?”


  At that our talking finished, and we came


  To pay attention only to that crew.


  40   Although I did not know them, just the same


  It happened, as by chance it often goes,


  That one of them called out the other’s name;


  43   “Now where has Cianfa stopped?” he said to those.[377]


  At which, so that my Guide might be intent,


  I raised my finger up from chin to nose.


  46   If you are slow, O Reader, to assent


  To what I’ll say, that will not be so rare,


  For I who saw it scarcely give consent.


  49   And as I fixed my eyes upon them there,


  I saw that a six-footed serpent sprang[378]


  In front of one and clutched him everywhere.


  52   Around his paunch its middle feet first swang,


  Around his arms its forefeet next entwined,


  And then in both his cheeks it sank a fang.


  55   Along his thighs its hindfeet were aligned,


  So that it ran its tail between the two


  And bent it upwards on his loins behind.


  58   So firmly rooted ivy never grew


  Around a tree as when that beast so feared


  Had wreathed its members round the other’s too.


  61   As if with melted wax they had been smeared,


  Each stuck to each; their colors mixed like dyes,


  So neither of them as before appeared.


  64   Just so, the brownish color that will rise


  Across the paper, as the flame burns through,


  Is not yet blackened though the white tint dies.


  67   The others shouted as they watched the view:


  “Ah me! Agnello, how you change! Just see,[379]


  Already you are neither one nor two.”


  70   By now, two heads as one had come to be;


  Two faces had appeared in one same mien,


  And, all mixed up, those two were lost to me.


  73   Where four lengths were, two arms would supervene;


  The thighs and legs, the belly and the chest


  Became such limbs as never had been seen.


  76   Each former feature there had been suppressed:


  That ill-made image seemed both two and none;


  It moved on at a languid pace at best.


  79   Just as beneath the dog days’ scourging sun


  The lizards dart from hedge to hedge and feign


  A lightning flash when crossing on the run,


  82   So, making for the bellies of the twain[380]


  Still left, a blazing little serpent ran—[381]


  One black and livid as a pepper grain.


  85   It pierced that part of one where every man


  First takes his nourishment, and thereupon


  It fell before him, stretching out full span.


  88   The one transfixed said nothing but looked on;


  In fact, feet firm, he had a yawning fit,


  Like one whom sleep or fever’s come upon.


  91   The serpent looked at him, and he at it;


  One through its mouth, the other through his sore


  Blew out great puffs of smoke, which met and knit.


  94   Let Lucan hence be still, who sang of yore


  Nasidius and sad Sabellus; wait[382]


  To hear what now comes forth. And furthermore,


  97   Of Cadmus and of Arethusa’s fate[383]


  Let Ovid too be still; if his verse changed


  One to a font, one to a serpent’s state,


  100   I envy not: he never interchanged


  Two natures so both forms, when eye to eye,


  Were prompt to have their matters be exchanged.


  103   Each offered to the other this reply:


  As to a fork the serpent’s tail was tined,


  The wounded one again drew both feet nigh.


  106   His thighs and legs so closely were combined


  That in a little while the juncture made


  Soon left no sign of them to be divined.


  109   And after that its cloven tail displayed


  That form the other lost, and next its skin


  Was growing soft as his turned hard in trade.


  112   I saw that, at their pits, his arms drew in,


  And two short serpent feet began to sprout


  As much as those grew shorter of his twin.


  115   And now its hindfeet, twisted all about,


  Became the member that a man conceals


  As from that wretch’s own two feet shot out.


  118   And meanwhile, as the veil of smoke enseals


  Them both in novel hues and breeds new hair


  Upon one part whereas the other peels,


  121   The one arose, the other fell down there,


  But neither skewed his godless lamps, which scanned


  The other changing snouts beneath their glare.


  124   The one who stood drew snout to temples, and,


  From the excessive matter thus obtained,


  On hairless cheeks two ears now came to stand.


  127   From what did not run back but was retained


  Of that excess, its face could grow a nose;


  Its lips were thickened and due size attained.


  130   While one is lying prone, his muzzle grows;


  His head retracts the ears with but a stroke—


  As snails with feelers do, it does with those.


  133   His tongue, still joined and apt for one who spoke,


  Is cleft apart; the forked one from its root


  Rejoins again, at which there stops the smoke.


  136   The spirit who had just become a brute,


  Now hissing, through the valley ran away;


  The other spoke and sputtered in pursuit.


  139   It turned its new-made shoulders then to say


  This to the third: “Let Buoso slither then,[384]


  As I have, on all fours along the way.”


  142   I saw the seventh ballast change again,[385]


  And yet again; here let the novelty


  Excuse me for the straying of my pen.


  145   Although my eyes were blurred to some degree,


  My mind bewildered, they could not have fled


  So secretly that still I could not see


  148   Puccio Sciancato clearly up ahead,[386]


  Who, of three comrades who had first come by,


  Was he alone who did not change a shred.


  151   The other one made you, Gaville, cry.[387]


  CANTO XXVI


  Having witnessed five Florentine thieves in the previous canto, the Poet bursts into a bitter invective against the city where their vice had flourished and cries out his longing for a new dawn to deliver Florence from her ills (1–12). When Virgil and Dante have struggled up the next reef to the eighth ditch, the Pilgrim grieves at the sight of false counselors, who employed their superior intelligence to lead others astray. In narrating what he beheld, the Poet curbs his genius so that its exercise may be guided by virtue, not vice, as theirs was. Below he sees flames flickering in the trench, like summer glow-worms in a valley, though, resembling the fiery chariot of Elijah, each of them steals away a false counselor (13–48). The Greek heroes Ulysses and Diomedes blaze forth in a cleft flame reminiscent of the funeral pyre of Eteocles and Polynices, bearing this punishment for the deceit of the Trojan Horse, their persuasion of Achilles to abandon Deidamia, and the theft of the Palladium (49–63). Dante prays fervently that they may await the approach of the flaming horns, and Virgil agrees, provided that his modern and “barbarian” companion hold his tongue and allow the ancient Bard of the Trojan War to address them (64–75). When they draw near, Virgil appeals to them in the name of their indebtedness to him for having immortalized them in verse (76–84). The flame of Ulysses then recounts how, on taking leave of the siren Circe on the island of Gaeta, his desire for knowledge of the world and of men overcame the ties of parental affection, filial duty, and conjugal love, so that he led his faithful shipmates between the Pillars of Hercules, beyond which no man should pass, and into the open, uncharted sea (85–111). After he had enticed his crew with knowledge of the unpeopled world beyond the sun, they madly plied their oars and rowed so far as to gaze on the stars of the South Pole and a lone mountain in the hemisphere of water. The joy of discovery, however, soon turned to grief, as a cyclone from the newly-spied landmass struck their ship, whirled it around three times, and capsized it on the fourth (112–142).


  1   Rejoice, O Florence, since you are so great;


  You beat your wings across both sea and ground


  And spread your name through all of Hell’s estate.


  4   Among these thieves five citizens are found


  Of yours—and such as bring me shame anew,


  Nor to your honor does it much redound.


  7   If what we dream near morning, though, is true,


  So little time will pass before you see


  What Prato and the others crave for you.[388]


  10   Had it already come, it would not be


  Too soon—and may that come which you must bear!


  The more I age, the more it weighs on me.


  13   Departing from that place, we climbed the stair


  Which jags had spread before for our descent;


  My Leader drew me on, remounting there.


  16   And as we took our lonely way, we went


  Among the crags and boulders of the brae,


  Where feet could not proceed, were hands not lent.


  19   It grieved me then and grieves me still today


  When I direct my mind to what I spied.


  More than my wont, I make my genius stay


  22   Lest it should run where virtue does not guide,


  So that if kindly star or better grace


  Should grant that gift, I shall not be denied.


  25   The swain who rests upon the hill a space


  (In months when he who lights the worldly sky


  The least of all will hide from us his face),


  28   Just when mosquitoes follow on the fly,[389]


  May see a lot of glow-worms in the glen,


  Down where his vineyard or his furrows lie—


  31   The eighth abyss was all resplendent then,[390]


  As I perceived, with just so many flares,


  When there appeared the bottom of the den.


  34   As he who had his vengeance by the bears[391]


  Could see Elijah’s chariot arise


  When horses reared and climbed the heavens’ stairs


  37   Till he no more could follow with his eyes,


  Except to see the flame alone and note


  Its rising like a small cloud to the skies,


  40   So too each flame moves through the ditch’s throat,


  For not a one will show its theft although


  They all will steal a sinner in the moat.


  43   I stretched upon the bridge to see below,


  And if I had not clutched a boulder tight,


  I would have fallen down without a blow.


  46   My Guide saw how intent I held my sight


  And said: “Within the flames those spirits go;


  Each one is swathed with what sets it alight.”


  49   “My Master, by my hearing you, I know


  More surely,” I replied; “for I believed


  That’s how it was, but meant to ask you, though:


  52   Who comes within that flame whose tip is cleaved


  And seems to rise from where, upon the pyre,


  Etéocles was—with his brother—heaved?”[392]


  55   He answered me: “In that tormenting fire


  Are Diomedes and Ulysses known;[393]


  Both go to vengeance as they went to ire.


  58   And so, together in their flame, they groan


  Because the horse’s ambush made the gate[394]


  Through which the noble Roman seed has flown.


  61   They there lament the art by which the late


  Deïdamía mourns Achilles bold[395]


  And bear, for the Palladium, their fate.”[396]


  64   “If in those sparks their tale can still be told,


  I pray you, Master, and repray,” I said,


  “That my request avail a thousandfold.


  67   Do not deny my waiting overhead


  Until the flaming horns approach; you see


  How out of my desire I lean ahead!”


  70   “Your prayer is worthy of much praise,” said he


  And therefore I accept what you beseech,


  But see that you refrain your tongue for me.


  73   Just let me talk; I’ve comprehended each


  Of your desires, but since they both were Greek,


  Perhaps they’d be disdainful of your speech.”


  76   And after, when the flame had come to seek


  The place and time that to my Guide seemed due,


  This was the form in which I heard him speak:


  79   “O you who in a single fire are two,


  If I deserved of you in life, if I


  Deserved a little or a lot from you,


  82   When in the world I wrote high verse, reply,


  And don’t move on; let one of you now name


  Where, having lost himself, he went to die.”


  85   The greater horn within the ancient flame[397]


  Began to tremble and to murmur then,


  As if it struggled with a wind that came;


  88   And waving back and forth its tip again,


  As though it were the tongue that spoke aglow,


  It outwards flung a voice that answered: “When


  91   I first took leave of Circe long ago,[398]


  Who held me near Gaëta for a year


  Or more, before Aeneas named it so,[399]


  94   Not fondness for my son, nor pious fear


  For agèd father, nor the love I owed,


  Which should have brought Penelope much cheer,[400]


  97   Could quench the ardor that within me glowed


  To gain some knowledge of the world and see


  The vices and the virtues men have showed.


  100   I set out on the high and open sea


  With but one vessel and the tiny band


  Of those who never once deserted me.


  103   Till Spain I saw the one and other strand,[401]


  Far as Morroco and Sardegna’s isle,


  And others where that water bathes the sand.


  106   My mates and I grew old and slow the while,


  As we attained that narrow outlet where[402]


  Great Hercules set boundaries to its aisle


  109   In order that no man would ever dare


  Beyond; I left Seville upon the right,[403]


  And on the left had passed Ceüta there.[404]


  112   ‘O brothers,’ I addressed them, ‘who despite


  A hundred thousand perils reach the West,


  Do not deny to this brief vigil-light


  115   Left to our senses what may be the blest


  Experience of the unpeopled earth


  That lies beyond the sun. For you had best


  118   Consider well the seed that gave you birth:


  You were not made to live as does a herd,


  But in pursuit of knowledge and of worth.’


  121   My comrades, whom this brief address had spurred,


  Felt such a keenness for our journey’s ride


  That hardly could they then have been deterred.


  124   We, having turned our stern towards morning, plied[405]


  Our rowing oars like wings in maddened flight,


  While always gaining on the left-hand side.[406]


  127   I now could see the other pole by night


  With all its stars, while ours remained so low


  It did not rise from ocean floor to sight.[407]


  130   Since we first entered that deep pass to row,


  We’d seen beneath the moon the lunar light


  Relit five times, but spent as often, though,[408]


  133   When there appeared a mountain at the site,


  Which distance rendered dark; it seemed so tall


  That I had never seen one of such height.[409]


  136   But soon our joy was turned to sorrow’s gall


  Because a whirlwind rose from that new ground


  And buffeted our vessel’s frontal wall.


  139   Three times with all the waves it whirled her round,


  And at the fourth it made the poop upsoar;


  The prow, as pleased Another, thus was downed,[410]


  142   Till over us the sea had closed once more.”


  CANTO XXVII


  Virgil dismisses the flame of Ulysses and then spies that of Guido da Montefeltro, a renowned military strategist for the Ghibellines. At first, his flame emits a confused sound, which gradually transforms itself into intelligible speech. Having heard Virgil’s Lombard dialect, and thinking the Travelers recent arrivals, he inquires of the present condition of his native Romagna (1–30). Since the great Ghibelline is Italian, Virgil urges Dante to address him, and the Florentine, ready with an answer, details the reigns of various petty tyrants in the region and then asks Guido about himself, offering to maintain his name in the world (31–57). The enflamed spirit, who fears infamy more than he desires fame, does not believe that anyone can return to earthly life from Hell and so responds to him, relating how, near the end of his life, he repented of the vulpine cunning exercised in his military career, laid down his arms, and became a Franciscan monk to do penance for his sins (58–84). But Pope Boniface VIII was mounting a crusade against the members of the Colonna family, who contested the validity of his election, even though they had not been renegades helping the Saracens take Acre, nor had they disobeyed the interdict on commerce with Moslem countries practiced by the Jews. Spurning his high office, his holy orders, and Guido’s Franciscan vows, Boniface solicited evil counsel from the friar on how to raze Palestrina, the Colonna fortress, to the ground, promising him absolution in advance. Since he feared disobedience to a pontiff more than proffering treacherous advice, Guido encouraged the Pope to promise, but not deliver, amnesty in exchange for surrender (85–111). Deeming himself absolved, the wicked counselor never repented of his sin, so that at his death one of the black Cherubim wrested his soul from the hands of St. Francis, since there is no absolution without contrition, and no contrition without resolve not to sin (112–129). When the grieving flame has finished and flickered on its way, the Poets climb the ridge to the ninth arch, above the sowers of discord (130–136).


  1   Already was the flame erect and still;


  And, having ceased to speak, it went away,


  By warrant of the gentle Poet’s will.


  4   And after that, another came our way,


  Which turned our eyes up to its tip to see


  Where there came forth from it a muddled bray.


  7   And just as with the bull of Sicily[411]


  (Which bellowed first with cries—and rightly so—


  Of him whose instruments brought it to be)


  10   The victim’s voice would roar so that, although


  The thing was fully fashioned out of brass,


  It still appeared transfixed by painful woe;


  13   So were the mournful words, which could not pass


  At first through roads or outlets anywhere,


  Changed to the language of the fiery mass.


  16   But after they had journeyed through the flare


  Up towards the tip, thus giving it that sway


  The tongue had given in their passage there,


  19   “I aim my voice at you,” we heard it say,[412]


  “Who said just now, as if from Lombardy:


  ‘I do not urge you more, so go your way’;


  22   Perhaps I’ve come here somewhat tardily,


  But don’t be irked to stop and talk a spell—


  I burn, and see it doesn’t bother me!


  25   If into this, our blinded world, you fell


  But recently from sweet Italian shores,


  From which I carry all my guilt to Hell,


  28   Say if the Romagnoles have peace or wars.[413]


  For I am from the mountains bordered by


  Urbino and the ridge whence Tiber pours.”[414]


  31   Still bending down and quite intent was I,


  When, nudging at my side, thus spoke my Guide:


  “Since he’s Italian, you should make reply.”


  34   I had already my response inside,


  So I began to speak without delay:


  “O spirit there below, O you who hide,


  37   Romagna never was, nor is today,


  Within its tyrants’ hearts without a war;


  But when I left, there was no open fray.[415]


  40   Ravenna stands as many years before:


  Polenta’s eagle broods there on its nest


  And covers Cervïa with wings that soar.[416]


  43   That land, long put already to the test,


  Which left in bloody heaps the French it slew,


  Now finds itself beneath green paws at rest.[417]


  46   Verruchïo’s two mastiffs, old and new,


  Those bad guards of Montagna, have there plied[418]


  Their teeth like augers, as they’re wont to do.


  49   Lamone and Santerno’s towns abide,


  Led by the lion cub of the white lair,


  And he, from spring to fall, will change his side.[419]


  52   The one whose flank the Savio bathes lives there


  And as it lies between the mount and plain,


  Lives mid its freedom and the tyrant’s snare.[420]


  55   But tell me who you are, I pray, and deign


  To be no harder than I’ve been with you


  That in the world your name may still remain.”


  58   And when the flame, as was its manner to,


  Had roared a while and shook both to and fro,


  Its pointed tip gave forth this breath and blew:


  61   “If I had thought my answer were to go


  To one returning to the world anew,


  This flame would shake no longer here below.


  64   And yet since none, if what I hear is true,


  Has ever come alive from this deep pit,


  Not fearing infamy, I answer you.


  67   A man of arms, then friar for a bit,


  I thought, thus girt, to pay amendment’s fee;


  Indeed, my thought would have accomplished it


  70   Except for that High Priest—accurst be he!—[421]


  By whom to former vices I was thrown.


  Both how and why I’d have you hear from me:


  73   When I was still the form of flesh and bone


  My mother gave to me, my deeds from birth


  Were not the lion’s but the fox’s own.


  76   I knew all covert ways, and knew the worth


  Of every wile, and practiced so their art


  It sounded to the ends of all the earth.


  79   And when I saw that I had reached that part


  Of life when it is fitting for all men


  To strike the sails and coil the ropes they cart,


  82   What once had pleased me I regretted then;


  Repenting and confessing, I withdrew,


  Which should have helped, but woe to me again!


  85   The prince of the new Pharisees, one who[422]


  Had near the Lateran a war in hand,


  Fought neither with the Saracen nor Jew.


  88   His only foes were just a Christian band,


  Though none had conquered Acre nor had been


  A merchant trading in the Sultan’s land.[423]


  91   He cared not for the highest office in


  Himself, nor holy orders, nor my cord,[424]


  Which used to make its wearers much more thin.


  94   As at Soracte Constantine implored


  Sylvester once to cure his leprosy,[425]


  So I was sought as doctor to my lord


  97   To cure his febrile pride. He summoned me


  To counsel him, but I fell silent just


  Because those words of his seemed drunk; then he


  100   Instructed me: ‘Your heart must not mistrust,


  But teach me how—for I absolve you here—


  To cast down Palestrina to the dust.[426]


  103   I lock and unlock all of Heaven’s sphere,


  As you well know, for double are the keys[427]


  My predecessor did not hold so dear.’


  106   Then, pushed by weighty arguments like these


  To where my silence seemed the worst thing known,


  I answered him: ‘O Father, since you please


  109   To wash the sin to which I must be thrown,


  Short payments, though your promises be long,


  Will make you triumph on your lofty throne.’


  112   And when I died, St. Francis came along,[428]


  But one of those black Cherubim first said:[429]


  ‘Oh, do not take him, do me not this wrong.


  115   Among my minions he must go instead


  For fraudulent was the advice he lent;


  Since then have I been at his hairy head.


  118   Now, they can’t be absolved who don’t repent,


  And no one can at once repent and will;


  The law of contradiction won’t consent.’


  121   Oh, wretched me! I shook with such a chill


  When he took hold of me. ‘Perhaps,’ he snapped,


  ‘You did not think of my logician’s skill!’


  124   He bore me on to Minos; that one wrapped


  His tail eight times around his hardened back;


  Then, biting it while much enraged, he yapped:


  127   ‘This sinner’s for the thieving fire.’ Alack!


  For I am lost here where you see me mourn,


  And so enrobed I go in bitter rack.”


  130   When he had ended thus his words, forlorn,


  The grieving flame departed from our side,


  But tossed and twisted still its pointed horn.


  133   I passed along a ridgeway with my Guide


  And went up to another arch’s road,


  Which spans the ditch where debts are satisfied


  136   By those who, sowing discord, reap their load.


  CANTO XXVIII


  All the bloodshed in Apulia, from the Samnite and Punic wars, through Robert Guiscard’s combat with Greeks and Saracens, up to the battles of Benevento and Tagliacozzo, could not equal the carnage of the ninth ditch, where sowers of discord are punished (1–21). Slashed from chin to crotch with his entrails spilled forth is Mohammed (here considered a Christian schismatic), just as his nephew Ali, whose contested caliphate brewed internal factions, is dissevered from forelock to chin. All those who rent religious, political, and familial unity in life must now circle before a devil’s sword. After they are cleft apart, their wounds close, only to be gashed open again on the next round (22–42). When Virgil tells the founder of Islam that Dante is still alive, more than a hundred butchered spirits stop and stare in wonder (43–54). Mohammed then warns Fra Dolcino, a leader of a Christian sect seeking apostolic simplicity, to supply himself against the papal siege that will force his surrender and lead to his death at the stake (55–63). Among the astonished, with his throat punctured, an ear severed, and his nose hacked off, is Pier da Medicina, who would also warn the Fanese nobles Guido and Angiolello of Malatestino’s plot to assassinate them in order to seize the rule of their city (64–90). He pulls apart the mouth of Gaius Curio, who spurred Caesar to cross the Rubicon and unleash a civil war, in order to expose to the Pilgrim the tongue cleft in his throat (91–102). Then Mosca de’ Lamberti, who counseled the murder of Buondelmonte, thus igniting the Guelph and Ghibelline strife in Florence, raises his handless, bleeding stumps, spattering his face, and is sure of being remembered (103–111). Finally, the decapitated Bertran de Born, who set Prince Henry against his father, Henry II of England, comes carrying his sundered head like a lantern, raising it as a supreme example of the contrapasso, which decrees just retribution for all the sinners of Hell (112–142).


  1   Oh who, although he speak with words unbound[430]


  And narrate many times, could tell the tale


  Of blood and wounds which now I saw abound?


  4   For every tongue most certainly would fail,


  Since speech and memory have not the ken


  To comprehend a thing on such a scale.


  7   Were all the people gathered up again


  Who in Apulia’s fateful land before[431]


  Bewailed the blood once shed by Trojan men,[432]


  10   And who had perished in the lengthy war           


  That made such piles of spoils from rings of foes


  (As Livy writes in his unerring lore),[433]


  13   Along with those who felt the painful blows


  When battle with Robert Guiscard was done,[434]


  And all the rest whose heaped-up bones repose


  16   At Ceperan’, where each Apulian son[435]


  Proved false, and there at Tagliacozzo too,


  Where with no weapons old Alardo won;[436]


  19   And then, were one to show his limb pierced through,


  One his cut off, such foulness could afford


  No equal to the ninth abyss’s view![437]


  22   No cask through loss of cant or middle-board


  Could gape as wide as one I saw there flung,


  Who from the chin to where wind breaks was gored.


  25   Between his legs his viscera were hung;


  The pluck and sordid sack appeared outside,


  Which makes all that we swallow turn to dung.


  28   While watching him, I stood quite occupied.


  He saw me, then his hands tore bosom’s skin;


  “So there, look how I split myself!” he cried.


  31   “And see how maimed Mohammed has just been![438]


  Before me, weeping, see Alí depart,[439]


  Whose face is cleft from forelock unto chin.


  34   All others whom you see here in this part


  Sowed scandal when alive and schism’s seed,


  And for this reason thus are cleft apart.


  37   A devil from behind with cruel deed


  Adorns us so, as each one from this train


  Is put again beneath the sword to bleed


  40   Once we have circled round this road of pain;


  For all the wounds we bear will close once more


  Before we go again up to that bane.


  43   But who is musing on the ridge’s floor,


  Perhaps to slow the penalty they set


  In judging accusations made before?”


  46   My Master said: “Death has not reached him yet,


  Nor is he brought by guilt to torment due;


  But since I’m dead, and so that he may get


  49   The full experience, I lead him through


  All Hell below and go from lot to lot;


  This is as true as that I speak to you.”


  52   More than a hundred heard him on that spot


  And stopped within the ditch to look my way,


  And in their marvel torment was forgot.


  55   “O you who soon may see a sunny ray,


  If he’d not follow quickly in my train,


  Tell Fra Dolcino he must put away[440]


  58   Sufficient food lest with the winter’s strain


  He grant the Novarese a vict’ry they


  Could otherwise not easily attain.”


  61   With one heel raised, as if to bound away,


  Mohammed spoke such words to me as those


  Then set it on the ground and went his way.


  64   Another with a punctured throat there goes,[441]


  Who has no more than one ear of the pair,


  And who up to his brows has lost his nose.


  67   In marvel with the rest he stopped to stare


  And said, as for the other souls he cleaved


  His windpipe, which was bloodred everywhere:


  70   “O you whom guilt damns not, I have perceived


  You up above on Latin soil, I know[442]—


  Unless too great a semblance has deceived


  73   Me here. Recall da Medicina’s woe


  Should you return to see the gentle plain


  That from Vercelli slopes to Marcabò.[443]


  76   And make it known to Fano’s finest twain,


  That Angiolell’, and Guido too, will be[444]


  (Unless the foresight that we have is vain)


  79   Both cast out from their vessel on the sea


  And drowned near La Cattólica by guile


  A ruthless tyrant works in treachery.


  82   Between far Cyprus and Majorca’s isle[445]


  Old Neptune never saw such outrage smite[446]


  From Argive sailors or from pirate wile.[447]


  85   The traitor who through but one eye sees light[448]


  Controls that land, and one down in this vale


  With me must wish he’d fasted from its sight.[449]


  88   He’ll call them to a parley, but avail


  Himself of it so that they need not care


  For vows or prayers to calm Focara’s gale.”[450]


  91   I said to him: “Please show me and declare


  That one whom such a bitter sight would pique,


  If news of you above you’d have me bear.”


  94   At that he put his hand upon the cheek


  Of his companion, pulled his mouth apart,


  And cried: “This one is he, who cannot speak.


  97   This outcast quenched the doubt in Caesar’s heart,


  Affirming that, if we’re prepared, then we


  Would suffer harm by putting off the start.”


  100   Oh, how aghast that one appeared to me,


  Who had his tongue within his throat all cleft,


  That Curïo, who spoke so daringly![451]


  103   Through murky air a soul who was bereft


  Of both his hands raised up his stumps until


  His face was stained with drops of blood they left.


  106   “You also will remember Mosca still,”[452]


  He cried, “who said, ‘Alas! What’s done has had


  Its end,’ which Tuscans found a seed of ill.”


  109   “And death to your own stock,” I had to add,[453]


  Because of which, while heaping woe on woe,


  He went his way like one distressed and mad.


  112   But I remained to watch the troops below


  And saw a thing that I would fear for sure


  To tell alone without more proof to show,


  115   Except my conscience renders me secure,


  That good companion buoying up a man


  Beneath the breastplate of his feeling pure.


  118   I surely saw, and still it seems I can,


  A headless trunk that walked with just the tread


  The others used among that sorry clan.


  121   And by the hair it held its severed head,


  Which in its hand just like a lantern swayed;


  And when it looked at us, “Ah me!” it said.


  124   Thus of itself a lamp for it was made,


  And they were two in one and one in two—


  How that can be, He fathoms who so bade.


  127   When just below the bridge it stood in view,


  It raised its arm up with its head on high


  To bring more near to us its words of rue:


  130   “My grievous penalty you now espy,


  Who, breathing, go to watch the dead here slung;


  See, no one has a pain as great as I!


  133   Should news of me be carried on your tongue,


  Know that I am Bertran de Born, the one[454]


  Who gave ill counsel to a king still young.


  136   I turned to foes a father and his son;


  Yet by Ahithophel’s wrong goads no more


  With David and with Absalom was done.[455]


  139   Because I parted those so joined before,


  My brain I carry parted from its source


  Inside this trunk—alas!—for evermore.


  142   Observe in me the counterpoise in force.”[456]


  CANTO XXIX


  The Pilgrim’s eyes are drunken with the sight of dismembered spirits until he is sobered by Virgil’s reproof: the view is too vast for inspection, the time too short for lingering, and more remains to be seen. As they move on, Dante attempts to justify his delay with the suspicion that one of his forebears, Geri del Bello, is suffering there. Virgil had actually seen him pointing with a threatening finger while Dante was preoccupied with the troubadour Bertran de Born. Filled with pity, the Poet explains his ancestor’s disdain through the fact that his murder still goes unavenged (1–36). The Wanderers then quit the sowers of discord and come to the falsifiers in the tenth and last ditch, where the arrows of lament barbed with pity pierce the ear, the stench of rotting flesh offends the nose, and the sight of itching souls scraping off their scabs with filthy nails fills the eye (37–84). When two scabrous lepers, feebly propped against each other, learn that Dante is alive, they tremulously sit up to answer his questions. The first identifies himself as Griffolino da Arezzo who, though he had tricked the gullible Albero da Siena into believing he could teach him to fly, is nevertheless condemned for having practiced alchemy (85–120). His story causes the Florentine to wonder if any people, even the French, could be more foolish than the Sienese, to which the other leper replies in the negative, ironically excepting Stricca, Niccolò, Caccia di Asciano, and the Abbagliato, members of the notorious Spendthrift Brigade, a dozen young wastrels who recklessly squandered their fortunes in Siena in the latter half of the thirteenth century. The speaker turns out to be Cappochio, an alchemist, counterfeiter, and mimic (121–139).


  1   The multitude with diverse wounds cut deep


  Kept both my eyes with drunkenness so lamed


  That they were eager to remain and weep.


  4   “What are you watching?” Virgil, though, exclaimed.


  “Why do you cast so lingering a view


  Down there among those spirits sad and maimed?


  7   At other trenches’ scenes you did not do


  Such things; if you would count them, don’t forget


  The miles this valley rings are twenty-two.


  10   Beneath our feet the moon’s already set;[457]


  The time allotted us now slips away,


  And there is more to see than you’ve seen yet.”


  13   “Had you,” I answered him without delay,


  “Observed the reason that my gaze inclined,


  You might have granted me a longer stay.”


  16   And while my Guide moved on, I came behind,


  But as I now was making my reply,


  I had to add: “Within that cave confined,


  19   On which I held a so attentive eye,


  I think a blood relation mourns in pain


  For guilt whose cost down here is set so high.”


  22   At that my Master said: “Don’t let your train


  Of thought be broken now by him anew;


  Heed something else, and let him there remain.


  25   Below the bridge I saw him point at you


  And make you threats—that’s what his finger meant—


  And heard him called Geri del Bello too.[458]


  28   But you were then so utterly intent


  On him who to Hautefort had once held claim[459]


  You did not look that way until he went.”


  31   “My Guide, his death by violence became


  —Because it still is unavenged by those


  Who may,” I said, “be partners in his shame—


  34   The cause of his disdain; and I suppose


  That’s why, without a word, he left that site,


  Because of which my pity for him grows.”


  37   We went on speaking thus up to the height


  That from the ridge would show the other vale,[460]


  Right to the bottom, if there were more light.


  40   We stood above the final cloistered dale


  Of Malebolge then and saw just where


  Lay brothers came within our vision’s pale.


  43   And diverse lamentations pierced me there,


  Like arrows that were barbed with pity, till


  My hands stopped up my ears. And everywhere


  46   There was such pain as if Maremma’s ill,


  Valdichïana’s and Sardegna’s too,[461]


  Would from July until September fill


  49   A single ditch with all their spitals’ crew.


  The putrid stench that issued from it stank


  Just as a rotting limb is wont to do.


  52   We then descended to the final bank


  Of that long reef as leftwards yet we strolled,


  And to the depths my sight more clearly sank


  55   To where unerring justice had been told,


  As minister that serves the Lord Most High,


  To chasten falsifiers there enscrolled.


  58   I think it was no greater grief to spy


  Aegina’s people when they were infirm


  (As once malignant air so filled their sky


  61   That every animal down to the worm


  Had fallen dead, and ancient people then


  —To which the poets, all of them, hold firm—


  64   Were from the seed of ants restored again)[462]


  Than when through darksome vales I saw that day,


  In diverse heaps, those pining souls of men.


  67   Upon another’s shoulders some there lay,


  Some on their bellies, some went crawling round


  Upon all fours along the dismal way.


  70   We journeyed step by step without a sound


  And watched and listened to the sick a bit,


  Who could not lift their bodies off the ground.


  73   I saw two propped against each other sit


  Just as two pans, to dry, lean side to side,


  Scab-spotted head to foot. And, I admit,


  76   I never saw a currycomb applied


  By stableboys on whom their lords must wait,


  Or those who grudgingly stay open-eyed,


  79   As each one plies the biting claws to grate


  Against himself, whom angry itching ails,


  But there is no relief from such a state.


  82   And so their scabs were scraped off by their nails


  As knives will scrape the scales of carp or flay


  Another fish with even larger scales.


  85   “O you whose fingers strip your flesh away,”


  So did my Guide begin to one of these,


  “And sometimes turn them into pincers, say


  88   If some Italian lies with those one sees


  Down here; so may your nails eternally         


  Suffice for such a labor as you please.”


  91   “We are Italians, both, whom here you see


  Disfigured thus,” said one, while weeping so,


  “But you who ask of us, who might you be?”


  94   “From ledge to ledge I make descent below


  With this one still alive,” my Guide averred,


  “Whom I intend to show infernal woe.”


  97   A break then in their common prop occurred;


  Each turned to me, while shaking through and through,


  As did the others who had overheard.


  100   The kindly Master drew quite close anew;


  “Just tell them what it is you want,” he prayed,


  And so I started, as he wished me to:


  103   “So that your memory may never fade


  From men’s minds in your former worldly place,


  But live yet under many suns, O shade,


  106   Do tell me who you are and from what race;


  Declare yourself to me, and do not fear,


  Though loathsome is your punishment and base.”


  109   “I’m from Arezzo,” one’s reply was clear,[463]


  “And Alber’ da Siena lit my fire,


  But what I died for does not bring me here.


  112   It’s true that when, in jest, I told that sire


  I’d learned to rise through air in flight, he yearned


  With very little sense, though much desire,


  115   For me to teach that art; but when I turned


  Him not to Daedalus, then just for this,


  By one who called him son, he had me burned.


  118   But Minos, who is not allowed to miss,


  Damned me—for alchemy that I had used


  On earth—down to the tenth and last abyss.”


  121   And to the Bard, “Could any race,” I mused,


  “Be vainer ever than the Sienese?


  The French are certainly not thus accused!”


  124   At that, the other leper, hearing these


  Remarks, said: “None, save Stricca, who indeed[464]


  Knew very well to moderate his sprees;


  127   Save Niccolò, who was the first to breed           


  The clove and find a costly use for it


  In gardens that will root that kind of seed;


  130   And save the band that squandered every bit


  Of Caccia di Asciano’s woods and vines


  And let the Abbagliato show his wit.


  133   If you would know who seconds your designs


  Against the Sienese, make sharp your view


  For clear responses in my face’s lines,


  136   And see the shadow of Capocchio, who[465]


  Had made false metals with his alchemy;


  You must recall, if I lay eyes on you,


  139   How good an ape by nature was in me.”


  CANTO XXX


  The madness that caused the hallucinating King Athamus to dash Learchus’ brains against a rock or the hysterical Queen Hecuba to tear out the eyes of Polymnestor was not so fierce as that of two impersonators whose rabid spirits come charging up like wild hogs (1–27). Griffolino identifies them as Gianni Schichi, who imitated the just deceased Buoso Donati in order to make a fraudulent will, and the incestuous Myrrha, who pretended to be her mother that she might lie with her father. Fanging the neck joint of Cappochio, the first raving shade bolts away, dragging him off and scraping his belly across the rocky terrain, while the Aretine Griffolino stares on and trembles (28–45). As the two deranged souls tear off, Dante turns to see the dropsical and hectic Master Adam, who had counterfeited the gold coin of Florence for the heavily indebted Conti Guidi. His distended paunch gives his torso the shape of a lute, while his parched lips curl, one up, one down, thirsting for the refreshing streams of the verdant Casentino (46–75). Nevertheless, if he could see the damned soul of one of the Conti Guidi, who had induced him to sin, he would not trade the sight for the Branda Fountain but would crawl at the rate of one inch every hundred years around the eleven-mile circumference of the ditch to behold it (76–90). At the Pilgrim’s insistence, Master Adam points out two feverish liars to his right: the wife of Potiphar, who falsely accused the patriarch Joseph of attempted seduction, and Sinon, the treacherous Greek who deceived the Trojans about the wooden horse (91–99). The latter takes offense at the way he is named and smites the tympanous belly of Master Adam, who lands a blow in turn on Sinon’s nose, unleashing a volley of charges and countercharges, curses and countercurses (100–129). Virgil sternly rebukes Dante, who is absorbed by the logomachy, but when the Poet wishes to excuse himself, shame impedes his speech. Although accepting his silent remorse, his mentor warns him that the will to hear such wranglings is base (130–148).


  1   When Juno, wroth with Semele, had grown[466]


  Enraged as well against the Theban strain,


  As one time and another she had shown,


  4   King Áthamus was driven so insane[467]


  That when he saw his wife, who held a son


  In either hand, he shouted to his train:


  7   “Come, spread the nets to capture on the run


  Both lioness and cubs along the pass!”


  He stretched out ruthless claws then, seizing one


  10   —The child they called Learchus—who (alas!)


  Was twirled around and on a boulder dashed,


  So Ino drowned herself and other mass.


  13   And at the time when Fortune had abashed


  The haughtiness of Trojans all too brave,[468]


  So that the kingdom and the king were smashed,


  16   Sad Hecuba, a wretched, captive slave,[469]


  When she had seen Políxena first die


  And then, in anguish, recognized a wave


  19   Had washed to shore her Polydorus, why,


  She barked, demented, like a dog for him,


  For sorrow had so wrenched her mind awry.


  22   No cruel Fury ever was so grim


  At Thebes or Troy against another by


  Her rending beasts, much less a human limb,


  25   As were two pale and naked shades that I          


  Saw chomping with their teeth and running round,


  Just like a hog when thrust out from its sty.


  28   The one had reached Capocchio, and he found


  His neck-joint with his tusk—so, dragged along,


  He had his belly scraped against hard ground.


  31   The Aretine remained, still shaking strong;


  “That’s Gianni Schichi and a rabid sprite,”[470]


  He said, “who mangles others of the throng.”


  34   “Oh my! so that the other spirit might


  Not sink its teeth in you, please tell,” I prayed,


  “Who it may be, before it takes to flight.”


  37   He said to me: “That is the ancient shade


  Of the indecent Myrrha, who became[471]


  Her father’s love beyond a rightful grade.


  40   And so she came to sin with him in shame


  By falsely changing to another’s shape.


  The one who is departing did the same


  43   To gain the ‘Lady of the Herd’; as ape


  Of Buos’ Donati, he made up a will


  And testament decked out in legal drape.”


  46   And when those rabid two, on whom I still


  Had kept my eye, had passed along their route,


  I turned to watch those others born to ill


  49   And saw one who’d be fashioned like a lute


  If but his groin had been dissevered where,


  In human bodies, forking legs outshoot.


  52   The heavy dropsy, which will so dispair


  The limbs with humors unabsorbed within


  That faces do not match the belly’s flare,


  55   Had made him hold his lips apart as in


  A hectic who, because of his great thirst,


  Curls one lip up, the other towards his chin.


  58   “O you who with no punishment are cursed


  In this grim world, though why I do not know,”


  He said to us, “pay heed and witness first


  61   The misery of Master Adam’s woe;[472]


  He had enough in life of what he wills,


  But craves a drop of water here below!


  64   The streamlets flowing from the verdant hills


  Of Casentino down to Arno’s plain,[473]


  To bathe and cool the channels of their rills,


  67   Still lie before me yet, and not in vain—


  Their image parches me more than the blight


  That causes all my face’s flesh to wane.


  70   But rigid Justice with its goading bite


  Now takes advantage of the place I turned


  To sin to put my sighs to quicker flight.


  73   There lies Romena: that is where I learned


  To fake the Baptist’s seal on coins—a thing


  For which, above, I left my body burned.


  76   But could I see sad Guido’s spirit wring,


  Or Alessandro’s, or their brother’s too,[474]


  I would not trade that sight for Branda’s spring.[475]


  79   If those mad shades that run around speak true,


  Then one already stands within this hall.


  What good for my tied limbs, though, could that do?


  82   For if I were so light that I could crawl


  One inch each hundred years, already I


  Would hit the road to seek for him mid all


  85   The mutilated here. For it’s well-nigh


  Eleven miles around, and clear across


  At least a half a mile. Through them I lie


  88   Down here in such a family’s deep fosse:


  They are the ones who first incited me


  To strike the florins with three carats’ dross.”


  91   I said to him: “Who might those wretches be,


  Who just like moistened hands in winter fume,


  Whom near on your right borderline you see?”


  94   “When like the rain I hit this trench’s doom,


  I found them here; they’ve not turned since,” he said,


  “Nor will they ever do so, I presume.


  97   That one’s the false accuser Joseph fled,[476]


  The next false Sinon, Greek of Trojan fame.[477]


  From burning fever such a stench is spread.”


  100   Perhaps at being called so dark a name,


  It seemed one took offense among that scum;


  His fist thus struck that belly’s rigid frame,


  103   Which made a sound as if it were a drum.


  When Master Adam’s arm struck back his snout,


  Appearing no less hard, he said in sum:


  106   “Though I am kept from moving round about


  Because these heavy limbs to me are joined,


  I have an arm still free for such a clout.”


  109   “When to the fire you went,” the one rejoined,


  “Your arm with such a quickness was not blest


  But was as quick, and more so, when you coined.”


  112   “Though that is true,” the dropsied one confessed


  “You weren’t so true a witness when you lied


  On being asked the truth at Troy’s request.”


  115   “If I spoke falsely, you have falsified


  The coin; I’m here,” said Sinon; “for one fall,


  But you for more than all the demon tide.”


  118   “Remember, perjurer, the horse’s haul,”


  Said he whose paunch had swelled to such a size,


  “And then be plagued: the whole world knows it all.”


  121   “May you be plagued by cleaving thirst that dries


  Your tongue and by foul sap,” the Greek replied,


  “That makes your paunch a hedge before your eyes!”


  124   “And thus to your own harm your mouth gapes wide


  As normally it does,” the coiner said,


  “For if I thirst and humors bloat my hide,


  127   You have the burning and the aching head;


  The words of invitation would be few


  To have you lick Narcissus’ glass instead.”[478]


  130   As I stood all intent to hear those two,


  “Keep looking on,” my Master said to me.


  “A little more and I shall clash with you!”


  133   And when I heard him speak this angrily,


  I turned around to him with shame so great


  That still it circles in my memory.


  136   And just as he who dreams some harmful fate,


  And, dreaming, wishes he were dreaming, so


  He wants what is, as if it weren’t his state,


  139   Thus I became, who could not speak, although


  I wished to make excuses for my blame,


  And did excuse me, which I did not know.


  142   My Master said to me: “A lesser shame


  Would wash a greater fault than yours away;


  Thus free yourself from sorrow. All the same,


  145   Take note that at your side I always stay


  Should fortune bring you to another place


  Where people find themselves in such a fray,


  148   For all desire to hear such things is base.”


  CANTO XXXI


  Virgil’s rebuke and subsequent words of comfort at the close of the last canto have worked like Achilles’ spear with the power to wound and then to heal. The Wanderers now make their way across the plain from the final embankment to the central pit. Through the murky air Dante hears a thunderous trumpet blast louder than that of Roland at the battle of Roncesvalles. Directing his eyes to its source, the Poet descries what he at first imagines to be towers. As he approaches, however, these surpassing figures gradually reveal themselves as giants standing in a pit, with their upper bodies projecting above the bank, and resemble the battle towers surmounting the walls of the Sienese fortress Montereggioni (1–45). Nimrod, who measures taller from waist to shoulders than three Frisians, and whose head alone compares to a bronze pine cone seven and a half foot tall at St. Peter’s, is bound with chains for his part in building the Tower of Babel. Appropriately, he can only blather gibberish, unable to speak any intelligible language, and must vent his animal emotion through his hunter’s horn (46–81). Within an arrow’s shot to the left, Ephialtes likewise stands chained for having stormed Mount Olympus as does the even fiercer Briareus farther ahead. Closer, however, is Antaeus, who, since he had not been born when the giants attacked the gods, remains unfettered and able to speak (82–111). The Travelers proceed up to him, noting that he rises a full five ells above the ledge, not counting his head. Virgil addresses him in flattering terms and asks the giant to set Dante and himself down on the floor of Cocytus, the icy bottom of Hell, in exchange for the earthly fame that the Pilgrim can bring him. He bends over and, in doing so, seems to Dante like the leaning Bolognese tower Garisenda, which at times, to one standing under it, appears to be falling. Then, like a ship’s mast, he straightens up again (112–145).


  1   The very tongue that first had wounded me


  And tinged the one and other cheek was here


  Once more to cure me with its remedy.


  4   Just so, Achilles’ and his father’s spear


  Was formerly the cause, as I have heard,


  That first sad wounds, then healing gifts appear.[479]


  7   Upon the bank that circles round to gird


  The wretched vale from which we’d turned away


  We made our path across without a word.


  10   It here was less than night and less than day


  So that my sight advanced but little space,


  But when I heard so loud a trumpet play


  13   All thunder would be made the faintest trace,


  Straight back along its course my eyes were cast,


  Directed wholly to a single place.


  16   And after the distressing rout had passed,


  And Charlemagne had lost the sacred band,


  Great Roland did not sound so dread a blast.[480]


  19   And having briefly turned my head, I scanned


  There many towers, seemingly quite high,


  And asked: “O Master, tell me, what’s this land?”


  22   He said to me: “It is because you try


  To pierce through dark from far and to explore


  That your imagination goes awry.


  25   But you will see when you have reached that floor,


  How much the sense from far can go astray;


  So, therefore, spur yourself a little more.”


  28   Then lovingly he took my hand to say:


  “Before we travel any farther, know


  —And thus the fact may seem less strange that way—


  31   That these aren’t towers here but giants so


  That from the navel downwards they stand square


  Around the bank and in the pit below.”[481]


  34   As when the fog will thin so that a stare


  Will bring a figure bit by bit to view,


  First hidden in the vapor-thickened air,


  37   So when the gross, dark mist had been pierced through,


  And I drew near the edge there bit by bit,


  My error fled me, but my terror grew.


  40   For as Montereggioni’s towers sit[482]


  Like crowns on circling walls, the horrid crew


  Of giants towered here around the pit


  43   Above the bank with half their bodies too—


  All those whom Jove still menaces to stun


  Each time he thunders from the heavens’ blue.[483]


  46   Already I discerned the face of one,


  His shoulders, chest, and belly’s greater part,


  And then the sides down which his two arms run—


  49   For surely Nature, when she left the art


  Of forging brutes like these, did well indeed


  To make that kind of minister depart


  52   From Mars. If she does not regret a breed[484]


  Like elephant or whale, we count her wit


  More just and wise, on paying subtle heed;


  55   For where the faculty of mind is knit


  To both an evil will and strength as mate,


  There no defense of man can conquer it.


  58   It seemed that to a face so long and great           


  St. Peter’s cone in Rome would well compare,[485]


  The other bones apportioned to his pate.


  61   And thus the bank, which formed a skirt from where


  The middle lies on down, displayed to sight


  So much of him that just to reach his hair


  64   Three Frisians in vain would vaunt their height;[486]


  For thirty spans of him I well could see,


  Straight down from where man’s coat is buttoned tight.


  67   “Raphél maí améck zabí almí,”[487]


  The shouts from that brute mouth began to roll,


  Which was not fit for sweeter psalmody.


  70   My Guide had turned to him: “O stupid soul,


  Keep to your horn to give your feelings vent,


  When rage or other passion takes its toll!


  73   Look at your neck and find the rope that went


  To hold it tied in place, O soul confused,


  And see it cross your chest’s immense extent.”


  76   And then to me: “That one is self-accused;


  That’s Nimrod, by whose evil thought, not one,


  But many tongues within the world are used.[488]


  79   Leave him alone, don’t speak in vain, my son;


  For thus all languages to him will sound


  As his to others, which is known to none.”


  82   Turned towards the left, we journeyed further round;


  And at the distance of an arrow’s flight,


  Another, far more huge and fierce, was found.


  85   Just who the master was who’d tied him tight


  I cannot say, but both his arms were bound


  —His left, in front of him; behind, his right—


  88   By chains that held him; these were wrapped around


  Down from the neck so that the coils which tied


  The part exposed had some five times been wound.


  91   “This giant in his arrogance had tried


  His strength against the most high Jove before,


  And this is his reward,” declared my Guide.


  94   “His name is Ephïaltes, he who bore[489]


  Great trials when giants set the gods in fright;


  The arms he plied he now will move no more.”


  97   I said to him: “I still should like my sight


  To gain experience of the immense


  Briáreus ahead, if but I might.”[490]


  100   “You’ll see Antaeus just a little hence,”[491]


  He answered, “who can speak, unbound and free;


  He’ll place us at the depths of all offense.


  103   Much farther on, the one you wish to see


  Is fettered and of just as huge a make,


  Except his look seems much more fierce to me.”


  106   There never was so violent a quake


  That shook a tower with such force, I swear,


  As Ephïaltes’ limbs were quick to shake.


  109   Then more than ever death gave me a scare,


  For which there would have well sufficed the dread


  If I had not just seen his fetters there.


  112   We now proceeded farther on ahead


  Up to Antaeus, who above the den


  Stood five full ells, not reckoning his head.[492]


  115   “O you, who stalked that fateful valley’s pen[493]


  (Where Scipïo fell heir to glory’s pay


  When Hannibal turned back with all his men)


  118   And took a thousand lions as your prey


  —Though had you been with your fraternal kin


  In their high war, it seems that some still say


  121   Those sons of earth would yet have come to win—


  Do not disdain to set us down below,


  Down where the cold has locked Cocytus in.


  124   Let’s not to Tityus or Typhon go;[494]


  This man can give you what is longed for here,


  So do not curl your lip, but bend down low.


  127   He yet can make your fame on earth appear:


  He lives and hopes for long life yet, unless


  God’s grace should call him back before his year.”


  130   Thus spoke my Master. He, then, in the press


  Of haste stretched out his hands and took my Guide


  (Those hands where Hercules once felt great stress).


  133   And when he sensed his grasp, my Virgil cried:


  “Come here, that I may lay a hold of you.”


  Thus, in one bundle he and I were tied.


  136   The Garisenda seems to someone who[495]


  Stands underneath its slant when clouds pass by


  Against the way in which it hangs askew


  139   Just as Antaeus did to me when I           


  First saw him bending over—that was when


  I wished I’d had another road to try.


  142   He set us gently on the bottom then,


  Which swallows Lucifer and Judas too;


  Nor did he stay thus bent, but rose again


  145   Just as the mast upon a ship will do.


  CANTO XXXII


  The Poet fears that he may not find words harsh and grating enough to depict the depths of Hell and invokes the Muses to aid him in describing those wretched souls, for whom it would be better to have been brute beasts incapable of sin (1–15). As Dante is still staring up at the giant, a voice warns him not to trip on the heads of sinners immersed up to the neck in a lake of ice thicker than that of the Danube or the Don in winter, so thick, in fact, that a mountain falling upon it would not even produce a crack. Their frozen bodies are livid, their faces bent down to avoid recognition, their teeth clacking like a stork’s, and their eyes gushing with gelid tears (16–39).  When two spirits whom the ice has clamped together are asked their names, they lift their faces, causing their welled-up tears to freeze solid in their eye sockets, and butt their heads in anger like goats. Nearby, with his chin down and his ears snapped off by the cold, Camiscione de’ Pazzi betrays them as Alberto degli Alberti’s sons, who had killed each other disputing an inheritance. He goes on to name several others among a thousand purple faces in Caïna, the first ring of the ninth circle, reserved for traitors to kindred (40–72). Continuing towards the central pit, the Traveler inadvertently kicks one of the erect faces in Antenora, the second ring, destined for traitors to country and party. The injured shade assumes the offense is further vengeance for Montaperti, the battle at which the Florentine Guelphs were soundly defeated (73–96). Yanking a handful of hair from his scalp, Dante tries to force the recalcitrant shade to reveal himself. Another spirit, irritated by the squabble, exposes him as Bocca degli Abati, the one who chopped off the standard-bearer’s hand, which sent the Guelph forces into a panic. The traitor then reveals his identifier to be Buoso da Duera, who broke faith with King Manfred, making him vulnerable to Charles d’Anjou, and continues with the names of still more (97–123). On leaving them, the Wanderer sees two spirits frozen in one hole, the first gnawing the second at the base of the skull as Tydeus did to the slain Menalippus. Dante offers to help, if the gruesome vengeance is just, by making the offense known on earth (124–139).


  1   If I had harsh and grating rhymes to say


  What would be fitting for that dismal pit


  On which all other rocks converge and weigh,


  4   I’d squeeze the juice of my conceiving wit


  More fully then; but since I’m not so wise,


  In fear I bring myself to speak of it.


  7   For it is not a sporting enterprise


  To paint the depths of all the universe,


  Nor for a tongue with Mama-Papa-cries.


  10   But may those ladies come to aid my verse


  Who helped Amphíon build Thebes’ walls so steep,[496]


  That fact and story may not be diverse.


  13   O crowd ill-born beyond all others, deep


  Within this place of which it’s hard to tell,


  Far better had you here been goats or sheep!


  16   When we were down inside the darksome well


  Beneath the giant’s feet, quite far below,


  And while on that high wall my gaze still fell,


  19   I heard it said: “Be careful how you go:


  Walk so that with your soles you may not tread


  The skulls of weary brothers here in woe.”


  22   At this I turned around and saw ahead


  A lake beneath my feet; with frost thereon[497]


  It seemed, not water, but like glass instead.


  25   In wintertime the Danube lays upon[498]


  Its course in Austria no veil so thick


  As there was here, and neither does the Don[499]


  27   Beneath cold skies. For if Mount Tambernic[500]


  Should fall there, Pietrapana too, it seems[501]


  That at its edge it would not crack a lick.


  31   And as, with muzzle out above the streams,


  The frog sits croaking in the time of year


  When gleaning fills the peasant woman’s dreams,


  34   So, livid to where hues of shame appear,


  Were mournful shades within the ice inurned,


  Whose clacking teeth made storklike notes to hear.


  37   And every sinner kept his face downturned;


  Their mouths bear witness to the coldness there


  As by their eyes the sorry heart’s discerned.


  40   When I had looked a little everywhere,


  I turned down towards my feet and saw two pressed


  Together so their heads had tangled hair.


  43   “Do tell,” I said, “you clinging chest to chest,


  Who might you be?” They bent their necks, and when


  Each one had lifted up a face distressed,


  46   Their eyes, which but inside were wet till then,


  Gushed at the lids until the cold had blocked


  The tears between them, sealing them again.


  49   No clamp has ever yet so strongly locked


  Two boards together; now they butted head


  To head like goats, for such an anger rocked


  52   Those two. Another had his ears both shed


  From cold, whose face still kept a sunken pose;


  “Why do you gaze so long at us?” he said.


  55   “If you are bent on knowing both of those,


  Their father, Albert, owned as well as they


  The valley down through which Bisenzo flows.[502]


  58   One body bore them both; and though you may


  Search all Caïna, you will find no shade[503]


  So worthy to be fixed in ice this way:


  61   Not him of whom one blow by Arthur’s blade[504]


  Pierced breast and shadow; nor Focaccia, no;[505]


  Nor that one whose obstructing head is laid


  64   So that beyond him there my sight can’t go.


  Once Sassol Mascheroni was his name;[506]


  If you are Tuscan, he is one you know.


  67   And lest you make me further thus declaim,


  Know Camiscion de’ Pazzi once was I,[507]


  Who wait for Carlin to excuse my blame.”[508]


  70   A thousand purple faces I could spy


  Made thus by cold; I shudder still from these,


  And always shall, when frozen fords are nigh.


  73   And walking towards the center to which flees[509]


  All gravity to gather in one place,


  Still shivering in that eternal freeze,


  76   If by some will, or fate, or fortune’s grace,


  I do not know, but as I passed heads by,


  I struck my foot quite hard against a face.


  79   “Why trample me?” he railed with tear-filled eye;[510]


  “If you’ve not come for greater vengeance still


  For Montaperti, why molest me, why?”


  82   “O Master, wait for me right here until


  I solve my doubt,” I prayed, “about his woe,


  Then you shall make me hasten as you will.”


  85   My Guide stood fast; I asked him, even though


  He kept on cursing me quite bitterly:


  “Just who are you, rebuking others so?”


  88   “Nay, who through Antenora,” answered he,[511]


  “Goes smiting other cheeks so that the same,


  Were you alive, would be too much for me?”


  91   “I am alive, and should you ask for fame,”


  Was my reply, “it might be worth a lot


  To you, if with the rest I note your name.”


  94   He said: “An opposite desire I’ve got.


  So give me no more grief, but go instead;


  You don’t know how to flatter in this spot!”


  97   At that I took him by the scalp and said:


  “You must reveal your name, or else dispose


  Yourself to have no hair upon your head!”


  100   And he: “So strip me bald, I won’t disclose


  Who I might be nor show it; I don’t care


  If you should deal my head a thousand blows.”


  103   My hand, which had been winding up his hair,


  Now yanked away from him a tuft or two,


  As he was barking with a downward stare,


  106   When “Bocca,” someone cried, “what’s wrong with you?


  Was not the sound of jaws enough before?


  What devil has you? Must you bark then too?”


  109   “And now,” I said, “I’ll have you speak no more,


  O traitor damned; to shame you further still,


  I soon shall bring true news of you ashore.”


  112   “Be off,” he said, “and tell them what you will;


  But don’t be silent if you leave our hold


  About the one whose tongue was quick and shrill.


  115   For he’s lamenting here the Frenchmen’s gold;


  ‘I saw him of Duëra,’ you’ll admit,[512]


  ‘Down there where all the sinners are kept cold.’


  118   If they should ask who else was in that pit,


  You’ve him from Becchería at your side,[513]


  The very one whose gullet Florence slit.


  121   I think that Gianni Soldanier’ is spied[514]


  With Ganelon, and Tibbald, up ahead,[515]


  Who opened slumbering Faenza wide.”


  124   As soon as we had left that spirit’s bed,


  I saw two frozen in one hole; they’d lain


  So that the one had capped the other’s head.


  127   Just as the hungry chew their loaves of grain,


  The top one bit the bottom one, I saw,


  Right where the spinal marrow joins the brain.


  130   As Tydeus in rage once came to gnaw


  The temples of slain Menalippus, so[516]


  Here skull and other parts were eaten raw.


  133   “O you who by this brutal token show


  Your hate for him you’re eating, tell me why,”


  I said to him, “on this condition, though:


  136   If you have reason to complain, then I,


  On knowing who you are and that one’s sin,


  Shall yet repay you in the world up high,


  139   Unless this tongue that speaks dries up within.”


  CANTO XXXIII


  Weeping, the sinner whom Dante encountered at the end of the last canto interrupts his horrid meal to identify himself as Ugolino della Gherardesca and his prey as Archbishop Ruggieri degli Ubaldini. He assumes that, being Florentine, the Poet knows the circumstances of his arrest and sentence but not the cruel nature of his death (1–21). Having been locked in a tower for several months, he dreamed one night that the Archbishop as lord of the hunt was pursuing him as a wolf and his offspring as the whelps, with the leading families of Pisa as huntsmen, and a mob of citizens as hounds, whose fangs tore into his flanks (22–36). He awoke to find his children crying in their sleep for bread and soon thereafter to hear the tower door being nailed shut at the hour when food was usually brought. Gazing upon the faces of his sons, he fell into a stonelike silence until the dawn of the second day, when the sun showed the reflection of his fear and hunger on their faces (37–57). He then bit at his hands from grief, and, thinking he did so from famine, his children were more pained than if he had fed upon their flesh. They sat in mute despair the rest of the second and all of the third day (58–66). On the fourth, his son Gaddo died after crying in vain for his father’s help. His other son, Uguiccione, and his grandsons Nino and Anselmo followed on the fifth and sixth days. On the seventh and eighth, now blinded by his starvation, he groped for them, calling out their names. At last, his fasting proved even stronger than his grief and killed him. Now that he has finished the account of his demise, Ugolino returns to the prelate’s skull like a dog to his bone (67–78). Moved to wrath by his story, the Poet likens Pisa to the crime-infested Thebes of old and wishes that the islands of Capraia and Gorgona would block the Arno’s mouth to dam up the river, flood the city, and drown its inhabitants, for if Ugolino had incurred the guilt of treachery, his offspring were innocent of his sin (79–90). The Wayfarers then cross over to Ptolomea, the third ring of the ninth circle, where traitors to guests are punished. Here the sinners’ heads lie bent back, so that their tears freeze into a crystal visor in their eye sockets (91–108). A soul cries out to them to remove the veil of ice from his eyes, and the Pilgrim fraudulently promises the betrayer that he will do so in exchange for information about him. Revealing himself as Fra Alberigo, a friar who had murdered a relative at a banquet to which the latter had invited him, he claims that the souls of all such traitors are immediately cast down into Hell while a demon possesses their bodies on earth for the remainder of their allotted days (109–135). The monk discloses to the incredulous Dante that Branca d’Oria, who committed the same sin, has suffered the same fate and then asks him to fulfill his promise. The indignant Pilgrim refuses to do so, however, considering it courtesy to be rude to such a sinner (136–157).


  1   The sinner raised his mouth up from the taste


  Of that fierce meal and wiped it with the hair


  Upon the head whose backside he laid waste.


  4   “You wish me to renew the pained despair,


  The thought of which has wrung the heart in me


  Before I’ve told,” he started, “this affair.


  7   If my words are the seeds, and infamy


  The fruit for him, this traitor whom I chew,


  Both speech and tears together you will see.


  10   I don’t know who you are nor how you flew


  Down here below, but truly, by your cry,


  I seem to hear a Florentine in you.


  13   Count Ugolino, you should know, was I;[517]


  This is Ruggieri, the Archbishop, who


  Has such a neighbor, and I’ll tell you why.


  16   How I was captured, then was murdered, through


  My trust in him, I need not now declare


  (Effects which to his evil schemes were due!).


  19   But what you can’t have heard of anywhere


  —How cruel was my death—you’ll hear, and then


  You’ll know if I was once offended there.


  22   A narrow window in the Mew, which men[518]


  Have named the ‘Hunger Tower’ for my sake


  (And which will lock up others yet again),


  25   Had often, through its hole, let moonlight break[519]


  Before I dreamed an evil dream one night


  That rent the future’s veil so as to make


  28   A man appear as lords and masters might;[520]


  He chased the wolf and whelps on mountain grounds[521]


  That shut out Lucca from the Pisans’ sight.[522]


  31   With all their eager, lean, and well-trained hounds,[523]


  Gualandi and Sismondi had been sent


  In front, Lanfranchi too. With but brief rounds,[524]


  34   The father and his sons were fully spent,


  As it appeared to me, and up ahead


  I thought I saw the flanks sharp teeth had rent.


  37   When I awoke, before the dawn was red,


  I heard my children crying in their sleep,


  For they were with me, asking for their bread.


  40   How cruel you must be if you don't reap


  Great grief to think what to my heart appeared;


  And if you don’t weep now, when would you weep?


  43   They were awake at last—the hour had neared


  At which they’d always brought our food before;


  And each, because of what he’d dreamed, now feared.


  46   I heard them nail the horrid tower’s door


  Down there below, at which I turned to view


  The faces of my sons and spoke no more.


  49   I did not weep but turned to stone all through;


  And as they wept, my little Anselm cried:[525]


  ‘O Father, how you stare! What’s wrong with you?’


  52   I neither shed a teardrop nor replied


  The whole day long, nor all throughout the night,


  Till one more sun lit up the world outside.


  55   But when there fell a little ray of light


  In that distressing prison, I saw writ


  On their four faces aspects of my plight.


  58   Because of grief, at both my hands I bit,


  So that my children quickly rose to say


  (They thought I’d done so in a hungry fit):


  61   ‘If but on us, O Father, you would prey,


  We would have far less pain; to us you gave


  This cloak of wretched flesh—take it away!’


  64   To spare them sorrow, I grew calmly brave;


  Through that day and the next we all sat dumb.


  Hard earth, why not have opened for our grave?


  67   But after, when the fourth such day had come,


  Thrown at my feet, stretched out, ‘O Father dear,


  Why don't you help me?' Gaddo asked me, numb.[526]


  70   And there he died. Just as you see me near,


  I saw the other three fall one by one


  Between days five and six; and it was here


  73   That I went blindly groping for each son.


  Two days I called them after they were dead,


  Then fasting did much more than grief had done.”


  76   With eyes askance, this having all been said,


  Between his teeth he took that skull of woe


  And, strong as dog-teeth, bit that bony head.


  79   Ah Pisa, you who shame the people so


  Of that fair land where sì is heard to sound,[527]


  Since punishment by neighbors is so slow,[528]


  82   Capraia and Gorgona should shift ground[529]


  To let a hedge at Arno’s mouth be made,


  So every person in you may be drowned.


  85   For if Count Ugolino had betrayed


  Your castles, as is said, it’s by your crimes


  That all his sons on such a cross were laid.


  88   By youth, like two above named in my rhymes,[530]


  Were Uguiccione and Brigata kept[531]


  Quite innocent, O Thebes of modern times![532]


  91   Then onwards to another folk we stepped,[533]


  Whom frost had rudely folded in its sweep;


  Their faces, turned not down but upwards, wept.


  94   Their very weeping does not let them weep:


  The pain that on their eyes has found a clot


  Turns inward, making agony more steep,


  97   Because the tears shed first will make a knot


  And, like a crystal visor, in the space[534]


  Beneath the brow fill up the cup’s full lot.[535]


  100   And though, as with a callous, every trace


  Of feeling, owing to the cold, no doubt,


  Had ceased already dwelling in my face,


  103   It now appeared I felt some wind about.


  I asked: “My Lord, who moves these currents past?


  Are not all vapors here below put out?”[536]


  106   He said to me: “You soon will be at last


  Where your own eye will answer you, I trust,


  For you will see the cause that rains this blast.”


  109   And one sad sinner in that frozen crust


  Cried out to us: “O souls who are so fell


  That in the final station you are thrust,[537]


  112   Lift from my face this hardened, veiling shell


  To give my pain-filled heart a little vent,


  Before my tears return to freezing.” “Well,”


  115   I said, “if you desire that help be lent,


  Say who you are; if I don’t set you free,


  So to the icy depths may I be sent.”


  118   “I am Fra Alberígo,” answered he,[538]


  “One of the fruits an evil garden bred,


  And, date for fig, I here receive my fee.”


  121   “But then,” I asked, “are you already dead?”


  “I have no knowledge of what fate may sit


  Upon my body in the world,” he said,


  124   “For Ptolomea bears this benefit:[539]


  A spirit often falls down here and stays


  Before great Átropos releases it.[540]


  127   So you more willingly may scrape the glaze


  Of frozen tears which on my face is found,


  Know this: the moment that a soul betrays,


  130   As I had done, its body is held bound


  And governed by a demon who will rule


  Until its time has fully come around.


  133   The soul falls headlong to this cistern’s pool;


  Above, perhaps, the frame of one appears


  Who winters here behind me. Surely you’ll


  136   Have known him, if just coming to these spheres;


  He is Ser Branca d’Orïa, a cheat[541]


  Who has been thus enclosed for many years.”


  139   “I think,” I said, “that this is but deceit:


  For Branca d’Orïa has not yet died;


  He still must sleep, and dress, and drink, and eat.”


  142   “But to the Malebranche’s ditch, inside[542]


  Of which there boils the sticky tar,” he said,


  “Michele Zanche had as yet not hied,


  145   When this one left a devil in his stead


  Within his frame, as did his kinsmen—he


  By whom, with him, the treachery was bred.[543]


  148   Now stretch your hand, unstick my eyes for me!”


  And yet I did not open up his eyes;


  To be so rude to him was courtesy!


  151   Ah, Genoese, filled with corruption’s lies,


  Estranged from all good ways, are you not bound


  To be cast out from under earthly skies?


  154   For with Romagna’s vilest shade I found[544]


  One of your ranks, who, for his deeds of ill,[545]


  Within Cocytus has in soul been drowned,


  157   But seems alive above in body still.


  CANTO XXXIV


  Virgil now directs his Pupil’s vision forwards to the King of Hell, who from a distance looks like a windmill viewed through darkness or dense fog. Feeling the strength of the winds, the Poet draws in fear behind his Mentor. They now stand in Judecca, the ninth circle’s fourth ring, reserved for traitors to benefactors, who are fully immersed in the ice pell-mell, like straws shot through glass (1–15). When the Pilgrim advances enough to see Satan, he turns so faint and frozen as to feel neither alive nor dead (16–28). The emperor of the woeful realm towers so high from mid-breast above the ice that Dante compares better in size with a giant than a giant does with the Devil’s arms. As grotesque now as he once was fair, Lucifer’s three faces present a perverted image of the Trinity in its threefold attributes of power, wisdom, and love. His yellow face symbolizes impotence, his black one ignorance, and his red one hate. Beneath each face a pair of batlike wings flaps in the proud though vain attempt to raise him up but succeeds only in freezing him more firmly in place. His six eyes weep, and a bloody lather drools down his chins (29–54) as he chomps a sinner in each mouth: in the center, Judas Iscariot, who betrayed Jesus Christ, the founder of the Church; and, on either side, Brutus and Cassius, who conspired against Julius Caesar, the founder of the Roman Empire (55–69). Having now witnessed the depths of Hell, the Poet holds on by the neck to Virgil, who, just when the Devil’s wings are raised, grapples onto his shaggy flank and climbs down to his hip (which marks the center of his body, the earth, and the universe), where he struggles to turn around in order to climb up the Evil One’s shanks towards his feet (70–87). The Pilgrim becomes perplexed as they pass the center of gravity, and Virgil explains that whereas before they had descended from the surface of the northern hemisphere to the center of the earth, they are now ascending from that point to the surface of the southern hemisphere. When Satan fell from the skies, he crashed into the latter, from which all land retreated to the north, while the bowels of the earth rushed up to form a mountain in the south, leaving a dungeon for him at the earth’s center. From Beelzebub’s tomb a passage to the earth’s surface has been dug out by the erosive course of a downward-flowing stream (88–132), which the Wanderers now follow, exiting at last through a round opening to see the stars (133–139).


  1   “The banners of the king,” my Master said,


  “Of lowest Hell come marching towards us here;[546]


  To see if you discern him, look ahead.”


  4   When night has fallen on our hemisphere,[547]


  Or when thick fog arises in the air,


  A distant windmill, turning, will appear


  7   As did the spire on which I seemed to stare.


  Since winds were strong, I drew behind my Guide,


  Because there was no other shelter there.


  10   I stood (and this with fear is versified)


  Where shades are fully covered up, but show


  Through ice like straws in glass. And there inside[548]


  13   Some stood erect, and some lay prone below,


  Some on their soles, some on their heads of hair;


  And some bent face to feet just like a bow.


  16   When we had gone so far ahead to where           


  My Master thought that he should let me see


  The creature whose appearance once was fair,[549]


  19   He stepped aside before me, halting me,


  And said: “Look, here is Dis! and here’s the site[550]


  Where you must arm yourself with constancy.”


  22   O Reader, do not ask me now to write


  How faintness then and freezing gripped my frame—


  I can’t: all words fall short of such a plight.


  25   I neither died nor stayed alive, I claim;


  So think yourself, if but your wits should dare,


  How I, deprived of life and death, became.


  28   The monarch of the woeful realm stood bare


  And from the ice rose upwards from mid-breast;


  And better with a giant I compare


  31   Than giants do with just his arms at best.


  So you can see how huge the whole must be,


  If to such parts there correspond the rest.


  34   If once as fair as now grotesque was he,


  Who still against his Maker raised his brow,


  From him may well proceed all misery.


  37   It seemed to me so great a marvel now,


  As here that head’s three faces came in view:


  The red one jutted forwards to allow


  40   Attachment to it of the other two


  Above the middle of each shoulder, while


  Up at the crown all three together grew.


  43   The right one seemed like white or yellow bile,


  The left one in appearance had been dyed


  Like those from where there first descends the Nile.[551]


  46   Each had a wing beneath on either side


  As would befit a bird so huge of limb;


  I never saw a ship with sails so wide.


  49   But like a bat’s, they had no feathered trim;


  And he was flapping them, so there arose


  Three mighty windstorms that came forth from him.


  52   Before those currents all Cocytus froze.


  With all six eyes he weeps, and down each chin


  A stream of tears and bloody lather flows.


  55   In every mouth he chewed a man of sin


  With jaws that like a heckle are equipped,


  And thus he kept in pain the three within.


  58   The front one found as naught the teeth that ripped


  When they were matched against the claws that shred:


  At times the skin upon his back was stripped.


  61   “The soul in greatest pain,” my Master said,


  “Is Judas, the Iscariot; and so[552]


  He has his legs without; within, his head.


  64   Of those two others with their heads below,


  One’s Brutus, hanging from the blackened snout;[553]


  See how he writhes, while saying nothing, though!


  67   The other’s Cassius, who appears so stout.[554]


  But night comes up; it’s time to go at last,[555]


  For we have witnessed all that’s round about.”


  70   As he had wished, I kept his neck held fast;


  And waiting for the chance of place and time,


  Just when there spread enough those wings so vast,


  73   From tuft to tuft he made the downward climb


  (While taking hold upon that shaggy flank)


  Between the matted hair and crusted rime.


  76   As now to where the thigh revolves we sank,


  Just at the point at which the hip will swell,


  To bring his head to where he’d had his shank


  79   My Leader had to work and strain a spell.


  Like one who climbs, he grappled on the hair,


  So that I thought we would return to Hell.


  82   “Cling fast to me, for by so steep a stair,”           


  My panting Master said like one quite spent,


  “We must depart from such an evil lair.”


  85   Then through a boulder’s opening he went,


  And, once he’d placed me on its edge to sit,


  His steps towards me were cautious in ascent.


  88   I raised my eyes and thought that through the slit           


  I should see Lucifer as left behind,


  But saw him holding up his legs through it.


  91   And if I then became perplexed in mind,


  Let slower people ponder, I entreat,


  By whom what point I’d passed is not divined.[556]


  94   “Get up,” my Master said, “be on your feet:


  The way is long, the road is hard as well;[557]


  The sun’s return to middle-tierce is fleet.”[558]


  97   No palace hall, this was a dungeon cell


  In which we stood, and one of Nature’s make;


  Its floor was bad and scant the light that fell.


  100   “O Master, speak before I must forsake


  This dark abyss,” I said and stood upright,


  “So as to draw me out from my mistake:


  103   Where is the ice? And how is he held tight


  While upside down? How did the sun pursue


  In such short time the course to morn from night?”


  106   “You still believe you stand,” he spoke anew,


  “Beyond the center where I caught the hair


  Of that damn worm that pierces Earth straight through.


  109   As long as I descended, you were there;


  When I turned round, you left the point aside


  Towards which, from every part, all weights must bear.


  112   Beneath the hemisphere you now abide[559]


  Opposing that whose canopies embrace


  The great dry land beneath whose zenith died


  115   That Man whose birth and life no sins debase;[560]


  You have your feet upon a little sphere[561]


  That fashions the Judecca’s other face.


  118   When it is evening there, it’s morning here;


  And he upon whose hair we had to scale


  Is fastened now as ever to our rear.


  121   From Heaven to this side there fell that bale;[562]


  And since, because of him, it had such fear,


  The earth that stood here made the sea its veil,


  124   And so it journeyed to our hemisphere.[563]


  The land on this side left this empty place,


  Perhaps to flee from him, and rose up sheer.[564]


  127   And from Beelzebub there is a space[565]


  As far removed as all his tomb extends,


  Known not by sight, but only by the trace


  130   Of sound from some small rill that there descends


  Through rocky hollows which its streams erode,


  Whose winding course so gently downward tends.”[566]


  133   My Guide and I took up the hidden road


  For our return back to the world that’s bright;


  And with no care at all for rest we strode,


  136   He first and I behind, to scale the height;


  Thus, through a rounded hole I spied afar


  The comely things the heavens bear at night,


  139   And we came out again to see each star.


  ENDNOTES


  
    [1] The most significant use of the honorific plural voi is with Beatrice until 3.31.80–90, where Dante shifts to the familiar tu. Other instances of the honorific plural occur in 1.10.51; 1.10.63; 1.15.30, 80; 2.8.121; 2.19.131; 2.26.113; 3.16.16–18.

  


  
    [2] The midpoint of our lifelong way: thirty-five years of age.

  


  
    [3]  A steep: the steep slope of a hill.

  


  
    [4] Rays the planet cast: the rays of the sun (a planet circling the earth in Ptolemaic astronomy).

  


  
    [5] Desert slope: a less steep region between the dark woods and the steeper slope stretching up to the summit of the mount.

  


  
    [6] Literally, the climber supports himself on the lower, stationary, and therefore firmer foot. Figuratively, the line has been variously interpreted.

  


  
    [7] The time of day and gentle season: dawn and spring.

  


  
    [8] Where silent is the sun: the dark woods.

  


  
    [9] Mantua was considered a part of Lombardy.

  


  
    [10] Sub Julio: although Virgil was born in 70 BC under Julius Caesar, it was only after the latter’s assassination in 44 BC that he published his great works under Augustine.

  


  
    [11] Anchises’ righteous son: Aeneas, hero of Virgil’s Aeneid.

  


  
    [12]  Troy: a city of ancient northwest Asia Minor near the Dardanelles and site of the Trojan War, described in Homer’s Iliad. Ilium: here another name for Troy.

  


  
    [13] Virgil: Roman poet (70–19 BC), author of the Eclogues, the Georgics, and the Aeneid.

  


  
    [14] That Hound: an unspecified redeemer variously identified.

  


  
    [15] The Italian tra feltro e feltro probably refers to Feltre in Veneto and Montefeltro in Romagna, the lands of Cangrande della Scala, but other interpretations exist.

  


  
    [16] Vv. 107–108 mention four people who fell in the war of the Trojans against the Latins.

  


  
    [17] A soul … worthier than I: Beatrice (1266–1290), a childhood love of Dante, to whom he paid tribute in the Vita nuova.

  


  
    [18] The Emperor: God.

  


  
    [19] St. Peter’s gate: probably a popular figure of speech since Dante the character does not yet know of the gate of Purgatory, nor that Paradise has no gate.

  


  
    [20] The sire of Sylvius: Aeneas.

  


  
    [21] The Adversary of all ill: God.

  


  
    [22] Heaven: the Empyrean Heaven, the outermost of the ten celestial spheres, where God dwells.

  


  
    [23] Each: Rome and its Empire.

  


  
    [24] The true successor of great Peter: the Roman Pontiff.

  


  
    [25] The Chosen Vessel: St. Paul.

  


  
    [26] The shade of that great-hearted man: Virgil.

  


  
    [27] Suspended souls: those in Limbo, suspended between Heaven and Hell proper.

  


  
    [28] A lady: Beatrice.

  


  
    [29] Kindly soul of Mantua: Virgil, born in Andes, a village near Mantua.

  


  
    [30] Fortune: here personified and juxtaposed to Beatrice.

  


  
    [31] From where I long to rise: Paradise.

  


  
    [32] O Maid of virtue: Beatrice.

  


  
    [33] The content of the sphere that has the smallest circles as its own: earth within the sphere of the moon.

  


  
    [34] This center: Hell, at the center of the Earth and thus farthest from the Empyrean Heaven.

  


  
    [35] Spacious places: the Empyrean Heaven.

  


  
    [36] A gentle maid in Heaven: the Blessed Virgin Mary.

  


  
    [37] Lucy: probably the third-century Syracusan saint, patroness of those with eye diseases.

  


  
    [38] Ancient Rachel: second wife of the Hebrew patriarch Jacob.

  


  
    [39] The seemly mount: the mount of wisdom and virtue of the first canto.

  


  
    [40] Three such blessèd ladies: Mary, Lucy, and Beatrice.

  


  
    [41] DIVINE OMNIPOTENCE...HIGH WISDOM...PRIMAL LOVE (vv. 5–6) refer to the Father, Son, and Holy Spirit.

  


  
    [42] These may be the pusillanimous or the slothful, though some commentators prefer to place the slothful with the wrathful in the fifth circle of Hell.

  


  
    [43] Both justice and compassion: both Hell and Heaven.

  


  
    [44] Probably Celestine V, elected pope in 1294, but abdicating five months later in favor of Dante’s archenemy, Boniface VIII.

  


  
    [45] The Acheron: one of the four rivers of Hell.

  


  
    [46] This is Charon (cf. v. 94), son of Erebus and Night, and ferryman of the Styx in classical mythology.

  


  
    [47] Those words, which sounded rude: those spoken in vv. 84–87.

  


  
    [48] The evil shore: of the Acheron.

  


  
    [49] His words: in vv. 91–93.

  


  
    [50] It was thought that the violent escape of pressurized vapors caused earthquakes.

  


  
    [51] Limbo: traditionally the temporary abode of the Old Testament saints who died before Christ and the permanent abode of unbaptized infants. Dante opens it to virtuous pagans as well.

  


  
    [52] A Mighty One: Christ, who is never named directly in Hell.

  


  
    [53] Our first parent’s shade: Adam, in the Bible the first man and progenitor of the human race.

  


  
    [54] Abel: Adam’s second son, murdered by Cain. Noah: a just man chosen by God to build the ark.

  


  
    [55] Moses: the lawgiver who led Israel out of Egypt.

  


  
    [56] Father Abra(ha)m: the first patriarch, progenitor of the Hebrew people, and father of Isaac. King David: second king of Judah and Israel (ca. 1010–ca. 970 BC), successor of Saul, and father of Solomon.

  


  
    [57] Israel: Jacob, son of Isaac, and father of twelve sons, the ancestors of the twelve tribes of Israel.

  


  
    [58] Rachel: second wife of Jacob and mother of Joseph and Benjamin.

  


  
    [59] Homer: Greek epic poet of the ninth or tenth century BC, traditional author of the Iliad and the Odyssey.

  


  
    [60] Horace (Quintus Horatius Flaccus): Latin poet (65–68 BC) and author of Satires (Sermones), Odes (Carmina), Epistulae, and the Ars poetica.

  


  
    [61] Ovid (Publius Ovidius Naso): a Roman poet (43 BC–18 AD), wrote the Metamorphoseon. Lucan (Marcus Annaeus Lucanus): also a Roman poet (39–65), wrote the Pharsalia.

  


  
    [62] Electra: daughter of Atlas and Pleione, and mother by Jupiter of Dardanus, the founder of Troy.

  


  
    [63] Hector: Trojan prince, son of king Priam, killed by Achilles in the Iliad. Aeneas: the Trojan hero of Virgil’s Aeneid and son of Anchises and Venus.

  


  
    [64] Caesar (Gaius Julius): Roman statesman, general, and historian (100–44 BC).

  


  
    [65] Camille (Camilla): daughter of the Volscian King Metabus, aid to Turnus against Aeneas, and slain by Aruns. Penthasilia (four syllables): daughter of Mars, queen of the Amazons, ally of the Trojans after Hector’s death, and killed by Achilles.

  


  
    [66] King Latinus: king of Latium and husband of Amata.

  


  
    [67] Lavinia (three syllables with -ia as a diphthong): daughter of Latinus, betrothed to Turnus, wife of Aeneas, and mother of Sylvius.

  


  
    [68] Brutus (Lucius Junius [sixth century BC]): incited the Romans to overthrow Tarquin (Lucius Tarquinius Superbus [534–510 BC]), the last of the kings, after his son, Sextus, had violated Lucretia.

  


  
    [69] Lucrece (Lucretia): wife of Collatinus, committed suicide after her rape. Cornelia (three syllables): daughter of Scipio Africanus the Elder (237–183 BC), wife of Tiberius Semptonius Graccus, and mother of the Gracchi, Tiberius and Gaius. Julia: daughter of Julius Caesar and wife of Pompey. Marcia: wife of Cato of Utica (95–46 BC).

  


  
    [70] Saladin: sultan of Egypt and Syria (1138–1193), known for his clemency, who captured Jerusalem (1187), but was defeated by the Third Crusade.

  


  
    [71] The master...of those who know: Aristotle (384–322 BC), student at Plato’s Academy, tutor of the young Alexander the Great, founder of a school at the Lyceum in Athens, and author of treatises on logic, metaphysics, natural science, rhetoric, poetics, ethics, and politics.

  


  
    [72] Plato: Athenian philosopher (427–347 BC), student of Socrates (469–399 BC), founder of the Academy, and author of philosophical dialogues.

  


  
    [73] Anaxag’ras (Anaxagoras): Ionian pluralist philosopher (ca. 534–ca. 462 BC). Thales: Milesian philosopher, one of the Seven Wise Men (ca. 640–ca. 546 BC). Diogenes (three syllables with Dio as a diphthong): a Greek eclectic (ca. 410–320 BC).

  


  
    [74] Democritus: of Abdera (ca. 460–ca. 370 BC), an atomist philosopher.

  


  
    [75] Zeno: of Citium, founder of the Stoic school (fl. 300 BC). Heraclite (Heraclitus): of Ephesus (ca. 540–ca. 480 BC), philosopher of the flux. Empedocles: (ca. 490–ca. 430 BC), a Sicilian Pythagorean, philosopher of the four elements.

  


  
    [76] Dioscorides (Pedanius): first or second-century Greek physician, author of a treatise on plants and their medicinal qualities.

  


  
    [77] Tully: Marcus Tullius Cicero (106–43 BC), Roman orator, philosopher, and statesman. Linus: mythical Greek poet. Orpheus: Thracian musician who tamed the beasts with Apollo’s lyre.

  


  
    [78] Seneca (Lucius Annaeus): Roman statesman, Stoic philosopher, and tragedian (ca. 4 BC–65 AD).

  


  
    [79] Galen: Greek physician (ca. 130–ca. 200), compiler of classical medicine. Avicenne (Avicenna): Arab philosopher, physician, and commentator (980–1037) on Aristotle and Galen. Hippocrates: the father of medicine (ca. 460–ca. 377 BC).

  


  
    [80] Euclid: Greek mathematician (fl. 300 BC) and author of the Elements. Ptolomy (Claudius Ptolemaeus): Alexandrian mathematician, geocentric astronomer (second century AD), and author of The Almagest.

  


  
    [81] Averroës: Moorish physician, lawyer, and philosopher (1126–1198), known simply as “The Commentator” for his commentaries on Aristotle.

  


  
    [82] The second one: the circle of the lustful.

  


  
    [83] Minos: son of Europa and Zeus, brother of Rhadamanthus, and king of Crete. In classical mythology, he was so wise and just that at his death he was made judge of the dead.

  


  
    [84] The ruins: caused, as will be seen later, by an earthquake at the Crucifixion.

  


  
    [85] Semiramis: wife and successor of Ninus as ruler of Assyria, known for her beauty, valor, and lewdness, and identified with the goddess Ishtar.

  


  
    [86] Ninus: mythical founder of Nineveh.

  


  
    [87] The Sultan: the ruler of Egypt. Dante may have confused Babylon on the Nile with the Assyrian Babylonia, or thought that Semiramis extended her reign to Egypt.

  


  
    [88] The other: Dido, a Tyrian princess, founder and queen of Carthage, who fell in love with Aeneas and committed suicide when he left her and set sail for Italy.

  


  
    [89] Sichaeus: Dido’s deceased husband, murdered by her brother, Pygmalion, King of Tyre. Proved untrue: Dido had pledged fidelity to the memory of her slain husband.

  


  
    [90] Cleopatra (69–30 BC): daughter of Ptolomy Auletes, the final king of Egypt before the Roman conquest, herself queen of Egypt, and wife of her brother according to the incestuous practices of her dynasty, until becoming the mistress of Julius Caesar, and later the wife of Mark Antony. She committed suicide after her husband did, on being defeated by Octavian.

  


  
    [91] Helen: daughter of Zeus and Leda, and wife of the Spartan king Menelaus. Her abduction by Paris to Troy provoked the Trojan War.

  


  
    [92] Achilles: son of Peleus and Thetis, and hero of the Iliad. According to medieval legend, he deserted the Greeks to join the Trojans in exchange for Polixena, daughter of King Priam. Paris bated him to the temple of Apollo for the wedding and murdered him.

  


  
    [93] Paris: son of King Priam and Hecuba. He chose Venus as the most beautiful over Juno and Minerva and was rewarded with Helen of Troy. Tristan: Arthurian knight and lover of Isolde, wife of his uncle, King Mark of Cornwall, who surprised him with the queen and killed him.

  


  
    [94] None: God, who is never named by the damned except in blasphemy.

  


  
    [95] The speaker in vv. 88ff. is Francesca da Rimini (v. 116), daughter of Guido da Polenta, lord of Ravenna (d. 1310), and aunt of Guido Novello, Dante’s patron. Around 1275, she married the deformed Gianciotto Malatesta for political reasons, but when already a mother became enamored of his married younger brother, Paolo, who had two sons himself. Gianciotto discovered their affair ca. 1285 and murdered them. Paolo was reputedly an intermediary between Gianciotto and Francesca, who consented to marriage believing Paolo to be the groom.

  


  
    [96] The land: Ravenna, on the Adriatic coast of Emilia between the rivers Po and Rubicon.

  


  
    [97] Him who killed us: refers to Gianciotto Malatesta da Verruchio, Francesca’s husband. Caïna: named after Cain, who murdered Abel. This ring is the first of four in the lowest circle of Hell and the place where traitors to kindred are punished.

  


  
    [98] Lancelot: Arthurian knight and lover of Queen Guinevere, whom he was supposed to woo on behalf of King Arthur just as Paolo was to be the proxy for Gianciotto.

  


  
    [99] Gallehault: a liaison between Lancelot and Guinevere. His name came to mean “panderer.”

  


  
    [100] Those kindred two: Paolo and Francesca.

  


  
    [101] Hell’s third ring: that of the gluttonous.

  


  
    [102] Cerberus: a three-headed dog of Pluto, god of the underworld. He guarded the threshold of Hades and was chained by Hercules for opposing his rescue of Proserpina.

  


  
    [103] Your city: Florence.

  


  
    [104] Ciacco: a nickname meaning “pig,” perhaps of Ciacco dell’Anguillaia, a contemporary minor poet, supposedly notorious for gluttony.

  


  
    [105] Vv. 64–75 refer to the conflict in Florence between the rustic White Guelphs led by Vieri de’ Cerchi and the aristocratic Black Guelphs headed by Corso Donati. The Whites had expelled the Blacks in May of 1301, but, by April of 1302, the Blacks had rallied and routed the Whites from the city with the assistance of Boniface VIII (cf. v. 69). By October of 1302, within three years (cf. v. 68) of Ciacco’s prophecy, the last important decrees of exile were signed against the Whites, Dante included.

  


  
    [106] One who tacks his sails so fast: Pope Boniface VIII.

  


  
    [107] The two just men have not been certainly identified, but they are perhaps Dante himself and his friend Guido Cavalcanti.

  


  
    [108] Tegghiaio (three syllables with -iai as a triphthong): surnamed Aldobrandi, a Florentine Guelf, who opposed the ill-fated attack on Siena that led to the defeat of Florence at the battle of Montaperti (1260). Farinata (degli Uberti): a Ghibelline leader in the same battle.

  


  
    [109] Arrigo: (Odarrigo de’ Fifanti?) a Ghibelline, who participated in the murder of Buondelmonte. Mosca: de’ Lamberti, a Ghibelline who instigated the murder of Buondelmonte. Jacopo: Rusticucci, an associate of Tegghiaio. All those mentioned in vv. 79–80 were influential before the Guelph feud between Whites and Blacks.

  


  
    [110] The opposing Power: Christ, who will come “to judge the living and the dead.”

  


  
    [111] Science: the philosophy of Aristotle subsumed into the theology of Thomas Aquinas.

  


  
    [112] Pluto: Dante conflates Pluto, the god of the underworld, with Plutus, the god of wealth, who now stands over the fourth circle of the avaricious and the prodigal.

  


  
    [113] These words may not be meant as intelligible speech but intended to show the senselessness of the love of money. If they are meaningful, they are probably Pluto’s amazed invocation of “Father” Satan, one greater than he, on seeing a living man in Hell.

  


  
    [114] Vv. 11–12 refer to the revolt of the angels in Heaven. The archangel Michael was thought to have led the good angels against the bad.

  


  
    [115] The fourth depression: the circle of the avaricious and the prodigal. 

  


  
    [116] The waves in v. 22 refer to the Strait of Messina, between the sea-monster Scylla and the whirlpool Charybdis.

  


  
    [117] Their comely world: Heaven.

  


  
    [118] Fortune: a symbolic figure through which Divine Providence disposes of material wealth.

  


  
    [119] Other gods on high: other angels.

  


  
    [120] Other primal creatures: another designation for the angels.

  


  
    [121] Her sphere: the proverbial wheel of fortune.

  


  
    [122] It is therefore past midnight of Good Friday.

  


  
    [123] Just as the Acheron divided the Vestibule from Limbo and Upper Hell, so the Styx (both a river and a marsh) divides Upper Hell from Lower Hell, while simultaneously serving as the fifth circle of the wrathful and the sullen.

  


  
    [124] Muddy people: the wrathful described in vv. 109–114.

  


  
    [125] People underwater: the sullen (and perhaps the vindictive) described in vv. 115–126.

  


  
    [126] That Sea of sense: Virgil, of course.

  


  
    [127] Phlegyas: “the fiery one,” son of Mars and king of Boeotia. When Apollo raped his daughter, Coronis, he burned the temple of Delphi, for which he was slain and cast into Tartarus, the place reserved for those who sinned against the gods. He is also the father of Ixion and grandfather of the Centaurs, the guardians of the violent in the seventh circle. Here he is the guardian of the fifth circle and the ferryman of the Styx.

  


  
    [128] Filipp(o) Argenti: a quick-tempered Florentine knight of the Adimari family, who derived his epithet from having shod his horse with silver, and who opposed Dante’s recall from exile.

  


  
    [129] Dis: a name for Pluto applied both to Satan and to his city. Its walls mark the division between Upper Hell, where sins of incontinence are punished, and Lower Hell, where sins of violence and fraud are punished.

  


  
    [130] A thousand: the angels who fell with Satan.

  


  
    [131] Such a One: God.

  


  
    [132] This sad house: the City of Dis.

  


  
    [133] A not so secret gate: the gate of Hell with its inscription.

  


  
    [134] One: a heavenly messenger.

  


  
    [135] The first degree: of Hell, i.e., Limbo.

  


  
    [136] Erichtho: a Thessalian necromancer whom Sextus Pompeius had conjure up a dead soldier on the eve of the battle of Pharsalia to learn the outcome of his campaign against Caesar.

  


  
    [137] Judas’ band: Judecca, the innermost ring of the ninth and lowest circle of Hell, where Judas and other traitors to benefactors are punished.

  


  
    [138] The heaven circling all: probably the Empyrean, but possibly the Primum Mobile. The pit of Hell at the center of earth is farthest removed from both.

  


  
    [139] Furies: or Erinyes (v. 45), goddesses of vengeance.

  


  
    [140] The eternal lamentation’s queen: Hecate (Persephone, Proserpina), wife of Pluto.

  


  
    [141] Medusa: a mortal changed into a Gorgon for having offended Minerva by giving birth to two children in one of her temples. Her serpent hair turned anyone who looked at it to stone.

  


  
    [142] Theseus: King of Athens, who slew the Minotaur and, with his friend Pirithous, attempted to abduct Proserpina, Pluto’s queen, from Hades. According to the tradition Dante is following here, Theseus was rescued by Hercules.

  


  
    [143] Ancient suds: the Styx.

  


  
    [144] One: the angel.

  


  
    [145] When he was chained and dragged by Hercules as the last of his twelve labors.

  


  
    [146] We entered in: the Poets are now in the sixth circle.

  


  
    [147] Arles: in Provence, France, near the Rhone Delta, the site of an ancient Roman cemetery.

  


  
    [148] Pola: (Pula, Croatia), a seaport in southern Istria, also a burial site. Quarnero’s bay: (Veliki Kvarner, Croatia), an arm of the Adriatic Sea, southeast of the Istrian peninsula.

  


  
    [149] Here all heresiarchs are doomed: the sixth circle, where the sin of heresy is punished, serves as a transition between Upper Hell and Lower Hell.

  


  
    [150] Jehosaphat: a valley near Jerusalem where all souls are supposed to gather, after having reassumed their bodies, to hear their sentence on Judgment Day.

  


  
    [151] Epicurus: atomistic philosopher (ca. 341–270 BC) who denied the influence of the gods on human affairs and the immortality of the soul, and taught that the highest happiness is ataraxy, peace of mind and absence of pain.

  


  
    [152] A noble polity: Florence.

  


  
    [153] Farinata (d. 1264): degli Uberti, who led the Ghibellines to victory over the Florentine Guelphs in the battle of Montaperti in 1260. He was posthumously declared a heretic in 1283 by the inquisitor Salmone da Lucca, who scattered his bones and confiscated the family property.

  


  
    [154] The Guelphs were expelled from Florence in 1248 and 1260 (cf. v. 48), but made a comeback in 1251 and 1266 to rout the Ghibellines.

  


  
    [155] Another shade: Cavalcante de’ Cavalcanti, a Guelph, the father of Guido (cf. v. 63), and an Epicurean in thought and manners.

  


  
    [156] Guido: Cavalcanti (ca. 1255–1300), philosophical poet, intimate friend of Dante, and a White Guelf, who married Farinata’s daughter for political reasons. He was exiled under Dante’s priorship and died shortly thereafter. That One your Guido held in spite: a different interpretation of the Italian syntax here leads some commentators to take the one referred to as either Virgil or Beatrice. I take it as God.

  


  
    [157] That great-souled other: Farinata.

  


  
    [158] The dame who rules this zone: Hecate, queen of the underworld, and goddess of the moon.

  


  
    [159] Dante was exiled in January of 1302. By May of 1304, fifty months after the fictional date of the poem, he and others had often tried to return to Florence. The attempt of Pope Benedict XI to win the return of the exiles failed irrevocably shortly thereafter.

  


  
    [160] Several of the Uberti were excluded, under pain of decapitation, when the Ghibellines were permitted back in Florence in 1280.

  


  
    [161] The Arbia: a small stream near Siena. Colored red: by blood shed at the battle of Montaperti, a hill on the left bank, where the Florentine Guelphs were defeated by Farinata’s Ghibellines.

  


  
    [162] After Montaperti, at the council of Empoli, all the Ghibelline leaders favored leveling Florence. Farinata’s appeal saved her.

  


  
    [163] When finally the future shuts its door: on the Last Day, at the end of time.

  


  
    [164] To that one who fell: to Cavalcante de’ Cavalcanti. Cf. v. 71.

  


  
    [165] His offspring: Guido Cavalcanti.

  


  
    [166] The Second Frederick (1194–1250): king of Sicily (1197), Emperor (1215), opponent of the papacy, and notorious voluptuary.

  


  
    [167] The Cardinal: Octaviano degli Ubaldini (ca. 1210–1273), an apostolic legate in Lombardy and Romagna against Frederick and in Naples against Manfred. He was accused of being an imperialist and of unbelief for reputedly having said: “If I have a soul, I have lost it a thousand times over for the Ghibellines.”

  


  
    [168] Those words of his: in vv. 79–81.

  


  
    [169] Her: Beatrice (though it is actually Dante’s ancestor Cacciaguida who reveals the course of his future life to him).

  


  
    [170] Pope Anastasius (five syllables) (496–498) (v. 8) reputedly gave communion to and thus condoned Photinus, deacon of Thessalonica, who held the heresy of Acacius, patriarch of Constantinople, that Christ was of merely human origin. He may have been confused with Emperor Anastasius (491–518), who did fall into the heresy.

  


  
    [171] Three smaller rings: circles seven, eight, and nine.

  


  
    [172] Malice: here a generic term for violence or fraud. In v. 82, malice (ill will) is distinguished from incontinence and bestiality (mad beastly shame).

  


  
    [173] First band: the seventh circle, the first of three allotted to the punishment of sins of malice.

  


  
    [174] Vv. 34–39 deal with harming one’s neighbor in his person or in his possessions. Dante will consider assassins, robbers, and tyrants in the first ring of the seventh circle.

  


  
    [175] Vv. 40–45 treat of suicides and squanderers, punished in the seventh circle’s second ring.

  


  
    [176] Cahors: a medieval center of usury, the sin against human industry, in southern France. Sodom: the biblical city that lent its name to the sin against nature.

  


  
    [177] Vv. 46–5l refer to sins against God (blasphemy), nature (sodomy), and nature’s child (usury), punished in the seventh circle’s third ring.

  


  
    [178] Vv. 52–54 distinguish simple fraud against our neighbor (vv. 55–60) and treacherous fraud against those with a special trust in us (vv. 61–66).

  


  
    [179] Vv. 55–60 describe the simply fraudulent, punished in the eighth circle, the second (cf. v. 57) of the three devoted to malice.

  


  
    [180] Vv. 61–66 describe the treacherous, punished in the ninth circle of Hell, the last and smallest (cf. v. 64) of those assigned to malice. It lies in the center of the earth and thus of the Ptolemaic universe.

  


  
    [181] That town’s red light: the ruddy City of Dis.

  


  
    [182] The question in vv. 70–75 refers to the four circles of the incontinent in Upper Hell.

  


  
    [183] Incontinence, ill will, mad beastly shame: a distinction of vicious characters elaborated by Aristotle in the Nichomachean Ethics, referred to in v. 80. This schema does not include the neutrals in the Vestibule, the virtuous pagans in Limbo, or the heretics in the sixth circle.

  


  
    [184] The spirits … outside above: the souls in Upper Hell.

  


  
    [185] The crew of wicked souls: the souls in Lower Hell.

  


  
    [186] Physics: a work on natural philosophy by Aristotle.

  


  
    [187] Her pupil: human art and industry. The usurer sets his hope on interest, derived neither from nature nor from labor (cf. v. 111).

  


  
    [188] Fishes: the constellation of Pisces, which is just rising.

  


  
    [189] Caurus: the Mistral, or northwest wind, which blows from the Rhône Valley towards the Mediterranean coast of southern France. The Wain: Ursa Major, the Big Dipper. It is 4:00 A.M.

  


  
    [190]  One who there was sent: the Minotaur. Cf. v. 12ff.

  


  
    [191] Ruins: the Slavini di Marco, on the Adige (v. 5) between Trent and Verona. Around 883 a landslide (cf. v. 6) diverted the river’s course there. The present landslide was occasioned by the earthquake at Christ’s crucifixion shortly before he descended into Limbo.

  


  
    [192] The infamy of Crete (v. 12): the Minotaur, a beast with a bull’s body and a human head, whom, through her lust for a bull, Pasiphae, spouse of King Minos of Crete, conceived within a wooden cow fashioned by Daedalus. It was caged in the labyrinth built by the same artisan and fed on a yearly tribute of Athenian youth exacted by King Minos.

  


  
    [193] The Duke of Athens: Theseus, who slew the Minotaur. His sister (v. 20) furnished him with a sword to kill the beast and with thread to find his way out of the labyrinth.

  


  
    [194] He: Christ. Dis: Satan himself, rather than his city.

  


  
    [195] Great plunder: the Old Testament saints. The highest circle’s cell: Limbo.

  


  
    [196] Vv. 41–44 allude to Empedocles’ theory of love and hate as principles of cosmic unity and disunity.

  


  
    [197] A stream of blood: the third river of Hell, later identified as the Phlegethon ( = fiery).

  


  
    [198] Centaurs: creatures half-human, half-equine, known for gluttony and violence.

  


  
    [199] Chiron: chief of the centaurs, born of Saturn and Philyra, instructed by Apollo and Diana, and known for his wisdom (cf. v. 70) and skill in medicine. He educated Achilles (cf. v. 71), Aesculapius, Hercules, and others and helped Peleus win the hand of the goddess Thetis.

  


  
    [200] Hercules killed Nessus (v. 67) with a poisoned arrow for trying to rape his wife, Dejanira (v. 68), to whom Nessus gave a robe dipped in his poisoned blood as a love charm. She gave it to Hercules to win him back from Iole, but the poison maddened him, and he burned himself on a pyre. Dejanira hanged herself in grief.

  


  
    [201] Pholus: a centaur involved in the attack on the Lapithean women at the wedding of Pirithous and Hippodamia, where he tried to rape the bride herself.

  


  
    [202] Someone: Beatrice.

  


  
    [203] Alexander: either Alexander the Great (356–323 BC), whom Orosius frequently describes as violent and cruel, or Alexander of Pherae (fl. ca. 368–359 BC), a Thessalian tyrant, spoken of by Cicero and Valerius Maximus. Dionysius (four syllables): the Elder, tyrant of Syracuse (fl. 405–367 BC), or perhaps his son, Dionysius the Younger, who followed him in both his reign and his cruelty.

  


  
    [204] Azzolino: Ezzelino III da Romano (1194–1259), Ghibelline noble, son-in-law of Emperor Frederick II, and Imperial Viceroy in the March of Treviso, who massacred the citizens of Padua.

  


  
    [205] Opizzo d’Esti: Obizzo II d’Esti (1247–1293), Guelph lord of Ferrara, Modena, and Reggio, who fought against Manfred with Charles of Anjou and was reputedly murdered by his perhaps illegitimate son, Azzo III. Cf. v. 112.

  


  
    [206] In order to avenge his father, Simon, Earl of Leicester, Guy de Montfort (ca. 1243–1298), vicar of Charles of Anjou in Tuscany, stabbed his first cousin, Prince Henry of Cornwall, during mass in Viterbo, at an assembly of cardinals to elect a pope. Some say Henry’s heart was placed in a casket atop a pillar over the Thames, others in the hand of a statue in Westminster Abbey. The Italian for “admired,” chosen because of rhyme, could also mean “dripping.”

  


  
    [207] Attila: the Hun (406–453), who ravaged the Eastern Roman Empire from 441–450, and was known as the “Scourge of God” for invading Gaul in 45l. He conquered much of Italy in the following year, but Pope Leo the Great persuaded him to spare Rome.

  


  
    [208] Pyrrhus: Achilles’ son, who killed Priam, his son, Polites, and his daughter, Polixena, or perhaps the king of Epirus (ca. 318–272 BC), an enemy of the Romans.

  


  
    [209] Sextus: either the son of Pompey the Great and pirate, who cut off Rome’s supply of grain from Africa, inflicting near famine upon the city, or Sextus Tarquinius Superbus, who raped Lucretia.

  


  
    [210] Rinier Pazzo and Rinier da Corneto: two highwaymen, the former excommunicated by Pope Clement IV for robbing the clergy; of the latter little is known.

  


  
    [211] A wood: the seventh circle, second ring, for suicides and squanderers.

  


  
    [212] The Cecina River and the town of Corneto on the Marta River mark the northern and southern boundaries of the desolate Tuscan Maremma.

  


  
    [213] In vv. 10–12, the Harpies, daughters of Thauma and Electra, drove the Trojans from the Strophades, islands in the Ionian Sea, destroying their banquet and prophesying their starvation.

  


  
    [214] The horrid sand: the seventh circle’s third ring, for blasphemers, sodomites, and usurers.

  


  
    [215] A thorn grown tall: the soul of Pier della Vigna (ca. 1190–1249). Born in Capua and educated in Bologna, he was a statesman, scholar, and poet in the court of the Emperor Frederick II in Palermo for over twenty years. Having been accused and convicted of treason, he was blinded and put in prison, where he dashed his brains out against a wall to escape dishonor.

  


  
    [216] In Virgil’s Aeneid, when, to adorn an altar, Aeneas plucks shrubs in a Thracian grove from the grave of Polydorus, blood issues from the torn roots, and a voice speaks from the mound.

  


  
    [217] All but few: that is, all but few men.

  


  
    [218] Common death: envy. Courtly vice: cupidity.

  


  
    [219] Lano (v. 120): Arcolano da Siena, a member of the “Spendthrift Club,” who squandered his fortune in dissolute living. He fell in the battle of Pieve del Toppo, where the Aretines defeated the Sienese in 1288, from which he apparently attempted to flee (cf. v. 121). The other (v. 119): Jacopo da Santo Andrea of Padua (cf. v. 133), a squanderer killed by Ezzelino III in 1239.

  


  
    [220] John the Baptist replaced Mars (v. 147), the pagan patron of Florence, in the fourth century. A statue of Mars was toppled into the Arno River during the invasion of Attila (v. 149) in 450 (or rather Totila in 542), recovered, and erected on the Ponte Vecchio (the Arno’s pass, v. 146) in the early ninth century, when Charlemagne resurrected the city. It protected the town from further destruction (cf. v. 150), but was swept away in a flood in 1333. His warring art (v. 145): the Guelph-Ghibelline strife, which broke out in 1215 after the murder of Buondelmonte at the foot of the statue and is represented as Mars’ vengeance on the Florentines for forsaking martial valor for money-making (the florin, a Florentine coin, bore the imprint of John the Baptist).

  


  
    [221] The unidentified shade may be Lotto degli Agli, a Florentine judge who hanged himself after giving an unjust judgment, or Rocco de’ Mozzi, who did the same on going bankrupt.

  


  
    [222] The third of rings: within the seventh circle, for blasphemers, sodomites, and usurers.

  


  
    [223] That unhappy weald (v. 10): the second ring of suicides and squanderers. A dismal moat: the first ring of tyrants, murderers, and robbers.

  


  
    [224] Cato: the Younger of Utica (95–46 BC), who, shortly before his death, marched the Pompeian troops through the Libyan desert against Juba, King of Numidia.

  


  
    [225] Dante’s source is Albertus Magnus, who conflates two events—trampling snow and warding off a rain of fiery sparks—related in an apocryphal letter of Alexander to Aristotle.

  


  
    [226] That giant: Capaneus (cf. v. 63), one of the Seven Kings besieging Thebes. He was slain by Jupiter’s lightning on challenging the gods to defend the city against him.

  


  
    [227] In vv. 52–60, the blacksmith (v. 52) is Vulcan, god of the forges (v. 56); the rest (v. 55) the Cyclops, his assistants; Mongibello (v. 56) Mt. Aetna, his furnace; and Phlegra’s fight (v. 58) the occasion on which Jupiter and Hercules repelled the giants’ attack on Mt. Olympus.

  


  
    [228] When Eteocles and Polynices, sons of Oedipus, vied for the rule of Thebes, Adrastus, king of Argos, led his son-in-law, Capaneus, and six others to war against that city.

  


  
    [229] Bulicame (four syllables): a hot sulfurous spring near Viterbo that supplied the brothel baths (cf. v. 80).

  


  
    [230] Crete: a Greek island in the eastern Mediterranean at the southern end of the Aegean. It was the birthplace of Trojan, and thus Roman, civilization as well as the center of the known world.

  


  
    [231] King: Saturn, king of Crete, during the Golden Age.

  


  
    [232] Rhea: daughter of Heaven (Uranus) and Earth (Gaia), and Saturn’s wife, who bore and hid Jupiter on Mt. Ida (cf. v. 98), drowning out his cries by the Curetes’ clashing of spears and shields, in order to save him from her husband, who was devouring his children so as not to be dethroned by one of them, as had been prophesied. Saturn was dethroned nevertheless, which initiated the decline from the Golden to the Silver Age.

  


  
    [233] A great Old Man: a fusion of the four ages of man.

  


  
    [234] Damietta: in Egypt. Here it is the center of the ancient pagan world.

  


  
    [235] Rome: here the center of the Church and the Empire in the Christian West.

  


  
    [236] Cocytus: the last of the four classical rivers in Hell and the frozen lake of the ninth circle.

  


  
    [237] Lethe: the fifth river of classical mythology. It is found in the Garden of Eden atop the Mount of Purgatory, whence it flows down into Hell.

  


  
    [238] Bruges (prounounce as one syllable, as in French), to the north of Ghent, marks the eastern limit of the Flemish seaboard and Wissant, between Boulogne and Calais, the western.

  


  
    [239] Brenta: a river in northeastern Italy.

  


  
    [240] Carinthia (three syllables with –thia as a diphthong): a southwestern province of Austria. The melting snows of the Carnic Alps swell the Brenta.

  


  
    [241] A group of spirits: the sodomites.

  


  
    [242] Ser Brunetto: Brunetto Latini (ca. 1220–ca. 1294), Florentine Guelf official and author of the encyclopedia Li livres dou Trésor in French and of the long didactic poem Tesoretto in Italian. He served as an ambassador to the court of Alfonso X of Castile, but, learning of the Guelph disaster at Montaperti in 1260, as he was returning, decided to sojourn for six years in France, repatriating to Florence only after the Ghibelline defeat at Benevento in 1266.

  


  
    [243] That people: the Florentines. After Caesar defeated Cataline at Fiesole (v. 62) to the northeast, crude rustics (cf. v. 63) from that town first mixed with Roman nobility in the founding of Florence and then in a second immigration a thousand years later. The White Guelphs were thought to descend from the Fiesolans, the Black from the Romans.

  


  
    [244] The proverbial blindness of the Florentines has been attributed to their allowing Totila into the city gates to destroy them and to their choosing two damaged porphyry columns instead of two beautifully crafted city gates as recompense for having protected Pisa from the Luccans.

  


  
    [245] In vv. 88–90, the phrase other texts refers to the prophecies of Ciacco and Farinata. One who’ll know is Beatrice. The interpretive gloss, however, will be made by Cacciaguida.

  


  
    [246] Priscian: of Caesarea, a sixth-century Latin grammarian, not known to have committed the sin in question, which led some early commentators to believe that he stands for the class of grammar teachers, who can easily take advantage of compliant students entrusted to their care.

  


  
    [247] (Francesco) Di Accorso: a lawyer and professor of civil law (1225–1293) at the universities of Bologna and Oxford.

  


  
    [248] The one alluded to in vv. 110–114 is Andrea de’ Mozzi, bishop of Florence from 1287–1295, after which he was transferred for his scandalous life to the See of Vicenza on the Bacchiglione River (v. 113) by Pope Boniface VIII (ironically called the Servants’ Servant in v. 112). He died there as a sodomite (cf. v. 114).

  


  
    [249] Treasure: Brunetto’s encyclopedic work.

  


  
    [250] Vv. 121–123 describe an annual race held in Verona on the first Sunday of Lent. The winner won a green cloth.

  


  
    [251] Another ring: the eighth circle, where simple fraud is punished. It is split off from the seventh by a great precipice.

  


  
    [252] Another band: of sodomites. Those in Brunetto’s band were intellectuals, these public figures.

  


  
    [253] Our perverted land: Florence.

  


  
    [254] Gualdrada (v. 37): daughter of Bellincione Berti, wife of Guido Guerra IV, and known for beauty and modesty. Guido Guerra (ca. 1220–1272): son of Marcovaldo, grandson of Guido Guerra IV and Gualdrada, Guelph leader wisely opposing the expedition against Siena in 1260 (cf. his wits, v. 39), and leader at the Battle of Benevento in 1266 (cf. his blade. v. 39).

  


  
    [255] Tegghiaio (three syllables with -iai as a triphthong) Aldobrandi: Florentine Guelph of the Adimari family and podestà of Arezzo (1256), who also opposed the Siena expedition, hence v. 42.

  


  
    [256] Jacop(o) Rusticucci: Guelph contemporary of the other two, perhaps a rich merchant, whose shrewish wife supposedly drove him to sodomy (cf. v. 45).

  


  
    [257] Guglielmo Borsier(e): a purse maker and newly arrived man of society.

  


  
    [258] People newly come: to Florence from her environs.

  


  
    [259] In vv. 94–102, the stream (v. 94) is the Acquacheta (v. 97), which rises near the monastery of San Benedetto (dell’Alpe) (v. 100) to the left side or east of the Apennines (v. 96) and changes its name to Montone beyond the city of Forlì (v. 99), situated in the valley’s lower bed (v. 98) or plain of Romagna. In Dante’s day, it was the first river east of Monte Viso (v. 95) at the head of the Po to flow into the Adriatic.

  


  
    [260] The meaning of the Italian of this verse is disputed. This interpretation seems to me the most likely.

  


  
    [261] The creature described here is Geryon (v. 97), who in classical mythology was a three-headed or three-bodied winged monster and king of Spain, whom, as one of his twelve labors, Hercules killed in bringing his cattle to his cousin, Eurystheus. In medieval legend, he was said to invite strangers to his house, rob them, and kill them.

  


  
    [262] Ashore: to the brink.

  


  
    [263] Arachne: a Lydian maiden so skilled in weaving that she challenged the goddess Minerva to a contest. Enraged at the perfection of her work, Minerva tore her cloth to shreds, at which Arachne hanged herself. Minerva, however, loosened the noose and turned the rope into a web with Arachne as its spider.

  


  
    [264] People sitting: the usurers.

  


  
    [265] Certain sign: an escutcheon. Certain hue: the background color. The following verses describe the coats of arms of various prominent families: the Gianfigliazzi, a Guelph family of Florence (vv. 59–60); the Ubriacchi, a Ghibelline family of Florence (vv. 62–63); the Scrovegni of Padua (vv. 64–65); and the Becchi, a Ghibelline family of Florence (v. 73).

  


  
    [266] Vitaliano: del Dente, podestà of Padua in 1307, or perhaps Vitaliano di Jacopo Vitaliani. Both are mentioned in documents as moneylenders.

  


  
    [267] Paduan: thought to be Reginaldo degli Scrovegni, who boasts of the superiority in sin of his countryman over the Florentines.

  


  
    [268] The sovran cavalier (v. 72) may be Gianni Buiamonte (1260–1310), knighted around 1298, member of a money-lending establishment with whose money he had absconded by 1308. He died in poverty in 1310.

  


  
    [269] Quartan fever: a malarial fever with shivering fits every four days.

  


  
    [270]  My other plight: perhaps before the Gorgon at the gates of Dis.

  


  
    [271] Phaethon: son of Phoebus. He attempted to drive the chariot of the sun to prove himself the child of Apollo but, losing control, nearly ignited the earth, for which Jupiter killed him with a thunderbolt.  The sky scorched thereby can still be seen in the Milky Way (cf. v. 108).

  


  
    [272] Icarus: son of the artisan Daedalus. He fell into the sea when, flying too close to the sun, it melted the wax of the wings his father had made for him in order to escape from Crete.

  


  
    [273] Whirlpool: the water of Phlegethon cascading into the pool below.

  


  
    [274] Naked sinners: panderers, coming counterclockwise towards the Poets, and seducers, proceeding clockwise with them.

  


  
    [275] The Jubilee: the first year of Jubilee proclaimed by Boniface VIII in a papal bull of February 22, 1300, granting a plenary indulgence to pilgrims visiting the basilicas of San Pietro and San Paolo fuori le Mura within a period of fifteen days and confessing their sins.

  


  
    [276] Some two hundred thousand pilgrims visiting Rome crossed the Ponte Sant’Angelo, a bridge (v. 29) over the Tiber. As they went towards the Basilica, they faced a Castle (v. 31) named Castel Sant’Angelo, which was the Mausoleum of Hadrian. As they returned, they faced Monte Giordano, the Mount on the other side.

  


  
    [277] Venedico Caccianemico: dell’ Orso, of Bologna (ca. 1228–1303), Guelph podestà on different occasions of Pistoia, Modena, Imola, and Milan. He pandered his own sister, Ghisolabell(a) (v. 55), delivering her up to the Marquis Obizzo II d’Este (v. 56) in order to win his favor.

  


  
    [278] Tart sauces: both a sharp punishment and a ravine named Salse (sauces) outside Bologna where they threw the corpses of criminals, the excommunicated, and suicides.

  


  
    [279] Sipa: archaic dialect for sia, “so be it,” often used for “yes,” in Bologna and her territories, whose eastern and western limits are marked by the Savena and Reno (v. 61), both rivers rising in the Tuscan Apennines and flowing north through Emilia.

  


  
    [280] Ill-born prey: the seducers.

  


  
    [281] A great one: Jason, the subject of vv. 83–96. He led the Argonauts and stole the golden fleece of King Aeetes of Colchis (cf. v. 87) in order to recover the throne of Iolcus from his half-brother, Pelias. En route, he stopped at Lemnos (v. 88) and seduced Hypsipyle (v. 92), daughter of King Thoas, whom she claimed to have slain, deceiving the other women (cf. v. 93), who had killed all the men of the island to avenge themselves for the men’s neglect of them (cf. vv. 89–90). In Colchis, Medea (v. 96), daughter of King Aeetes, plied magic to help Jason slay the dragon that guarded the golden fleece and to yoke two fire-breathing oxen to sow the dragon’s teeth in fulfillment of her father’s conditions for handing over the fleece. Jason married Medea, but then deserted her for Creusa, daughter of King Creon of Corinth. Medea poisoned Creusa and murdered her own two children in revenge.

  


  
    [282] Moaning bands: of flatterers punished in the second ditch.

  


  
    [283] Alessio Interminei: of a prominent White Guelph family of Lucca. Little is known of him except that he died sometime after 1295.

  


  
    [284] Thais: a courtesan in Terence’s drama Eunuchus. In the play, Thraso, her lover, asks Gnatho, the intermediary through whom he had sent Thais a slave, if the gift had pleased her, and Gnatho makes the reply. Dante mistakenly puts the response into the mouth of Thais herself, with Cicero’s De amicitia as his source.

  


  
    [285] Simon Magus: a Samarian magician converted by Philip in the Acts of the Apostles. He attempted to buy the power of conferring the Holy Spirit and was reproached by St. Peter. Sad retinue: the “simonists” or “simoniacs,” who buy or sell the things of God (v. 2), such as ecclesiastical pardons, offices, or emoluments. They are punished in the third trench (v. 6).

  


  
    [286] San Giovanni: the Baptistery of Florence, of St. John the Baptist, the city’s patron saint, where Dante was baptized. It was probably surrounded by holes in which the priests stood to baptize.

  


  
    [287] Vv. 49–51 refer to a punishment for assassins by which the criminal was stuck headfirst in a hole that was then filled with dirt so that he would choke to death. Dante kneels down with his ear close to the ground like a priest hearing the last confession of the condemned.

  


  
    [288] Boniface: Boniface VIII (1235–1303), pope from 1294 until his death, accused of being elected by fraud, using his sacred office to enrich himself, widely practicing nepotism, and contributing to the destruction of the Florentine White Guelphs (which led to Dante’s exile).

  


  
    [289] In vv. 56–57, taking on the sly refers to Boniface’s allegedly fraudulent election; the lovely Maid is the Church, the Bride of Christ and of his vicar, the pope; and the disgrace is the prostitution of the Church through simony, like a husband giving his wife to the highest bidder.

  


  
    [290] Offspring of the bear: Nicholas III, pope from 1277 to 1280, and member of the Orsini family, referred to because of their family name and coat of arms as “sons of the she-bear.” He advanced the cubs (v. 71) through nepotism.

  


  
    [291] Vv. 82–84 allude to Clement V, pope (after the brief rule of Benedict XI) from 1305 to 1314, a simoniac and puppet of Philip the Fair, condemned for his transfer of the papacy to Avignon in 1309 and his treachery to Henry VII in 1312.

  


  
    [292] In vv. 85–87, as Jason bought the high priesthood from King Antiochus IV Epiphanes for 360 talents of silver, so Clement V promised Philip the Fair all the tithes of his realm in exchange for the latter’s support in his election to the papacy.

  


  
    [293] Mathias was chosen by lot to replace Judas Iscariot (the guilty soul).

  


  
    [294] Nicholas III allegedly received funds from the Eastern Emperor Michael Palaeologus to foment a rebellion known as the Sicilian Vespers, led by Giovanni da Procida against Charles d’Anjou, who had refused to marry Nicholas’ niece.

  


  
    [295] The Evangelist: St. John. Dante conflates the harlot and the beast of the Book of Revelation into a single symbol of the corrupt medieval Church, which whores with the civil power. She was born with seven heads (sacraments, gifts of the Holy Spirit, or virtues) and is protected by ten horns (commandments) a long as her husband, the pope, loves virtue.

  


  
    [296] Vv. 115–117 refer to the “Donation of Constantine.” Before moving his court to Byzantium, the Emperor Constantine the Great (306–337) (v. 115) supposedly donated his temporal power in the West to Pope Sylvester I (cf. v. 117) for having been cured by him of leprosy.

  


  
    [297] Those described in this tercet had committed the sin of divination.

  


  
    [298] Amphiaraus: brother-in-law of Adrastus, king of Argos, who led the Seven against Thebes. As a soothsayer, he foresaw that none but Adrastus would return alive. It had been agreed that his wife, Eriphyle, should decide any disagreement between Adrastus and him. Bribed by Polynices with a necklace of Harmonia, she opted for the expedition, only to be slain by Alcmaeon, her son by Amphiaraus, for her betrayal. As Amphiaraus was fleeing the enemy, a thunderbolt hurled by Jupiter cleft the ground. He fell in and was swallowed up (cf. v. 35).

  


  
    [299] Tiresias: a Theban soothsayer changed into a woman when he uncoupled two snakes with his staff and back into a man seven years later the same way (cf. vv. 40–45). Jupiter and Juno asked him which sex felt more pleasure in love, since he had known both. He agreed with the former that women did. The irate Juno blinded him, but Jupiter gave him with the gift of prophecy.

  


  
    [300] Aruns: Etruscan diviner who foretold the civil war between Pompey and Caesar and its outcome. Luni (v. 47): an ancient Etruscan port near the mouth of the Magra between Liguria and Etruria, already in ruins in Dante’s time. The Carrarese (v. 48): inhabitants of Carrara, in Tuscany, known for its white marble quarries (cf. v. 49).

  


  
    [301] Manto: Theban prophetess, daughter of Tiresias. She fled Thebes after her father’s death (cf. v. 58) to escape the tyranny of Creon (cf. v. 59) and went to settle in Italy, where Mantua, Virgil’s birthplace, was to be founded (cf. v. 56). In the Aeneid, however, Virgil has Ocnus, the son of an Etruscan Manto by Tuscus, the god of the Tiber, found Mantua in her honor.

  


  
    [302] Bacchus’ city: Thebes.

  


  
    [303] Benaco (v. 62): Lake Garda in eastern Lombardy. The alps (v. 62): the Venostian Alps. Tirol: not the whole region in southwestern Austria and northern Italy, but a twelfth-century castle named “Tiralli” built by the counts of Venosta on the Adige River near Merano.

  


  
    [304] Pennine (v. 64) (two syllables): an Alpine region between Garda, a city on the eastern shore of the lake, fifteen miles northwest of Verona, and Val Camonica, a valley to the west of the city.

  


  
    [305] Vv. 67–69 probably refer to Lechi Island in Lake Garda, where the three dioceses of Trent, Brescia, and Verona meet. Their bishops held the Church of Santa Margherita in common.

  


  
    [306] Vv. 70–72 describe the town and fortress of Peschiera, maintained by the Scaligeri, lords of Verona, and located at the southeast shore of Lake Garda, twenty miles southeast of Brescia and fifty miles southeast of Bergamo.

  


  
    [307] Mincio: a river flowing out of Lake Garda at Peschiera, damning into a lake north of Mantua, and entering the Po at Governol(o) (cf. v. 78), twelve miles to the south of Mantua.

  


  
    [308] Pinamonte de’ Buonaccorsi (cf. v. 95) advised Count Alberto da Casalodi to exile many nobles, including his own supporters, from Mantua to relieve popular hostility towards the ruling family. Backed by the populace, Pinamonte then overthrew the defenseless Casalodi in 1272.

  


  
    [309] In vv. 106–114, Calchas (v. 110), the son of Thestor, was a soothsayer who advised Agamemnon to sacrifice Iphigenia to appease Diana when sailing to Troy from Aulis (v. 110). Eurypalus (v. 112) reported the oracle of Apollo that the return from Troy must also be accompanied by sacrifice. Dante seems to have conflated the two incidents.

  


  
    [310] My lofty tragedy: the Aeneid.

  


  
    [311] Michael Scot: court astrologer (ca. 1175–ca. 1235) to Frederick II at Palermo and translator of astronomical, philosophical, and scientific works from Arabic into Latin.

  


  
    [312] Guy (Guido) Bonatti: an astrologer from Forlì who served Guido da Montefeltro, Emperor Frederick II, Ezzelino III da Romano, and Guido Novello da Polenta. Asdente: Maestro Benvenuto, the “Toothless,” a cobbler from Parma (hence vv. 119–120), known in the second half of the thirteenth century as a prophet and augur.

  


  
    [313] According to Italian folklore, for killing his brother, Abel, Cain (v. 124) was thought to have been sent with a bundle of thorns to the moon, which is now setting in the West beneath Seville (v. 125), on the borderline of the hemisphere of land and that of water (cf. v. 126). The sun is therefore rising in the East, and it is about 6:00 a.m. on Holy Saturday.

  


  
    [314] From bridge to bridge: from the fourth to the fifth bridge.

  


  
    [315] Another fissured ring: the fourth ditch, where barrators are punished.

  


  
    [316] Malebranche: a collective name meaning “Evil Claws” for the overseers of the fifth ditch.

  


  
    [317] Elders: ten municipal officers in Lucca holding office for two months, corresponding to the Florentine priors. The elder mentioned here may have been Martino Bottaio, who died the very day Virgil and Dante arrive at the fifth ditch. St. Zita: a servant who earned such trust from the master of the family she served for fifty years that he entrusted his whole household to her, allowing her to distribute alms to the needy out of his surplus. She died ca. 1275 and was canonized by Nicholas III. She is the patron saint of Lucca, where she is buried.

  


  
    [318] Bonturo (Dati): head of the popular party in Lucca in the early 1300’s. His being excepted is meant ironically, since he appears to have been the worst offender in this sin.

  


  
    [319] The Holy Face: an ancient Byzantine crucifix carved out of dark wood, preserved in the cathedral of San Martino in Lucca. The sinner may have provoked the jibe by emerging to float on his back on the pitch with his arms outstretched in the shape of a cross, as if swimming in the Serchio (v. 49), a river near Lucca. But other interpretations of v. 48 have been proposed.

  


  
    [320] The sixth embankment: dividing the fifth from the sixth ditch.

  


  
    [321] Malacoda: a name meaning “Evil Tail.”

  


  
    [322] Vv. 94–96 give Dante’s personal recollection of the siege made in 1289 by the allied Guelph forces of Florence, Lucca, and Siena against Caprona, a castle on the Arno near Pisa. The surrendering Pisan soldiers passed through the enemy ranks under truce.

  


  
    [323] Scarmiglione: perhaps “Tousler” or “Ruffler.”

  


  
    [324] Vv. 112–114 refer to the crucifixion of Christ, who died at noon (on Good Friday, 34 AD), according to the Poet’s interpretation of Luke’s Gospel. It is therefore 7:00 a.m. on Holy Saturday, 1300.

  


  
    [325] Some of the names in vv. 118–123 have more or less obvious translations. Alichino: One Who Bends the Wing, or perhaps the French Arlequin, leader of the wild hunt; Calcabrina: He Who Walks On Brine; Cagnazzo: Mean Dog; Babbariccia: Curly Beard; Libicocco: Hot Air (a cross between libeccio and scirocco); Draghinazzo: Big Dragon; Ciriatto: Pig; Graffiacane: Dog Scratcher; Rubicante: Rubicund; Farfarello: Evil Spirit. Some of these may be distortions of the names of contemporary Florentine magistrates.

  


  
    [326] Aretines: Dante is probably referring to the battle of Campaldino on June 11, 1289, where the Guelphs of Florence defeated the Ghibellines of Arezzo.

  


  
    [327] A bugle so bizarre: refers to the closing line of the previous canto.

  


  
    [328] The early commentators identify this sinner as Ciampolo, but add no information beyond that given here.

  


  
    [329] Good King Thibault: Thibault II, count of Champagne, son-in-law of Louis IX of France, and king of Navarre (1253–1270), known for his justice and clemency.

  


  
    [330] Enfork: may mean putting his wings around him without actually touching him.

  


  
    [331] That place: Sardinia.

  


  
    [332] Fra Gomita: a Sardinian friar, chancellor of Nino Visconti, who was the governor of Pisa  and judge of Gallura (v. 82) (a judicial district of the Pisa-owned Sardinia) in the last quarter of the thirteenth century. The judge ignored complaints of graft against Fra Gomita but finally hanged him for releasing prisoners for a bribe.

  


  
    [333] Michele Zanche: di Logodoro (another judicial district of Sardinia). Earlier accounts that he was the vicar of King Enzio in Sardinia and married the king’s mother upon the king’s death have been discredited. He was probably mixed up in political intrigues and assassinated by his son-in-law, Branca d’Oria, in 1275.

  


  
    [334] He … who’d been the most unripe to yield: Cagnazzo.

  


  
    [335] That demon guide: Barbariccia.

  


  
    [336] The blunder’s cause: Alichino.

  


  
    [337] He: the grafter.

  


  
    [338] He: Calcabrina.

  


  
    [339] This fable, attributed to Aesop, concerns a mouse who asks a frog’s help in crossing a stream. The frog ties the mouse to his leg by a string, starts to swim, then dives midstream to drown the mouse. While they are struggling, a kite swoops down, snatches the frog, and frees the mouse.

  


  
    [340] Another trench: the sixth ditch, separated from the fifth by the right bank of v. 31.

  


  
    [341] Painted folk: the hypocrites, wearing gilded leaden mantles (cf. v. 64).

  


  
    [342] Cluny: a town in east central France, twelve miles northwest of Mâcon. Its Benedictine abbey (910–1790) was the parent house of the Cluniac order.

  


  
    [343] Frederick: Emperor Frederick II, who punished treason by putting criminals in a leaden covering into a cauldron of boiling water, so that the lead melted on the man, taking off his skin.

  


  
    [344] Crowd: literally, “college,” as in an ecclesiastical assembly.

  


  
    [345] The great city: Florence, on the Arno river (v. 95).

  


  
    [346] Jolly Friars: members of the Knights of the Blessed Virgin Mary, founded at Bologna in 1261 to pacify warring political factions, reconcile estranged family members, and protect the weak. Their nickname derives from the laxity of their rule. Catalano (v. 104): de Malavolti (ca. 1210–1285), Guelph podestà of various cities of Emilia and Lombardy, commander of a Bolognese infantry division, and cofounder of the Jolly Friars. Loderingo (v. 104): degli Andalò (ca. 1210–1293), Ghibelline podestà in several Emilian and Tuscan cities, cofounder of the Jolly Friars. These two were jointly established in the office of podestà in Florence in 1266 by Pope Clement IV, ostensibly to reconcile Guelph and Ghibelline factions but in reality to rid the city of the latter, which occurred during their tenure.

  


  
    [347] Gardingo: an area of Florence around the Palazzo Vecchio, where Ghibelline leaders (the Uberti) had their houses destroyed during the tenure of Catalano and Loderingo.

  


  
    [348] The spirit: Caiaphas, the Jewish high priest under whose reign Jesus was condemned to death.

  


  
    [349] His wife’s father: Annas, Caiaphas’ father-in-law, who delivered Jesus to him.

  


  
    [350] Sanhedrin: the ruling council of the Jews in Roman-occupied Palestine.

  


  
    [351] A seed of evil for the Jews: the condemnation of Christ was, in Dante’s view, divinely avenged by the destruction of Jerusalem and the dispersal of the Jews.

  


  
    [352] On the right: the bank that divides the sixth from the seventh ditch.

  


  
    [353] At Bologna: in the schools of theology.

  


  
    [354] In vv. 1–6, his mane (v. 2) is the sun’s rays, and since the sun in Aquarius (January 21 to February 21) is nearing the equator to the north, the night is moving towards the south (v. 3).  The hoarfrost’s sister (v. 5) is the snow, and the frost will soon melt (v. 6).

  


  
    [355] The slope upon the dike: the inclined face of the bank between the sixth and seventh ditches.

  


  
    [356] The shore: the bank on either side of the ditch.

  


  
    [357] That crew: of hypocrites.

  


  
    [358] A longer stair: either the shaggy legs of Lucifer at the end of the Inferno, or from the pit of Hell to the earth’s surface, or up the Mount of Purgatory.

  


  
    [359] One ditch on: the seventh.

  


  
    [360] That next belt: the next circular embankment. The wall: the side of the embankment.

  


  
    [361] Lybia: North Africa, excepting Egypt, thought of as an abode of snakes born from drops of Medusa’s blood. Vv. 86–87 mention various species of snakes.

  


  
    [362] Ethiopia (v. 89): the territory west of the Red Sea south from Egypt to Zanzibar. The lands within the Red Sea’s view: the Arabian desert.

  


  
    [363] People: the thieves punished in this ditch.

  


  
    [364] Witching stone: the heliotrope, a stone that supposedly made the wearer invisible.

  


  
    [365] The phoenix: a mythical Arabian bird cremated every 500 years on a pyre of incense only to rise again from its ashes.

  


  
    [366] Vanni Fucci: illegitimate son (mule) of Fuccio de’ Lazzari of Pistoia. He was a violent partisan of the Black Guelphs (cf. 128) and apparently nicknamed beast.

  


  
    [367] In 1293 Vanni Fucci, with some accomplices, robbed the treasury of the church of San Zeno at Pistoia, for which Rampino Foresi was unjustly accused and almost executed. Although sentenced in 1295 for murder and brigandage, Fucci eluded punishment until his death in 1300.

  


  
    [368] The Blacks were expelled from Pistoia in May, 1301. But on All Saints Day of that year, Charles de Valois entered Florence and facilitated the return there of the Black Guelph Corso Donati and his adherents, who gained control and exiled the Whites, Dante included, in 1302.

  


  
    [369] The basics of vv. 145–150 are perhaps to be interpreted thus: Mars, the god of war, will bring forth the Black Guelph Moroello Malaspina (vapor) from Val di Magra in Lunigiana. Although surrounded by the Pistoians (clouds) on Camp(o) Piceno, the plain of Pistoia, he will break through their ranks (cleave the mist). These things happened in 1302.

  


  
    [370] The figs: an obscene sign made by pushing the thumb through the first two fingers of a fist.

  


  
    [371] Your seed: the city founders, supposedly survivors of Cataline’s men after his defeat in 62 BC.

  


  
    [372] He who fell from Thebes’ high wall: Capaneus in the seventh circle, third ring.

  


  
    [373] Maremma: a snake-infested, malarious swamp along the coast of Tuscany.

  


  
    [374] Cacus: son of Vulcan and Medusa. He stole some of Geryon’s cattle guarded by Hercules, dragging them backwards to his Aventine cave (cf. v. 26) to deceive pursuers (cf. v. 29), but was discovered nevertheless and killed by Hercules (cf. vv. 31–33).

  


  
    [375] Brothers: the centaur guardians of the seventh circle, first ring.

  


  
    [376] Three more spirits: Agnello (cf. v. 68), Buoso (cf. v. 140), and Puccio (cf. v. 148).

  


  
    [377] Cianfa: de’ Donati (d. ca. 1289), cattle thief and shop burglar.

  


  
    [378] A serpent: Cianfa, transformed into a snake. Vv. 49–78 describe the first metamorphosis of Cianfa the snake and Agnello the man. The second metamorphosis of Buoso the man and Guercio the snake occurs in vv. 85–135. In both cases, I use masculine pronouns and possessive adjectives for the man and neuter ones for the snake.

  


  
    [379] Agnello: de’ Brunelleschi (a Florentine Ghibelline family), first a White then a Black Guelph, with a history of theft from childhood.

  


  
    [380] The twain: Buoso and Puccio.

  


  
    [381] A blazing little serpent: Francesco Guercio de’ Cavalcanti (cf. v. 151).

  


  
    [382] Nasidius and sad Sabellus: Roman soldiers under Cato. They were bitten by venomous snakes in Libya, which caused the flesh of the former to rot and that of the latter to swell and burst.

  


  
    [383] Cadmus: king of Phoenicia and founder of Thebes. He was changed into a serpent for having slain a dragon sacred to Mars. Arethusa: a wood nymph from Elis, whom the river god Alpheus pursued until Diana changed her into a fountain.

  


  
    [384] The third: Puccio Sciancato (cf. v. 148). Buoso: Buoso degli Abati or Buoso Donati.

  


  
    [385] The seventh ballast: a ship’s shifting cargo resembles the seventh ditch’s transformations.

  


  
    [386] Puccio Sciancato: Puccio de’ Galigai, the “lame,” who supposedly committed theft openly, not stealthily, and is therefore not changed into a serpent.

  


  
    [387] The other one: Francesco “Guercio” de’ Cavalcanti (the little snake of v. 83), murdered by the citizens of Gaville (three syllables) in the Upper Val d’Arno. The Cavalcanti took ruthless vengeance on the city.

  


  
    [388] Prato: probably Cardinal Nicolò da Prato, who placed Florence under an interdict and excommunicated its citizens after failing to reconcile its rival factions in 1304. Several disasters struck the city shortly thereafter.

  


  
    [389] The season is the summer solstice; the time of day is dusk.

  


  
    [390] The eighth abyss: where false counselors are punished.

  


  
    [391] This line refers to Elisha, who saw Elijah (v. 35) ascend to Heaven in a fiery chariot.

  


  
    [392] Eteocles … with his brother: Eteocles and Polynices slew each other in combat for the crown of their father, Oedipus, whom they had dethroned. When they were cremated on the same pyre, the flame split in two.

  


  
    [393] Ulysses: of Ithaca, son of Laertes, father of Telemachus by Penelope, and hero of Homer’s Odyssey. Diomedes: son of Tydeus and Deipyle, king of Argos, and accomplice of Ulysses.

  


  
    [394] The horse’s ambush: the wooden horse, a pretended atonement for the theft of the Palladium (cf. v. 63). Armed Greeks hid in it and thus gained entrance to Troy, later opening the gates to their armies. As a result Aeneas fled Troy to become the father of Rome (cf. v. 60).

  


  
    [395] Thetis left her son, Achilles, disguised as a woman, with Deidamia, daughter of Lycomedes, king of Sparta, to save him from the Trojan War. When Ulysses and Diomedes persuaded Achilles to sail to Troy with them after discovering his identity, Deidamia died of grief.

  


  
    [396] The Palladium: the fabled statue of Pallas Athena, given by Jupiter to Ilus, the founder of Troy. It assured the safety of the city as long as it remained within its walls.

  


  
    [397] The greater horn: Ulysses.

  


  
    [398] Circe: a sorceress, daughter of Helios and Perse, and sister of Aeetes. She lived on the island of Aeaea on the north side of the Gulf of Gaeta (v. 92). When Ulysses landed there, she changed his men into swine, but he resisted by virtue of an herb named moly given him by Mercury.

  


  
    [399] Aeneas named Gaeta (ancient Caieta), a town northwest of Naples on the Tyrrhenian coast, for his nurse, Caieta.

  


  
    [400] Penelope: Ulysses’ wife, who waited twenty years for his return from the Trojan War. She stalled her suitors by promising to choose one when her weaving was done, but unraveled by night what she had woven by day.

  


  
    [401] The one and other strand: of Europe and Africa on the Mediterranean.

  


  
    [402] That narrow outlet: the Strait of Gibraltar, bounded by the Pillars of Hercules (cf. v. 108), namely the promontory of Abyla in North Africa and that of Calpe in Spain.

  


  
    [403] Seville: a city in southwestern Spain on the Guadalquivir River.

  


  
    [404] Ceuta: a city in Morocco, across from Gibraltar.

  


  
    [405] That is, they sailed towards the west.

  


  
    [406] That is, sailing now towards the southwest.

  


  
    [407] In vv. 127–129, they have crossed the equator. The other pole (v. 127) is the Antarctic, which is now visible with its stars. The North Star has sunk below sea level.

  


  
    [408] That is, they had journeyed for five months.

  


  
    [409] The mountain referred to in vv. 133–135 is the Mount of Purgatory.

  


  
    [410] Another: God.

  


  
    [411] The bull of Sicily: in the sixth century BC, Phalaris, a tyrant of Agrigentum in Sicily, enclosed his victims in a brass bull, roasting them alive, so that their screams imitated the bellowing of a bull. It was first tested on Perillus, its maker (cf. vv. 8–9).

  


  
    [412] The unidentified speaker is Guido da Montefeltro, the “Fox,” (ca. 1220–1298), Ghibelline leader, military commander, and, late in life, a Franciscan. The year he died, he advised Pope Boniface VIII on how to raze the stronghold of Palestrina held by the Colonna family, for which he is placed among the false counselors.

  


  
    [413] Romagnoles: inhabitants of Romagna, a historical region of north-central Italy, now part of Emilia-Romagna.

  


  
    [414] The ridge: the Apennines, between which and Urbino lies Montefeltro.

  


  
    [415] There had been twenty-five years of war in Romagna prior to 1300.

  


  
    [416] Polenta’s eagle (v. 41): an eagle graced the arms of the Polenta family, lords from 1270 to 1441 of Ravenna (v. 40), a city in northeastern Italy, six miles inland from the Adriatic, under whose dominion was Cervia, a town on the Adriatic, fourteen miles southeast of Ravenna.

  


  
    [417] The land referred to in v. 43 is Forlì, a central town of Romagna. Under the leadership of Guido da Montefeltro, it overcame a year-long siege by the French and Italian forces, led by Jean d’Eppes, of Pope Martin IV. It was presently ruled by the Ordelaffi family, the upper half of whose coat of arms bore a green lion on a gold field.

  


  
    [418] The old mastiff is Malatesta da Verruchio (d. 1312), who defeated the Ghibelline forces of Montagna de’ Parcitati at Rimini in 1295 and entrusted him as prisoner to his son; the new mastiff is Malatestino, lord of Rimini from 1312 to 1317, who put Montagna to death.

  


  
    [419] Maghinardo Pagani da Susinana, whose arms had a blue lion on a white field (cf. v. 50), was in 1290 lord of Faenza, on the Lamone River (v. 49), nineteen miles southwest of Ravenna, and in 1296 of Imola, on the Santerno River (v. 49), twenty-one miles southeast of Bologna. Although Ghibelline, he acted as a Guelph towards Florence, which cared for him on his father’s death.

  


  
    [420] Cesena, on the River Savio (two syllables) (v. 52) between Forlì and Rimini, was a free commune juridically but nevertheless dominated by Galasso da Montefeltro from 1296 to 1300.

  


  
    [421] That High Priest: a sarcastic reference to Pope Boniface VIII.

  


  
    [422] The prince of the new Pharisees: Boniface VIII. He warred with the Colonna family, who disputed the legitimacy of the abdication of Celestine V and therefore of the papacy of Boniface VIII. Their stronghold was in Palestrina (v. 102), twenty miles southeast of Rome, and thus near the Lateran (v. 86), the papal residence.

  


  
    [423] Acre (v. 89): a city and seaport of Israel eighty miles northwest of Jerusalem. The Saracens took it from the Christians in 1291, whereupon Pope Nicholas IV forbade all commerce with Egypt under pain of excommunication, leaving the Jews (cf. v. 87) to trade in the Sultan’s land.

  


  
    [424] My cord: the garb of the Franciscan order.

  


  
    [425] According to legend, the Emperor Constantine (v. 94) was afflicted with leprosy for having persecuted the Church. St. Peter and St. Paul appeared to him in a dream, instructing him to seek out Pope Sylvester I (314–335) at his refuge on Mount Soracte (v. 94). He did so, was baptized, and was immediately cured. In gratitude, he brought Rome to Christianity and bestowed the city on Sylvester I along with temporal power in the West.

  


  
    [426] In 1298 the Colonna family surrendered to papal forces on a promise (cf. v. 110) of complete amnesty, but Boniface VIII then razed Palestrina.

  


  
    [427] The keys: the power of binding and loosing given up by his predecessor (v. 105), Celestine V.

  


  
    [428] Guido died in September of 1298, the very month Boniface VIII made his long promise and short payment. St. Francis: the founder of the Franciscan order, to which Guido belonged.

  


  
    [429] Cherubim: thought to be the second order of angels.

  


  
    [430] Words unbound: prose, which is “unbound” or free of rhyme.

  


  
    [431] Apulia (three syllables): the southern extremity of Italy.

  


  
    [432] Trojan men: the Romans descended from Aeneas. The reference is to the wars with the Tarentines (280–274 BC) and Samnites (343–290 BC).

  


  
    [433] Livy: the Roman historian (59 BC–17 AD). At the battle of Cannae (216 BC) in the Second Punic War, Hannibal sent a peck of gold rings taken from the bodies of fallen Roman soldiers to the senate house at Carthage as proof of his victory.

  


  
    [434] Robert Guiscard (in French): Norman adventurer (1015–1085), duke of Apulia and Calabria, fought the Greeks and Saracens in southern Italy and Sicily.

  


  
    [435] Ceperan’: Ceprano, a town in southeast Latium, where the Apulians betrayed Manfred, natural son of Frederick II, by allowing free passage to the troops of Charles d’Anjou into Naples just before the battle of Benevento, February 26, 1266, where Manfred was killed.

  


  
    [436] Alardo (Érard de Valéry) (ca. 1200–1277) advised Charles d’Anjou to keep reserve troops to rout the forces of Conradin, nephew of Manfred, at Tagliacozzo (v. 17) in central Italy in 1268.

  


  
    [437] The ninth abyss: where sowers of discord are punished.

  


  
    [438] Mohammed: founder of the Mohammedan religion (ca. 570–632). In Dante’s day he was thought to be a Christian schismatic and possibly a frustrated cardinal aspiring to the papacy.

  


  
    [439] Ali (ca. 600–661): Mohammed’s nephew and husband of his daughter, Fatima. His contested caliphate split Islam into Sunnite and Shiite sects in 656.

  


  
    [440] Fra Dolcino: Dolcino Tornielli da Novara (d. 1307), second leader of the Apostolic Brethren. He was accused of teaching a community of goods and women, for which Clement V proclaimed a crusade against them. He was finally burned at the stake in Novara with his alleged mistress, Margaret of Trent, after being forced by starvation to surrender with his followers at the stronghold of Zebello, between Vercelli and Novara (cf. vv. 59–60).

  


  
    [441] Another: Piero da Medicina (cf. v. 73), described as a sower of discord between the Polenta family of Ravenna and the Malatesta family of Rimini, and other lords of Romagna.

  


  
    [442] On Latin soil: in Italy.

  


  
    [443] Vercelli, a town northeast of Turin, and Marcabò, a castle near Ravenna, mark the northwestern and southeastern limits of the Po Valley.

  


  
    [444] Angiolell(o) da Carignagno and Guido del Cassero, Fanese nobles, were ambushed and drowned at Focara ca. 1312 by Malatestino, who, in order to seize the lordship of Fano had invited them to a parley at La Cattolica (v. 80) on the Adriatic, between Rimini and Pesaro.

  


  
    [445] Cyprus and Majorca: the eastern and western limits of the Mediterranean.

  


  
    [446] Neptune: god of the sea.

  


  
    [447] Argive sailors: inhabitants of Argos, famed as sea robbers, and by extension all Greeks, with a possible reference to the Argonauts.

  


  
    [448] The traitor: Malatestino, who had only one eye.

  


  
    [449] Its sight: that of Rimini (as in v. 92 as well), near which the Rubicon River drains into the Adriatic. The one who wishes he had never seen it is Gaius Curio (cf. vv. 96–102).

  


  
    [450] Focara: a promontory between La Cattolica and Fano on the Adriatic feared for its treacherous winds. They need not pray for safety because they will already have been drowned.

  


  
    [451] Gaius Scribonius Curio the Younger (d. 49 BC), a Roman tribune whom Caesar bribed to leave the Pompeian party. According to Lucan, when Caesar doubted about crossing the Rubicon to precipitate a civil war, Curio persuaded him to do so (cf. v. 97).

  


  
    [452] Mosca: de’ Lamberti, a fanatical Ghibelline, who counseled the murder of the Guelph Buondelmonte de’ Buondelmonti in 1215 for having broken an engagement to the daughter of Lambertuccio degli Amidei and married one of the Donati. This murder started the long feud.

  


  
    [453] The Lamberti family was expelled from Florence in 1258 and exiled as enemies of the people in 1268 and again in 1280.

  


  
    [454] Bertran de Born (pronounce as in French): lord of Hautefort (ca. 1140–ca. 1215), soldier, famous troubadour, and finally a Cistercian monk, who allegedly stirred Prince Henry (1155–1183) (cf. v. 135) to rebel against his father, Henry II of England (cf. v. 136).

  


  
    [455] In the Bible, Ahithophel bade Absalom rebel against his father, King David.

  


  
    [456] The counterpoise (contrapasso): the law of retribution that determines with varying degrees of rigor the punishments in Hell.

  


  
    [457] The sun is therefore over their heads, and it is between noon and 1:00 p.m. Twenty-four hours are allotted for the journey through Hell (cf. v. 11). Thus, about four to six hours remain.

  


  
    [458] Geri del Bello: degli Alighieri, grandson of Alighiero I and first cousin to Alighiero II, Dante’s father. Reputedly a troublesome man, he was murdered by Brodaio de’ Sacchetti and later avenged by his nephews. The Alighieri and Sacchetti families made peace in 1342.

  


  
    [459] The reference is to Bertran de Born, lord of Hautefort, near Périgueux, in Dordogne.

  


  
    [460] The other vale: the tenth ditch, where falsifiers of metals (alchemists) are punished by paralysis and leprosy, of persons (impersonators) by delirium and madness, of coins (counterfeiters) by dropsy and thirst, and of words (liars) by raging fever.

  


  
    [461] Maremma (v. 46): a coastal swamp in eastern Tuscany. Valdichiana: the valley of the Chiana, in western Tuscany, from Chiusi to Arezzo. Sardegna: the island of Sardinia. All three were thought to be infested with malaria.

  


  
    [462] Dante alludes here to the myth of Aegina (v. 59), Asopus’ daughter, ravished by Jupiter on the island of Oenone, which her son, Aeacus, renamed for her. Jealous Juno decimated its population with a pestilence, but Jupiter repopulated it by changing ants into men, thus called “Myrmidons” (Greek myrmêx = ant).

  


  
    [463]  Griffolino, an alchemist of Arezzo (v. 109), promised to teach Alber(o) da Siena (cf. v. 110) the art of Daedalus (v. 116), i.e., how to fly. Disappointed, Albero denounced him as a magician and had him burned at the stake by the bishop of Siena, reputedly his father (cf. v. 117).

  


  
    [464] Vv. 125–132 name four members of the Sienese Brigata Spendereccia, or Spendthrift Brigade (the band of v. 130). The group consisted of twelve wealthy young men of the second half of the thirteenth century, who indulged in extravagance for its own sake and soon reduced themselves to poverty. Stricca (v. 125) and Niccolò (v. 127) de’ Salimbeni da Siena were probably brothers, the former perhaps podestà of Bologna in 1276 and 1286. It is not known exactly what use the latter made of the clove, an exotic spice (cf. v. 128). Caccia di Asciano (v. 131), the son of Messer Trovato di Asciano, squandered his vineyard and all his lands (cf. v. 131). The Abbagliato (v. 132) was either Folgore da San Gemignano, the poet of the band, who penned a series of sonnets celebrating the pleasures of each month of the year, or Bartolommeo de’ Folcacchieri, who held high offices in Siena and other cities from 1277 to 1300. It is uncertain how the latter may have demonstrated his wit (cf. v. 132).

  


  
    [465] Capocchio (three syllables): an alchemist, counterfeiter of metals (cf. v. 137), and mimic (cf. v. 139), burned at the stake in Siena in 1293. He and Dante were acquaintances in their student years.

  


  
    [466] Semele (three syllables): daughter of Cadmus and Harmonia, and mother by Jupiter of Dionysus, the patron of Thebes. Juno had her ask to see Jupiter as the God of Thunder, and his lightning destroyed her.

  


  
    [467] Athamus: son of Aeolus and king of Thessaly, who married Nephele on Juno’s orders but later wed Ino, Semele’s sister and Dionysus’ nurse. Juno struck him with madness for his infidelity, or as further vengeance on Semele. He thus mistook his wife and sons for a lioness and cubs (cf. vv. 7–8), killing Learchus (cf. vv. 9–11), at which Ino drowned herself and Melicertes (cf. v. 12).

  


  
    [468] V. 14 may refer to the Trojan king Laomedon’s refusal to pay Neptune and Apollo for their service and to Paris’ abduction of Helen of Troy.

  


  
    [469] Hecuba: King Priam’s widow, captured with her daughter, Polixena (v. 17), who was sacrificed on the tomb of Achilles, to whom she had been promised. When the body of Hecuba’s son, Polydorus (v. 19), murdered by Polymnestor, washed up on the shore, she went insane with grief, changed into a dog (cf. vv. 19–20), and jumped into the sea.

  


  
    [470] Gianni Schichi: a Florentine mimic, of the Cavalcanti family. When Buos(o) Donati (v. 44) died, his nephew Simone kept the death a secret and had Gianni impersonate Buoso to dictate a will in his favor (cf. vv. 44–45). Gianni also left a large sum of money and a fine mule, the “Lady of the Herd,” to himself (cf. v. 43).

  


  
    [471] Myrrha: daughter of Cinyras, king of Cyprus. Out of an incestuous passion she disguised herself as her mother (cf. v. 41) and slept with her father (cf. v. 39). On discovering the impersonation, the King attempted to kill her, but she escaped to Arabia, where the gods transformed her into a myrrh tree. She gave birth to Adonis.

  


  
    [472] Master Adam: counterfeited the standard twenty-four carat gold florin of Florence, which bore the image of her patron, John the Baptist, with a twenty-one carat coin (cf. v. 90), for the Conti Guidi of Romena (v. 73), for which he was burned at the stake in 1281 (cf. v. 75).

  


  
    [473] Casentino: part of the upper valley of the Arno and Tuscan Apennines.

  


  
    [474] Guido (v. 76), Alessandro, and their brother, either Aghinolfo or Ildebrandino, were the Conti Guidi of Romena, for whom the counterfeiting in question was done.

  


  
    [475] Branda’s spring: either a fountain of Siena or a lesser known one near the castle of Romena.

  


  
    [476] This verse refers to Potiphar’s wife, who attempted to seduce the Hebrew patriarch Joseph but, when he refused, falsely charged that he had tried to force himself on her.

  


  
    [477] Sinon: the lying Greek who persuaded the Trojans to accept the wooden horse.

  


  
    [478] Narcissus: son of Cephisus. He was a beautiful youth loved by Echo but indifferent to her passion, for which Nemesis caused him to become enamored of his own reflection in a fountain so that he pined away until nothing remained of him but the flower called by his name.

  


  
    [479] Peleus, son of Aeacus and King of the Myrmidons of Phthia in Thessaly, gave his son, Achilles (v. 4), a spear with the power to heal those wounded by it, like Telephus, who was pierced in the Trojan War and then healed when rust from the spear was applied to his wound.

  


  
    [480] Leading the rearguard back from an expedition in Spain, Roland was betrayed at Roncesvalles in the Pyrenees by his stepfather, Ganelon, to the Saracen king Marsile, who slaughtered the French forces. He blew his horn so loudly that Charlemagne (v. 17) heard it eight miles away.

  


  
    [481] The giants may be standing on a ledge within the central pit. Structurally, they are similar to the fallen angels upon the walls of the City of Dis.

  


  
    [482] Montereggioni: a fortified castle built in 1213, eight miles northwest of Siena, with fourteen towers added in the 1260’s to an encircling wall to protect the Sienese from the Florentines.

  


  
    [483] Jove’s thunder still terrifies the giants who attacked Olympus.

  


  
    [484] Mars: the god of war.

  


  
    [485] St. Peter’s cone: a bronze pine cone, about seven and a half feet tall, in front of the old basilica of St. Peter’s in Dante’s day and presently in the gardens of the papal palace.

  


  
    [486] Frisians: inhabitants of Friesland, a province in the Netherlands, noted for their height.

  


  
    [487] Probably not intelligible speech, but an instance of the confusion of tongues (cf. vv. 76–81).

  


  
    [488] Genesis describes Nimrod (v. 77) as a mighty hunter (hence his horn in v. 71), but Orosius and Augustine both depict him as a giant, thus facilitating his connection with the giants of classical mythology who besieged Jupiter. Since he ruled the land of Shinar, patristic and medieval tradition makes him the architect of the Tower of Babel, built in that region.

  


  
    [489] Ephialtes: son of Neptune and Iphimedia, the wife of the giant Aloeus. He attacked Mount Olympus with his brother, Otus. Both were killed in the attack. Trials in v. 95 is pronounced as one syllable.

  


  
    [490] Briareus: son of Uranus and Earth, and one of the giants who stormed Olympus.

  


  
    [491] Antaeus: son of Neptune and Earth, and giant wrestler, invincible as long as he touched the earth. He dwelt in a cave in the Bagradas River Valley (cf. v. 115) and fed on lions that he had caught (cf. v. 118). It was thought that if he had taken part in the war against the gods, the giants would have succeeded (cf. vv. 119–121). Hercules lifted him from the ground and squeezed him to death, a struggle alluded to in v. 132.

  


  
    [492] Five full ells: some reckon this distance at a little more than twenty-four and a half feet.

  


  
    [493] That fateful valley’s pen: the valley of the Bagradas (the modern Medjerda) River in north central Tunisia, the site of Hannibal’s defeat by Scipio (v. 116), thereafter called Africanus, at the battle of Zama in 202 BC (cf. vv. 116–117).

  


  
    [494] Tityus: son of Jupiter and Elara. He was slain by Apollo and Diana and cast down to Tartarus for assaulting Latona. Typhon (Typhoeus): son of Earth and Tartarus. He was a fire-breathing, hundred-headed giant, killed fighting the gods and buried by Jupiter under Mount Aetna.

  


  
    [495] The Garisenda: though taller in Dante’s time, a presently 163-foot Bolognese tower that leans ten feet out of the perpendicular. It was built by Filippo and Oddo de’ Garisendi in 1110. Passing clouds seem to be stationary, whereas, to one standing beneath it, the tower seems to be falling.

  


  
    [496] Amphion: son of Jupiter and Antiope. His music inspired by the Muses (the ladies of v. 10) charmed the stones from Mount Cithaeron to the city walls.

  


  
    [497] A lake: Cocytus, the ninth circle, for traitors to kin, country, guests, and benefactors.

  


  
    [498] The Danube: a river rising in southwestern Germany and emptying into the Black Sea.

  


  
    [499] The Don: a river rising southeast of Tula, Russia, and flowing into the Sea of Azov.

  


  
    [500] Mount Tambernic: probably Mount Tambura in the Apuan Alps in northwestern Tuscany.

  


  
    [501] Pietrapana (four syllables): Pania della Croce, a peak of the Apuan Alps.

  


  
    [502] Albert(o) (v. 56): degli Alberti, count of Mangona, who had castles in the river valley of the Bisenzo, which flows near Prato and enters the Arno ten miles west of Florence. His sons, the Guelph Alessandro and the Ghibelline Napoleone, killed each other in an inheritance dispute.

  


  
    [503] Caïna: the first ring of Cocytus, for traitors to kin. It is named after the first murderer.

  


  
    [504] The one referred to in vv. 61–62a is Mordred, traitorous nephew (or son) of King Arthur. After Arthur’s sword had pierced him, a ray of light passed through him and struck his shadow.

  


  
    [505] Focaccia: Vanni de’ Cancellieri da Pistoia, a White Guelph, who murdered his cousin, Detto di Sinibaldo Cancellieri, a Black, in 1293.

  


  
    [506] Sassol Mascheroni: de’ Toschi, who murdered a relative for the sake of an inheritance. He was rolled in a cask of nails and then beheaded.

  


  
    [507] (Alberto) Camiscion(e) de’ Pazzi: murdered his relative Ubertino, perhaps to gain control of certain fortresses they held in common.

  


  
    [508] Carlin(o): de’ Pazzi, bribed into betraying the White Guelph castle of Piantrevigne in Val d’Arno into the hands of the Blacks during the Florentine and Lucchese siege of Pistoia in 1302.

  


  
    [509] The center: of the earth and of the Ptolemaic universe, towards which all heavy things tend.

  


  
    [510] He: Bocca degli Abati (cf. v. 106), who lopped off the hand of the Guelph standard-bearer at the battle of Montaperti (v. 81). His treachery threw the Guelphs into a panic so that Manfred’s German cavalry was able to defeat them.

  


  
    [511] Antenora: the second ring of the ninth circle, for traitors to country and party, named after the Trojan Antenor, thought to have betrayed his people to the Greeks, contrary to the Iliad.

  


  
    [512] Him of Duera: Buoso da Duera, a Ghibelline leader of Cremona, perhaps bribed (cf. v. 115) to give Charles of Anjou safe passage through Lombardy and into Parma in 1265 on the way to fight Manfred for the kingdom of Naples.

  


  
    [513] Him from Beccheria: Tesauro de’ Beccheria da Pavia, abbot of Vallombrosa and Alexander IV’s legate in Tuscany, beheaded by the Florentines in 1258 for conspiring with the Ghibellines.

  


  
    [514] Gianni (de’) Soldanier(i): a Florentine Ghibelline, who led a mob against the government of Guido Novello, a member of his party, after Manfred’s defeat at the battle of Benevento in 1266.

  


  
    [515] Ganelon: Ganellone, stepfather of Roland and one who betrayed Charlemagne’s rear-guard into the hands of the Saracens at Roncesvalles. Tibbald: Tebaldello de’ Zambrasi (d. 1282), a Ghibelline, who opened the city gates of Faenza (cf. v. 123) on November 13, 1280, to the Guelph Geremei of Bologna in order to avenge a grudge against some of the Ghibelline Lambertazzi residing there after their expulsion from Bologna.

  


  
    [516] Tydeus (v. 130): king of Calydon, one of the Seven against Thebes. He slew Menalippus and before he himself died of a wound the latter had inflicted, seized his head, bit through the skull, and ate part of the brain.

  


  
    [517] Ugolino: della Gherardesca, Conte di Donoratico, originally of a noble Ghibelline family. In 1286, he ceded five castles to the cities of Florence and Lucca to save Pisa from their threats, an action that some considered betrayal (cf. vv. 85–86). By 1288, he and his grandson Nino de’ Visconti were leaders of two rival Guelph parties in Pisa. He conspired with the Ghibelline Ruggieri degli Ubaldini, archbishop of Pisa from 1278–1295 (v. 14), to expel the Visconti but was then betrayed by the prelate and, for his alleged treachery two years earlier, imprisoned with four of his sons and grandsons to die of starvation in 1289.

  


  
    [518] The Mew: a tower where the eagles of the city may have been kept to molt. It was known first as the “Tower of the Gualandi” (cf. v. 32) and later as the “Tower of Hunger” (cf. v. 23).

  


  
    [519] Often: Ugolino was imprisoned in late July and died in early February.

  


  
    [520] A man: Ruggieri.

  


  
    [521] The wolf and whelps: Ugolino and his sons and grandsons.

  


  
    [522] The mountain grounds (v. 29) between Pisa and Lucca refer to the Monte San Giuliano, a long flat mountain.

  


  
    [523] Hounds: the common people whom the Archbishop turned against Ugolino.

  


  
    [524] Gualandi and Sismondi...Lanfranchi too: influential Ghibelline families of Pisa, who joined the movement against Ugolino.

  


  
    [525] My little Anselm: Anselmuccio, grandson of Ugolino; son of the latter’s eldest child, Guelfo; and brother of Nino il Brigata (cf. v. 89).

  


  
    [526] Gaddo: Ugolino’s fourth son.

  


  
    [527] The reference here is to Italy.

  


  
    [528] Neighbors: Florence and Lucca in particular.

  


  
    [529] Capraia and Gorgona: two small islands near the mouth of the Arno (v. 83), northeast of Corsica. They belonged to Pisa at the time.

  


  
    [530] Two above named in my rhymes: Anselmuccio and Gaddo.

  


  
    [531] Uguiccione: fifth and youngest son of Ugolino and brother of Gaddo (v. 68). Brigata: grandson of Ugolino, son of Guelfo, and brother of Anselm (cf. v. 50).

  


  
    [532] Thebes: a city known for its crimes.

  


  
    [533] This marks the transition to Ptolomea (v. 124).

  


  
    [534] Visor: the slotted front piece of the helmet of a suit of armor that allows one to see through when lowered.

  


  
    [535] Cup: the eye socket.

  


  
    [536] It was thought that the heat of the sun caused wind by striking moist vapors. Thus, there should be no wind where it is so cold.

  


  
    [537] The final station: Judecca, where traitors to benefactors are punished.

  


  
    [538] Fra Alberigo: of the Manfredi family, Guelph lords of Faenza, and a “Jovial Friar” from ca. 1267. He had pretended to forgive a blow dealt him by Manfredo and later, in 1285, invited him to dinner but had him and his son assassinated when the fruit dessert was served (cf. v. 119).

  


  
    [539] Ptolomea: the third ring of Cocytus, where traitors to guests are punished, perhaps named for Ptolemy XII of Egypt (51–47 BC), who murdered Pompey, but probably named for the captain of Jericho who killed Simon Maccabeus and two of his sons at a banquet in their honor in 134 BC.

  


  
    [540] Atropos: the Fate who cut the thread of life allotted on Lachesis’ distaff and spun by Clotho.

  


  
    [541] Branca d’Oria: member of a famous Genoese Ghibelline family (ca. 1233–ca. 1325). He murdered his father-in-law, Michele Zanche (v. 144), governor of Logodoro in Sardinia, at a dinner to which he had invited him.

  


  
    [542] Malebranche’s ditch: the eighth circle, where barratry is punished.

  


  
    [543] A relative assisted Branca d’Oria in the murder of Michele Zanche.

  


  
    [544] Romagna’s vilest shade: Fra Alberigo, from Faenza, in the modern Emilia-Romagna.

  


  
    [545] One of your ranks: Branca d’Oria.

  


  
    [546] The banners of the king...of lowest Hell come marching: Dante employs the first line of a famous Latin hymn (Vexilla regis prodeunt) composed in 569 by Venantius Fortunatus, bishop of Poitiers, for the reception of a fragment of the True Cross. But he ironically adds “of lowest Hell” (inferni) to “the king.”

  


  
    [547] Our hemisphere: the hemisphere of land.

  


  
    [548] Full immersion in the ice marks the boundary to Judecca, the fourth ring of Cocytus, for traitors to lords and benefactors.

  


  
    [549] The reference is to Lucifer, originally an angel of light.

  


  
    [550] Dis: here the name of Satan, not his city.

  


  
    [551] Where there first descends the Nile: Ethiopia.

  


  
    [552] Judas, the Iscariot: who betrayed Christ for thirty pieces of silver.

  


  
    [553] Brutus: Marcus Junius Brutus (ca. 85–42 BC), a conspirator in the murder of Julius Caesar.

  


  
    [554] Cassius (two syllables as in English): Gaius Cassius Longinus (d. 42 BC), one of Julius Caesar’s murderers. He persuaded Brutus to join the conspiracy.

  


  
    [555] It is 6:00 p.m. on Holy Saturday, which completes twenty-four hours.

  


  
    [556] What point I’d passed: the center of gravity. Cf. vv. 110–111.

  


  
    [557] The way is long: half the earth’s diameter to be covered in another twenty-four hours.

  


  
    [558] Middle-tierce: tierce runs from 6:00 a.m. to 9:00 a.m. It is thus about 7:30 a.m. on Holy Saturday again, since, in their passage to the southern hemisphere, Virgil and Dante have recovered twelve hours (cf. v. 118). They have thus climbed about an hour and a half since time was last told in v. 68.

  


  
    [559] Vv. 112–117 explain that Dante is beneath the southern celestial hemisphere, opposite the northern one of land, with Jerusalem at its center, where Christ died.

  


  
    [560] That Man whose birth and life no sins debase: Christ, who was free from original and personal sin.

  


  
    [561] A little sphere: the underside of Cocytus’ last ring, named Judecca (v. 117) after Judas Iscariot.

  


  
    [562] Satan’s fall landed him directly opposite Jerusalem.

  


  
    [563] To avoid Satan, the land in the southern hemisphere withdrew to the north.

  


  
    [564] The natural dungeon of vv. 97–98 was formed when the earth fled from the center of the world to dig Satan’s tomb and rose up on the surface of the hemisphere of water to form what will prove to be the Mount of Purgatory.

  


  
    [565] Beelzebub: One of Satan’s biblical names.

  


  
    [566] Vv. 130–132 may refer to Lethe, flowing down from the Mount of Purgatory. As the river of the forgetfulness of sin, it perhaps washes the memories of sins back to their Satanic source.
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  CANTO I


  Having left behind the rough seas of Hell, the Poet, invoking the aid of Calliope and the other Muses, hoists sail to course through the better waters of Purgatory, the second realm (1–12). He delights in the sapphire blue of the eastern skies and the rising of the planet Venus, the morning star. Turning south, he discovers four stellar lights representing the four cardinal virtues (prudence, justice, fortitude, and temperance), previously seen only by Adam and Eve (13–27). Then, wheeling around towards the north, he spies a dignified old man, his long beard streaked with white, his locks falling upon his chest, and his face reflecting the splendor of the four stars in the southern sky (23–39). This man demands to know how the damned have alighted upon his shores. Having his charge bend his knee and bow his head, Virgil explains that he was sent by a heavenly lady to rescue the foolish, straying Dante in the little time remaining by leading him still alive through all the sins of Hell and the purifications of Purgatory (40–69). For the love of his wife Marcia in Limbo, he implores the venerable old man, Cato of Utica, who took his life rather than surrender his freedom, to welcome Dante as a fellow seeker of liberty (70–84). Cato responds that, though Marcia no longer moves him, Virgil need not coax if a celestial maiden has sent him. Accordingly, he instructs the Sage to gird his disciple with the supple reed of humility and to wash the grime of Hell from his face, so that he may fittingly appear before the angelic guardians of the purgatorial terraces, to which the sun of enlightenment and righteous choice will direct them (85–109). When Cato disappears, Dante rises in silence and, like one returning to lost roads, follows Virgil down towards the rippling ocean’s shore at the mountain’s base. On the way, the Master washes Dante’s tear-stained cheeks with morning dew from the grass, restoring the color obscured by the smoky airs of Hell. When they arrive, Virgil plucks a rush with which to gird Dante, and another miraculously sprouts up in its place (110–136).


  1   And now the little vessel of my wit


  Will course through better waters, hoisting sail


  And leaving cruel seas in back of it.


  4   And of a second reign I’ll sing the tale,


  For there the human spirit finds its purge,


  Made worthy to ascend to Heaven’s veil.


  7   Here let the poetry of death resurge,[2]


  O Holy Muses, since to you I’m bound,


  And let Callíope a bit upsurge[3]


  10   To company my singing with that sound


  Whose blow the wretched Magpies felt so near


  That they despaired of pardon being found.


  13   Sweet hues of eastern sapphire forming here


  On so serene an aspect of the skies,


  Made pure as far as the horizon’s sphere,


  16   Let new delight within my orbs arise


  As soon as I had left the deathly air,


  Which had afflicted both my breast and eyes.


  19   The lovely planet prompting love to flare[4]


  Made all the Orient to smile again,


  While veiling Pisces in her escort there.


  22   And turning to the right, I set my ken[5]


  Upon the other pole; four stars now came[6]


  In view, unseen save by the first of men.


  25   The heavens seemed to revel in their flame.


  (O widowed northern regions, never cheered


  Since you’re deprived of gazing on the same!)


  28   When I’d withdrawn my sight from them, I veered


  A bit and towards the other pole thus bore,[7]


  From which the Wain by now had disappeared.


  31   Near me I saw, alone, a soul of yore,[8]


  His looks so worthy of respect the best


  Of sons could never owe his father more.


  34   His lengthy beard all streaked with white possessed


  In this respect a likeness to his hair,


  Whose double tresses fell upon his chest.


  37   The rays of those four holy stars shone there;


  I saw that they adorned his face with light


  As though the sun, before him, stood aflare.


  40   “Who’s come against the blinded stream in flight[9]


  Away from that eternal prison cell?”


  He said and shook those plumes of noble white.[10]


  43   “Who guided you, or what bright lantern fell


  Upon your exit from the deepest night,


  Which always renders black the vale of Hell?


  46   Are laws thus rent in that abysmal site?


  Has Heaven made new counsels to allow


  That here upon my cliffs the damned alight?”


  49   My Guide had laid a hold of me by now,


  And with his hands, and signs, and spoken plea,


  He made me reverent in knees and brow.


  52   “I come not on my own,” then answered he;


  “A woman came from Heaven by whose prayer


  I succored this one with my company.


  55   But since it is your will a greater share


  Of our condition be in truth explained,


  My will could not deny your own what’s fair.


  58   This one’s not seen his final eve ordained,


  But through his folly it had drawn so near


  That very little time for him remained.


  61   And I, as mentioned, was commanded here


  To rescue him; there was no other way


  Than that on which I have set out, I fear.


  64   Thus, having shown where all the guilty lay,[11]


  I now intend to show the spirit race


  That purifies itself beneath your sway.[12]


  67   To tell how he was brought would take much space;


  Strength from on high has helped me lead him, though,


  To see and hear you. So bestow your grace


  70   Upon his coming, please, for he must go


  In search of liberty, which is so dear,[13]


  As all who gave their life for it must know.


  73   You know, since death for it did not appear


  So harsh in Utica, where robes were placed[14]


  Aside which one great day will shine so clear.


  76   Eternal edicts have not been laid waste:


  He lives, and Minos doesn’t bind me; nay,


  I’m from the ring where by her eyes kept chaste


  79   Your Marcia’s looks, O holy breast, still pray[15]


  That you may hold her as your own; and so,


  For love of her, incline towards us today.


  82   Thus, through your seven kingdoms let us go;[16]


  I shall report your kindness unto her,


  If you will let me mention you below.”[17]


  85   “So pleasing to my eyes was Marcia, sir,


  When I was in the other world,” he said,[18]


  “That every kindness asked I would confer.


  88   She dwells beyond the evil river’s bed,[19]


  From where she cannot move me now anew—


  This law was fashioned when from there I fled.[20]


  91   If Heaven’s lady moves and governs you,[21]


  As you assert, you need not coax; indeed,


  Just ask me for her sake, and that will do.


  94   Now go; see that you take a slender reed


  To gird him up and that you wash his face,


  So that from every stain it may be freed.[22]


  97   For it would be most surely out of place


  To go with eyes still dimmed by mist before


  The first high minister of Heaven’s race.[23]


  100   This little island, round its lowest shore,


  Down far below where breakers pound away,


  Bears rushes on its soft and muddy floor.


  103   No other plant that grows a leafy spray


  Or brittle stalk could keep on living there


  Because before such blows it won’t give way.


  106   But then, when you return, do not repair


  By here; the rising sun will show to you


  Where you may climb a gentler mountain stair.”


  109   With that he disappeared. And as I drew


  Erect in silence, pressing near my Guide,


  I also turned my eyes upon him, who


  112   Had started: “Son, come, follow in my stride;


  Let us turn back, for from this point the leas


  Slope downwards to their boundary’s lowest side.”


  115   The dawn was vanquishing the morning breeze,[24]


  Which fled before it; from my far terrain


  I recognized the rippling of the seas.


  118   We made our way across the lonely plain


  Like one who comes to a lost road anew


  And till he finds it seems to go in vain.


  121   As soon as we had come to where the dew


  Resists the sun and, in a shady part,[25]


  Had still not much dispersed its residue,


  124   My Master, spreading both his hands apart,


  Now placed them gently on the grass bedewed;


  And I, becoming conscious of his art,


  127   Reached up to him my cheeks, which tears imbrued;


  And he disclosed in full on them once more


  The coloring that Hell had once subdued.


  130   And next we came upon a desert shore


  That never saw a person sail its sea


  Who had experienced return before.[26]


  133   As pleased another, there he girded me.[27]


  How marvelous it was! For, as he chose


  The humble plant, one sprang up suddenly,


  136   Just like it, where he’d plucked the first of those.


  CANTO II


  The sun is rising above Purgatory from Gibraltar in the West, and night is mounting above Jerusalem from the Ganges in the East, as dawn paints the skies with vivid colors (1–9). Dante and Virgil remain standing on the shore, pondering which way to take, when a light comes speeding across the sea, growing in intensity and size. As soon as Virgil discerns that it is an angel propelling his craft by his wings alone, he has Dante kneel and fold his hands. The radiance of the angelic countenance forces the living man to lower his eyes as the celestial helmsman brings his vessel, scarcely laden with weightless spirits, to shore (10–42). Seated within it, more than a hundred souls are chanting in unison a psalm of deliverance. As they disembark, the angel makes a sign of benediction over the new arrivals and then whisks off as quickly as he came (43–51). The disoriented spirits ask Virgil for directions to the mountain’s base, but he must confess that he is no more familiar with the place than the other pilgrims are (52–66). Then they notice that Dante breathes like one alive and crowd around him as if he were a messenger bearing good news. One of them steps forth to greet the Poet, who tries three times in vain to embrace the ethereal shade. Following the soul as it withdraws, Dante is told to stay. He at once recognizes the speaker’s voice as that of Casella, a musician friend of his, and begs him to remain and converse, which he does out of his undiminished love for his former companion (67–90). Casella explains how he underwent some delay after his death before journeying to the shores of Purgatory from the mouth of the Tiber but expresses his submission to the mystery of Divine Providence (91–105). At the request of the travel-weary Dante, Casella intones one of the former’s poems, and all gathered there stand enraptured until Cato rebukes them for their negligence, admonishing them to hasten to the mountain to cast away the slough of their sinful inclinations. The throng then scurries off like a flock of frightened doves, not knowing exactly where it is going, and Virgil and Dante prove no less fleet in departing (106–133).


  1   The sun reached the horizon so the height[28]


  Of its meridian had come to stand


  Above Jerusalem, and thus the night,


  4   Which orbits in a counter-circling band,


  Had left the Ganges with the Scales in sight


  (Which, when she tops the day, fall from her hand),


  7   So that the cheeks of fair Aurora, white


  And then vermilion, where I stood aside,


  Became through greater age a golden light.


  10   We still were standing by the ocean tide,


  Like people thinking on which road is best,


  Who go in heart, in body though abide.


  13   And look! Just as, surprised by morning’s quest,


  Red Mars will glow above the ocean floor


  Through vapors that are thick, down in the west,[29]


  16   A light appeared (may it be seen once more!)[30]


  That came across the sea and in such wise


  No flight could ever match its rapid soar.


  19   And having for a while withdrawn my eyes


  That I might ask a question of my Guide,


  I saw it had increased in light and size.


  22   There next appeared to me on either side


  Of it an unknown whiteness, and below,


  Though bit by bit, another white was spied.


  25   My Master still had spoken nothing, though,


  Till those first whites appeared as wings to me;


  But when he recognized the pilot’s glow,


  28   He shouted out: “Now bend, now bend your knee!


  Behold God’s angel! Fold your hands!” he warns,


  “From now on, such officials you will see.[31]


  31   Spy one who spurns all human means and scorns


  The use of oars or any sails, and who


  Plies but his wings between such distant bourns.[32]


  34   See how he holds them up to Heaven’s blue,


  As his eternal plumage beats the air;


  It does not molt as mortal feathers do.”


  37   Then, coming ever nearer towards us there,


  That bird of God seemed brighter bit by bit;


  Such nearness, though, my eyes could no more bear,


  40   And thus I cast them down. At once, he lit


  Upon the shore, his vessel light and fleet,


  So that the water swallowed none of it.


  43   Astern stood Heaven’s pilot on his feet,


  And thus he seemed inscribed with bliss’s hue;


  A hundred souls or more there had their seat.


  46   As from a single voice, “In exitu


  Israel de Aegypto” came their song,


  With all that psalm has written after too.[33]


  49   He signed the holy cross on all the throng,


  Which threw itself upon the beach, then flew


  Away as swiftly as he’d come along.


  52   But they seemed foreign to that place, this crew


  Which had remained and looked around each way,


  Like one essaying something that is new.


  55   On every side the sun shot forth the day


  As all throughout the Heaven’s middle space


  His well-aimed darts chased Capricorn away.[34]


  58   Then each new person raised to us his face;


  “If you know how,” they said, “direct us to


  The pathway leading to the mountain’s base.”


  61   And Virgil said: “Perhaps you think us two


  Familiar with this place; but we’re the same,


  Since we are pilgrims here, as all of you.


  64   We just arrived, a bit before you came,


  Another way so rude and rough to scale[35]


  That now the climb will seem to us a game.”


  67   The souls who noticed that my breath was hale,


  And therefore that I still was living, found


  This all most marvelous and turned quite pale.


  70   As folks who want to hear the news surround


  A herald bearing olive branches, where


  There is no one too shy to crowd around,[36]


  73   So all those happy souls who’d fixed their stare


  Upon my face almost forgot to tread


  The way one goes to make oneself more fair.


  76   I witnessed one among them step ahead[37]


  To give me his embrace so fondly then


  That to a like embrace I too was led.


  79   O empty shades, except in aspect! when


  Behind that soul three times my hands were knit,


  They thrice were brought back to my chest again.


  82   I think that marvel on my face was writ,


  At which that shadow smiled and drew away,


  But still I pressed ahead to follow it.


  85   With gentleness he said that I should stay;


  I then knew who he was and had to sue


  That, to converse a while, he might delay.


  88   “Released from mortal flesh, my love for you


  Is as it was,” he said, “and on that score


  I stop; but you, why do you journey too?”


  91   “O my Casella, to return once more


  To where I stand I journey thus,” I cried,


  “But were you robbed of so much time before?”[38]


  94   “I am not wronged if he who may decide


  Just as he pleases when to take which shade


  Has often stayed my passage,” he replied,


  97   “For of a will that’s just his own is made.


  But with all peace, for some three months now, he


  Has taken all who will to be conveyed.[39]


  100   And therefore I had turned to face the sea,


  Where Tiber’s streams turn salty, whereupon[40]


  That angel took me in most graciously.


  103   He’s set his wings now towards that mouth, upon


  Whose shores there always is a gathering


  Of those who do not sink to Acheron.”


  106   “If no new law prevents remembering


  Or practicing the songs of love, whose role


  It was to quiet all my hankering,”[41]


  109   I told him, “let it please you to console


  My spirit some, which, coming here confined


  In body still, is such a weary soul.”


  112   With Love discoursing to me in my mind[42]


  His melody so sweetly was begun


  That still its sweetness sounds in me, I find.


  115   My Master and myself and every one


  Of those with him appeared so well content


  Naught else could touch the mind of anyone.


  118   We all stood quite enraptured and intent


  Upon his notes when suddenly there pressed


  That grave old man: “What’s this, you souls full spent?[43]


  121   What negligence is this, and what this rest?


  Run towards the mount, and from the slough be freed


  That does not let your God be manifest!”


  124   And just as doves, assembled at their feed,


  Which, quietly collecting wheat or tares,


  Don’t show the wonted proudness of their breed,


  127   Quite suddenly will leave behind their fares


  If some appearance causes them a scare


  Because they are assailed by greater cares,


  130   Just so I saw that new-formed covey there


  Forsake the song and seek the mountain-side


  Like one who goes and yet does not know where.


  133   Nor was our parting much less quick in stride.


  CANTO III


  Musing on his indebtedness to Virgil, Dante draws near to his faithful comrade, as if to assuage his Master’s pangs of conscience for permitting the delay. As they slow their pace, he turns his attention from Casella’s music and Cato’s rebuke to the mountain that towers to Heaven in front of him. When he notices his shadow cast by the sun behind him, but not Virgil’s, he panics for a moment, thinking himself abandoned. But the Sage gently chides his lack of trust and explains that though the Divine Power has inscrutably disposed shades to suffer torment, heat, and cold, they do not cast a shadow, being diaphanous like the celestial spheres. Limited human reason must simply accept the fact without seeking to fathom its grounds in the mysterious recesses of God’s will (1–45). On reaching the foot of the mountain, the Travelers find it as steep as the cliffs lining the Ligurian coast, impossible to scale. As Virgil reflects within himself on what to do, Dante raises his eyes and, to his Guide’s relief, spies a band of late-repentant excommunicates inching their way forward. The impatient Pilgrims set out to meet them but still remain more than a stone’s throw away after having stridden a thousand paces. Bewildered, the penitents halt on seeing the two come towards them in a direction opposite to the habitual one of movement in Purgatory (46–72). Virgil enjoins the fortunate souls in the name of the peace that awaits them to say where the mountain slopes to facilitate ascent. With those in back blindly following the lead of those in front, they sheepishly advance but shrink back in marvel on perceiving Dante’s shadow. Virgil spontaneously explains that his charge journeys with his mortal body by the will of Heaven, at which the flock invites the Poets to turn around and assume the lead (73–102). In the hope of being recognized, one of them bids Dante look back as he proceeds. He proves to be Manfred, king of Apulia and Sicily, who, though under the ban of excommunication, surrendered himself in death to God. He asks to be remembered as a poor soul of Purgatory to his daughter, Costanza, that she may make intercession for him since, like all who die in contumacy of Holy Church, he must spend thirty times as long at the mountain’s base as he spent insubmissive to Church authority before being allowed to make his ascent (103–145)


  1   And even though the sudden fleeing thus


  Dispersed them all across that meadowed site,


  Turned towards the mount where Reason searches us,[44]


  4   I pressed against my faithful Comrade tight:


  What would my course without that one have been?


  Who would have brought me up the mountain height?


  7   He seemed to feel, though, self-reproach within.


  (O dignity of conscience that is chaste,


  What bitter stings are yours from little sin!)


  10   And when those feet of his gave up their haste,


  By which an act’s decorum is denied,


  My mind, which formerly restraint had laced,


  13   Now curious, made its attention wide;


  I turned my visage towards the hill ahead,


  Which soars most high to Heaven from the tide.


  16   In back of me the sun was flaming red;[45]


  In front, though, it was broken, as I found


  The shape in which I blocked the rays it shed.


  19   I feared, as to my side I turned around,


  That I had been abandoned when I spied


  In front of me alone the darkened ground.


  22   My Comfort, turned about, began to chide:


  “What is the reason that you still mistrust?


  Don’t you believe I’m with you as your guide?


  25   It’s evening now where in the tomb was thrust


  The frame by which my shadow once was made,


  Removed from Bríndisi to Naples’ dust.[46]


  28   If now in front of me there is no shade,


  Don’t marvel more than at the spheres so posed


  That none obstructs the light another’s rayed.[47]


  31   For that is how the Power has disposed


  Such frames to suffer torment, heat, and cold,


  Yet wills that how this works be undisclosed.


  34   How mad to hope our reason can make bold


  To cross the ways that infinitely run,


  And which three Persons—in one Substance—hold!


  37   With quia be content, O human one![48]


  Had nothing been beyond your vision’s ken,


  No need for Mary to have borne a son.


  40   You saw the fruitless longing of such men—[49]


  If they had quieted their yearning’s quest,


  Eternal grief would not be suffered then.


  43   It’s Plato, Aristotle, and the rest


  I’m speaking of”—he here inclined his face


  And spoke no further, but remained distressed.


  46   By now we two had reached the mountain’s base


  And found the rocks there steep to the degree


  That ready legs were useless in that place.


  49   The most deserted and most broken scree


  Between Turbì’ and Lérici is still,[50]


  Compared with them, an easy stair and free.


  52   “Who knows upon which hand there slopes the hill,”


  Once he had stayed his steps, my Master said,


  “So one who has no wings can climb at will?”


  55   As he was standing, holding low his head,


  Examining his mind about the road,


  And I looked up around the rock instead,


  58   Upon the left a band of spirits showed,


  Who moved their feet towards us, yet to the eye


  Seemed not to move, their coming was so slowed.


  61   “O Master, raise your sight aloft,” said I,


  “See those who’ll give us counsel there amassed


  If in yourself you find it does not lie.”


  64   So he looked up with lightened air at last


  And said: “Let’s go there since they move so slow;


  And you, dear son of mine, make hope stand fast.”


  67   Those people still remained as distant, though,


  When we had gone a thousand feet in all


  As with the hand the better slingsmen throw.


  70   Then, pressed against hard rocks of that high wall,


  All firm and close together stood erect


  As one will stop to look whom doubts befall.


  73   “O you who ended well, O souls elect,”


  My Virgil started, “by that peace sublime,


  Which waits for all of you, as I suspect,


  76   Say where the mountain slopes so that the climb


  Is possible for us: the more one knows


  The more is one displeased by wasted time.”


  79   Just as with sheep, when from the fold one goes,


  Then two, then three, while others standing by


  Will timidly to earth bend eyes and nose,


  82   And what the first one does the others try,


  And if it stops they huddle at its side,


  Serene and simple, though not knowing why;


  85   Just so, now moving to advance, I spied


  The ones who headed up that happy flock,


  Of modest face, in movement dignified.


  88   When, on the ground, the ones who led that stock


  Had seen the broken light at my right flank


  So that my shadow lengthened to the rock,


  91   They made a halt, and towards the rear they sank


  A bit, as all who came behind those few,


  Not knowing why, then likewise backwards shrank.


  94   “Without your asking, I confess to you,


  This is a human body you perceive,


  So sunlight on the ground is split in two.


  97   Do not however marvel, but believe


  He would not seek to scale a wall so grand,


  Did he not have his strength by Heaven’s leave,”


  100   My Master said, at which that worthy band


  Replied: “Turn back to go before our clan,”


  And signaled with the backside of the hand.


  103   “Whoever you may be,” so one began,


  “Please turn your face around as on you go;


  Think if you ever saw me as a man.”


  106   I turned towards him and saw while staring so


  A handsome blond, of noble mien possessed,


  Although one brow was cloven by a blow.


  109   And afterwards, when humbly I confessed


  I’d never seen him once, he said: “Now see,”


  And showed to me a wound above his chest.


  112   “I’m Manfred,” so he smiled and said to me,[51]


  “And grandson of the Empress Constance too;


  I pray you, when you have returned, agree


  115   To go to my fair girl, the mother who[52]


  Bore Sicily’s and Aragona’s pride—


  If something else is told, tell her what’s true.[53]


  118   When by two mortal blows my body died,


  I gave myself to Him who will remit


  Our failings gladly, as my tears were cried.


  121   My sins were ghastly, but the Infinite[54]


  In goodness spreads Its arms to the extent


  That they take back whoever turns to It.


  124   And if Cosenza’s pastor, who was sent[55]


  By Clement once to hunt me underground,


  Had on that page read well our God’s intent,[56]


  127   My body’s bones would even now be found


  Near Benevento at the bridgehead, wrenched


  Beneath the guard of such a heavy mound.


  130   Beyond the Kingdom, swept by winds and drenched[57]


  By rains, they’re lying near the Verde’s strand,[58]


  Where he transported them with tapers quenched.[59]


  133   So lost is no one whom their curse has banned


  That the eternal love can not return,


  If but on hope some buds of green still stand.


  136   If one who’s contumacious dies to spurn


  The Holy Church, although he should repent,


  It’s true that on this bank he must sojourn


  139   For thirty times as long as he had spent


  In his presumption there—if the decree


  Is not made shorter by good prayers upsent.


  142   And now, see whether you can gladden me


  By telling my good Constance both the tier


  You saw me on and why this ban must be:


  145   For those below advance us much up here.”


  CANTO IV


  Dante finds experiential confirmation of the philosophical doctrine of the unity of the soul and the plurality of its powers in that Manfred so absorbs his attention that he does not notice how much time has already elapsed when the spirits in his company point out the place of ascent—a phenomenon inexplicable on the thesis of a multiplicity of souls in man (1–18). Virgil and Dante must now struggle up a gap so narrow that a farmer with a single forkful of thorns could mend a wider hole in a hedge protecting his vineyard from theft. At an angle sharper than 45°, the cleft is even steeper than the cliffs of San Leo, Noli, and Bismantova, but the Pilgrim’s desire sprouts wings behind his inspiring Guide, as he clambers up with hands and feet to a ledge that circles the mountain. The two Climbers sit to rest a moment, facing the east and looking back over the difficult trek (19–54). The Poet is amazed to find the sun on his left in the northeastern sky rather than on his right to the southeast as it would be in Europe. Virgil explains that Jerusalem lies in the center of the northern hemisphere whereas Purgatory occupies the midpoint of the southern hemisphere, with the two sharing a common horizon, so that the less the ecliptic is south of Jerusalem, particularly in late May and June, the more it is north of Purgatory (55–84). Quite satisfied with the explanation, the still exhausted Dante worries about how far he must yet mount up since the peak of the mountain exceeds his range of vision. Virgil reassures him that the higher one scales the easier it is to rise so that at the top it is as simple to ascend as it is to sail downstream in a boat (85–96). Unexpectedly, a voice ironically quips that the Pilgrim may need to rest again before he reaches that point. It is Belacqua, lazing with others in the shade of a boulder, his arms around his knees, his face down, scarcely raising his eyes to speak, and keeping his words to a minimum. Relieved to find him in Purgatory rather than Hell, the Poet wonders why he does not start the climb. Belacqua explains that the indolent who delayed their repentance until the last must now wait as long as they lived on earth to begin their penance in Purgatory, unless they are aided by the prayers of one in a state of grace (97–135). Pointing to the sun at high noon, Virgil then reminds Dante of the time and urges him to hurry along (136–139).


  1   When any faculty once apprehends


  Some pleasure or some pain, these feelings claim


  The full attention of the soul, which tends


  4   To slight its other powers; and this same


  Event disproves the errors that suppose


  That soul on soul can burn in us aflame.[60]


  7   Thus, if a thing is seen or heard that goes


  To hold the soul most strongly bound, indeed


  Time passes, but we’re unaware it flows.


  10   For by one power time is given heed,


  Another fully holds the spirit’s view;


  The latter is as bound, the former freed.


  13   I had experience that this is true,


  On hearing, much amazed, the spirit there;


  For fifty full degrees had been passed through[61]


  16   Now by the sun, though I was not aware


  Of it when we approached those souls who said


  With but one cry: “Find here the sought-for stair.”


  19   A man who works the farm will often spread


  A fork of thorns to hedge a hole more wide


  The moment that the grapes turn purplish red


  22   Than was the gap up which there climbed my Guide


  With me behind—alone, just he and I—


  Because that troop had parted from our side.


  25   Descend to Noli, climb San Leo high,


  Or scale Bismántova up to its height[62]


  With feet alone, but here I had to fly—


  28   I mean with rapid wings and pinnioned flight


  Of great desire behind that one who led;


  He gave me hope and was to me a light.


  31   Within the rifted rock we climbed ahead,


  Though by the edge on either side hard pressed;


  The ground required that hands should aid the tread.


  34   And after we had reached the upper crest


  Of that high bank, upon a slope that’s clear,


  I said, “My Master, say which way we’ll test.”


  37   He told me: “Don’t fall back a footstep here;


  Come up the mount behind me, and advance


  Until some wiser escort should appear.”


  40   Its lofty summit far surpassed my glance;


  Its slope much steeper than a line there lay


  That from mid-quadrant to the center slants.[63]


  43   I was fatigued when I began to say:


  “Dear Father, turn around and look at one


  Who will remain alone unless you stay.”


  46   He said: “Just drag yourself to here, my son,”


  While pointing out a slightly higher rim,


  Which circles on that side the mount’s full run.[64]


  49   I forced myself to clamber after him


  Until I had that ledge beneath my feet—


  The words he uttered spurred me to such vim.


  52   When there the two of us had found a seat,


  We faced the east, from which we’d mounted, for


  A look behind is wont to help and sweet.


  55   I cast my eye below upon the shore,


  But next I raised it to the sun, amazed


  That it should strike us on the left. Once more[65]


  58   The Poet noted well that I was dazed,


  Because the chariot of light that ran


  Between the Áquilo and us now blazed.[66]


  61   “If Castor and if Pollux,” he began,


  “Were in conjunction with that mirror’s tack,


  Which leads its light both north and south, you’d scan


  64   The orbits of the ruddy Zodiac


  Yet even closer to the Dippers’ sky,


  Unless, of course, it left its ancient track.[67]


  67   If you would grasp how that could happen, try


  To concentrate and to imagine here


  That Zion and this mount on earth so lie


  70   That each will have a different hemisphere,


  With one horizon, though. And you will see


  The way that Phaëthon could not quite steer


  73   Must pass upon this side the mount at sea,


  When on that side Mount Zion is passed by,


  If you give mind to this more carefully.”[68]


  76   “Most certainly, my Master,” so said I,


  “I’ve never seen so clear as I’ve just done,


  Where wit seemed lacking, for I now descry


  79   That, of supernal motions, the mid one


  (‘Equator’ some would call it in their art),[69]


  Which always lies mid winter and the sun,


  82   Must for the reason that you say depart


  And journey as far northwards from these seas


  As Jews once saw it towards the warmer part.[70]


  85   Yet I would gladly know, if you should please,


  How far it is that we must travel still;


  The slope climbs higher than my eyesight sees.”


  88   He said: “Of such a nature is this hill


  That though it’s always hard to start below,


  The more one climbs, the less it does one ill.


  91   When it appears to you so gentle, though,


  That it is just as easy to ascend


  As to descend by boat the river’s flow,


  94   Then you shall have attained this pathway’s end.


  Hope there to rest your weariness a bit;


  This truth I know and say no more, my friend.”


  97   He spoke these words, and now that he had quit,


  Another voice was also heard to sound:


  “You will have need before, perhaps, to sit!”


  100   On hearing it, the two of us turned round


  And saw upon our left a giant stone,


  Which neither he nor I before had found.


  103   We went to it, and people there were shown


  Who lounged behind that boulder in the shade,


  Like men who in their indolence lie prone.


  106   One sat, who seemed to me most tired, and stayed


  With both his arms around his knees to aim


  His face down low between his legs. I prayed:


  109   “Sweet Lord, now cast your eye upon the frame


  Of one who shows more languor thus, no doubt,


  Than if ‘The Lazy’ were his middle name.”[71]


  112   Then, paying heed to us, he turned about,


  Though just above his thigh he’d raised his sight;


  “So, go on up,” he said, “if you’re so stout!”


  115   I then knew who he was; and yet, despite


  My somewhat shortened breath, the strain I’d got


  Did not impede my going to his site.


  118   I reached him, and he raised his eyes a jot;


  “Have you seen well how on your left hand there


  The sun can drive his coach,” he said, “or not?”


  121   And both his acts so dull and words so spare


  Had moved my lips to smile a little too;


  So I began: “Belacqua, now I bear[72]


  124   No grief for you. But tell me, why are you


  Just sitting here? Just waiting for a guide?


  Or taking up your wonted ways anew?”


  127   “O brother, what’s the use to climb?” He sighed.


  “God’s angel sitting at the gate won’t send


  Me yet to face the torments for outside


  130   Of it the sky’s rotation must extend


  As long as in my life it turned before,


  Since I put off good sighs until the end—


  133   Unless such prayers should help me first as soar


  From hearts that live within a state of grace;


  What good’s the rest, unheard at Heaven’s door?”


  136   The Poet climbed before me from that place


  And told me now: “You see the sun just reach


  The sky’s meridian, so come apace;[73]


  139   Night sets her foot upon Morocco’s beach.”[74]


  CANTO V


  As Dante climbs up from the indolent, one of them notices his shadow and cries out, as the others stare in amazement. The Pilgrim slows to turn around, but his Guide immediately rebukes him for wasting time with the idle talk of others. Blushing with shame, the Poet can only answer that he is coming (1–21). A group of souls then advances on the ledge, singing the Miserere. When they also notice that Dante’s body blocks the sun’s rays, they speed two messengers to inquire of his condition. Virgil sends them back to report that his body is clothed with true flesh and thus that honoring him may profit them (22–36). Lightning quick, the two race back with the news, at which the crowd hurries and presses around the Pilgrim to see if he recognizes any of them. They are all spirits who died by violence, repenting at the last moment, though without Extreme Unction. Not recognizing any, the Poet is nevertheless eager to render them any service he can (37–63). Jacopo del Cassero steps forward and asks to be remembered in Fano, the city he defended against the designs of Azzo VIII d’Este, whose henchmen murdered him in a marsh near Padua (64–84). As soon as he has finished, Buonconte da Montefeltro quickly comes forth, begging Dante to show him pity. Seriously wounded in the battle of Campaldino, he fled some two and a half miles to the Arno, where he fell with Mary’s name upon his lips, a tear of true remorse in his eye, and his arms folded in a cross upon his chest. As St. Francis disputed with a devil for the soul of his father, Guido da Montefeltro, who was damned because of his sham repentance, so an angel contended with a devil for Buonconte’s soul, and he was saved because of his genuine contrition. In his fury the Prince of the Air stirred up a storm and swept his corpse down the Arno to be covered with debris (85–129). Finally, with delicate consideration and courtesy, La Pia, who was murdered by her husband, asks the Pilgrim to remember her as well (130–136).


  1   Already I had left that spirit pack


  To trace the footsteps of my Guide until,


  With finger pointing, one behind my back


  4   Cried: “See the second climber on the hill!


  It seems no ray upon his left shines bright;[75]


  He bears himself like one who’s living still.”


  7   At these resounding words, I turned my sight


  And saw those spirits in amazement stare


  At me alone and at the broken light.


  10   “Why is your mind entrapped in such a snare,”


  My Master said, “that you should walk so slow?


  If they are whispering, what do you care?


  13   Come on behind; let babbling people go;


  Be like a tower that, when firmly set,


  Won’t shake its top for any winds that blow.


  16   For always will the man whose thoughts beget


  More thoughts set back his goal—the force of some


  Will make his other musings weaker yet.”


  19   What could I answer him if not “I come”?


  I said it, colored somewhat with the stain


  That may fit one for pardon. Meanwhile, from


  22   Nearby, some people crossed the slope’s terrain


  Ahead of us a little on that course;


  They sang the Miserere strain by strain.[76]


  25   When they perceived my body gave perforce


  No passage for the rays the sun had shed,


  Their chant became an “Oooh!” long-drawn and hoarse.


  28   As messengers, two souls among the dead


  Were sent to question us—so off they ran!


  “Please say what your condition is,” they pled.


  31   “You may return,” my Master thus began,


  “To carry this to those who sent you here:


  True flesh lies on the body of this man.


  34   If they have halted, as I think is clear,


  To see his shadow, that’s enough reply;


  Let him be honored—they may hold it dear.”


  37   I never saw lit vapors cleave the sky


  At evening time nor at the setting sun


  The August clouds as rapidly as I[77]


  40   Beheld those souls return above, each one;


  They reached the rest, wheeled back with them, and flew


  Towards us as troops without a rein might run.


  43   “How many people press on us! It’s you


  They’ve come to seek,” the Poet said, “don’t quit,


  But go right on, and listen as you do.”


  46   “O soul who journey to be happy, fit


  With all the limbs that you at birth possessed,”


  They cried, approaching, “stay your steps a bit.


  49   See if you know some man among us, lest,


  Once back, you have no news of him to bear;


  Oh, why do you go on? Oh, why not rest?


  52   We all were killed by violence down there,


  All till the final hour in sin’s embrace;


  Then light from Heaven made us each aware.


  55   So, by repentance and forgiving grace


  We left our lives, as peace with God began,


  Who makes sad hearts desire to see His face.”


  58   I said: “I don’t know any, though I scan


  Your faces, but, you spirits born to bliss,


  If something I can do might please your clan,


  61   Just speak, I’ll do it—by the peace I miss


  And which from world to world I’m seeking still,


  Behind the steps of such a Guide as this.”


  64   And one began: “We trust you would fulfill[78]


  Good offices (an oath you need not swear!)


  Unless a lack of power curbed your will.


  67   And hence, alone, before the others dare,


  I pray if you should see the land between


  Romagna and the realm where Charles is heir,[79]


  70   That you may let your courtesy be seen


  And ask for me that Fano offer prayer[80]


  So that my grievous sins may be purged clean.


  73   From there I sprung; but these deep wounds I bear,


  By which my blood, the seat of life, was spilled,


  Were dealt among Antenor’s sons; and where[81]


  76   I felt the most secure he had me killed


  —That one from Este—who was wroth with me[82]


  Quite far beyond what justice would have willed.[83]


  79   If towards La Mira I had cared to flee


  When I was caught at Orïaco, then[84]


  I’d still be over there where men breathe free.


  82   Instead, I hurried to the marsh, but when


  The reeds and mire entwined me, I fell prone


  And saw my veins make pools upon the fen.”


  85   Another said: “May this desire you’ve shown,


  Which draws you to the heights, be filled; but vow


  With gracious pity to assist my own.


  88   From Montefeltro, I’m Buonconte; now[85]


  —Because Giovanna and the rest care not


  For me—mid these I go with lowered brow.”


  91   “And were you torn by force or by chance lot


  So far from Campaldino that one finds


  No trace,” I asked, “of your sepulchral spot?”


  94   “’Cross Casentino’s base a river winds,[86]


  Named Archïano, born in that domain


  Above the hermits in the Appenines.


  97   I had arrived to where its name grows vain,”


  So he replied, “although my throat was cleft,


  My flight on foot, my blood upon the plain.


  100   And there I lost my sight; almost bereft


  Of speech, I finished saying Mary’s name,


  And there I fell—my flesh alone was left.


  103   I speak the truth; tell those alive the same:


  God’s angel took me, though Hell’s devil pled,


  ‘You Heaven-sent, why rob me of my claim?


  106   Take his eternal part because he shed


  One tear, which steals him now from me, I swear


  I’ll treat the other otherwise that’s dead!’


  109   You know how humid vapor gathers where


  It turns to rain as soon as it ascends


  To be condensed by coldness in the air.


  112   The devil joined ill will (which but intends


  Our harm) with intellect; then smoke and gale


  Were moved by powers that his nature lends.


  115   When day was spent, he clouded up the vale


  From Pratomagno to a mountain chain[87]


  So grand, and thus he charged the Heaven’s veil


  118   So that the pregnant air was turned to rain;


  The waters fell, and into brooks there drained


  Whatever streams the earth could not retain.


  121   And when they gathered, torrents were unchained,


  Which towards the Royal River swiftly pressed[88]


  So that their course in no way was restrained.


  124   At Archïano’s mouth its rage possessed


  My frozen body, swept to Arno’s sea,


  Thus loosening the cross upon my chest


  127   Which arms had made when pain first conquered me;


  It rolled me on its banks and river bed,


  Then wrapped and covered me with its debris.”


  130   “When rested from the lengthy way ahead,


  Upon returning to the world once more,”


  Behind the second soul a third one said,


  133   “Remember me, la Pia, I implore;[89]


  Sienna gave, Maremma took, my life,


  As he knows well whose jeweled ring I wore,


  136   By which he took me for his wedded wife.”


  CANTO VI


  Anxious to secure intercession through him, the late repentant huddle around Dante, and he manages to pry loose only by promising to help, like the winner of a dice game carving a way out for himself by pressing a coin into this hand and that of newly acquired friends crowding around him (1–12). Here the Pilgrim recognizes Benincasa da Laterina, Guccio de’ Tarlati da Pietramala, Federigo Novello, Marzucco degli Scornigiani’s son Farinata, Count Orso da Mangona, and Pierre de la Brosse of Turenne (13–24). When the Poet has disentangled himself from those whose only prayer is to be prayed for, he questions Virgil about a text in the Aeneid that seems to imply that such supplication cannot bend the decrees of Heaven. The Sage explains that Divine Justice does not fail when a person in grace satisfies the debt of temporal punishment owed for sin for a soul to whom it is united by a bond of love. Rather, his passage referred to those who, lacking the redemptive grace of Christ, could not make good their defects through prayer. Nevertheless, he warns that Dante should draw no final conclusions here on the basis of mere reason before receiving the revelation of Beatrice, who blissfully awaits him at the summit of Mount Purgatory (25–48). The mention of Beatrice renews the strength of the climber, who naively wishes to take advantage of the early afternoon shade to reach the top. His Guide assures him that they will mount as far as they can before nightfall, when they will have to rest, but that attaining the peak must await another sunrise or more (49–57). In the meantime, Virgil hopes to take direction from a spirit seated apart, one lofty and disdainful, couched like a lion, and watching silently with grave and slowly moving eyes. Rather than answer Virgil’s question, the shade asks about his native land, and, on learning that it is Mantua, the same as his, he rises, identifies himself as Sordello, and offers his embrace (58–75). This spontaneous display of affection between two countrymen launches the Pilgrim into a bitter invective against the ills of his native Italy: the internecine strife in the absence of imperial leadership (76–90), the pretensions of the clergy to usurp the temporal authority (91–96), the emperor’s neglect of his fairest province (97–105), the feud between Guelphs and Ghibellines ravaging the cities (106–117), the petty local tyrants resisting imperial rule (118–126), and the Florentines’ empty talk of justice, grasping after public office, and ever-changing laws to suit the needs of the moment (127–151).


  1   When at its end the game of chance adjourns,


  The loser, sorrowful, remains behind,


  Repeating all his throws and sadly learns.


  4   Around the winner all the rest go twined:


  In back one tugs, in front one walks along,


  And at his side one brings himself to mind.


  7   He listens to them all, not stopping long;


  They press no more when he puts out his hand


  And thus defends himself from all that throng.


  10   And such was I among that crowding band;


  Now here, now there, I turned to them my face,


  And, promising, pried loose from each demand.


  13   Here was an Aretine who went in pace,[90]


  Whom Ghin di Tacco’s cruel arm left dead,


  And one who’d drowned while running on a chase;


  16   Here Federig’ Novello, hands outspread,


  Imploring me; here one in Pisa born,


  By whom the good Marzucco’s strength was bred.


  19   I saw Count Orso and that spirit torn


  From body’s flesh by spite and envy near,


  (And not, he said, for any guilt he’d borne)—


  22   Pierre d’ la Brosse I mean; and while she’s here


  The Lady of Brabant should still take heed


  Or end among a far worse flock, I fear.


  25   And when from all those shades I had been freed


  —Those who but pray that men for them should pray


  To come to holiness with greater speed—


  28   “It seems, my Light,” so I began to say,


  “Your text denies expressly that the best


  Of prayers bend Heaven’s firm decrees some way.[91]


  31   These people, though, make only this request;


  Is it the case that all their hope is vain,


  Or that your words aren’t fully manifest?”


  34   He said to me: “My writing is quite plain;


  And yet, their hope will never go awry,


  If but the mind that looks at it is sane:


  37   The height of justice is not lowered by


  The hearts whose fires of love at once fulfill


  What those sojourning here must satisfy.


  40   My point was made when faults existed still


  Whose emendation prayer could not effect


  Because that prayer was severed from God’s will.


  43   But just the same, don’t linger to inspect


  So great a doubt till she should tell you this,


  That light between both truth and intellect.


  46   Do not misunderstand: it’s Beatrice


  I’m speaking of; and, once above, you’ll spy


  Her on the mountain, smiling in her bliss.”


  49   “My Lord, let’s go with greater haste,” said I,


  “I’m not as weary as I was before;


  You see the slope cast shadows from on high.”


  52   And in reply he said: “We shall explore


  While it is day, as far as can be done;


  But things are other than you take them for.


  55   Before you reach the top, you’ll see the one


  Return that’s hidden by the slope today


  So that you do not break its rays, my son.


  58   But see that seated soul not far away,


  One all alone and looking towards us there,


  For he will show to us the quickest way.”


  61   We came to him. (How lofty was your air,


  O Lombard soul, and how disdainful too!


  How grave and slow your eyes, which moved to stare!)


  64   That spirit uttered nothing to us two;


  Instead of that, he let us pass on by,


  Just watching us, as couching lions do.


  67   But Virgil asked him, once he had drawn nigh


  To him, to show us both the best ascent.


  Yet to his question he did not reply


  70   But asked about our land and lives we’d spent.


  “From Mantua … ,” my Guide began, whereat


  The shadow who had been so self-intent


  73   Responded, rising up from where he sat:


  “O Mantuan, I am Sordello; know[92]


  I’m from your land!” And they embraced at that.


  76   O Italy, you slave, you inn of woe,


  You ship amidst great storms with none to steer,


  No queen of provinces, a harlot, though!


  79   How eager did that noble soul appear


  At but the dulcet name his city bore


  To bid his fellow townsman welcome here,


  82   But none can live in you without a war;


  Of those whom one same wall and moat surround,


  The one must gnaw the other all the more.


  85   You wretched one, just search the seas around


  Your shores, then look within your bosom’s pit:


  Is any part enjoying peace there found?


  88   What profit, should Justinian refit[93]


  The bridle gear? The saddle’s empty now!


  Your shame would be the less, if not for it.


  91   O clergy, you who would devoutly bow


  And in the saddle let your Caesar sit,


  If you gave heed to God’s commands, see how


  94   This beast is growing vicious whit by whit


  Because it’s uncorrected by the spur


  Since you have laid your hand upon the bit.


  97   O German Albert, who abandoned her[94]


  (A steed become untamed and wildly bred),


  But who should stride her pommel, you’ll incur


  100   Just judgment on your blood; it will be sped


  Down from the stars, so new and open-faced


  That your successor will be struck with dread![95]


  103   Held back up yonder by your greedy taste,


  Your father first and you as well have let


  The garden of the Empire be laid waste.


  106   Come see the Montague, the Capulet,[96]


  Monaldi, Filippeschi—these fear-torn,


  And those now sad—but you’ve no cares as yet!


  109   Come, cruel one, see what distress is borne


  By all your nobles; heal their malady,


  And see how Santafior is so forlorn.


  112   Just come and see your Rome still weeping, see


  Her widowed, lonely, crying day and night:


  “My Caesar, why have you abandoned me?”


  115   Oh, how they love each other, see the sight!


  And if to pity us you can’t be swayed,


  Come let your fame make you ashamed outright.


  118   O highest Jove, who on the cross were laid[97]


  For us on earth, if I ask not amiss,


  Where else is it that Your just eyes have strayed?


  121   Or are You making plans in the abyss


  Of Your deep counsel for some good though we,


  Cut off from it, are unaware of this?


  124   For tyrants fill the towns of Italy,


  And every village partisan is bent


  On being as Marcellus now would be.[98]


  127   My Florence, you indeed may be content


  With this digression, which concerns you not,


  Because your people strive without relent.


  130   The justice borne in many hearts is shot


  More slowly, brought with counsel to the bow;


  Your people have it on the tongue a lot.


  133   To public office many will say “no,”


  But you respond with zeal though none should sue,


  And clamor: “I will bear the burden!” So


  136   You may rejoice, for you have reason to,


  You wealthy, you at peace, you wise in mind!


  The facts will show if what I say is true.


  139   For Athens, Sparta also, who designed


  The laws of old, in civics unsurpassed,


  Have made small signs of living well, we find,


  142   Compared to you, with laws so finely cast


  That should your spinning in October fall


  Your threads till mid-November would not last.


  145   How often have you changed your law in all,


  Your custom, office, coin, and swapped your men


  For newer members, that you can recall?


  148   Remember well, behold the light, and then


  You’ll see how like a sickly wench you’ve lain,


  Who cannot find repose on down again


  151   But with her tossing seeks to ease her pain.


  CANTO VII


  The fellow Mantuans conclude their greetings. When Sordello discovers that he has just embraced Virgil, the glory of the Latin race, he shows him homage as a vassal would his lord. Virgil first explains that he has lost Heaven through his lack of Christian faith, for which he suffers unfulfilled longing in Limbo with unbaptized children and noble pagans, who practiced the intellectual and moral virtues but not the theological virtues. Then he repeats his request to be shown the entrance to Purgatory proper (1–39). Sordello offers to guide them but suggests a resting place, since night is falling, when, owing to an impotence of the will brought on by the dark, no one can ascend though anyone can descend. Marveling at the laws of Purgatory, Virgil consents to his proposal (40–63). They soon approach a hollow in the mountain, whose brighthued grass and flowers surpass all earthly colors in vividness and whose thousand sweet scents coalesce into a single mysterious fragrance. From the rim of this valley of princes they descry a group of spirits chanting the Salve Regina upon a blossoming meadow (64–90). Sordello now details a number of thirteenth-century rulers who were negligent in some way: Rudolph I of Hapsburg, Ottokar II of Bohemia, Philip III of France, Henry I of Navarre, Pedro III of Aragon, Charles I of Anjou, Henry III of England, and William VII of Montferrat (91–136).


  1   With dignified and joyful greetings through,


  Which they’d repeated some three times or four,


  Sordello, stepping back, said: “Who are you?”


  4   “Before those spirits who were fit to soar


  To God had faced this mountain’s discipline,[99]


  Octavian interred the flesh I bore.[100]


  7   My name is Virgil; for no other sin


  Than lack of faith is Heaven lost to me,”


  So did the answer of my Guide begin.


  10   As one who sees a thing quite suddenly


  And marvels first believes, then doubts instead


  And says, “It is … ,” and then, “It cannot be … ,”


  13   So did Sordello, who inclined his head


  As he approached most humbly to embrace


  My Master as a vassal would and said:


  16   “O you, the glory of the Latin race,


  Through whom this tongue of ours has shown its might,


  O praise eternal from my native place,


  19   What merit or what grace shows me this sight?


  If I deserve to hear your words, please say


  If you’re from Hell and from what cloister’s plight.”


  22   And he, replying: “I have made my way


  Through all the circles of that reign of woe;


  By Heaven’s power moved, I come today.


  25   For deeds undone, not those I did below,


  I lost the vision of the Sun most high,


  Which you desire, but I too late would know.[101]


  28   There is a place with no tormented cry


  For saddened only by the dark are they;[102]


  Lament is not a wailing, but a sigh.


  31   And there with little innocents I stay,


  Those infants whom the teeth of death possessed


  Before their human guilt was washed away.[103]


  34   Yes, there I stay with all who were not dressed


  In those three holy virtues, though, ungowned,


  They knew and followed sinlessly the rest.[104]


  37   But if you know, and if you can, expound


  How we may come more quickly to that side


  Where Purgatory’s proper start is found.”[105]


  40   “We have no certain place,” so he replied;


  “I’m free to climb and roam about unpressed;


  As far as I can go, I’ll be your guide.


  43   But see the day decline; it would be best,


  Since it’s impossible to climb by night,


  To think about a pleasant place of rest.


  46   Here are some souls apart upon the right;


  I’ll lead you unto them, if you consent,


  That you may know them—not without delight.”


  49   “How’s that?” he answered him, “would he who meant


  To make the climb at nighttime be delayed


  By others or lack strength to make ascent?”


  52   Then good Sordello said, whose finger strayed


  Across the ground: “See, when the sun has set,


  You couldn’t even cross the line I’ve made.


  55   But nothing other than the night’s dark net


  Would offer hindrance to the upward way,


  Which snares the will with impotence; and yet,


  58   One could indeed return by night and stray,


  Thus wandering around the mountain-side


  While the horizon closes out the day.”


  61   My Lord, as though in wonderment, replied:


  “In that case, lead us on to where you said


  That we may find delight as we abide.”


  64   When we had gone a little way ahead,


  A mountain hollowed out was there descried


  As here is hollowed out a valley’s bed.


  67   That spirit told us: “Yonder we shall stride,


  To where a lap the slope has made lies deep,


  And there we shall await the morningtide.”


  70   Nearby a winding path, now flat, now steep,


  Led to a point beside the hollow’s site,


  Whose edge dies off by more than half its sweep.[106]


  73   Fine gold and silver, scarlet dye and white,


  Fresh emerald the instant it is split,


  The wood of India, both clear and bright,[107]


  76   Would be surpassed in color in that pit,


  Set by the flowers and the grass there grown,


  Like lesser when the greater conquers it.


  79   But Nature had not painted there alone;


  She’d made a thousand scents, all sweet, convene


  To form one undefined, a scent unknown.


  82   I saw the spirits on the blooms and green;


  They sang Salve Regina, sitting where,[108]


  Outside the valley, they could not be seen.


  85   “Before the little sun has nested there,”


  The Mantuan who’d brought us here began,


  “Don’t call on me to guide you to their lair


  88   For from this terrace you will better scan


  The faces and the acts of all that ring


  Than if received below among their clan.


  91   The highest perched, who looks as if some thing


  Were left undone he should have done before


  And does not move his lips as others sing,


  94   Is Rudolph, Emperor, by whom the sore[109]


  Could have been healed that’s slain our Italy,


  Which others all too late must still restore.


  97   The one who seems to comfort him is he


  Who ruled the land from where the waters swell


  The Moldau, then the Elbe, then the sea.[110]


  100   He, Ottokar by name, would far excel[111]


  In swaddling clothes King Wincelaus, his son,[112]


  Who, bearded, fed on lust and sloth as well.


  103   That small-nosed shade, who closely counsels one,[113]


  It seems, of aspect so benignly blest,


  Deflowered lilies, dying on the run.


  106   Behold him there, see how he beats his breast!


  And see the other one who sighs below,


  Whose cheek lies in his bed-like palm at rest.


  109   As sire and spouse’s sire of France’s woe,[114]


  They know his life with vice and filth bestrewn,


  From which there comes the grief that wounds them so.


  112   That one who seems so stout and sings in tune[115]


  With him, whose nose has such a manly cast,[116]


  Once wore the cord of every virtue’s boon.


  115   And if the youth behind him sitting fast[117]


  Had after him remained a king, the shares


  Of worth would have, from vase to vase, been passed,


  118   Yet this can not be said of other heirs:


  Although both James and Frederick now possess[118]


  His realms, the better heirdom is not theirs.


  121   The sap of human worth will seldom press


  Through every branch; He wills this who bestows


  His grace that we should ask of His largesse.


  124   My words touch him who has so large a nose


  No less than Peter singing with him such


  That Puglia and Provence both have their woes.[119]


  127   The plant is lesser than the seed as much


  As Constance can sing more her husband’s praise


  Than Beatrice and Margaret theirs. I touch[120]


  130   Now on a king of simple life and ways:


  See England’s Henry sit alone, who bore[121]


  A better fruit upon his branches’ sprays.


  133   The lowest on the ground among that corps


  Is William the Marquis, with lifted eye,[122]


  For whom once Alexandria waged war,


  136   And Montferrat’ and Canavese cry.


  CANTO VIII


  It is evening, that time of day when travelers yearn nostalgically for their homes as these rulers perhaps long for their homeland in Heaven. Ceasing to listen to Sordello, Dante focuses his attention on a soul who intones the Te lucis ante with his hands folded in prayer, at which the others join in and raise their eyes aloft (1–18). When they finish the hymn, they continue gazing upwards in an attitude of humble expectation. From Mary’s bosom come two angels, golden-haired, robed in green, bearing blunted, flaming swords, and swooping down to take up their stations on either side of the princes to guard them against the attack of the serpent. Dazzled by their splendor and chilled by the coming assault, the Pilgrim draws close to his Guide (19–42). Sordello escorts the pilgrims into the valley, where, in the onsetting darkness, the Poet recognizes and greets Nino Visconti. Assuming that he is a poor soul, Nino asks when Dante arrived. The Pilgrim explains that though he has not quit his first life, he is journeying to gain the second, whereupon Sordello and Nino recoil in amazement at this extraordinary grace. Nino then implores him to request the intercession of his daughter, Giovanna, and complains that her remarried mother has forgotten her love for him (43–84). When the four stars of the moral virtues have sunk below the mountain, the Poet witnesses the rise of the three torches of faith, hope, and charity. Suddenly, Sordello points out the advance of the serpent, which slithers through the grass and flowers with deceptive nonchalance, as if to typify temptation among worldly delights. Cleaving the air with their wings, the angelic sentinels take to flight, rout the serpent, and return to their posts (85–108). Corrado Malaspina, who had been eyeing Dante since his revelation to Nino, asks for news of his native Val di Magra. The Pilgrim replies that though he has not visited the region, he knows the Malaspina family to be undiminished in its liberality and prowess at arms. Corrado in turn prophecies that the exiled Poet himself will one day have occasion to experience their kindness (109–139).


  1   It was the hour that turns the longing sigh[123]


  Of sailors home and melts the heart away


  The day when they have bid sweet friends good-bye;


  4   New pilgrims then are pierced with love if they


  Should hear a bell whose ring afar is made


  And seems to mourn the dying of the day.


  7   I now began to let my hearing fade


  And watched one of the souls just risen there,


  Who sought a hearing with his hand. That shade


  10   Raised up his palms and joined them both in prayer,


  His eyes fixed towards the east, as if inclined


  To say to God: “For nothing else I care.”


  13   “Te lucis ante,” with sweet notes combined,[124]


  Rang so devoutly from his mouth in peals


  That I was drawn by it quite out of mind.


  16   And all the others followed his appeals,


  Devoutly, sweetly, till the hymn was through,


  Their gaze intent on the supernal wheels.[125]


  19   Make sharp your eyes, O Reader, for the true:


  Since now the veiling is so thin indeed,


  To pass within should come with ease for you.


  22   I saw that noble company proceed


  To look in silence upwards at the sky,


  As if in hope, a pale and humble breed.


  25   And as they did, descending from on high,


  Two angels bearing flaming swords were seen


  —Swords broken and deprived of points—to fly


  28   In garments like to new-born leaves of green,


  Which each of them behind himself entrained,


  Bestirred and fanned by wings of verdant sheen.


  31   A stance a bit above us one maintained;


  The other took a bank opposed to us


  So that, between, the people were contained.


  34   I well descried their golden heads though, thus


  Bedazzled by their faces, sight was blear,


  Like sense confounded by an overplus.


  37   “From Mary’s breast,” Sordello said, “both near


  The valley to protect it from attack


  Made by the serpent that will soon appear.”


  40   And at that point, not knowing by which track,


  I turned myself around and, chilled with dread,


  To trusted shoulders drew much farther back.


  43   “Let’s go down to the vale,” Sordello said,


  “Among great shades and speak to those there pent;[126]


  They will be pleased to see you, just ahead.”


  46   A mere three paces down, I think, I went


  And stood below to see a spirit peer


  As if on knowing me his will were bent.


  49   It was the time the air turns dark, though here,


  Between our eyes, it was not yet so dim


  That what had been shut off was not made clear.


  52   He moved towards me, and I advanced towards him.


  (O Nino, noble judge, I’m gratified[127]


  To see you’re not with those whom guilt makes grim!)


  55   Fair greetings were not hushed on either side;


  He asked me then: “When did you come to see


  The mountain’s base, across the distant tide?”


  58   I said: “I left the realms of misery


  This morning, and before the first is done,


  By going thus I gain the life to be.”


  61   At that Sordello and the other one,


  On hearing my reply, drew back a space,


  Like people suddenly dismayed. One spun


  64   Towards Virgil as the other turned to face


  One sitting; “Up, Currado!” he implored,[128]


  “Come see what God has chosen by His grace!


  67   Now by the special thanks you owe the Lord,”


  He turned to me and said, “who knows to hide


  His primal cause, to which there is no ford,


  70   When you return beyond the waves spread wide,


  Keep my Giovanna praying for me where[129]


  Response to innocence is not denied.


  73   Her mother has for me no love to spare,[130]


  I think, since she has changed her bands of white,


  Which she, poor soul, will long again to wear.


  76   Through her, with ease one understands aright


  How long the fires of love in women stay,


  Not lit repeatedly by touch or sight.


  79   The viper that the Milanese display


  In camps of war won’t make a tomb so fair


  As would have done Gallura’s cock one day.”[131]


  82   As thus he spoke, his aspect bore the air


  Of one who had been stamped with righteous zeal,


  Which in due measure sets the heart aflare.


  85   My eyes kept watching what the skies reveal


  And, eager, saw where stars most slowly turn[132]


  As nearest to the axle does a wheel.


  88   My Leader: “Son, what does your gaze discern?”


  “I’m looking at three torches,” answered I,[133]


  “By which this pole has come throughout to burn.”


  91   “The four bright stars,” he told me in reply,


  “You saw this morning have gone down today,


  And where those were, now these have risen high.”


  94   Sordello drew him to himself to say


  As he spoke on: “Look there! Our enemy!”[134]


  And pointed so that he would look that way.


  97   And where the little valley had no lee


  A serpent slid, perhaps the very sneak


  Who gave to Eve food from the bitter tree.


  100   Through grass and flowers came the evil streak;


  Its head turned now and then about the dell


  And licked, like any beast, its backside sleek.


  103   I did not see, and therefore cannot tell,


  Just how those hawks of Heaven took to flight;[135]


  I saw them both in motion, though, quite well.


  106   On hearing green wings cleave the air of night,


  The serpent fled; the angels wheeled about


  And flew abreast, each one up to its site.


  109   The shade who’d neared the judge when he’d called out[136]


  Had watched me every moment of the fight


  And did not loose his gaze from me throughout.


  112   “So may your lamp and upward-guiding light


  Find in your will the wax you need to fare


  Upon the way to that enameled height;[137]


  115   And if of Val di Magra you should bear[138]


  True news,” he said, “or of some neighbor zone,


  Please tell me so—I once was mighty there.


  118   Then as Currado Malaspina known


  (I’m not the elder, but of his descent),[139]


  I here refine the love I bore my own.”


  121   I said: “Oh, through your lands I never went,


  But are there any dwelling where your name


  Is not renowned, through Europe’s whole extent?


  124   Your noble house is honored by a fame


  Proclaiming all your lands and every lord,


  So he who never went there knows the same.


  127   I swear to you by heights to be explored


  Your honored race has not stripped off below


  The glory of the purse and of the sword.


  130   It’s favored so by wont and nature, though


  The wicked head may wrench the world aside,[140]


  It still goes straight and shuns the paths of woe.”


  133   “Be certain that the sun,” so he replied,


  “Will not have seven times lain in the bed


  The Ram’s four feet all cover and bestride


  136   Before there’s hammered squarely in your head


  The courteous opinion you’ve displayed


  With stronger nails than talk that others spread—


  139   If but the course of judgment is not stayed!”[141]


  CANTO IX


  As the moon is rising in Purgatory, some two and a half of night’s twelve hours have passed, and Dante, still burdened by his mortal body, lies down to sleep where the other four are sitting. Just before dawn, when the soul is most withdrawn from its senses, the Pilgrim has a prophetic dream: a golden eagle hovering in the sky swoops down to snatch him up, like Ganymede, to the sphere of fire. The intense sensation of burning rouses him, leaving him dazed, like Achilles on awakening in Skyros, and chilled with fear (1–42). By now, the sun stands more than two hours high. When Virgil, his comfort, reassures and encourages the startled Poet, he unwittingly interprets the latter’s dream, explaining that Lucy came at the break of day to bear his body up the steep cliff to a cleft in the rock that houses the gate to Purgatory. As he awoke, she disappeared (43–63). Relieved, Dante follows his Guide up the slope and discovers three steps leading to a portal, where, on the uppermost step, an angelic guard is sitting. He symbolizes the ideal priesthood, being clothed in the ashen robes of penance, brandishing the sword of the Word of God to reflect divine light upon the penitents, and resting upon the adamantine foundation of the Church’s authority, conferred by Christ on Peter and his successors. When he learns the manner of their arrival, he bids the Pilgrim ascend the three steps. The first is white for the self-recognition and sincerity of contrition, the second dark and crumbling for the pain of confession, and the third flaming porphyry for fervency in making satisfaction. Under Virgil’s direction, the Poet falls at the angel’s feet, beating his breast, and begging for mercy. The latter traces seven P’s with the tip of his sword upon Dante’s forehead in order to symbolize the inclinations to the seven capital sins (peccata) and instructs the Pilgrim to cleanse himself of them inside Purgatory proper. Then he takes out two keys, a silver one of discernment and a golden one of absolution, and opens the entrance for the Poet, warning him not to look back with desire upon his former way of life (64–132). Only with difficulty does the seldom-used gate swing open, grating more loudly upon its rusty hinges than that of the Temple of Saturn when Caesar despoiled the Romans of their treasure. Its screeching obscures in part the singing of the Te Deum, like an organ drowning out a choir (133–145).


  1   Now, from the arms of her sweet love released,


  Had old Tithonus’ concubine turned white[142]


  Upon her balcony off to the east.


  4   Her brow bedecked with gems was shining bright;


  They had the shape cold scorpions present


  To injure people with their stingers’ might.[143]


  7   And, of the paces of the night’s ascent,


  Already two had in that place been stepped,


  And downwards now the third one’s wings were bent,[144]


  10   When I, with something still of Adam kept,[145]


  Subdued by sleep, reclined upon the lawn


  And, where all five of us were seated, slept.[146]


  13   Just when the swallow at a time near dawn


  Commences with its mournful lays to pine,


  Perhaps in memory of woes now gone,[147]


  16   And when, more pilgrim from the fleshly shrine,


  Less captive to its thoughts, our mind left free


  Is in its visions made almost divine,


  19   An eagle in a dream I seemed to see,


  With plumes of gold, suspended in the sky,


  With wings outspread, and set to swoop at me.


  22   And in that very place I seemed to lie


  Where Ganymede abandoned all his own,[148]


  Snatched up to that consistory most high.[149]


  25   I thought within myself: “Perhaps it’s prone


  To strike but here; perhaps its talons might


  Disdain to snatch one from another zone.”


  28   It seemed that it, first wheeling some in flight,


  Fell terrible as lightning’s downward leap


  And snatched me upwards to the fiery height.[150]


  31   And there we both appeared to burn—so deep


  A scorching came from that imagined blaze


  It only could have broken off my sleep.


  34   Just as Achilles woke up in a daze,[151]


  Not knowing where he was as everywhere


  He turned around himself his wakened gaze


  37   When he was borne asleep from Chiron’s care


  In mother arms to Skyros’ shore ahead


  Though then the Greeks made him depart from there,


  40   So too I startled when the sleep had fled


  My face at last, and deathly pale I grew,


  Just like a man who turns to ice with dread.


  43   Alone, my Comfort stood by me anew;


  The sun, some two hours high, stood overhead,[152]


  And to the sea was where I turned my view.


  46   “Oh, do not be afraid,” my Master said,


  “But rest assured we stand in good estate;


  Do not hold back, put forth your strength instead.


  49   To Purgatory you have come of late:


  Behold the cliff enclosing it around,


  And where the cleft appears, behold the gate.


  52   For when your sleeping soul within was bound


  (As dawn a while ago preceded day)


  And lay on flowers that adorn the ground,


  55   ‘I’m Lucy,’ so a lady came to say;[153]


  ‘Please let me take the one who has been laid


  To sleep that I may speed him on his way.’


  58   Sordello and those noble others stayed;


  She took you up, and when the day was clear,


  She climbed—I followed in the prints she’d made.


  61   Before she came to lay you down right here,


  By her fair eyes an open door was shown;


  Then she and sleep were both to disappear.”


  64   Like one in doubt whose certainty has grown


  As confidence develops out of fear


  When finally the truth has been made known,


  67   So I was changed, and seeing me appear


  Without a care, my Guide moved up the hill,


  And upwards towards the height I followed near.


  70   You clearly see, O Reader, how I will


  To lift my theme, but if with greater art


  I must sustain it, do not marvel still.


  73   As we approached, we came upon a part


  Where first there merely seemed to be a breach,


  Just like a gap that cleaves a wall apart.


  76   I saw a gate, to which three stairsteps reach


  From up below, each one diversely dyed,


  And then a guard, who still refrained from speech.


  79   And as I more and more intently eyed,


  I saw him seated on the highest stair;


  His face was one that I could not abide.


  82   He had in hand a sword whose blade was bare,


  Reflecting rays at us with such a glow


  In vain I often turned towards it to stare.


  85   “What do you want? Speak up from there below!”


  He started saying. “Where’s the guide to lead?


  Take care, lest coming upwards bring you woe.”


  88   “A lady sent from Heaven, skilled indeed[154]


  In matters of this kind,” my Master said,


  “Told us before: ‘The gate is there; proceed!’”


  91   “And may she let your steps to good be sped!”


  Began anew that guard, who was polite,


  “And so, here is the stairway, come ahead.”


  94   We then came on. The foremost step was white,


  And my true image there was mirrored back—


  Its polished marble was so clear and bright.


  97   The next was darker still than purplish black,


  A step of stone both rough and scorched all through,


  Across whose length and breadth there ran a crack.


  100   The third, its mass upon the other two,


  Appeared to be of flaming porphyry,


  As red as blood an open vein will spew.


  103   God’s angel held his feet on it while he


  Was sitting down upon the threshold block;


  Of adamantine it appeared to be.


  106   My Leader led me up three steps of rock,


  With much good will. “And now,” he said, “entreat,


  But humbly, that he open up the lock.”


  109   Devoutly falling at his holy feet,


  I begged in mercy’s name to be let in,


  But, first of all, my breast three times I beat.


  112   His swordtip traced upon my forehead’s skin


  Full seven times a P. He told me: “Please[155]


  Wash off these wounds when you have passed within.”


  115   Cold ashes or dry earth dug up agrees


  In color with the vestments that he wore,


  And from beneath them he brought forth two keys.


  118   One golden key, one silver key, he bore;


  First with the white, next with the yellow key,


  To my content he set about the door.


  121   “If one of these keys fails, and it should be


  It won’t turn rightly in the keyhole’s slot,


  This passage will not open up,” said he.


  124   “More dear is one, the other needs a lot


  Of art and wit, should locks be opened now,


  For it is that one which unties the knot.


  127   From Peter I hold both; he taught me how


  To err in opening, not latching fast,


  If only at my feet the people bow.”


  130   He pushed the sacred portal’s door at last


  And said: “So enter, but I warn you straight:


  Those looking back return outside, once past.”


  133   And as the pivots of that holy gate


  Were turning in the hinges where they lay,


  They made the strong, resounding metal grate.


  136   Tarpeia did not yet so loudly bray


  Nor prove so stubborn when it would be found


  Stripped bare with good Metellus thrust away.[156]


  139   Intent on that first note, I turned around,


  And Deum Te laudamus next was heard,[157]


  It seemed, in voices mixed with dulcet sound.


  142   And with what I was hearing there occurred


  The same impression that at times is got


  When with the organ tones the singing’s blurred,


  145   For now we hear the words and now do not.


  CANTO X


  Virgil and Dante cross the threshold into Purgatory and hear the creaking of the gate behind them, but Dante does not dare look back because of the angel’s warning. Now they clamber up a narrow, zigzagging cleft, which slows their pace so much that the moon has set in the morning sky before they emerge from it onto a deserted terrace, one three times as wide as a man is tall. The Pilgrim feels exhausted, and both Travelers seem unsure of their way (1–27). Before he has taken a step, the Poet beholds upon the inner wall carvings whose vividness surpasses the legendary skill of Polycletus and even of Nature herself (28–33). In the first stone cutting, Dante witnesses the angel Gabriel announcing the Incarnation of Christ to the Blessed Virgin Mary and can almost hear the angel saying, “Hail, O highly favored daughter, the Lord is with you,” as Mary answers, “I am the handmaid of the Lord. Be it done unto me according to your will” (34–45). A little farther, the Pilgrim discerns another chiseled scene, this time of King David dancing with abandon before the ark of the covenant and of Michol looking down on him in her regal arrogance. Again, he can almost perceive the loud rejoicing of the throng and smell the incense of the censers (46–72). Finally, he observes the sculpted image of the Emperor Trajan halting his troops to grant the request of a poor widow demanding justice against the slayers of her son (73–93). As the Poet stands rapt in the contemplation of the carvings, Virgil points out an approaching band of souls who may show them the way. The two feel confused at first by what they see, but as the shades advance, they prove to be spirits of the proud bent over beneath the weight of a boulder each bears upon his back (94–139).


  1   When we had passed the threshold of the gate,


  Unused by souls in whom wrong loves abound


  Because they make the crooked way seem straight,


  4   I heard that portal shutting by its sound;


  If I had turned my eyes to it, alack!


  What fit excuse for failing could be found?


  7   Straight up the rocks we clambered by a crack,


  Which moved in one and then another place,


  Just like a wave that ebbs and then flows back.


  10   “We here must use a bit of artful grace,”


  My Guide began to say, “in clinging to


  The side that here and there recedes a space.”


  13   And doing so had made our steps so few


  That first the moon, now waning in the sky,


  Regained its bed to sink and rest anew[158]


  16   Before we issued from that needle’s eye.


  When in the open we were free to stray


  (Just where the mountain slope pulls back) on high,[159]


  19   We made a stop upon a plain that lay


  More lonely than a desert roadway can—


  I spent, and both uncertain of our way.


  22   The edge that rims the void begins a span


  That runs up to the foot of that sheer height


  And measures thrice the body of a man;[160]


  25   And just as far as eyes could wing their flight,


  That cornice seemed to have the same extent


  On either side, on both the left and right.


  28   Before we’d moved our feet, I saw, intent,


  That its encircling bank (which there became


  So sheer it lacked the means to make ascent)


  31   Was of white marble; carvings on the same


  Adorn it such that Polyclete—nay more!—[161]


  That even Nature would be put to shame.


  34   The angel who came down to earth and bore[162]


  Decrees of peace, tear-sought the ages through,


  Which broke the ban and opened Heaven’s door,[163]


  37   Appeared before our eyes to be so true


  —His sculptured act had such a gentle air—


  It did not seem as silent statues do.


  40   That he was saying “Ave” one would swear


  For she whose key had opened for the rest


  The Highest Love was also imaged there.


  43   Her attitude was in these words expressed:


  Ancilla ecce Dei, stamped by art[164]


  As clearly as in wax a shape impressed.


  46   “Now do not keep your mind on just one part,”


  My gentle Master said and had me be


  Upon the side where people have the heart.


  49   At that, I turned my eyes and looked to see


  (A bit past Mary, in that quarter laid


  Where he was standing who had prompted me)


  52   Another story in the rock portrayed;


  I crossed in front of Virgil and drew near


  So that my eyes might see the sight displayed.


  55   Cut in the marble, cart and kine appear,[165]


  Which bear the tilting Holy Ark along,


  Because of which tasks unassigned bring fear.[166]


  58   In front were people, all of whom belong


  To seven choirs that made my senses say,


  First one, “They don’t,” then one, “They do make song.”


  61   And equally, the smoke that censers spray


  Was imaged there so well that sight and scent


  Were made discordant by the “yea” and “nay.”


  64   His robes girt up, a humble Psalmist went


  Before the sacred vessel in a dance;[167]


  In him both more and less than king were pent.


  67   And opposite, his Michol watched him prance,


  There figured at a palace window case


  As one who had a sad and scornful glance.[168]


  70   I moved my feet from where I stood in place


  To eye another story close at hand,


  Which gleamed at me beyond sad Michol’s face.


  73   High glories of a Roman Prince there stand[169]


  Depicted, he who as a worthy chief


  Moved Gregory to victory so grand.


  76   I speak of Trajan, Emperor, in brief;


  And at his bridle some poor widow pled,


  Whose attitude bespoke both tears and grief.


  79   And there a throng of horsemen seemed to tread


  The ground about, and eagles moved in view


  On wind-blown flags in gold above his head.[170]


  82   The wretched widow, come among that crew,


  Appeared to say: “O Lord, my son is slain;


  Avenge me, for my heart is torn in two!”


  85   “But you must wait,” so his reply was plain,


  “Till I return.” “But, Lord, if you” said she,


  Like one in whom there presses urgent pain,


  88   “Should not return?” He said: “My heir will see


  To it.” “If you forget your own good side,”


  She asked, “What profit will his goodness be?”


  91   “Console yourself; my duty,” he replied,


  “Will be fulfilled before I move on out,


  For justice wills, and pity holds me tied.”


  94   The One who never sees new things upsprout


  Produced this speech for sight, but for us here


  It’s new because it is not found about.


  97   And while it gave me great delight to peer


  At pictures of humility so rare,


  Whose sight was for their Craftsman’s sake so dear,[171]


  100   “Behold the people coming slowly there,”


  The Poet murmured, “in a massive fold;


  They will direct us to the lofty stair.”


  103   My eyes, which were contented to behold


  Such novelties, of which they are so fond,


  Did not move slowly towards him as they rolled.


  106   I do not want you, Reader, to despond


  Or lose your good resolve, yet hear below


  How God would have us pay our debts beyond.


  109   Do not attend to forms of torment, though,


  But turn your thought to what will follow next;


  Past judgment day, at worst, it cannot go.


  112   “I see what moves this way,” I started, vexed,


  “But, Master, it seems not a human gait;


  I just don’t know—my sight is so perplexed!”


  115   He said: “The grievous nature of their state


  Of torment bends each one to earth, oppressed,


  So that at first my eyes were in debate.


  118   But just look close, and let your vision wrest


  From tangled sights what comes beneath each stone;


  You now can glimpse how each one beats his breast.”


  121   O Christians, haughty, wretched, spent, who’ve grown


  —Because your mental vision is infirm—


  To place your trust in backward steps alone,


  124   Do you not see that man is but a worm,


  Though born to form the angel-butterfly


  That soars without defense to Justice firm?


  127   Why do your minds presume to soar on high,


  Since you are like defective insects yet,


  Like worms that lack their final form, oh, why?


  130   As one will sometimes see a figure set


  As corbel for a roof or ceiling truss


  Which bends until the knees and chest have met


  133   And, though unreal, begets real pain in us


  Who look at them, so when I looked in fact


  With better care, I saw them fashioned thus.


  136   It’s true that some would more or less contract


  As more or less upon their backs they bore;


  And he who had most patience in this act


  139   Appeared through tears to say: “I can no more!”


  CANTO XI


  The spirits of the proud recite the Lord’s Prayer in an expanded version that emphasizes the virtue of humility they are seeking to acquire, mentioning in their petitions those on earth just as the living should offer up their prayers and works of mercy for the poor souls in Purgatory (1–36). Since Dante still bears the weight of his body’s flesh, Virgil asks them how to find the quickest path to the stairs and, if there is more than one stairway, which mounts up the least steeply (37–45). An undetermined voice tells the Pilgrims to follow. Because of the huge stone he bears upon his back, the speaker is unable to look up to see if he can recognize Dante. He identifies himself as Omberto Aldobrandesco, a count of Santafiora, who serves as an example of the arrogance of birth (46–72). As Dante inclines forwards to listen, another shade twists and recognizes the Poet, who is able in turn to name the penitent. He is Oderisi, an illuminator of manuscripts who provides an instance of the vanity of artistic excellence. Discoursing on the ephemerality of fame, he cites Cimabue, who yielded pride of place to Giotto in painting, and Guido Guinizzelli, who did so to Guido Cavalcanti in Italian poetry (73–108). He then points out Provenzano Salvani, once a virtual dictator in Siena, as a representative of the presumption of power (109–126). When Dante asks how it is that he did not have to spend the length of his earthly life in Ante-Purgatory among the late repentant, Oderisi relates how he was spared that fate by publicly humbling himself to save a friend and then prophesies that the Pilgrim will soon undergo like humiliations (127–142).


  1   “Our Father, who in Heaven dwell above,


  Not circumscribed in place, but since on high


  You bear Your first effects a greater love,[172]


  4   May each of all your creatures sanctify


  Your name and worth and render as is fit


  Its thanks for sweet effusions You supply.


  7   Your kingdom come to us, and peace with it,


  For of ourselves we cannot reach it who,


  Should it not come, don’t have such strength of wit.


  10   As of their wills your angels make to You


  A sacrifice and sing Hosanna, pray,


  With their own wills may humans likewise do.


  13   Our daily manna give to us today;


  Without it he goes backwards who exerts


  Himself the most on this harsh desert way.


  16   And as we pardon everyone the hurts


  We have endured, may You forgive us too,


  Benignly; do not look at our deserts.


  19   Try not our strength, so easy to subdue,


  Against the ancient foe, but come unbind


  It from the one who spurs it on anew.[173]


  22   We do not make this last plea, Lord most kind,


  As if it were for us, who have no need,


  But for the ones who still remain behind.”[174]


  25   For them and us imploring thus good speed,


  Each shade was trudging underneath a load


  Like those we sometimes dream. And all indeed,


  28   Diversely anguished, weary on the road,


  Went round that first of terraces they trod


  To purge the mist of their mundane abode.


  31   If there our good is always asked of God,


  What can be said and done for them down here


  By those whose wills are rooted in good sod?[175]


  34   Indeed, we ought to help them wash the smear[176]


  They bore from here that, light and cleansed of mire,


  Each soul may rise up to its starry sphere.


  37   “That justice soon with pity may conspire


  And so disburden you that you may spread


  Your wings to lift you up as you desire,


  40   Show by which pass one is most quickly led


  To find the stairs; and if there’s more than one,


  Show which will rise least steeply up instead.


  43   Since he who comes with me, as Adam’s son,


  Still bears the weight of flesh that robes his frame,


  Against his will ascent is slowly won.”


  46   It was not manifest from whom there came


  The words returned to these said by my Guide,


  Whom I was following, but all the same,


  49   “Come with us to the right,” it was replied,


  “Along the bank; a pass you there will find


  Where one who lives may climb the mountain-side.


  52   If unimpeded by the stone assigned,


  By which this haughty neck of mine is tamed


  So that I have to hold my face inclined,


  55   I’d look at him still living but unnamed


  To see if I might know at whom I stare


  And have his pity at this burden aimed.


  58   I was Italian, a great Tuscan’s heir;[177]


  Guglielm’ Aldobrandesco sowed my seed;[178]


  I know not if his name was with you there.


  61   The ancient blood and every gallant deed


  My forebears wrought made arrogance so swell,


  Which to our common Mother paid no heed,[179]


  64   That I disdained all men; and how I fell


  That way to death the Sienese all know,


  And Campagnático’s each child can tell.


  67   I am Omberto; and my pride grew so


  It harmed not only me, for all my folk


  Have been dragged down by it and into woe.


  70   For this I here must bear this weighty yoke


  Among the dead, unborne in life before,


  Till God at last is satisfied,” he spoke.


  73   I, listening, inclined my face some more;


  And one—not he who spoke—among that crowd,


  Who turned beneath the cumbrous weight he bore,


  76   And saw, and recognized me, cried aloud;


  He fixed his eyes on me with effort, who


  Went walking on with them completely bowed.


  79   “You’re Oderisi,” I exclaimed, “aren’t you?[180]


  The pride of Gubbio, and of that skill


  Parisians call ‘Illumination’ too?”


  82   “But, brother, Franco Bolognese’s quill


  Pens sheets,” he said, “to smile more brightly yet;


  All honor’s his—a part is mine, though, still.


  85   Such courtesy in truth I would forget


  If now alive—my great desire so yearned


  For excellence, on which my heart was set.


  88   For pride like that the fee is here returned,


  And even now I would not here remain


  But that, still fit for sin, to God I turned.


  91   O human strength, your glory is so vain!


  How briefly green will last atop your weald


  If not succeeded by a duller reign!


  94   Once Cimabue thought to hold the field[181]


  In painting; Giotto now is cried as best


  So that the other’s dimmer fame must yield.


  97   So did one Guido from the other wrest


  The glory of our tongue; perhaps the frame[182]


  Of him is born who’ll chase them from their nest.


  100   For nothing more is all your earthly fame


  Than gusts of wind which come from here or there


  And, as they change their quarters, change their name.


  103   Will greater fame be yours if you outwear


  Your flesh when you are old than if you face


  Your death as prattling babies, when a bare


  106   One thousand years have passed? That’s yet less space


  For the eternal than a twitching brow


  For Heaven’s sphere that turns with slowest pace.


  109   He who makes little way before me—how


  All Tuscany once chimed his name before!


  It’s scarcely whispered in Siena now,


  112   Where he was lord when once a raging corps


  From Florence was destroyed, which then—alas!—


  Was just as proud as now it is a whore.


  115   Your fame is like the color of the grass,


  Which comes and goes; for he who made it sprout[183]


  So green from earth will make it fade and pass.”


  118   “With good humility your truth makes stout


  My heart within and flattens swollen pride;


  But who,” I said,“ is he you spoke about?”


  121   “That’s Provenzán Salvani,” he replied;[184]


  “On all Siena he presumed to lay


  His hands, and therefore he must here abide.


  124   Without reposing since his dying day,


  He goes and thus has gone to satisfy


  With such a coin as those too bold must pay.”


  127   “If that soul who awaits life’s end,” said I,


  “Before it has decided to repent


  Must stay below and not ascend on high


  130   For just as long as it in life had spent


  (Unless good prayers should lend it aid at last),


  Then how was he allowed to make ascent?”[185]


  133   “When that one lived in glory unsurpassed,


  He put aside all shame of his free will


  And in Siena’s square,” he said, “stood fast.


  136   And there, to save his friend from pain and ill


  Which he sustained in Carlo’s jail below,


  He brought his every vein to shake with chill.


  139   (I say no more. My words are dark, I know;[186]


  Your neighbors all will act with such designs


  In but short time that you can gloss them, though.)


  142   This deed delivered him from those confines.”


  CANTO XII


  Virgil urges Dante to leave the burdened soul now and pursue his course. In order to ease the Pilgrim’s way, he directs Dante’s sight to the ground, which is sculpted in marble like the tomb coverings carved on some church floors (1–24). There the Pilgrim contemplates a series of biblical and classical examples of lowered pride: Lucifer cast down from Heaven, Briareus transfixed by a thunderbolt, the giants who stormed Olympus mangled on the ground, Nimrod confused in his speech, Niobe weeping for her children, Saul falling upon his sword, Arachne turned to a spider, Rehoboam in flight, Eriphyle slain by her child, Sennecherib assassinated by his sons, Cyrus decapitated, Holofernes beheaded as well, and Troy burned to ashes—all of them chiseled with such exquisite skill that the living seem alive and the dead seem dead (25–72). The Poet is so absorbed by the images that he loses track of time, and Virgil again urges him on. With a face gleaming like the morning star, a white-robed angel then appears, his wings outspread and his arms open, to lead the Travelers to the stairs, which rise as steeply as those in Florence from the Rubaconte bridge up to San Miniato. When Dante arrives at their base, the angel brushes his forehead with a pinion, thus wiping away the first P (73–108). As they venture to climb, they hear Blessed are the poor in spirit being chanted, and the Pilgrim marvels at the lightness of his gait. Virgil predicts that when the other P’s have been removed, the Poet’s feet will not only not tire but will even delight in the ascent. Not having realized that a letter was missing, Dante runs his fingers across his forehead and finds only six characters remaining. Virgil sees and smiles (109–136).


  1   That burdened soul and I went pace by pace


  Just as two oxen go beneath their yoke


  As long as my kind Teacher gave me grace.


  4   “Now leave him and press onwards,” so he spoke,


  “It’s good for each to drive his bark with all


  The strength he has by sail and paddle stroke.”


  7   At that, I raised my body, straight and tall,


  As one should walk although my thoughts’ intent


  Remained within me both bowed down and small.


  10   I had set out, and willingly I went


  Behind my Master’s steps; both he and I


  Were showing just how light was our ascent


  13   When next he said to me: “Turn down your eye:


  It will be good, that you might ease your way,


  To see what bed beneath your feet may lie.”


  16   Just as, so that their memory may stay,


  The pavement tombs above the buried dead


  Bear figured what they were before our day


  19   While on their stones our tears are often shed


  When memory of them will prick us still


  Though by its spurs but pious ones are sped,


  22   So these I noticed, which, in point of skill,


  With better semblance had been figured there


  Upon the path protruding from the hill.


  25   My eyes saw him who had been made more fair[187]


  Than any creature, on one side enscrolled,


  Fall lightning-like from Heaven through the air.


  28   My eyes saw Heaven’s shaft transfix the bold


  Briáreus, who, opposite, thus felled,


  Lay heavy on the ground in mortal cold.[188]


  31   My eyes saw Mars and Pallas and beheld


  Thymbraeus, armed and at their father’s side,


  While viewing scattered limbs of giants quelled.[189]


  34   My eyes saw Nimrod stand perplexed beside


  His mighty work, and watching it the train


  Of those in Shinar who had shared his pride.[190]


  37   Ah Níobe, with eyes so full of pain


  I saw you carved upon that roadway too,


  Mid seven sons and seven daughters slain![191]


  40   Ah Saul, how you appeared there dead, pierced through


  Upon your sword when on Gilboa’s height,


  Which never afterwards felt rain or dew![192]


  43   Ah mad Arachne, whom I held in sight,


  Half turned to spider, sad upon a shred


  Of work that you had woven to your blight![193]


  46   Ah Rehoboam, here your imaged head


  Appears to be no threat; yet full of fear,


  Though none pursue, your chariot has fled![194]


  49   Now showed that flinty pavement further here


  Just how Alcmaeon made his mother pay


  For that curst ornament a price so dear.[195]


  52   Now showed it how his sons rushed in to slay


  Sennecherib and how, their father killed,


  They left him in the temple where he lay.[196]


  55   Now showed it ruin, cruel slaughter, willed


  By Queen Tomyris; “Cyrus,” she cried out,


  “You thirsted after blood, with blood be filled!”[197]


  58   Now showed it how Assyrians in rout


  Had taken flight when Holofernes died,


  With remnants of that slaying left about.[198]


  61   My eyes saw Troy in ash and cave abide;


  Ah Ilium, how you were base and vile,


  Now shown in the design that’s there descried![199]


  64   What master of the brush or etching-style


  Had drawn those shades and lines that would have led


  A subtle mind to wonder quite a while?


  67   The living seemed alive, the dead seemed dead;


  And he who saw in very truth would glean


  No more than all I trod, inclined ahead.


  70   (So now wax proud, go on with haughty mien,


  You sons of Eve; do not incline your face[200]


  So that your path of evil won’t be seen!)


  73   Around the mount we’d gone a greater space,


  And more now of the solar course was spent


  Than what my mind, not free, esteemed the case


  76   When, always looking forward as he went,


  “Lift up your head,” my Guide began to say,


  “No time remains for going so intent.


  79   See, coming from her service of the day,


  That sixth of handmaids; see an angel who[201]


  Prepares himself to come along our way.


  82   Adorn your face and acts with rev’rence too,


  That he might please to send us up secure;


  Just think, this day will never dawn anew!”


  85   I was well used to warnings that adjure


  To lose no time; in matters of this kind,


  His speech to me could never be obscure.


  88   A handsome creature clothed in white inclined


  His steps towards us; his face was such when eyed


  That like the trembling morning star it shined.


  91   His arms and then his wings were opened wide;


  “Do come, for stairs are near at hand,” he said;


  “From here with ease one takes an upward stride.


  94   For flying up the human race was bred,


  But to this invitation come so few;


  Why do you fall at such small winds instead?”


  97   He led us where the rock was split in two


  And brushed my forehead with his pinion’s sweep,


  And then he promised me safe passage through.


  100   As on the right, in climbing up the steep,


  Where over Rubaconte’s bridge will lie


  A church that dominates “well-guided sheep,”[202]


  103   The daring, scarped ascent is broken by


  A stairway made in ages past when all


  The ledgers and the staves were safe, so I[203]


  106   Saw here the easing of the banks, which fall


  Quite steeply downwards from that higher ring;


  On both sides, though, there pressed a rocky wall.


  109   We turned that way and now heard voices sing;


  Beati paup’res spiritu arose[204]


  Such that no words could say a sweeter thing.


  112   How different are these passages from those


  Of Hell: one enters here to chanted strains,


  But there below with fierce laments one goes!


  115   On holy stairs we, mounting up, made gains;


  And mine appeared by far a lighter state


  Than it had been before upon the plains.


  118   At that I said: “O Master, say what weight


  Has been removed so that as I have paced,


  I’ve almost felt no labor in my gait.”


  121   And he replied: “Though they’re almost effaced,


  When from your brow the P’s remaining still


  Have, like the first, completely been erased,


  124   Your feet will be so conquered by good will


  That then not only no fatigue will show,


  But they’ll delight as they are urged uphill.”


  127   And at his words I did like those who go


  With something on their heads they don’t descry


  Though others’ signals make suspicion grow,


  130   So that their hand will help to verify


  And seek and find and thus fulfill with haste


  The office that their sight can not supply.


  133   And with the fingers of my right hand spaced,


  I found just six of seven letters styled


  Which there upon my temples he had traced


  136   Who held the keys. My Leader saw and smiled.[205]


  CANTO XIII


  Virgil and Dante have climbed to the top of the stairs and now stand at the second terrace, which curves more sharply than the first, though its livid stone shows no figure or image (1–9). Fearing that to wait for someone who can direct them to the right or to the left will consume too much time, Virgil turns to the northwest, towards the sun, and prays for direction (9–21). When they have covered a brisk mile, they hear spirits flying above calling out these examples of charity, the virtue that wills the good for another and is thus opposed to envy, the vice that sorrows at another’s good: Mary’s concern for the young bride and groom at the wedding feast of Cana, Pylades’ attempt to save Orestes’ life, and Jesus’ exhortation to love our enemies (22–42). Virgil directs his pupil’s sight to the shades sitting up ahead chanting the Litany of the Saints. As he sees them propped against each other and against the wall, their mantles made of haircloth, their eyelids sewn shut with iron thread, like wild falcons being trained, the Pilgrim weeps from pity (43–72). He feels that it is wrong to look at them and remain unseen, yet, at Virgil’s encouragement, he courteously asks if any Italian shade dwells among the envious, offering to secure intercession on earth for such a soul (73–93). A short distance ahead, a spirit raises her chin like a blind woman and answers that they once lived as pilgrims in Italy but now are all citizens of one true city. On further questioning, she turns out to be Sapia of Siena, who exulted when the Sienese Ghibellines were defeated by the Florentine Guelphs at the battle of Colle di Val d’Elsa. She made her peace with God late in life and would still be in Ante-Purgatory were it not for Peter Pettinaio, a simple holy man, who interceded for her. On learning that Dante is still alive, she asks him both to pray for her and to restore her name among her kin (94–154).


  1   We topped the stairs where for a second time


  There had been cut away the mountain’s flank,


  The mount that heals our evils as we climb.


  4   And there the hill is girded by a bank,


  A terrace like the first around its cone,


  Except its arc, more sharply curving, shrank.


  7   There is no figure here nor image shown,


  For bare do both the bank and road appear


  As does the livid color of the stone.


  10   “If we should wait to ask of people here,”


  The Poet, reasoning, had just begun,


  “Our choice may be delayed too long, I fear.”


  13   At that he fixed his eyes upon the sun,


  And made a center of his right-hand side


  From which to move, then turned his other one.


  16   “O you, sweet lamp, to whom I must confide


  Our entry on this newest road,” he said,


  “With here much-needed guidance, be our guide.


  19   You warm the world, your light on it is shed;


  If other grounds urge not in counter-style,


  Then by your rays we always must be led.”


  22   As much as here is counted for a mile


  We had already journeyed there above


  And, thanks to ready wills, in but a while.


  25   We heard some spirits fly towards us but of


  Them had no view as they called out on high


  Kind invitations to a fare of love.


  28   The first voice passed us two while flying by;


  “Non habent vinum” was its shouted call;


  It flew behind us, echoing its cry.[206]


  31   Before it was no longer heard at all


  From space traversed, one passing cried out strong:


  “I am Orestes”; neither did it fall.[207]


  34   “O Father, unto whom do there belong


  These cries?” I said and heard a third one urge,


  As I inquired: “Love those who’ve done you wrong.”


  37   My kindly Master said: “This ring will purge


  The sins of envy by its whip; that’s why


  The cords are drawn from love to make its scourge.


  40   The curb must be of counter-sounds, and I


  Believe you’ll hear it soon, so I surmise,


  Before you see the pass of pardon nigh.[208]


  43   But through the air intently fix your eyes;


  See people sitting up ahead once more,


  Who all are seated where the cliffs arise.”


  46   My eyes now opened wider than before;


  I looked ahead at shades and saw the paints,


  No different from the stone, their mantles bore.


  49   A little farther on they cried their plaints;


  “O Mary, pray for us,” I heard them say,


  Along with “Michael, Peter,” and “All Saints.”


  52   I don’t believe there walks the earth today


  A man so hard that he would not be stung


  By grief at what I saw then on the way.


  55   For when I had approached so near among


  Them that the actions were made plain of all,


  From both my eyes was heavy anguish wrung.


  58   Their haircloth covers seemed the coarsest pall,


  And one of them, with shoulder propped, would stead


  The next, with each supported by the wall.


  61   Just so the blind who lack the means for bread


  Will stand on pardon-days to beg their needs;[209]


  And one upon his neighbor sinks his head


  64   So that they wake in others pity’s deeds,


  Which not by sound of words alone is done


  But by a sight that no less sorely pleads.


  67   As to the blind there does not reach the sun,


  So of the shadows there of which I tell


  The light of Heaven gives itself to none.


  70   For all their lids are pierced and sewn as well


  With iron thread as those are of a hawk,


  Which, since untamed, in quiet will not dwell.


  73   It seemed to me an outrage just to walk


  And look at them, for I was still unseen;


  I turned to my wise Counsel thus to talk,


  76   Who knew quite well what I, still mute, might mean


  And did not wait until I asked of him


  But told me: “Speak with words both brief and keen.”


  79   My Virgil came along the terrace rim,


  On that side where a man could fall, no doubt,


  Because no parapet surrounds its brim.


  82   The other side held shades of those devout,


  Those souls who through their horrid eyelid-seams


  Wept tears that bathe their cheeks and pressed them out.


  85   “You sure to see the lofty light’s great beams,”


  I started, having turned around to some,


  “Which is the one thing your desire esteems,


  88   So may God’s grace soon wash away the scum


  Upon your consciences so that, made clear,


  The streams of memory might flow therefrom;


  91   Do tell (for I shall hold the kindness dear)


  If any souls among you chance to be


  Italian—it might help them, if I hear.”


  94   “O brother, citizens each one are we


  Of one true city; what you meant to say


  Was ‘who as pilgrim lived in Italy.’”


  97   Since this reply was heard from one who lay


  A bit beyond my station, it appeared,


  I let myself be heard yet more that way.


  100   And at a shade among the rest I peered;


  She looked expectant—ask me how I knew,


  She had, as blind men do, her chin upreared.


  103   I said: “O spirit, who to climb subdue


  Yourself, if you responded to my pleas,


  Then let me know your name or country too.”


  106   And she replied: “I once was Sienese;


  I weep that He might let Himself be shown


  To us and mend my sinful life with these.


  109   I was not sage, though as Sapía known;[210]


  For I was far more glad at harm to peers


  Than ever at good fortune of my own.


  112   And lest you think that I deceive your ears,


  Hear, as I tell you, how my folly strayed


  In the declining arc of all my years.


  115   Near Colle were my citizens arrayed[211]


  To join in battle with the enemy;


  And unto God for what He willed I prayed.


  118   When they were routed there, they turned to flee


  With bitter steps; and when I saw the chase,


  A joy unlike all others seized on me—


  121   Such joy, I lifted up my shameless face


  And cried to God: ‘I fear You now no more!’


  Like blackbirds at good weather’s slightest trace.[212]


  124   I sought for peace with God when on the shore


  Of earthly life; but penance as of yet


  Would not have lessened all the debt I bore


  127   Did Peter Pettinaio not forget[213]


  To mention me in holy prayers below


  Because from charity he felt regret


  130   For me. Who’s asking of our station, though,


  As he moves on, and bears his eyes unwired,


  And speaks with breath, as I believe to know?”


  133   “My eyes,” I said, “shall yet be here required


  For but short time for small is the offense


  That, turning them in envy, is acquired.


  136   The fear that holds my spirit in suspense


  Is far more great of pains beneath us wrought,


  And even now it weighs on me, I sense.”


  139   “Who’s led you here among us, if you thought,”


  She said, “that you’d return below anew?”


  And I: “There’s one with me who’s yet said naught.


  142   And I’m alive, O soul elect, thus do


  Request of me some favor if down there


  You’d have me move my mortal feet for you.”


  145   She said: “To hear this is a thing so rare


  It shows how great God’s love for you has been,


  And therefore help me sometimes with your prayer.


  148   I beg by what you most desire to win


  If you should ever tread the Tuscan reign


  That you restore my name among my kin,


  151   Whom you shall see among a folk so vain


  They’ll lose more hope in Talamone’s coast[214]


  Than they have lost to find Diana’s lane.[215]


  154   But there the admirals will lose the most.”[216]


  CANTO XIV


  Two spirits of the envious are discussing who this living man and his companion might be. At last, they ask Dante where he is from and who he is (1–15). The Pilgrim indicates that he is from the Valley of the Arno, without actually mentioning the name of the river, and forbears giving his own name out of modesty. Immediately, one spirit recognizes which river is meant, and when the other wonders why the Tuscan has suppressed its name, the first replies that it is right to let the name of the Arno Valley die (16–30). He then launches into a bitter and satirical lamentation for Tuscany, first declaring that from the Arno’s source to its mouth the Tuscans flee virtue as if it were a snake (31–42); then likening the inhabitants of the Casentino to swine, the Aretines to dogs, the Florentines to wolves, and the Pisans to foxes (43–54); and finally prophesying the slaughter of the Florentines by the second spirit’s nephew (55–66). At that, the second soul wheels around, perturbed; both the speech of the one and the reaction of the other provoke the Poet’s curiosity. The first reveals himself as Guido del Duca, a man so infected with envy that he turned livid on witnessing another person’s happiness (67–87). Next he introduces Rinieri da Calboli, whom he praises as the boast and honor of his region. Grieving that both in his family and in Romagna the weeds of vice have choked the flowers of virtue, he wonders where the worthy men of old have gone, naming both Ghibellines and Guelphs of the past (88–111). Lastly, he deplores the degeneracy of the present nobility and ruling families (112–123). Guido, overwhelmed by sadness, then sends Dante on his way. As the Poets continue, they hear a lightning crack of voices proclaiming the examples of punished envy, first of Cain, who murdered his brother, Abel, and then of Aglauros, who was turned to stone when in her envy she attempted to come between her sister, Herse, and the god Mercury (124–151).


  1   “Now who is this who circles round our hill


  Before he’s given wings by death below


  And shuts his eyes and opens them at will?”


  4   “I don’t know who he is, but yet I know


  He’s not alone; you’re closer, ask instead,


  But greet him kindly so he’ll speak.” And so


  7   Two spirits, who were leaning head to head,[217]


  Discussed me there upon my right-hand side;


  As each upturned his face to speak, one said,


  10   Addressing me: “O soul, who still abide


  In body as you go towards Heaven’s door,


  For charity console us and confide


  13   Just who you are and where you come from for


  You make us marvel so at grace’s deeds


  Since such a thing has never been before.”


  16   I said: “From Falterona there proceeds[218]


  A stream that winds through central Tuscan ground;


  No hundred miles could sate the course it needs,


  19   And from its banks I bring this body round;


  To tell you who I am would be in vain


  Because my name as yet makes no great sound.”


  22   “You mean the Arno, if I ascertain


  Your meaning with my intellect,” replied


  That shade who first had spoken of the twain.


  25   And unto him the other said aside:


  “Why does he mask that river’s name and shy


  Like one with something horrible to hide?”


  28   The shade thus questioned duly made reply:


  “I don’t know why, but it is right at last


  To let the name of such a valley die.[219]


  31   For from its source (where mountains roughly cast,


  From which Pelorus is cut off, teem so[220]


  With streams that at few sites they are surpassed)


  34   To where it yields (restoring from its flow[221]


  All that the sky has taken from the sea,


  So streams have that with which their courses go),


  37   All run from virtue, thought their enemy,


  As from a snake because the cursèd place


  Or goads of evil custom make them flee.


  40   Thus, dwellers through that wretched valley’s space


  Have had their natures changed by such a force


  It seems that Circe pastures all their race.[222]


  43   Among brute swine, more fit to have recourse


  To acorns than they are to human fare,


  This river first directs its needy course.[223]


  46   Still going down, it finds where dogs repair


  Who snarl beyond their strength, and from the which


  It turns its snout with such a scornful air.[224]


  49   The more it swells, as downward falls its pitch,


  The more such dogs, becoming wolves, are met


  Around this cursèd and ill-fated ditch.[225]


  52   Through many dark ravines descending yet,


  It sees that foxes full of guile so feign


  They don’t fear being caught by traps men set.[226]


  55   And though another hears, I won’t refrain[227]


  From speech—it will be good should he recall


  How inspiration has untied this skein.


  58   I see your grandson heed the hunters’ call[228]


  And hunt the wolves on banks of savage streams,


  Thus striking terror into one and all.


  61   He sells their flesh while still alive, it seems,


  Then slays them like old beasts that thus he should


  Rob scores of life, himself of honor’s dreams.


  64   He issues bloody from the dismal wood[229]


  And leaves it such that in a thousand years


  It still won’t be re-wooded as it stood.”


  67   At that, just as the face of one appears


  Perturbed when news of painful ills is heard,


  No matter from what source fanged danger nears,


  70   Just so I saw that spirit, who had whirred[230]


  Around to hear, become disturbed and sad,


  When it had finished taking in this word.


  73   The speech the one and looks the other had


  Now made me wonder what their names might be;


  Thus, as petitions were my questions clad.


  76   I’d asked the spirit who first spoke, so he


  Began to speak again: “You wish me, though,


  To do for you what you refused to me.


  79   But since God wills His grace in you to glow


  To such a great degree, I shall not stint:


  That I was Guy of Duca therefore know.[231]


  82   My blood so boiled when sparked by envy’s flint


  That if I ever saw a happy man


  You would have seen me dyed a livid tint.


  85   From what I sowed I reaped such chaff to fan;


  O race of humans, why do you employ


  Your hearts where partnership must find a ban?


  88   This is Rinieri, this the pride and joy[232]


  Of Cálboli’s estate, where since his day


  No heir has had his worth yet to enjoy.


  91   Not only has his blood been stripped, I say,[233]


  Between the seas and Reno, hills and Po,[234]


  Of goods required for earnest and for play,


  94   But in these bounds the noxious weeds that grow


  So fill their lands that to destroy them there


  By means of cultivation would be slow.


  97   Where is good Lizïo? Mainardi, where[235]?


  And Traversaro? Di Carpigna then?


  O you, Romagna, turned a bastards’ lair!


  100   Will Fabbros in Bologna root again,


  Or Foscos in Faenza? Will we find


  Such noble sprouts from lowly weeds, and when?


  103   O Tuscan, marvel not that I remind


  Myself and weep at d’Azzo’s memory,


  Who with da Prata lived among our kind,


  106   At that Tignoso and his company,


  The Anastag’ and Traversaro’s own


  (Without an heir is either family),


  109   At dames and knights, at toils and ease once known,


  Which love and courtesy would both incite—


  So wicked has the heart of each there grown!


  112   O Bretinoro, why not take to flight,[236]


  Because your family has fled your snares,


  Like many, to avoid a guilty plight?


  115   Bagnacaval does well to breed no heirs,


  But Castrocaro wrong, and Conio more,


  In bothering to breed such counts as theirs.


  118   And well, when rid of such a demon-sore,


  Will those Pagani do, though now impure


  Their witness must remain for evermore.


  121   De’ Fantolin’, your name is made secure,


  For we expect no one to come behind


  By whose corruption it might grow obscure.


  124   But, Tuscan, go your way; I am inclined


  Far more to weep than still to speak today


  For so has our discussion wrung my mind.”


  127   We knew those dear souls heard us go away;


  And therefore from their silence we could trust


  That we were following the proper way.


  130   As lightning cleaves the heavens with its thrust,


  So, when—once by ourselves—we onwards drew,


  A voice came towards us, saying in its gust:


  133   “Whoever finds me out will kill me too”;[237]


  It fled as does a fading thunder-crash


  If suddenly its cloud has been cut through.


  136   And when our ears had rested from that clash,


  Another came with such a roar and cried,


  Like thunder claps that follow in a flash:


  139   “I am Aglauros, who was petrified”;[238]


  And stepping towards the right hand at those sounds,


  Not forward, I drew near the Poet’s side.


  142   The air grew quiet all throughout those grounds,


  And Virgil said: “That was the sturdy bit


  That ought to hold a man within his bounds.


  145   But still you take the bait and hook with it,[239]


  Which reels you in to such an ancient foe;


  Thus, neither curb nor lure avails a whit.


  148   The heavens, circling, call to you and show


  Their everlasting beauties unto you;


  Yet still your eyes look but at earth below;


  151   Hence, He who sees all things will smite you too.”


  CANTO XV


  It is about three o’clock in the afternoon, and the Travelers are heading northwest, so that the beams of the sun strike them directly in the face. Blinded by a dazzling light, Dante first assumes that it is the direct glare of the sun and attempts to screen his eyes with his hand. When that attempt fails, he wonders if the solar rays are being reflected upwards from a pool. Virgil then explains to him that a splendorous angel is inviting him to ascend and predicts that it will not be long before he feels delight rather than pain at such sights (1–33). As they start up the stairs to the third terrace, another P is erased from the Pilgrim’s brow, though he does not realize it at the time. They now hear the fifth beatitude chanted behind them: “Blessed are the merciful.” In order to make good use of the time, the Poet asks how it is that material goods exclude partnership, as Guido del Duca had said. Virgil replies that the share of earthly possessions diminishes when several divide them among themselves and that this decreased share easily gives rise to envy. But spiritual goods such as knowledge and love increase when they are shared, thus eliminating all cause for enviousness (34–81). As the Climbers emerge upon the third terrace, Dante is caught up in a series of three ecstatic visions presenting examples of gentleness, the virtue contrary to the vice of wrath punished on this level. The first is Mary’s gentle questioning on finding the child Jesus in the temple (82–93), the second Pisistratus’ refusal to condemn a young man who had publicly embraced his daughter (94–105), the third St. Stephen’s forgiveness of his persecutors (106–114). Virgil then exhorts the Pilgrim to rouse himself from his waking dreams, and as they continue towards the setting sun, a cloud of black smoke envelops them (115–145).


  1   So much appeared remaining of the way[240]


  The sun must course towards night as would appear


  Between the end of tierce and break of day


  4   To show itself of the ecliptic’s sphere,[241]


  Which like a child is ever at its fun;


  For it was vespers there, but midnight here.


  7   Rays struck us in the face for we had run


  A quarter circle round the mount, and so


  We now aimed straight for where there sets the sun.[242]


  10   I then could feel my brow weighed down below


  By splendors that were brighter than just now,


  And things amazed me that I did not know.


  13   And thus I raised my hands above my brow,


  And in this way I made myself a screen


  To ease the light’s excess. And knowing how


  16   Rays strike the water or a mirror’s sheen


  But in the opposite direction dart,


  On rising at the angle that was seen


  19   At their descent, and equally depart


  As much then from the free fall of a stone,


  As show experiment and theory’s art,[243]


  22   Just so, I thought, in front of me there shone


  A light reflected that had struck my head,


  From which my sight so rapidly had flown.


  25   “What light, sweet Father, is so brightly shed


  It doesn’t help me much if I defend


  My sight? It seems to move towards us,” I said.


  28   “You should not be amazed,” replied my Friend,


  “If Heaven’s family still dazzles you;


  A messenger invites us to ascend.[244]


  31   And it will not be long before you view


  These things and feel no burden but delight


  As much as nature has disposed you to.”


  34   When we had reached that blessèd angel’s site,


  He said, rejoicing: “Enter here to come


  By stairs less steep than any other flight.”


  37   Already past that point, we mounted some;


  “Beat’ misericordes” was behind[245]


  Us sung and “Joy to you who overcome!”


  40   When he and I were left alone to wind


  Our upward way, I, walking, formed a plan


  To profit from his words; so I inclined


  43   Towards him to pose a question, and it ran:


  “What did that spirit of Romagna mean


  With mention of the ‘partnership’ and ‘ban?’”


  46   He said: “From his worst fault that one has seen


  The damage done; and thus, show no surprise


  If it is blamed to make his tears less keen.


  49   When your desires are focused in such wise


  That sharing things reduces them in part,


  Then envy moves the bellows to your sighs.


  52   Should love, though, of the highest sphere impart


  To all of your desires an upward turn,


  Such fear would not be tugging at your heart.


  55   The more those saying ‘ours’ will there sojourn,


  The more of good shall each one hold in store


  And in that cloister charity more burn.”[246]


  58   “I’m hungering for satisfaction more,


  And in my mind more doubt assembles too,


  Than if,” I said, “I’d held my tongue before.


  61   With goods distributed, can it be true


  They render their possessors yet more rich


  Than if they are possessed by just a few?”


  64   “Because you fix your mind on matters which


  Are of the earth,” he said to me, “what should


  You garner from true light but darkest pitch?


  67   That infinite, ineffable true Good,


  Which there exists on high, thus runs to love


  As sunbeams to a lucid body would.[247]


  70   It gives to ardor what it finds thereof,


  So that the more such charity extends,


  The more Eternal Goodness grows above.


  73   The more enamored souls, the more each tends


  To love up there, with more for loving well;


  And just like mirrors each to each resplends.


  76   But you’ll see Beatrice, and she will quell


  Most fully this and every other thirst


  If my words don’t appease your hunger spell.


  79   Strive only that there soon may be dispersed


  Your last five wounds as two were wiped away;[248]


  They will be healed by being painful first.”


  82   “You’ve satisfied me,” I had wished to say,


  But saw that I had reached another round[249]


  Where eager eyes would make my tongue delay.


  85   For there, it seemed, I suddenly was found


  Caught up in dreams of ecstasy to spy


  Some people in a temple mill around.[250]


  88   A lady said, as she was standing by


  The entrance, “Son,” with sweet maternal air,


  “Why have you done this thing to us, oh why?


  91   See, I in tears have sought you everywhere,


  Your father too”; and when she ceased to speak,


  That first appearance disappeared. And there


  94   Arose another woman down whose cheek[251]


  The tears that are distilled by grieving poured,


  When grief is born of great resentment’s pique.


  97   “If of this city you are truly lord,


  A town whose name the gods’ own strife has styled,[252]


  And which shines forth all knowledge,” she implored,


  100   “Seek vengeance, Pisistratus, for our child


  On those bold arms that dared embrace our gem!”


  It seemed her lord replied, benign and mild,


  103   With placid mien: “What shall we do to them


  Who harbor some desire to do us ill


  If those who love us we should thus condemn?”


  106   I then saw people fired by angry will,[253]


  Who stoned a boy to death; their forceful cries


  Kept blaring to each other: “Kill him, kill!”


  109   I saw him sink to earth, for his demise


  Had burdened him already with its weight


  As he made doors to Heaven of his eyes


  112   And prayed his Lord on high, in such a strait,


  That He forgive his persecutors’ sin,


  With such a look as opens pity’s gate.


  115   But when my mind turned outwards from within


  To see the things that truly are outside,


  I saw what my not-false mistakes had been.


  118   My Leader, who could see me at his side


  Like one who tries to free himself from sleep,


  Inquired: “What’s wrong? You cannot hold your stride,


  121   But, coming over half a league, you keep


  Your eyes both veiled; with stumbling gait you sway,


  Like someone drunk with wine or half asleep.”


  124   “If you will listen to me, I shall say,


  My dearest Father, what appeared to be


  When both my legs,” I said, “were snatched away.”


  127   “If you should wear a hundred veils,” said he,


  “Upon your face, no thought on which you muse,


  However slight, would yet be hid from me.


  130   What you have seen was shown lest you refuse


  To open up your heart to streams that run


  With peace that God’s eternal founts diffuse.


  133   I did not ask ‘What’s wrong with you?’ as one


  Who only looks with eyes that have grown dim,


  As when the soulless body lies undone;


  136   I asked to fortify your feet with vim,


  For thus one prods the sluggard who is slow


  To use the waking hours returned to him.”


  139   We journeyed onwards through the vesper glow[254]


  Against the shining evening rays we hit,


  Intent, as far as eye could see, when lo!


  142   A cloud of smoke was forming bit by bit


  And coming onward towards us, black as night;


  Nor was there room there to escape from it,


  145   Which took from us a purer air and sight.


  CANTO XVI


  The acrid smoke blinds Dante so that he must be led, eyes closed, with his hand on Virgil’s shoulder (1–15). Soon he hears harmonious voices chanting the Agnus Dei and learns that he is listening to the songs of the wrathful. Someone asks the Pilgrim who he is and receives an invitation to accompany Dante, who identifies himself in terms of his journey. For his part, the spirit reveals himself as Marco Lombardo, once a man of the world, who nevertheless cultivated the moral virtues, at which men no longer aim their bow (16–51). This remark sets the Poet wondering about the causes of human depravity. Conceding that the celestial spheres may move the sensitive appetite, Marco denies that moral turpitude is due to stellar influence since the light of reason and free choice remain intact (52–84). Rather, the soul naturally desires the good but has need of law to instruct it as to which goods truly merit pursuit. Ecclesiastical authorities, however, have usurped the temporal power in their greed, while the flock too readily follows its shepherds’ example. Thus, wrongful guidance bears the responsibility for social decline, not the corruption of human nature. If the Church and Empire do not shine like two separate but equal suns, they will both come to ill (85–129). As the two continue talking, they emerge at last from the smoke, now pierced by the rays of sunset. Marco must turn back, leaving Dante to meet the angel of gentleness (130–145).


  1   The gloom of Hell or of a night set free


  From every planet under a poor sky,


  Obscured by clouds as much as it can be,


  4   Had never yet so thickly veiled my eye,


  Nor had so harsh a stuff yet stung my sense


  As did the smoke we there were covered by.


  7   Since open eyes could not bear such offense,


  My Escort, wise and true, approached my side


  That he might offer me his shoulder, whence


  10   —Just as a blind man goes behind his guide


  In order that he may not wander where


  He might have hit on harm or even died—


  13   I too went through that foul and bitter air


  And listened to my Leader often say:


  “See that you’re not cut off from me. Beware!”


  16   I then heard voices; each appeared to pray


  To find both peace and mercy in that Man,


  The Lamb of God, who takes our sins away.


  19   With “Agnus Dei” all their songs began;[255]


  So one were all in measure and in word


  That full accord appeared among that clan.


  22   I asked: “O Master, were those souls I heard?”


  “You apprehend most truly,” so he spoke,


  “They go dissolving knots that wrath incurred.”


  25   “And who are you whose body cleaves our smoke,


  Who, in the way of those dividing time


  With calendars, speak thus about our folk?”[256]


  28   Such words as these a voice was heard to chime;


  On hearing it, my Master said: “Reply,


  And ask if from this place we are to climb.”


  31   “O creature, you who cleanse yourself,” said I,


  “To turn back fair to Him who fashioned you,


  You shall hear marvels if you follow by.”


  34   “I’ll come as far as I’m permitted to,


  And if the fumes don’t let us see so well,


  Our ears will join us then,” he said anew.


  37   “With just the swathings,” I began to tell,


  “That death dissolves I take the upward road,


  And here I’ve come through all the pains of Hell.


  40   Since such a grace of God has been bestowed


  On me that He would have me see His court


  By methods quite outside the modern mode,[257]


  43   Say who you were before death cut you short,


  And say if to the pass I rightly go;


  Your words will be our escort.” In retort,


  46   “A Lombard, once called Marco there below,[258]


  I knew the world and loved that valor’s might


  Towards which all men have now unbent the bow;


  49   For mounting up the hill you go aright,”


  He answered me, then added: “And, I plead,


  Do pray for me above when you alight.”[259]


  52   I said: “I pledge my faith; I shall indeed


  Do all you ask. But yet the doubt I bear


  Will make me burst if soon I am not freed.


  55   What first was simple now is doubled there


  By what you’ve said, which makes me sure about


  What I have coupled here and otherwhere.[260]


  58   Deserted fully is the world, no doubt,


  By every virtue’s grace, as you make clear,


  Its malice borne within and spread without.


  61   I beg you, though, to make the cause appear,


  That what I see I may show forth to men;


  Some place the cause in heaven, some down here.”[261]


  64   Through grief deep sighs became “Alas!” and then


  —When these were heaved—“My brother,” started he,


  “The world is blind! And you are from its den!


  67   For you refer each cause to the decree


  Of heaven’s spheres alone, you living still,


  As if their motions brought necessity;


  70   But were it so, it would destroy free will


  In all of you, and it would not be right


  To garner joy for good and grief for ill.


  73   The heavens do first move your appetite,


  I don’t say each, but if I did say so,


  To know both right and wrong you’re given light[262]


  76   And your free will; though first it strains below


  In battles with the spheres, should it withstand,


  It, nurtured well, will conquer every foe.


  79   You’re free beneath a greater Power and


  A nobler nature that creates your mind,


  And this the heavens do not have in hand.


  82   Thus, if the present world should stray and wind,


  Then seek the cause within you, where it lies;


  I’ll be a faithful scout in this, you’ll find.


  85   The soul that leaves the hands of Him whose eyes


  Saw it with love before it first arose


  Is like a child at play who laughs and cries.


  88   A simple soul, there’s nothing that it knows


  Save that, moved by a Maker wholly glad,


  To what delights it willingly it goes.


  91   When first a taste of trifling goods is had,


  It chases after them, now quite beguiled,


  If guide and curb don’t turn its love from bad.


  94   And thus you need the rein of laws compiled


  And kings whose vision will at least admit


  The tower of that city truly styled.


  97   The law is there, but who puts hand to it?


  No man! because the pastor in the lead


  May chew the cud but has his hooves unsplit.[263]


  100   The people, who behold their shepherd’s greed


  In snatching goods for which they’re greedy too,


  Feed but on those and seek no further need.


  103   Ill-government has been, as you can view,


  The reason thanks to which the world now runs


  To ill—not nature found corrupt in you.


  106   The world was good when Rome still had two suns,[264]


  Which made the one and other roadway show:


  The road of God and that of earthly ones.


  109   The first of them has quenched the other, though;


  And since the sword is joined to crosier here,


  How ill, together, they are forced to go!


  112   For coupled, neither fears the other peer.


  If you do not believe me, since we know


  Each plant by what it seeds, just mark the ear.


  115   On lands made moist by Ádige and Po,[265]


  Before King Frederick first saw strife appear,


  Both courtesy and valor used to grow.


  118   Now anyone at all may safely steer


  Through there, if he’d avoid—for shameful ways—


  All talking with the good or drawing near.


  121   There three old men still live in whom past days


  Rebuke the new; they’ll find the time long due


  When God brings them to life’s much better phase:


  124   I mean Currado, good Gherardo too,


  And Guido da Castel, whom we’d best call[266]


  ‘The simple Lombard’ as the Frenchmen do.


  127   Henceforward, say the Church of Rome will fall


  In mud because two reigns in her combine;


  She thus befouls herself, her load, and all.”[267]


  130   “Your reasoning, good Marco, has been fine;


  I now discern,” I said to him, “why they


  Denied inheritance to Levi’s line.[268]


  133   But what Gherardo is this who, you say,


  Remains a sample of a race that’s died


  And brings reproach to this, our savage day?”


  136   “Oh, by your speech I’m either tricked or tried;


  It seems, though speaking Tuscan, you know not


  A thing of good Gherardo,” he replied;


  139   “I know no other added name he’s got,


  Unless his daughter Gaia’s name be right;[269]


  God go with you, I cannot pass this spot.


  142   You see the rays already turning white


  —They pierce the smoke—and I must leave before


  I have appeared in yonder angel’s sight.”[270]


  145   So he turned back and would not hear me more.


  CANTO XVII


  Emerging from the smoke as if from a dissipating mountain fog to view the setting sun, Dante is now able to walk beside, instead of behind, his Guide (1–12). An apostrophe to imagination, which must receive light infused from above if not informed by the senses, introduces the examples of punished wrath, each of which rages vainly against the order of creation or providence. First is Procne’s murder of her own flesh and blood, fed to her adulterous husband; second, Haman’s attempted extermination of the Chosen People; and third, Amata’s suicide at the divinely decreed marriage of her daughter and Aeneas (13–39). As the splendor of the angel of gentleness disperses the Pilgrim’s visions, he invites the Travelers to the stairs before they have even asked the way. No sooner do they begin to mount than the Poet feels the angel’s pinion sweep the P of wrath from his forehead and hears the beatitude “Blessed are the peacemakers.” When they reach the terrace of sloth, however, his strength fails him, and they halt (40–78). Hearing nothing upon this level, Dante asks Virgil to discourse on the sin purged here, and the Master avails himself of the opportunity to expound the system of Purgatory (79–90). All human actions and passions proceed either from the natural appetite for perfection, which cannot err, or from the rational will, which can choose either a true or a merely apparent good. When free choice tends towards the heavenly Good above all else and towards earthly goods in due measure, it does not sin. But when it chooses an evil object or loves a good object excessively or deficiently, it goes awry. Since one naturally desires the good for oneself, no one can fall into self-hate. And since God is the universal Good, no one who sees correctly can hate God. But one can hate one’s neighbor in three ways: by pride, which wills another’s abasement for the sake of one’s own exaltation; by envy, which sorrows at another’s good fortune; and by wrath, which plots an unjust revenge. It is by a deficient love of the divine Good that one commits the sin of sloth, and by an excessive love of earthly goods that one becomes guilty of avarice, gluttony, and lust. Thus, sins of the spirit stemming from the perverted love of an evil object (pride, envy, wrath) are atoned for on the first three terraces. The part spiritual, part fleshly sin of deficient love of the infinite Good (sloth) is cleansed on the fourth terrace. And the sins of the flesh bred by excessive love of finite goods (avarice, gluttony, lust) are expiated on the last three terraces of Purgatory (91–139).


  1   Remember, Reader, if you’ve ever been


  Caught up in mountain fog through which you’d gaze


  No differently than moles do through their skin,[271]


  4   How when the vapors’ moist and murky haze


  Begins to dissipate, the solar sphere


  Will enter through that mist with feeble rays;


  7   And you will quickly come to see with clear


  Imagination how once more ahead


  I saw the sun, which now was setting here.[272]


  10   My footsteps matched my Master’s steady tread,


  On coming from such clouds to rays aglow,


  Which on the shores below by now were dead.


  13   (O fantasy, which sometimes steals us so[273]


  From outward things we give them no more thought


  Although a thousand trumpets round us blow,


  16   What moves you if the senses show you naught?


  Light formed in Heaven moves you, either willed


  By One who sends it down, or else star-brought.)[274]


  19   The trace of one’s impiety now filled


  My fancy—one who was (transformed throughout)


  A bird that most delighted when it trilled.[275]


  22   My mind was so restrained within, no doubt,


  That therefore it could not receive inside


  Whatever might have reached it from without.


  25   In my high fantasy one crucified


  Was next rained down, a man of scornful mood


  And fierce appearance, even as he died.


  28   Near him were great Ahásuërus viewed,


  Wife Esther, and just Mordecai, one known


  For words and actions of such rectitude.[276]


  31   And as this image ruptured on its own,


  Like bubbles with the water film burst through


  Beneath which they had risen, there was shown


  34   To me a vision of a maiden who,[277]


  While weeping loudly, said: “Why did you will


  From wrath, O Queen, to be no more? You slew


  37   Yourself so as to keep Lavinia—still


  You have lost me! O Mother, it’s my plight


  To mourn your fall before another’s ill.”[278]


  40   When suddenly closed eyes are struck by light,


  Our sleep is broken off though it may be


  It wavers some before it dies outright;


  43   So my imaginations fell from me


  No sooner than a light had struck my face—


  Far greater light than we are wont to see.


  46   As I was turning round to see my place,


  A voice cried out: “Through here one makes ascent,”


  Removing all my thoughts, for in this case


  49   It gave my longing quite an eager bent


  To see the one who spoke (an appetite


  That never rests—till face to face—content).


  52   But as before the sun, which burdens sight


  And veils its figure from us by excess,


  So here my power also lacked in might.


  55   “This spirit is divine; though none should press,


  He shows the upward pathway to our feet,


  And yet he hides within his light no less.


  58   He treats us just as any man would treat


  Himself—he’s set to say a cruel ‘no’


  Who sees the need but waits till we entreat.


  61   Let feet accord with such a bidding so


  That we may strive to climb before it’s dim,


  When no one can till day returns aglow.”


  64   Thus spoke my Guide; with me abreast of him,


  We turned our footsteps towards a stairway where,


  As on the lowest step I set a limb,


  67   It seemed I felt a wing nearby move air


  And fan my face; “Beati” came the cry,


  “Pacifici, no evil wrath you bear!”[279]


  70   The final rays already were so high


  Above us that the night soon followed, whence


  The stars appeared all over in the sky.


  73   I said within: “My strength, why do I sense


  Your melting?” for as I became aware,


  The power of my legs was in suspense.


  76   We’d reached a point at which the upward stair


  No longer climbed; like ships that run aground


  Upon the shore, so we were halted there.


  79   I listened for a bit to hear some sound


  Upon that newest rung and, to beseech


  My Master, said, on having turned around:


  82   “Sweet Father, what is the offense that each


  Must purge upon this circle we’ve come to?


  Although our feet must stop, don’t stop your speech.”


  85   “The love of good, when short of what is due,


  Finds restoration here,” he came to say,


  “And so ill-slackened oars are plied anew.


  88   That you may understand more clearly, pray,


  Just turn your mind to me and when we’re done


  You will have reaped good fruit from our delay.


  91   Of our Creator and of creatures, none


  Has failed to love by nature,” he began,


  “Or by the mind; and this you know, my son.


  94   The natural shall never err in man;


  By wrongful objects, though, the other might,


  Just as by force too great or small it can.


  97   Directed towards the Primal Good aright,


  And measure in all lesser goods obeyed,


  There cannot be a cause of wrong delight.


  100   But having turned to evil or betrayed


  More care or less for good than what should be,


  Against its Maker works the thing He made.


  103   Hence, you can grasp that of necessity


  Love is the seed of every virtue’s trait


  And every deed deserving penalty.


  106   Because, then, from its subject’s good estate


  No love can ever turn away its eye,


  All things are made secure against self-hate.


  109   Since beings can’t be thought as standing by


  Themselves alone, cut from the First away,


  Effects are stopped from hating Him. If I


  112   Distinguish rightly, we can therefore say


  The evil loved is but our neighbor’s woe,


  Which love is born three ways in mortal clay.


  115   There’s one who through his neighbor’s overthrow


  Seeks excellence, and therefore has the will


  That from his greatness he may be cast low.[280]


  118   One fears to lose his might, his honor’s fill,


  His favor, and his fame, should others rise,


  And, thus made sad, he loves the counter-ill.[281]


  121   One feels, when wronged, resentful in such wise


  That he is greedy for revenge, and so


  It is another’s hurt he must devise.[282]


  124   This threefold love is wept for here below


  Now I would have you hear how others tend


  To run to good, corrupting order, though.


  127   Each one confusedly will apprehend


  And want the Good that rests the mind, whereat


  Each one of us will strive to reach that End.


  130   If languid love should move your looking at


  Or gaining it, with just repentance would


  The present terrace punish you for that.[283]


  133   There is another goodness, but it could


  Not make man glad—it’s not felicity,


  True Essence, fruit and root of every good.


  136   The love that yields to it excessively


  Is wept for on three rings above our shelf;[284]


  But why it is distinguished into three,


  139   I will not say, so you may search yourself.”


  CANTO XVIII


  Satisfied with the Master’s discourse thus far, Dante timidly asks Virgil to speak of that love which lies at the root of every good and bad action (1–15). Virgil explains that when the soul apprehends a being as good and inclines towards it, this complacency in its object is itself love; the movement to possess the thing in question is desire; and quiescence in the object once obtained is joy. Any love will prove good insofar as the goal towards which it tends is good, just as an impression on wax is good if the seal making it is good (16–39). If, then, love is a natural reaction to a pleasing object, the Pilgrim wonders how men can be responsible for their loves and their actions praiseworthy or blameworthy. Limiting himself to the standpoint of natural reason, Virgil answers that, through its faculties of intellect and will, the soul has a natural knowledge of being and a natural desire for the good that is prior to free choice and thus free of praise and blame. But between the initial amorous inclination and the final free choice, the process of deliberation issuing in a judgment of reason should intervene, and this obligation constitutes the basis of moral responsibility and thus of merit and demerit (40–75). When Virgil finishes, it is almost midnight, and as the Poet starts to doze, a group of the slothful suddenly comes running in Bacchic frenzy, driven by right will and righteous love. Two in front call out as examples of zeal Mary’s haste in visiting Elizabeth and Caesar’s hurry to conquer Lérida (76–105). After a rapid exchange with the abbot of San Zeno, who reveals the direction of the next stairs, two souls in the rear shout out as examples of sloth the Israelites who grumbled against Moses in the desert and the Trojans who deserted Aeneas in Sicily. When they have passed, Dante slips from a reverie of thought into a dreamy slumber (106–145).


  1   Now that his line of reasoning was spent,


  The lofty Doctor scrutinized my view


  To see if I indeed appeared content.


  4   And I, whom thirst was pricking now anew,


  Kept still without to say within me, though:


  “Perhaps I ask too much, annoying you.”


  7   And my true Father, who had come to know


  The timid wish that would not open there,


  By speaking made me bold to speak, and so


  10   I said: “O Master, in the light you bear


  My sight is keen, and I discern quite clear


  All that your words distinguish or declare.


  13   I pray you therefore, Father, sweet and dear,


  Expound to me that love to which you find


  All actions, good and bad, referring here.”


  16   “Direct to me the keen eyes of your mind,”


  He said, “and I shall manifest the fact


  Of error in the blind who lead the blind.


  19   The mind made apt for loving will react


  To everything that pleases it without


  As soon as pleasure rouses it to act.


  22   Your apprehension from true things draws out


  Intentions, whose display in you is found[285]


  So that to them the soul will turn about.


  25   If it inclines to them, when turned around,


  That bent is love, and one of nature’s drives,


  Which is in you—by pleasure—newly bound.


  28   Then, as a flame by upward movement strives


  Because its form is born to rise as fire[286]


  Where longest in its matter it survives,


  31   So captive minds will enter in desire;


  This motion of the spirit never stays


  Till what it loves has made its joy entire.


  34   It now may be apparent how the ways


  Of truth are closed to people who protest


  That every love per se is fit for praise,[287]


  37   Perhaps because the matter it possessed


  Seemed always good—but yet not every seal


  Is right, although the wax may be the best.”


  40   “Your words and my attending wit reveal


  What love must be, but that,” so I replied,


  “Has made me fuller of the doubt I feel.


  43   If love to us is offered from outside


  And spirit’s feet should have no other gait,


  It merits not by straight or crooked stride.”


  46   “Whatever Reason sees here I can state;


  Past that, for works of faith,” so he enjoined,


  “It’s Beatrice alone you must await.


  49   Now each substantial form that is conjoined


  To matter, though distinct from it no less,


  Has to itself specific powers joined,


  52   Which we, unless they acted, would not guess,


  Nor would they, save by their effects, be shown,


  Like life in plants, which verdant leaves express.


  55   Where understanding of the things first known


  May come from, humans do not know—the same


  For those first things to which desire is prone.


  58   These lie within you as, in bees, the aim


  Of making honey, and this primal bent


  Is free from all deserts of praise and blame.


  61   That this may win all other wills’ consent


  The strength of counsel is innate in you,


  Which ought to hold the threshold of assent.


  64   This is the principle to which is due


  Your merit’s cause, according as you reap


  Good loves and bad by it and sift them through.


  67   And those whose reasonings have probed most deep


  Took note of inborn liberty; hence, they


  Have left their ethics for the world to keep.


  70   Should by necessity, so let us say,


  All love flare up in you, do not dismiss


  That you have power still to check its sway.


  73   This noble virtue is what Beatrice


  Would call ‘Free Will’; and if she should discuss


  These things with you, take care, remember this.”


  76   The moon, delayed almost to midnight, thus[288]


  Seemed like a shining basin that had let


  The stars above appear more scarce to us.


  79   Against the heavens it was running yet


  On lanes the sun inflames, which Romans see


  Mid Sards and Corsicans when it must set.[289]


  82   And he through whom Piétola would be[290]


  More famed than Mantua, that gentle shade,


  Had dropped the burden laid on him by me.


  85   I’d reaped his answers, clearly, plainly made,


  To all the questions asked, and there I lay


  Like one who dozes off—my thoughts had strayed.


  88   But such a drowsiness was snatched away


  Quite suddenly by many people when,


  Behind our backs, they came around our way.


  91   Ismenus and Asopus once saw men


  Who thronged at night in fury by their tide


  If but the Thebans needed Bacchus then;[291]


  94   So just the same, by what of them I spied,


  There curved around that ring and came along


  Those whom right will and righteous love bestride.


  97   And soon they were upon us for that throng,


  Great as it was, kept running on that lane;


  And two in front, in tears, were shouting strong:


  100   “How Mary ran with haste to high terrain![292]


  To conquer Lérida, how Caesar flew


  And struck Marseilles, and then ran on to Spain!”[293]


  103   “Run quickly, quickly! Lose no moment to


  Your little love,” cried those behind that pair;


  “May zeal for good let grace bloom green anew!”


  106   “O race who by keen fervor now repair


  The negligent delay begotten by


  Your tepidness in doing good down there,


  109   Since one who lives—indeed I do not lie—


  Would climb as soon as daybreak, I beseech,


  Please tell us where the opening is nigh.”


  112   Such words as these composed my Leader’s speech;


  And one among those spirits spoke and pled:


  “Come on behind, and you will find the breach.


  115   We are so full of zeal to move ahead


  That we can not repose; forgive us, then,


  Should penance seem discourtesy instead.


  118   I was the abbot of San Zeno when[294]


  Good Barbarossa ruled Verona’s brave;


  To speak of him still pains Milano’s men.


  121   There is a man with one foot in the grave,[295]


  Who for that abbey will have tears to shed,


  Made sorry that he held the might it gave,


  124   Because he set his son, one basely bred,


  Deformed in all his body, worse in wit,


  To govern in its rightful shepherd’s stead.”


  127   I do not know if he spoke on or quit


  For he had raced too far beyond us both,


  But hearing this, I’m pleased, retaining it.


  130   And he who in my need was never loth


  To help me said: “Turn round; see two here sped,


  Who come to place a curb upon their sloth.”


  133   Behind the rest they cried: “All those were dead


  For whom the sea had opened wide at night,


  Before their heirs were seen at Jordan’s bed.[296]


  136   And those who could not bear the toilsome flight


  Till it was finished by Anchises’ son


  Gave in to lives deprived of glory’s height.”[297]


  139   Now when those shades so far from us had run


  That they were seen no longer, there arose


  Another thought in me, a novel one,


  142   From which yet more were born, diverse all those;


  I drifted as now this, now that, was brought,


  Then shut my eyelids in a rambling doze,


  145   And into dreamings I transformed my thought.


  CANTO XIX


  Just before dawn Dante dreams of a stammering woman, squint-eyed, crippled, and sallow-hued, but his steady gaze soon transforms her, loosening her tongue, straightening her posture, and restoring a blush to her cheeks. She is a Siren, a figure of sins of the flesh, and sings of her ability to fulfill human desires. Suddenly, however, a saintly lady symbolizing the light of discernment appears at the Pilgrim’s side, crying out angrily to his Guide about the seductress. Representing the deliberation and judgment of reason, Virgil steps forth to rend the Siren’s garments, exposing her belly so that the stench of it shakes the Poet from his dream (1–33). Dante rises at his Master’s repeated calls and follows him pensively, bent over like the semiarch of a bridge. Speaking with heavenly sweetness, an angel points out the way to the stairs, fanning Dante with his swan-like wings to erase another P, and declaring, “Blessed are those who weep” (34–51). As the Wayfarer goes along perplexed by the meaning of his dream, Virgil explains that it has shown him the deceptive allurement of the sins of the flesh and the possibility of escape from their snares by the power of counsel and free will. The ancient Sage then exhorts his charge to raise his eyes to the celestial spheres calling human beings to God, and Dante’s eagerness mounts like that of a falcon to fly and seize its quarry (52–69). When they emerge upon the fifth terrace, the Travelers find the spirits of the avaricious lying face down, weeping, and sighing, “My soul lies prostrate in the dust.” With Virgil’s permission, the Pilgrim addresses a spirit who has attracted his notice (70–96). It is the soul of Pope Adrian V. Shortly before he died, he realized that his restless heart was not yet still, though as pope he could rise no higher, and his love of the eternal was thus enflamed. Just as he turned his gaze to the things of earth in life, so now he and the other avaricious must lie face down on the ground in death (97–126). The Poet kneels before his papal dignity to speak but is rebuked since earthly positions and relations no longer obtain. Anxious to return to his penance, the former Pope dismisses Dante with a mention of his niece Alagia, the only one of his house in a state of grace left to pray for him (127–145).


  1   In that hour when the heat of daytime will


  Be quenched by Earth, and sometimes Saturn too,


  So it no more warms up the lunar chill,[298]


  4   When in the east the geomancers view


  Fortuna Major—dawn not having gleamed—


  On paths whose darkness soon for it is through,[299]


  7   A stamm’ring woman came to me, I dreamed,


  With eyes asquint and crooked on her feet,


  With crippled hands and sallow hue, it seemed.


  10   I looked at her, and as the solar heat


  Consoles cold limbs that were benumbed by night,


  Just so my gazing made her tongue more fleet.


  13   And then in little time I set her right,


  And just as love would wish to have her dyed,


  I colored too her face, once pale and light.


  16   And when her speech had thus become untied,


  The song begun would make it hard for me,


  Intently fixed on her, to turn aside.


  19   She sang: “I am the pleasing Siren, she


  Who is so full of pleasantness to hear


  She leads astray the sailors in mid-sea.


  22   And towards my song I made Ulysses veer[300]


  From roving ways; let one with me but stay,


  He rarely leaves; I so fulfill him here.”


  25   Her mouth was not yet shut when straight-away


  Appeared a saintly lady at my side,[301]


  One quick to plunge the other in dismay.


  28   “O Virgil, Virgil, who is this?” she cried


  In angry tones; and he, who fixed his stare


  On but that noble one, came on in stride.


  31   He seized the first—her frontside was laid bare,


  Her clothing rent, her belly on display,


  Which woke me with the stench that issued there.


  34   Eyes turned, I heard my kindly Master say:


  “Get up! Three times at least I’ve called for you;


  Come find what gap may be the entrance-way.”


  37   I rose. The lofty day had filled anew


  Each circle on that sacred mount by now,


  And we walked forth, new sun behind us two.[302]


  40   I followed after him and bore my brow


  Like one who has it burdened with his thought,


  Bowed down as half a bridge’s arch would bow.


  43   I heard then: “Come, for passage here is wrought”—


  Words said in such a soft and gentle tone


  As to this mortal sphere is never brought.


  46   With open wings, which like a swan’s had shone,


  The speaker turned us towards the upward way,


  Built up between two walls of hardest stone.


  49   His feathers moved and fanned us; “Blest are they


  Qui lugent, for their souls shall have the most[303]


  Of consolation,” he affirmed, “some day.”


  52   “What is the matter that you stare engrossed


  Upon the ground?” my Guide began to me


  When we’d just climbed beyond the angel’s post.


  55   “I’m made to go with such perplexity,


  Drawn forth,” I said, “by visions newly shown


  That from the thought of them I can’t get free.”


  58   “You’ve witnessed now,” he said, “the ancient crone,


  You’ve seen how men escape from her appeals;


  Above us there they weep for her alone.


  61   Enough, though; on the earth now strike your heels,


  And turn your eyes up to the lure spun by


  The King Eternal with His mighty wheels.”


  64   As first the falcon downward turns its eye,


  Then at the cry turns up, while forwards leant,


  When drawn by its desire for food, so I


  67   Became as well; and such—through rocks there rent


  To make a way for one who’s upwards bound—


  I reached where one first takes the circle’s bent.


  70   When I came forth upon that fifth, clear round,[304]


  I saw about me there a weeping herd,


  All lying with their faces towards the ground.


  73   “Adhaesit pavimento,” now I heard,


  “Anima mea,” said with sighs so deep[305]


  That we could scarcely understand a word.


  76   “Elect of God, both hope and justice keep


  The torments that you bear less hard to stand;


  Direct us to high steps that climb the steep.”


  79   “If you’re exempted from the prostrate band


  And would most quickly find the way on high,


  Keep ever to the outside your right hand.”


  82   Thus asked the Poet; thus came this reply,


  A little way ahead of us outpoured.


  I marked then what was hidden in this cry.[306]


  85   I turned my eyes to his, and so my Lord


  Assented with a joyful sign indeed


  To what the look of my desire implored.


  88   When I, as wished, was able to proceed,


  I drew ahead and stood above one there,


  Whose words before had made me give him heed.


  91   “O soul in whom tears ripen the repair


  Without which no one is to God returned,


  Suspend awhile for me your greater care.


  94   Say who you were and why your back’s upturned,


  And if you’d have me seek your good below,


  Where I, who ventured forth alive, sojourned.”


  97   “Why Heaven has upturned our backs you’ll know;


  To start with, scias quod,” he said to me,


  “Successor Petri ego fui, though.[307]


  100   Mid Sestri and Chiávari you see[308]


  Fair streams descend whose name has come to crest


  The noble title of my family.


  103   I felt how that great mantle’s burden pressed


  —When kept from mire—in but a month or so;


  Hence, other loads seem feathers now at best.


  106   How my conversion was, alas, so slow!


  But I, made Roman shepherd, learned how rife


  Our human life is with deceitful show.


  109   I saw the heart has there no rest from strife,


  Nor could one in that life yet higher climb,


  So love in me was kindled for this life.


  112   A wretched soul was I until that time,


  Apart from God, and filled with avarice;


  Now, as you see, I’m punished for my crime.


  115   What greed can do is not declared amiss


  In the purgation of the souls turned round;


  The mount has no more bitter pain than this.


  118   Just as our eyes, which earthly things once bound,


  Were never lifted up to things above,


  So justice here has sunk them to the ground.


  121   And just as avarice had quenched our love


  For any good, such that our works were shed,


  So also justice holds us fast, whereof


  124   We’re captives, bound in hand and foot,” he said;


  “As long as it’s our just Lord’s pleasure, we


  Shall here remain immobile and outspread.”


  127   I wished to speak, already on my knee,


  But as I started, he could well detect


  My reverence by just my voice, so he


  130   Spoke out: “What cause has bent you down?” “Respect


  Before your dignity,” I answered then,


  “Made conscience sting me since I stood erect.”


  133   “Make straight your legs, my brother, rise again!


  And do not err: I serve one Power too,”


  So he replied, “with you and other men.


  136   If you had ever understood and knew


  What Holy Writ said Neque nubent for,[309]


  You might see why I answer as I do.


  139   Now go your way, I’d have you stay no more;


  Your halt disturbs the tears by which I aim


  To ripen what you spoke about before.


  142   I have a niece; Alagia is her name,[310]


  And she is good—should but our house forebear


  To lead her by example into shame—


  145   And she alone remains to me down there.”


  CANTO XX


  Reluctantly, Dante leaves Adrian to his penance and moves on with his Guide, stepping carefully among the moaning souls who fill the terrace (1–18). He hears one spirit crying out the examples of poverty and generosity: Mary, who gave birth to her son in a stable; Fabricius, who preferred honorable poverty to ignoble wealth; and Nicholas, whose largesse delivered three nubile young ladies from a life of shame (19–33). Out of reverence for the grace already shining in the Pilgrim, the shade identifies himself as Hugh Capet, the founder of the Capetian line of French kings (34–60). He denounces such descendants of his as Charles d’Anjou, who married a woman betrothed to another to gain Provence and executed the rightful heir to the crown of Naples and Sicily; Philip II, who seized Normandy from England; Charles de Valois, who exiled the White Guelfs from Florence; Charles II of Naples, who married off his daughter for a large sum of money; and Philip the Fair, who snatched Ponthieu and Gascony, laid violent hands upon the Vicar of Christ on earth, and suppressed the order of the Knights Templar to confiscate their wealth (61–96). The penitents recite the examples of virtue by day and cry out those of avarice by night: Pygmalion, who murdered Sichaeus for his fortune; Midas, who wished that all he touched would turn to gold; Achan, who stole the spoils of war placed under the ban; Ananias and Sapphira, who withheld revenues from the Apostles; Heliodorus, who attempted to remove the treasures from the Jerusalem Temple; Polymnestor, who killed Polydorus for his riches; and Crassus, who had molten gold poured down the throat of his decapitated head (97–123). As the Pilgrims take leave of Hugh, an earthquake convulses the mountain, and they hear “Glory to God in the highest!” The moment the tremors cease, Dante and Virgil continue, with the Poet ardently desiring to know what has happened, but not daring to ask because of their haste (124–151).


  1   In vain one fights against a better will;


  To satisfy him, I, unsatisfied,


  Withdrew a sponge the water did not fill.


  4   I moved ahead as also did my Guide


  Along the rocks through places that were clear


  As on a wall one hugs the bulwark’s side,


  7   For those whose eyes were shedding tear by tear


  The evils that possess the world’s whole sweep


  Approached the edge on its far side too near.


  10   (Be curst you ancient wolf, who have more sheep


  Than all the other beasts possess of prey


  Because your endless hunger is so deep!


  13   O heavens, through whose turning, as some say,


  Conditions are transmuted here below,


  When will he come from whom she’ll flee away?)


  16   We went ahead, our steps both short and slow;


  I was intent on shadows I heard wail,


  All moaning wretchedly and weeping so.


  19   By chance I heard one spirit on the trail


  Cry out, “Sweet Mary!” in lament ahead


  As does a woman who is in travail.


  22   Continuing, “How poor you were,” he said,


  “Is witnessed by that inn where it occurred


  That you had laid your holy load to bed.[311]


  25   O good Fabricius, you once preferred


  The life of virtue, though with poverty,


  To greater wealth with vice,” was what I heard[312]


  28   To follow—words so pleasing unto me


  That, going forth to meet that soul, I sped


  To him from whom they seemed to come. And he


  31   Went on to tell me of the bounty shed


  By Nicholas on girls in maidenhood


  To lead their youth to honor. Then I said:[313]


  34   “O spirit, you who speak of such a good,


  Say who you were and why but you commend


  Their worthy deeds anew. Your speaking would


  37   Not be without its own reward, my friend,


  If I return to finish that short road


  Of mortal life that’s flying to its end.”


  40   “I don’t expect relief in such a mode,


  But I shall tell you since,” so answered he,


  “Before you’ve died, such grace in you has glowed.


  43   I was the root of that malignant tree[314]


  Which shades all Christian lands beneath its pall,


  So that good fruits are plucked infrequently.


  46   But if Douay, Lille, Ghent, and Bruges were all[315]


  More able, vengeance would inflict swift pain;


  And this I ask the Judge of every fall.


  49   My name was Hugh Capet; within my strain


  The Lewises and Philips rose, each one;[316]


  And France has been of late beneath their reign.


  52   At first I was a Paris butcher’s son;[317]


  But when, save for a grey-clad anchorite,[318]


  The line of all the ancient kings was done,


  55   I found the reins that ruled the kingdom tight


  Within my hands, and from my new-found gains,


  With all my wealth of friends, I had such might


  58   That soon to all the widowed crown contains


  My own son’s head was raised; to him belong[319]


  The first of all our consecrate remains.


  61   Until the dowry of Provence, then strong,[320]


  Took from my blood the sense of shame, though we


  Were not worth very much, we did no wrong.


  64   But there my line began its robbery


  With force and fraud; and after, for amends,


  Seized Normandy, Ponthieu, and Gascony.[321]


  67   Charles came to Italy and, for amends,[322]


  He made a victim first of Conradin,


  Then heavenwards sent Thomas, for amends.


  70   I see a time not long from now begin,


  And it shall bring another Charles from France[323]


  To make him better known with all his kin.


  73   He comes but bears no arms except the lance


  That Judas jousted with and, taking aim,


  Thus bursts the paunch of Florentine expanse.


  76   From this he gains not land but sin and shame,[324]


  Which yet more heavily on him shall weigh


  As he accounts more lightly such a blame.


  79   The third came captive from a ship at bay;[325]


  I see him deal and sell his daughter too


  As corsairs sell their female slaves for pay.


  82   O avarice, what more can you still do?


  For its own flesh my race no more has care


  Since you have drawn it now so close to you.


  85   That past and future ills seem less to bear,


  I see the lily pierce Alagna then[326]


  And Christ made captive in his Vicar there.


  88   I see Him mocked a second time again;


  I see new vinegar and gall indeed,


  Him slain between two thieves, two living men.


  91   I see the new-made Pilate’s cruel deed,


  Which does not sate him, so, without decree,


  He bears within the Temple sails of greed.[327]


  94   Oh when, my Lord, shall I rejoice to see


  The vengeance, which, although it yet may hide,


  Makes sweet Your anger in Your secrecy?


  97   What I was saying of that only bride[328]


  The Holy Spirit chose made you repair


  Towards me so that some gloss might be supplied;


  100   It’s that response we make to every prayer


  Throughout the day; but come the nightly cold,


  We all take up instead a counter-air.


  103   We first recall Pygmalion of old,[329]


  Made traitor, thief, and killer on behalf


  Of his omnivorous desire for gold;


  106   And miseries that Midas’ greed would quaff,[330]


  Which came on ravenous demands, allow


  Us always as a consequence to laugh.


  109   Then each recalls the foolish Achan—how[331]


  He stole the spoils—and so it seems there stews


  The wrath of Joshua to sting him now.


  112   Sapphira with her mate we next accuse[332]


  And praise the hooves that Helidorus knew;[333]


  Then Polymnestor’s infamy imbues[334]


  115   The mount, for slaying Polydorus, too.


  At last we cry: ‘Because you know, of course,


  O Crassus, tell us how gold tastes to you.’[335]


  118   One loud, one low, we sometimes will discourse,


  According as our feelings spur our choice,


  And now with greater, now with lesser force.


  121   Thus, I am not alone as we rejoice


  By day in such a good; but here nearby


  No other soul was lifting up its voice.”


  124   We now were parted from that soul to try


  —As fast as strength permitted us—to make


  Some further progress on that road when I


  127   Quite suddenly could feel the mountain shake


  As though it fell; I chilled with such a fright


  As seizes one when marching to the stake.


  130   I’m sure that Delos shook with no such might


  Before Latona nested by its tide[336]


  To bear the heaven’s orbs, her double light.


  133   Then such a shout rose up on every side


  That soon my Master drew towards me and bade:


  “Have no misdoubts as long as I’m your guide.”


  136   “Gloria in excelsis Deo,” prayed[337]


  Both one and all, from what I understood,


  Once near enough to hear the cries they made.


  139   Both motionless and in suspense we stood,


  Like shepherds who’d first heard that song of yore,[338]


  Till at its end the tremors stopped for good.


  142   We then took up our holy path once more


  And watched the shades lie on the ground to pray


  With their accustomed weeping as before.


  145   Such ignorance had never warred this way


  In making me desirous to know aught


  (If here my memory leads not astray)


  148   As at that time mine seemed to do in thought;


  But still I dared not question for our haste


  Though of myself alone I could see naught.


  151   So, timidly and pensively I paced.


  CANTO XXI


  As Dante trudges after his Leader among the prostrate souls, a shade comes up behind them, like the risen Christ appearing to the two disciples on the road to Emmaus, and bids them peace. Virgil explains to him that since the Pilgrim is still alive, he has need of a guide, for which reason he himself has been drawn forth from the jaws of Hell. Then he asks why the mountain has just trembled and all have cried out with one voice (1–39). The spirit answers that the mountain does not suffer alteration by the moist vapors that produce rain, hail, snow, dew, and frost, or by the dry vapors that cause lightnings and earthquakes. Rather, whenever one’s will feels cleansed to rise to Heaven, the mountain mysteriously quakes of itself, and all the souls rejoice aloud. Although it may have willed to ascend before, Divine Justice binds desire to the completion of its penance as once it was set towards sin. Just now the spirit speaking has finished his purgation after more than five hundred years on this terrace; hence, the mountain shook, and the shades cried out at his release (40–75). He discloses himself as Statius, one honored by the name of poet, whose epics, the Thebaid and the unfinished Achilleid, drew inspiration from Virgil’s Aeneid. Boldly, he claims that he would willingly spend yet another year in Purgatory in exchange for having lived in the days of his great poetic forebear (76–102). Virgil gives Dante a look to keep quiet, but his charge proves unable to suppress a smile, and Statius wonders about the meaning of these facial expressions. With his Master’s permission, the Poet then reveals to Statius that the very Virgil who once stirred him to sing of gods and men now stands before him. Statius, overwhelmed by this revelation, sinks to embrace the Mantuan’s feet, but the ancient Bard lifts him up with the reminder that they are both empty shades (103–136).


  1   Our nature’s thirst (which one can never quench


  Save by that water’s grace which had been sought


  Already by Samaria’s poor wench)[339]


  4   Tormented me; and, urged by haste, I fought


  On cluttered ways behind my Leader’s plod


  And felt such grief at vengeance justly wrought.


  7   And here, as Luke once wrote that Christ, our God,


  On rising up from his sepulchral pit,


  Appeared to two upon the road they trod,[340]


  10   A shade appeared, who came behind a bit,


  While at our feet we watched the crowds recline


  Though, till he spoke, we gave no heed to it.


  13   He said: “God give you, brothers, peace divine.”


  We quickly turned, and Virgil made retort


  By rendering to him a fitting sign.


  16   He then began to say: “May God’s true court,


  Which traps me in eternal exile’s snare,


  Bring you in peace to that blest council’s port.”


  19   “What’s that?” he said as we forged on from there,


  “You’re shades whom God won’t let in His domain? [341]


  Who’s guided you so far along this stair?”


  22   My Teacher: “Eye the markings written plain


  Upon him by an angel, and see one


  Of those who with the righteous is to reign.


  25   But since the one who spins by moon and sun


  Has from her distaff not yet drawn the twine


  That Clotho loads and packs for everyone,[342]


  28   His soul, a sister both to yours and mine,


  Could not, on coming up, ascend alone


  Because his eyes don’t see as ours divine.


  31   So I, drawn forth from Hell’s wide jaws, have shown


  To him the way, which I shall further show,


  To where my school can lead him on its own.[343]


  34   But, if you know, tell why a while ago


  The mountain shook and why all seemed to cry


  As one down to its watered base below.”


  37   His question threaded thus the needle’s eye


  Of my desire and merely with the hope


  Of knowing made the thirst I felt less dry.


  40   He said: “The holy rule upon this slope


  Does not within its order suffer flaws


  Or anything outside its custom’s scope.


  43   Here free from every change, what Heaven draws


  Out of itself, then takes up in its store,


  Just that, and nothing else, can be a cause.[344]


  46   And therefore hail and snow, a shower’s pour,


  Or dew and frost may fall on any tier


  Up to the three-stepped stairway, but no more.


  49   Here, thick or thin, the clouds do not appear,


  Nor lightning-flash, nor Thaumas’ daughter bright,[345]


  Who yonder often seems to change her sphere.


  52   And no dry vapors rise beyond the height[346]


  Of those three steps of which I spoke just now,


  On which the feet of Peter’s vicar light.


  55   Quakes great or small may shake a lower brow,


  But from the hidden winds the earth may shroud


  It’s never trembled here, I don’t know how.


  58   It shakes here when some spirit of our crowd


  Feels cleansed to rise or stirs to climb, now free,


  At which the shouts that follow are so loud.


  61   The will alone gives proof of purity,


  Which shall, once fully free to change its inn,[347]


  Surprise the soul and help it will,” said he.


  64   “Though it had willed, desire won’t let it win;


  God’s justice sets desire—against one’s will—


  Towards penance as it had been set towards sin.


  67   And I have lain within this pain until[348]


  Just now, five hundred years or more, when I


  First sensed free will to find a better sill.[349]


  70   You therefore felt the quake and heard nearby


  The pious souls sing praises to the Lord


  Throughout the mount—may He soon raise them high!”


  73   Such words he spoke. And since our drinks afford


  More pleasure insofar as thirst is great,


  I cannot say what profit there was stored.


  76   “What net ensnares you here I now see straight


  And how it’s torn,” that wise one answered so,


  “Both why it quakes and why your joyful state.


  79   Now, should it please you, I would like to know


  Who you once were and in your words behold


  Why here you’ve lain as ages come and go.”


  82   “When help from Heaven’s King made Titus bold[350]


  So that good man avenged the wounded frame


  Which spurted forth the blood that Judas sold,[351]


  85   With that most lasting and most honored name[352]


  I dwelt beyond,” replied that spirit now,


  “Not yet with faith but with sufficient fame.


  88   The spirit of my song was sweet—that’s how


  Rome drew me forth from my Toulouse to stay[353]


  Where I deserved the myrtle round my brow.


  91   And men still call me ‘Statius’ today;[354]


  I sang of Thebes, of great Achilles too,[355]


  But with the second load fell on the way.


  94   The sparks that kindled all my ardor flew


  From godlike flames, and they by now have lit


  More than a thousand poets’ fires anew.


  97   I speak of the Aeneid; dam was it


  And nurse to me from when my verse began;


  Without it, mine would not be worth a whit.


  100   And to have lived when Virgil was a man,


  I’d yield to one more sun than is the fee


  I owe before I issue from this ban.”


  103   These words turned Virgil with a look to me


  That said, albeit silently: “Keep still”;


  But strength of will can not do all, you see,


  106   For tears and laughter follow so the rill


  Of feeling that they spring up towards the brink:


  In those most frank they follow least the will.


  109   When I but smiled like one who gives a wink,


  That shade fell still and watched my eyes awhile,


  Where the expression is most fixed, I think.


  112   “So may your work end well upon this isle,


  Please tell me why your face,” so he replied,


  “Showed me just now the flashing of a smile.”


  115   And caught between the one and other side


  (The one had silenced me, the other bade


  That I should answer him), I therefore sighed.


  118   My Master understood; “Don’t be afraid


  To talk,” he said, “but speak and answer to


  The things that he so earnestly has prayed.”


  121   “It may be that you marvel at my clue


  —The smile I gave—O ancient soul,” said I,


  “But I’d have yet more wonder seize on you.


  124   This spirit who directs my eyes on high


  Is Virgil, he from whom your strength was bred


  To sing of gods and men in days gone by.


  127   If you believe some other cause instead


  Lay in my smile, dismiss it as untrue;


  Believe it was the words that you had said.”


  130   He stooped to clasp my Teacher’s feet but drew


  A quick response: “O brother, do forbear,


  For you’re a shade, and see a shade here too.”


  133   He rose and said: “Now may you be aware


  Of what a measure of warm love I bring


  When I forget that we are empty air


  136   And treat a shadow like a solid thing.”


  CANTO XXII


  When the three Poets leave the angel, Dante feels lighter on his feet again as another P is wiped from his brow and he hears the proclamation “Blessed are they who thirst for righteousness.” Virgil then reciprocates Statius’ display of affection by saying that from the moment Juvenal descended into Limbo with news of the warm regard in which Statius held him, he has loved him more than anyone has ever loved one unseen. When Virgil marvels that avarice could ever have taken root within the heart of one so wise (1–24), Statius explains that it was not avarice but its diametrical opposite, prodigality, punished on the same terrace, that proved his besetting sin, though Virgil’s condemnation of the former vice led him to repent of the latter (25–54). Virgil remarks that the Thebaid gives no evidence of Christian faith and wonders by what light Statius came to believe. Statius answers that Virgil himself had not only inspired his poetry but, by a passage interpreted as a Messianic prophecy, opened him up to the message of the Gospel preached by the apostles, whose constancy under persecution moved him to scorn for every other sect. Once baptized himself, he remained a secret Christian out of fear, an act of cowardice for which he had to spend over 400 years on the terrace of the slothful (55–93). In response to a question posed by Statius, Virgil then speaks of various Latin and Greek figures found in Limbo (94–114). As they emerge upon the sixth terrace, they turn to the right, the two Roman Poets walking in front with the Pilgrim behind listening to their conversation. Soon they are surprised by a tree planted in the middle of the road, inverted in form, laden with redolent fruits, and bathed by a cascade of limpid water. A voice from within its leaves cries out the examples of temperance: Mary concerned to help the young married couple at the wedding feast rather than to satisfy herself, the ancient Roman women who abstained from wine, Daniel who refused the unclean food of the king’s table, and the simple fare of men in the classical Golden Age and of John the Baptist in the desert (115–154).


  1   The angel had been left behind by now


  Who to that sixth high round had led our quest


  And had erased a stroke from off my brow.[356]


  4   He had declared to us that they are blest


  Who long for righteousness, his words complete


  With “sitiunt,” although without the rest.[357]


  7   And at this pass, made lighter on my feet


  Than otherwise, I went, not strained a whit,


  And followed spirits upwards who were fleet.


  10   Then Virgil started: “Love by virtue lit


  Will always light another love’s consent


  If but its flame appears outside a bit.


  13   Thus, from the hour of Juvenal’s descent[358]


  Among us into Hell at Limbo’s port,


  When he made known your warm affection’s bent,


  16   My love for you has been of such a sort


  As never yet was felt for one unseen


  So that to me these stairs will now seem short.


  19   But tell me (if through confidence too keen


  I slack the reins, forgive as friends do best,


  And speak with me, as with a friend, I mean)


  22   Tell how, with such great wisdom once possessed


  As that which zeal had filled you with inside,


  Could avarice find place within your breast?”


  25   For Statius these words first justified


  A little smile; “Your speech has been a dear


  Reminder of your love,” he then replied.


  28   “But, to be sure, things often will appear


  To give false matter for our doubts since they


  Have truer reasons, which are hidden here.


  31   The question posed gives your belief away


  That I on earth lived avariciously,


  Due maybe to the circle where I lay.


  34   But avarice was too removed from me,


  And thus this lack of measure, be aware,


  Found many thousand months as penalty.


  37   And were it not that I set right my care,


  Thus understanding when you cried of old


  As if enraged by human nature there:


  40   ‘To what extremes, O cursèd love of gold,


  Do you not guide our mortal appetite?’[359]


  I’d feel the dismal jousts where stones are rolled.[360]


  43   But as I learned that hands in spending might,


  When opened, have their wings too widely spread,


  I rued for that and other sins, contrite.


  46   How many will arise with close-cropped head


  Through ignorance, which makes them not repent


  This sin in life or on their dying bed!


  49   The fault rebutting any sinful bent


  Opposed directly to it will begin


  To wither here with it. In that event,


  52   If with those mourning avarice I’ve been


  So long in the purgation of my stains,


  Then this has happened for a counter-sin.”


  55   “Now when you sang Jocasta’s double pains[361]


  Caused by the cruel strife of arms at war,”


  Replied that singer of bucolic strains,[362]


  58   “The notes that Clio touched with you of yore[363]


  Don’t show that faith had made you faithful yet;


  And should it lack, good works suffice no more.


  61   If that is so, what sun or candles let


  Your darkness be dispelled so, in their wake,


  Your sails behind the Fisherman were set?”[364]


  64   “You sent me first,” he told him, “to partake


  Of cavern streams upon Parnassus’ height[365]


  And first made light upon God’s pathways break.


  67   And you were like a man who goes by night,


  Himself unhelped, his lamp behind him when


  He makes those wise who follow in his light,


  70   Since you declared: ‘The world is new again;


  As man’s first age returns, and justice too,


  There falls from heaven a new race of men.’[366]


  73   First poet, Christian then, I was through you;


  That to your view my sketch may be more plain,


  I’ll set my hand to lend it color’s hue.


  76   Already was the world’s entire domain


  Made big with that true faith, once sown the seed


  By messengers of the eternal reign.[367]


  79   Your words, touched on above, had so agreed


  With those new preachers’ words, and in such wise,


  That I would often visit them indeed.


  82   As they became so saintly in my eyes,


  Domitian’s persecutions went unchecked,[368]


  Though now my tears accompanied their cries.


  85   In life on earth, I succored those elect,


  Whose righteous customs only made appear


  My great disdain for any other sect.


  88   Before my verse had made the Greeks draw near


  To Theban streams, I was baptízed, although


  I stayed a secret Christian out of fear


  91   And as a pagan long made outward show;


  And thus four hundred years and more I went


  Round that fourth ring, for tepidness, below.[369]


  94   Now you, by whom the veil for me was rent


  That hid so great a good of which I’ve told,


  Do tell, while we have time on this ascent,


  97   Where’s Varius, and Terrence too of old,[370]


  Caecilius and Plautus, if you know;


  Tell me if they are damned and in what fold.”


  100   “They, Persius, and I,” my Leader so,


  “With all the rest, are with that Grecian wit


  Whom Muses suckle more than all down low


  103   On that first circle of our jail’s dark pit;[371]


  And oftentimes we speak about the mound


  That always has our nursemaids there with it.[372]


  106   There Antiphon, Euripides are found;[373]


  Simonides and Agathon are where


  Lie other Greeks whose brows the laurel crowned.


  109   And of your clan, Antigone is there,[374]


  Deíphyle, Argía, in that cell,


  Ismene too, with still so sad an air.


  112   There she is seen who showed Langía’s well,


  Tiresïas’ dear girl, and Thetis too;


  Deïdamía there and sisters dwell.”


  115   And here the Poets both grew silent, who,


  Attentive, had their gazes round them borne,


  Freed from the climb and from the walls anew.


  118   Already now, four handmaids of the morn


  Were left behind, and at the carriage-pole


  The fifth directed up its flaming horn.[375]


  121   “I think we should,” then said my Guiding Soul,


  “Turn our right shoulders to the outer side


  And round the mountain make our wonted stroll.”


  124   Since in that place our custom was our guide,


  We went our way much less to doubt inclined,


  With the assent that worthy soul supplied.[376]


  127   They went in front, and I alone behind;


  And I was listening to words they spoke,


  Which gave poetic keenness to my mind.


  130   But soon the thread of pleasant discourse broke


  As in mid-road a tree was manifest,[377]


  Which fruits, sweet-smelling and good-tasting, cloak.


  133   Just as fir-branches taper up, so lest


  A spirit should climb up it, I supposed,


  This tree was tapered downwards from the crest.


  136   Where on the other side our way was closed,[378]


  From lofty rocks a liquid tumbled, clear,


  Which sprayed above the foliage exposed.


  139   As to this tree those Poets both drew near,


  We heard a voice within its leaves cry through:[379]


  “You all shall want for food upon this tier!”


  142   “Now Mary gave more thought,” it cried anew,


  “To making fair and full the wedding feast


  Than to her mouth, which answers yet for you.[380]


  145   Rome’s ancient maids, content with water, ceased


  All other drink; as Daniel too once cursed


  The kingly food, his wisdom was increased.[381]


  148   The age of man was fair as gold at first;[382]


  With hunger, acorns had a pleasing taste,


  And every stream was nectarlike by thirst.


  151   The food that fed the Baptist in the waste


  Was locusts and wild honey, that alone,


  For which he is in glory greatly graced,


  154   As in the Gospel you have all been shown.”[383]


  CANTO XXIII


  Virgil calls Dante away from the inverted tree to follow behind the two Latin Poets, and he listens with pleasure to their conversation. Soon they hear souls chanting the psalm verse “O Lord, open my lips, and my mouth shall proclaim your praise.” Like pilgrims in silent meditation, the spirits of the gluttonous then come up behind them, marvel at the living Dante, and pass on by. Their eye sockets are like sunken caverns, their faces pale, their scaly skin molded to the bone (1–36). As the Pilgrim wonders what degree of famine could have caused such extreme emaciation, one of the shades lets out a cry of recognition. His voice alone reveals him as the Poet’s old friend, Forese Donati since his features are so altered by starvation. When Forese inquires about Dante and his two escorts, the Pilgrim is so overwhelmed by his former comrade’s condition that he is unable to reply (37–60). Forese explains that the fragrance of the fruit and of the water cascading upon the foliage excites the appetite of the shades each time they circle around the terrace to the tree though they gladly endure their present hunger and thirst in reparation for their past self-indulgence (61–75). Having expected to find his late-repentant friend in Ante-Purgatory, the Poet shows surprise that he has already advanced so far up the mountain in the few short years since his death. Forese attributes his progress to the intercession of his devoted wife, Nella, whom he contrasts with the immodest women of present-day Florence, and then prophesies that they shall soon have to pay for their indecency (76–114). Finally able to answer Forese’s original question, Dante recounts how Virgil first rescued him from the dissolute life he once shared with his friend, then guided him through the depths of Hell, and now leads him up and around the terraces of Purgatory, on the road to Beatrice. Statius he identifies merely as a soul just released from its penance, at which the mountain shook on every slope (115–133).


  1   And while I still was peering, most intent,


  Through leaves of green as one is wont to do


  Whose life in stalking birds is quite misspent,


  4   “My son,” my more than Father spoke anew,[384]


  “Come on ahead, since to the time assigned


  A much more useful parceling is due.”


  7   I turned my face, and feet as quick, behind


  Those sages, who discoursed in such a vein[385]


  They made my going of no cost, to find


  10   That—there!—in tears and song I heard the strain


  “Labia mea, Domine” quite clear,[386]


  And it gave birth to both delight and pain.


  13   “O my sweet Father, what is this I hear?”


  My words began. “Perhaps,” he answered so,


  “The shades who loose their knot of debt draw near.”


  16   And just as pilgrims, pensive as they go,


  On overtaking strangers, turn about


  To them in passing, never stopping, though,


  19   Just so a crowd of silent souls, devout,


  Came up behind us, though more quickly flown,


  And passed us by, while marveling throughout.[387]


  22   The eyes of each were caves that darkly shone,


  Each face was pallid, each so very thin


  That all his hide was molded to the bone.


  25   I don’t believe that Erysichthon’s skin[388]


  Had ever been—from hunger’s fast—so dried


  When most he felt the fear of it within.


  28   “Behold the people,” said my thoughts inside,


  “Who lost Jerusalem when, there with them,


  Poor Mary’s beak had pecked her infant’s hide.[389]


  31   Their sockets seemed like rings without a gem;


  If OMO in the face of man is sought,


  There one would surely recognize the M.[390]


  34   Who would, not knowing how, have ever thought


  That but the scent of fruits and streams avails


  For such—by causing cravings—to be wrought?


  37   I now was wondering what hunger ails


  This group of souls, the cause unknown as yet


  Of both their leanness and their wretched scales,


  40   When—there!—a shadow turned his eyes deep set


  Within his skull and stared, intent; “What grace


  Is this,” he cried aloud, “that I have met?”


  43   I never should have known him from his face;


  But in his voice there was made plain to me


  That which his looks had stricken from their place.


  46   And so, this spark rekindled thoroughly


  My knowledge of the features change remade;


  Forese’s face I once again could see.[391]


  49   “Oh, do not heed my lack of flesh,” he prayed,


  “And neither heed these scabs so dried and bleak,


  Which cause the color of my skin to fade.


  52   But tell me of yourself and tell, I seek,


  Who those two souls are there, escorting you;


  Do not continue thus with me, but speak!”


  55   “Your face, for which, when dead, I wept for too,


  Gives no less cause for weeping at you there,”


  I answered, “seeing it so wrung askew.


  58   For God’s sake, tell me, what so strips you bare?


  Don’t make me speak while dazzled by this sight,


  For he speaks ill whose will is otherwhere.”


  61   He said: “By the Eternal Counsel’s might


  Comes power to the water and the plant


  You left behind, by which I’ve grown so slight.


  64   Once following too much their craving’s slant,


  The people here, whom thirst and hunger flay,


  Are all made holy, as they weep and chant.


  67   The fragrance of the fruit and of the spray


  That is diffused upon the leaves of green


  Enflames desire to eat and drink away,


  70   And not just once, for as we circle, lean,


  Around this road, new pains will come to be—


  Did I say pain? It’s solace that I mean.


  73   The very will that drives us to the tree


  Led Christ to call ‘Elí’ with gladsome cry,[392]


  When by the blood He shed He set us free.”


  76   “Forese, from that day on which,” said I,


  “You left the world for better life ahead


  Until this time, five years have not rolled by.[393]


  79   If all your strength for further sin had fled


  Before the hour good sorrow would appear,


  By which to God the soul again is wed,


  82   How is it you’ve already come up here?


  I thought that I would find you there below,


  Where time repays lost time for every year.”[394]


  85   He said: “My Nella with her tearful flow[395]


  So soon has led me up the mountain stairs


  To drink from this sweet wormwood of my woe;


  88   For by her sighs and by her pious prayers


  She’s brought me from the slope where they await


  And freed me from the other circles’ cares.[396]


  91   And just as precious is my widowed mate


  And dear to God—I loved her once so well!—


  As she’s alone in doing good to date.[397]


  94   For in Barbagia of Sardegna dwell


  More chaste and modest women than are they


  Where I left her in that Barbagian cell.[398]


  97   Oh what, sweet brother, would you have me say?


  Already at a future time I stare,


  Which from this hour will not be far away,


  100   When from her pulpits Florence shall declare


  That no audacious female citizen


  Shall go about with breasts and nipples bare.


  103   What maid of Barbary, what Saracen,


  To keep her covered ever once had need


  Of priestly or of other regimen?[399]


  106   But if they only knew, that shameless breed,


  For what swift Heaven readies them, believe,


  Their mouths would open now to howl indeed.


  109   For if my foresight here does not deceive,


  Of those consoled by lullabies not one


  Will grow a beard before those women grieve.[400]


  112   Ah, brother, hide yourself no more, be done!


  As you can see, not only I but all


  Are gazing there where you have blocked the sun.”


  115   I therefore answered him: “If you recall


  What you were once with me and I with you,


  Such memories will spread a heavy pall.


  118   The one preceding is the spirit who


  Withdrew me from that life the other day


  Just as his sister showed her fullest view”[401]


  121   (I pointed to the sun). “He led the way


  Through deepest night of those most truly dead;[402]


  I’ve followed him in truly fleshly clay.


  124   And only by his help have I been led


  From there to mount and circle round this hill


  That straightens those the world had bent instead.


  127   He says he’ll lend me company until


  I’ve come to reach the place of Beatrice,


  And there I must remain without his skill.


  130   And Virgil is the one who told me this,”


  (I signaled him); “the other’s he, O scrag,


  For whom just now, in order to dismiss


  133   His soul from here, your realm shook every crag.”


  CANTO XXIV


  As Dante continues walking and talking with Forese, he learns that the latter’s sister, Piccarda, rejoices in Heaven. Forese then points out several of the gluttonous: Bonagiunta Orbicciani da Lucca, a provincial poet; Pope Martin V of Tours; Ubaldino della Pila, a Ghibelline nobleman; Bonifazio de’ Fieschi, archbishop of Ravenna; and Messer Marchese degli Argogliosi, chief magistrate of Faenza (1–32). Eager to speak with the Pilgrim, Bonagiunta steps forth and prophesies that a woman named Gentucca will befriend the Traveler in his exile, thus rendering the city of Lucca dear to him. Bonagiunta then asks Dante if he composed the canzone, “O maids who have intelligence of love.” The Author responds that he did write it, inspired by love itself, and Bonagiunta recognizes that inspiration and the expression of true feeling resulting from it as the factors that distinguish Dante from his predecessors (33–63). When the discussion of the Poet’s “sweet new style” has concluded, the flock of gluttonous souls turns away and speeds off in single file. Forese takes advantage of the opportunity to ask Dante when he will see him again. The Pilgrim replies that he does not know but that he will return sooner in desire than in fact, owing to the corruption of his native city (64–81). Anxious about further delay, Forese takes leave of the Poet with the prophecy that the one most to blame for Florence’s ills, his brother Corso, will soon meet a shameful end (82–99). As Dante watches him striding off, he makes the bend and suddenly notices another tree beneath which the famished souls vainly beg for food. As the Poets draw near, a voice calls out the examples of punished gluttony and drunkenness: Eve, who ate the forbidden fruit of the tree of knowledge; the drunken centaurs, who attempted to ravish the bride of Pirithous; and the Hebrews whom Gideon rejected for lapping up the water like a dog (100–126). The three Wayfarers then pass on in silence, each one lost in thought, when the voice of the fiery angel of temperance startles them. He points out the upward stair and wipes another P from the Pilgrim’s brow, as he pronounces those blest who hunger for righteousness (127–154).


  1   Stride did not slow our speech nor speech our stride,


  But, talking still, we quickly moved ahead


  Like ships that, driven by good breezes, glide.


  4   And all the shades, who seemed like things twice dead,


  Drew wonder from me through their cavern eyes,


  On seeing that I lived, at which I said,


  7   Continuing my speech with this surmise:


  “Perhaps that shade is rising up more slow


  Because of him than he would otherwise.[403]


  10   But where’s Piccarda? Tell me, if you know;[404]


  And tell me if some shade of note I see


  Among these people gazing at me so.”


  13   “My sister—though I know not whether she


  Was once more fair or good—exults on high


  Olympus in her crown now, joyously,”[405]


  16   He said at first, then added in reply:


  “And none forbids my naming each of those


  Because the fast has milked our features dry.


  19   Now there,” he pointed, “Bonagiunta goes,


  Yes, Bonagiunta, he of Lucca’s line;[406]


  Beyond him some, the face more drawn arose


  22   To hold within his arms the Church divine;[407]


  He was from Tours and purges by his fast


  Bolsena’s eels and the Vernaccian wine.”


  25   And one by one, through many names he passed;


  All seemed content when named on my behalf,


  So that I saw no faces overcast.


  28   With teeth, from hunger, biting airy chaff,


  Both Ubaldin’ and Boniface were spied,[408]


  Who’d pastured many people with his staff.


  31   I saw Messér Marchese, who, less dried,[409]


  Had leisure once for drinking at Forlì,


  Though such a thirst was never satisfied.


  34   As one who looks notes someone more than he


  Does others, at that Luccan did I stare


  For he appeared to know the most of me.


  37   He murmured something like “Gentucca” there,[410]


  Which I could hear from where he felt what’s due


  To pangs of justice that so strip them bare.


  40   “O soul,” I said, “who seem so eager to


  Converse with me; speak so I’ll understand,


  For speech may satisfy both me and you.”


  43   “A maid is born who wears no wimple band[411]


  For whom,” he said, “you’ll hold my city dear,


  Which men, however, still may reprimand.


  46   With such a prophecy you’ll go from here;


  If you mistake my murmur while above,


  The real events below will make them clear.


  49   But tell me if I see the author of


  The rhymes brought newly forth that thus begin:


  O maids who have intelligence of love?”[412]


  52   I said : “When Love has breathed in me, I’ve been


  A man who notes it well and, at his lead,


  Goes setting forth what he dictates within.”


  55   “O friend, I see what knot would once impede


  The Notary and me, Guittone too,[413]


  In coming to the sweet new style I heed,”[414]


  58   He said; “I see how close your quills pursue


  All that to which dictating love gives vent,


  Which surely was not so with those we knew.


  61   One set on searching further sees, intent,


  No more between the one and other style,”


  And he fell silent as if quite content.


  64   As birds that winter down along the Nile


  At times will form a flock up in the air


  Then fly in greater haste and go in file,


  67   So too the people who were present there


  All turned away and hurried up their pace,


  Those whom desire and leanness lightly bear.


  70   And as a man who wearies in his race


  Lets his companions go and, walking then,


  Will ease his heaving chest for but a space,


  73   Forese let that flock of holy men


  All pass him by, then came behind once more


  And said: “When will I see you once again?”


  76   “I do not know how long I’ll live,” I swore,


  “But though I come back quickly, sooner yet


  Shall I in my desires be at the shore[415]


  79   Because the place in which my life is set


  Is daily stripping goodness from its frame,


  Disposed for dismal ruin to be met.”


  82   “Now go,” he said, “I see him most to blame


  Soon dragged behind a horse’s tail—that one!—[416]


  Down to the vale that never pardons shame.


  85   More quickly at each step that beast will run,


  Increasing ever, till it throws him where


  It leaves his body shamefully undone.


  88   Those wheels,” and to the sky he turned his stare,[417]


  “Need not turn far till you have clearly spied


  What further words of mine can not declare.


  91   Now stay behind for time is dear inside


  This realm of ours, and I too much delay


  By coming thus with you in equal stride.”


  94   As from a squadron riding in array


  A horseman, galloping, is sometimes hurled


  To win the honor of the first affray,


  97   So too, with greater strides, away he whirled,


  While on the way I lingered with those two


  Who were such mighty marshals of the world.


  100   And when he’d gone ahead so far from view


  My eyesight strained to follow to the end


  As with his words my mind would have to do,


  103   Another tree appeared there to extend[418]


  Its laden, verdant boughs, not far away,


  For I just now had turned around the bend.


  106   Beneath I saw some lift their hands as they


  Made towards the leaves I know not what loud cry,


  Like eager children, in a vain essay,


  109   Who beg though he who’s begged makes no reply


  And, that their longing be more keenly grieved,


  Hides not what they desire but holds it high.


  112   They then departed as if undeceived;


  And we came where that mighty tree and fruit


  Reject so many tears and prayers received.


  115   “Pass on, do not draw near; above, your route


  Will show a tree whose sampled fruit was Eve’s,[419]


  And this same plant has risen as its shoot.”


  118   I do not know who spoke among the leaves;


  So Virgil, Statius, and I progressed,


  Drawn closer, on the side that upward weaves.[420]


  121   “Recall those cursèd ones,” we were addressed,


  “Formed in the clouds, who, when they’d had their fill,


  Fought Theseus, and each with double breast.[421]


  124   Recall soft Hebrews drinking at the rill,


  Those comrades Gideon refused that day


  When unto Midian he rode downhill.”[422]


  127   Thus, keeping to one edge along the way,


  We passed as sins of gluttony were heard,


  On which there follows such a wretched pay.


  130   Then, by at least a thousand paces spurred,


  Spread out upon the lonely roadway, we


  Went contemplating, each without a word,


  133   When suddenly a voice so startled me


  Just like a wild and frightened beast; it said:


  “Why do you go alone in thought, you three?”


  136   To look at who it was, I raised my head;


  And never in a furnace was there seen


  A glass or metal of such glowing red


  139   As one I saw who spoke: “If you should mean


  To mount on upwards, you must turn in here:


  This way goes he whose will for peace is keen.”


  142   His aspect robbed me of my sight, I fear,


  And thus behind my Teachers I was drawn,


  Like one who goes by that which he can hear.


  145   And as when they are heralding the dawn,


  May breezes stir and waft a fragrant smell,


  All pregnant with the herbs and flowers’ spawn,


  148   I felt wind strike mid-forehead and could tell


  There clearly was a movement of the plumes


  That made me sense ambrosial breath as well.


  151   “How blest are they,” I heard, “whom grace illumes


  So that the love of taste will not excite


  Too much within their breasts their craving fumes,


  154   Those always hungering for what is right!”[423]


  CANTO XXV


  As the three Poets climb single-file up the stairs, Dante, encouraged by his Master, asks how shades, who have no need of food, can be lean. Virgil metaphorically suggests that the relation between the soul and its aerial body resembles that between the firebrand and Meleager, whose life depended on it, or a body and the mirror image that mimics it, but then turns the question over to Statius for a rational explanation (1–30). Relying on medieval physiology, Statius then expounds how purified blood is transformed into semen, which then commingles as an active principle with the passive menstrual blood in the uterus to coagulate into fetal matter, which the semen’s formative virtue quickens first with a vegetative, then with a sensitive soul (31–60). When the articulation of the brain is completed in the embryo, God, the First Mover, breathes into it a rational soul, which becomes the one form of the body and subsumes the vegetative and sensitive functions of the lower soul into itself (61–78). The soul contains at death its vegetative and sensitive powers virtually within itself whereas its rational powers become more acute in their exercise. When it arrives at its place of eternal or temporal punishment, the soul then forms a “body” for itself from the surrounding air, somewhat as the sun’s rays form a rainbow in the humid atmosphere. This aerial body provides the soul with the organs of sense and the means of self-expression. Hence, the leanness of these spirits is not the result of starvation, but the outer manifestation of inner desire (79–108). By the time Statius has finished his disquisition, the three Wayfarers have arrived at the seventh and final terrace, where flames of fire shoot out from the inner wall and are blown upwards by a blast at the cornice edge, forcing the Travelers to tread on the extreme outer fringe. Within the wall of fire, Dante hears the spirits of the lustful chant the hymn “God of Supreme Clemency” and recite an example of the chastity of the Blessed Virgin Mary, then repeat the hymn and follow it with the example of the goddess Diana’s virginity, and finally reiterate the hymn to close with shouts in praise of conjugal fidelity (109–139).


  1   Our climb could now brook no delay below:


  The sun’s meridian was left behind


  To Taurus and the night’s to Scorpio.[424]


  4   Thus, like a man who does not stop, inclined


  To go his way whatever may appear,


  If but the goad of need should prick his mind,


  7   We made our entrance through a gap found near


  As one by one we took the stairs up high,


  Whose narrowness dispairs the climbers here.


  10   And as a fledgling stork that longs to fly


  Will lift its wing but dare not leave the nest


  And lets it drop again, so too was I:


  13   My will to ask flared up and was suppressed,


  Not going past the movements made inside


  Of one who’s just preparing his request.


  16   And my sweet Father, though with rapid stride,


  Did not forbear: “Speak up; discharge the bow


  That, drawn up to the iron, you have plied.”


  19   Assured, I opened up my mouth and so


  My words began: “How can they be so lean


  When there’s no need of nourishment to grow?”


  22   “Recall how Meleager once was seen[425]


  To perish as an ember was consumed,


  And this,” he said, “won’t be so hard to glean.


  25   Think how your every movement is resumed


  As in the glass your image moves abreast,


  And what seems hard is easily assumed.


  28   But that in your desire you may find rest,


  Here’s Statius; I call on him and sue


  That by this healer now your wounds be dressed.”


  31   “If I interpret the eternal view”


  So Statius replied, “while you are near,


  Excuse me, but I can’t say ‘no’ to you.”


  34   He then began: “Son, if your mind should hear


  And keep the words I speak, it will perceive


  A light to make the ‘how’ you ask for clear.


  37   The perfect blood, which thirsty veins will leave[426]


  When it has not been drunk and which remains


  Like food that from the table you retrieve,


  40   Finds in the heart informing pow’r it gains


  To shape the body’s members, like the flood


  That flows, becoming limbs, throughout your veins.


  43   Once more digested, downwards it will scud


  To what is best unmentioned, and from there


  It drips in nature’s vase on other’s blood.[427]


  46   So, one is mingled with the other’s share,


  With one disposed to suffer, one to act,[428]


  Pressed out from such a perfect place; and where[429]


  49   The two are joined, it starts to work in fact


  By clotting first, then quickening the store


  Of what as matter it had made compact.


  52   The active force becomes a soul once more,


  Like that of plants, yet differing indeed:


  While this still journeys, that is at the shore.


  55   It acts so that it moves and senses need,


  Like sponges, and forms organs by its art[430]


  For faculties of which it is the seed.


  58   The virtue from the generator’s heart


  Now goes unfolding and extending from


  Its place, where Nature sees to every part.


  61   How speaking ones from animals may come[431]


  You don’t yet see; one wiser would commit[432]


  An error here—this point made him succumb—


  64   For, in his teaching, from the soul he split


  Potential intellect who could not show


  That any organ was assumed by it.[433]


  67   Unlock your breast for truth to come and know


  That when articulation of the brain


  Has been perfected in the embryo,


  70   The Primal Mover turns to it with plain


  Delight in Nature’s art, while breathing in


  New soul, one filled with powers that remain.


  73   What it finds active there it draws within


  Its substance, making all the soul be one,


  Which lives, perceives, returns to self therein.


  76   But that my words may give you less a stun,


  Behold the solar heat that turns to wine


  When joined with juices that the vine lets run.[434]


  79   When Láchesis has no more thread to twine,[435]


  The soul is loosed from flesh but bears en route,


  In potency, the human and divine.[436]


  82   With all the other powers turning mute,


  The memory, intelligence, and will


  Are in their action even more acute.


  85   It does not rest, but falls of self until


  It wondrously alights on either shore[437]


  And there first learns which road to travel still.


  88   When circumscribed by space as once before,


  The forming power radiates around


  The shape and size its living members wore.


  91   And as when moisture in the air is found,


  It is adorned with diverse colors where


  Another’s rays reflecting there abound,


  94   So also in this place the nearby air


  Will shape itself so as to form a frame


  By virtue of the soul that’s halted there.


  97   And as the fire is followed by the flame,


  No matter where the fire may move to light,


  So soul is followed by new form the same.


  100   And since it has its semblance thus, it’s right


  To call it “shade”; from air it fashions then


  The organs for each sense, including sight.


  103   By this we speak, by this we laugh, like men;


  By this we weep the tears and sigh the sighs


  You may have heard around the mount. And when


  106   The soul’s desires and other passions rise,


  Affecting us, our shadows then will wear


  These shapes, and that’s the cause of your surprise.”


  109   By now we’d reached the final turning where,


  When we had shifted towards the right-hand flank,


  We were intent upon another care.


  112   And here a flame shot outwards from the bank;


  The terrace edge sent out an upward blast,


  Which bent it back to leave a pathway blank,


  115   So, one by one, on its free side we passed.


  I feared the fire upon the left-hand side,


  And on the right I feared to fall, aghast.


  118   “While moving through this place,” so spoke my Guide,


  “The reins must be held tight when eyes are spurred,


  For one with ease could take an erring stride.”


  121   “Summae Deus clementiae,” I heard[438]


  Sung from the bosom of a mighty heat,


  At which no less desire to turn was stirred.


  124   I saw souls walking on the flaming street;


  From time to time, distributing my view,


  I looked at them and then upon my feet.


  127   And finishing, each time the hymn was through,


  First “Virum non cognosco,” they cried out;[439]


  Then softly they began the hymn anew.


  130   “Diana held the woods and put to rout


  Bold Hélice, who’d felt the poisoned throes


  Of Venus,” at the end came one more shout.[440]


  133   They turned to sing again, then cry of those


  Good wives and husbands who were ever chaste


  As virtue and as marriage both impose.


  136   I think this fashion lasts for those here placed


  For all the time they feel the fires that burn:


  Such cures they take and such repasts they taste[441]


  139   So that the final wound may heal in turn.


  CANTO XXVI


  As the sun sinks low in the West, its rays turning the blue sky around it to white, Dante’s shadow upon the flames makes them look even redder. His blockage of the sun’s light causes the lustful to talk of him, and one of those who approach the fire’s edge asks him for an explanation (1–27). Before the Pilgrim can reply, a second group of shades comes towards them counterclockwise and, like ants nuzzling each other, greets the first with kisses, alternates with them cries of unnatural and excessive lust, and then leaves, like a flock of cranes flying in the opposite direction, to continue chanting their penitential hymn and shouting the examples of vice (28–48). The first troupe then draws near expectantly, and the Poet details for them the purpose of his journey and requests information about the two bands of souls (49–66). Overcoming his amazement, one of them steps forth and explains that they, who shouted out the example of Pasiphae’s lust for the bull, had made themselves brutish through an excessive though natural passion, whereas the second crew, who had cried out “Sodom and Gomorrah,” had committed the unnatural sin of sodomy (67–90). The speaker identifies himself as the amatory poet, Guido Guinizzelli, and Dante feels a filial affection for him like that of Thoas and Euneus on rescuing their mother, Hypsipyle, though he does not dare embrace him because of the flames. When our Author expresses his admiration for the sweet style of Guido’s poetry, the latter humbly points out a better craftsman of amorous verse and then implores the Pilgrim’s prayers, disappearing into the flames like a fish through water (91–135). Drawing near to the indicated soul, the Poet delicately asks his name. The spirit in question makes himself known as Arnaut Daniel, who looks back with remorse upon his past folly and forward with hope to his future bliss. Having entreated Dante’s prayers as well, he then hides within the purging fire (136–148).


  1   We moved along the bank in single file;


  My Master often told me on that height:


  “See that my warning profits you.” And while


  4   The sun had struck my shoulder on the right,


  The west had all, because of rays it shed,


  Transformed its bluish aspect into white.[442]


  7   My shadow made the flames appear more red,


  And at so slight a trace I saw a lot


  Of shades pay heed as they went on ahead.


  10   This too was the occasion that begot


  Their talk of me; and they began to say:


  “A fictive body his, it seems, is not.”


  13   And certain ones approached as far as they


  Were able to, though always taking care


  They did not exit from the burning way.


  16   “O you who go behind the others there,


  From reverence, perhaps, not being slow,


  Respond to one who burns with thirst, aflare.


  19   I’m not alone in needing answer, though:


  No Indian or Ethiope has yet


  So thirsted for cold streams as they to know.


  22   So, tell us how it is that you have set


  Yourself against the sun to make a wall


  As if you had not entered in death’s net,”


  25   One begged of me. I would have told him all


  About myself, had I, intent, not slowed


  To watch a another novelty befall.


  28   For through the middle of the burning road


  Came people, facing opposite, in stride,


  So in suspense I watched an episode


  31   In which the shadows met from either side,


  Each hastening to kiss another and,


  Not pausing, with brief greetings satisfied.


  34   (In just this manner, in their swarthy band,


  Each ant will nose the rest, perhaps to spy


  What is their way and how their fortunes stand.)


  37   With friendly greetings ended, each will try,


  Before one footstep takes a forward thrust,


  To shout above the rest; so, these will cry:


  40   “O Sodom and Gomorrah!”; those then must[443]


  Exclaim: “Pasíphaë lies in a cow


  So that the bull goes running to her lust!”[444]


  43   Next, just as cranes may fly, some to the brow


  Of the high Riphaeans, some to the sands,[445]


  These shy of frost and those of sun, so now


  46   One comes, another goes, of those two bands;


  They turn to their first singing with a tear


  And to the cry their penance most demands.


  49   And as they did before, there now drew near


  Those very ones who had entreated me


  And, by their faces, seemed intent to hear.


  52   I, having seen two times their eager plea,


  Began to speak: “O spirits who are sure


  Of having peace, whenever that might be,


  55   My limbs, be they unripened or mature,


  Have not on earth below been left behind;


  They’re here with me, with blood and joints secure.


  58   I go on high to be no longer blind:


  A Lady stands above who gains me grace;[446]


  So, through your world I bear my mortal rind.


  61   But may your greatest wish be filled apace,


  And may that heaven come to lodge your crew


  Which, full of love, is amplest in its space;[447]


  64   That I may set this down on paper too,


  Say who you are and who the crowd of late


  That goes away from us in back of you.”


  67   The hillman’s face is in no other state


  Than that to which each shadow’s looks had come,


  When, rough and rude, he’s passed the city’s gate


  70   To gape about, confused and dazed, struck dumb;


  When they were freed of stupor, though, once more


  (And lofty hearts are soon relieved therefrom),


  73   That one began who’d questioned me before:


  “O blest one, who, that you may better die,


  Will ship your proving of our lands to shore!


  76   Those coming not with us offended by


  The sin for which triumphal Caesar came


  To hear himself called ‘Queen’; and that is why[448]


  79   They bellow at their parting Sodom’s blame


  And, as you’ve heard, rebuke themselves, contrite,


  That they may help the burning with their shame.


  82   Our sinful action was hermaphrodite,[449]


  Observing not what human reason deems;


  For we, like beasts, had followed appetite.


  85   Thus, when we part from them, each shadow screams,


  To our disgrace, the name of her who fell


  And made herself a beast in beastlike beams.


  88   And now you know our deeds and guilt as well;


  If you desire to learn our names, then I’d


  Not know them all, nor is there time to tell.


  91   Of mine, indeed, you shall be satisfied:


  I’m Guido Guinizzell’, who here make purge[450]


  Since I felt full remorse before I died.”


  94   As when Lycurgus sang his sorry dirge,[451]


  Two sons rejoiced to see their mother, so


  Did I; and yet, so high I did not surge[452]


  97   To hear that spirit name himself, aglow,


  Who fathered me and all my betters too,


  Whose gracious rhymes of love so sweetly flow.


  100   I did not speak or hear a long time through;


  I went in thought and gazed on him, while just


  Maintaining distance from the fiery view.


  103   When he had fed my sight, I found I must


  Yet offer him my service every way,


  With affirmations that would make one trust.


  106   He said to me: “From what I hear you say,


  You leave a trace in me and one so clear


  As Lethe cannot dim or take away.[453]


  109   However, if your words swore truly here,


  Say why in looks and gaze you did not shrink


  From showing me just how you hold me dear.”


  112   “As long as modern use shall last, I think[454]


  The verses that you wrote, so sweetly sung,


  Will render dear,” I said, “their very ink.”


  115   “O brother, I can show you on this rung,”


  While pointing out a soul beyond, he said,


  “A better craftsman of the mother tongue.[455]


  118   For he transcends all am’rous verses read


  And romance tales—whatever fools may plead[456]


  Who think Limoges’s bard excels instead.[457]


  121   To rumor, not to truth, such ones give heed


  And settle their opinions thus before


  They’ve listened first to art or reason’s lead.


  124   So with Guittone many did of yore,[458]


  Who, cry to cry, prized nothing but his wits


  Until, with most, the truth would win the floor.


  127   Now if your ample privilege permits


  Your journeying up to that cloister in


  Which Christ as abbot of the college sits,


  130   A paternoster there for me begin,[459]


  And pray as far as this world needs such aid[460]


  For we have no more power here to sin.”


  133   Perhaps, then, ceding to another shade


  Who followed near, he vanished through the flame,


  The way fish seeking deeper waters fade.


  136   So, to the one just pointed out I came


  And told him my desire prepared inside


  A gracious place of welcome for his name.


  139   He took his start and willingly replied:


  “Now your polite request has pleased me so


  That thus I neither can nor wish to hide.


  142   I am Arnaut; in tears and song I go.


  Contrite, I see my former folly’s bane


  And see with joy the day I hope to know.


  145   And now I pray you by the Power’s reign


  That guides you to the summit of the stair,


  While there is time, be heedful of my pain.”[461]


  148   And then he hid within the purging flare.


  CANTO XXVII


  As the sun sets, the angel of chastity appears before the wall of fire to proclaim, “Blessed are the pure in heart,” and to bid the Wayfarers enter. Recalling those he has witnessed burned at the stake, Dante becomes deathly afraid at the prospect and clasps his garments to his body to protect them from the flames. Virgil reasons with him that the flames will torment but not kill, recalls the successful issue from the frightening experience with Geryon, promises that Dante will be unharmed, and has him test the flames on his sleeve—yet the Pilgrim remains obdurate. When, however, Virgil says that the only thing standing between him and Beatrice is the wall of fire, the Poet gathers strength to seek her, just as the dying Pyramus did to gaze upon Thisbe when he heard her name (1–45). Dante follows Virgil and Statius into the flames, only to find the fire burning so intensely that he would have thrown himself into molten glass for refreshment. Upon their emergence from the flames, a brilliant angel’s voice welcomes them with the words “Come, you blessed of my Father” and encourages them to hasten up while it is still light (46–63). When the sun has finally set, each of the three lies down upon a step to meditate, like sheep ruminating in the shade, and to pass the night, like a herdsmen keeping watch, though the Pilgrim soon drifts off to sleep (64–93). As the morning star is rising just before dawn, the Poet dreams of Leah, a symbol of the active life, gathering flowers and weaving a wreath, and of Rachel, a symbol of the contemplative life, beholding herself in a mirror. Then, as morning breaks, Dante awakens (94–114). Virgil now promises him the stilling of his hunger, which only increases his desire and quickens his flight. When the Pilgrim has reached the topmost stair, his Master leaves him to his purified will and, as his last words, crowns and miters the Poet lord of himself (115–142).


  1   As when the first of darting rays prevails[462]


  Upon the place its Maker’s blood was shed,


  While Ebro falls beneath the lofty Scales


  4   And waves are scorched by noon in Ganges’ bed,


  So stood the sun; and thus the day now sank


  As God’s glad angel first appeared ahead.


  7   He stood outside the flames upon the bank;


  “Beati mundo corde,” sang his tongue,[463]


  His voice more clear than those of human rank.


  10   “You can’t go on unless the fire has stung


  You, holy souls; so, enter into it,


  And don’t be deaf, beyond, to verses sung,”


  13   He said to us as we drew near a bit.


  But as I heard him speaking, I became


  Like one who has been laid within the pit.[464]


  16   And over clasping hands I bent my frame


  To watch the fire, conceiving vividly


  The human bodies I have seen aflame.


  19   My two good Escorts turned themselves to me;


  “O son of mine,” asserted Virgil, “here


  There is no death, though torment there may be.


  22   Remember! If I led you at the rear


  Of Geryon’s broad shoulders, safely hauled,


  What shall I do when God is much more near?


  25   If in this flaming paunch you were enthralled


  A thousand years, you surely may believe


  It would not make you by a hair more bald.


  28   And if perhaps you think that I deceive


  Your mind, draw near, and try it with your hand


  Upon the border of your garment’s sleeve.


  31   Now put away your fear, and keep it banned;


  Turn hither, come, securely enter this!”


  But firm, against my conscience, was my stand.


  34   To see me fixed and stubbornly remiss


  Perplexed him some; “Look here, my son,” he said,


  “This wall is keeping you from Beatrice.”


  37   And as at Thisbe’s name, when nearly dead,


  Young Pyramus had opened his eyes wide[465]


  And looked at her, while berries turned to red,


  40   So was my stubbornness made soft inside;


  I heard the name that wells up ever mild


  Within my mind and turned to my wise Guide,


  43   Who shook his head and said as to a child


  Won by an apple: “Come now, is it true


  We wish to stay here?”; and at that he smiled.


  46   And in the fire ahead of me he flew,


  Then after me asked Statius to pass,


  Who for some way had gone between us two.


  49   I would have thrown myself in molten glass,


  When once inside, for its refreshing cold—


  For so past measure was that burning mass!


  52   To comfort me, my gentle Father told


  Of Beatrice, discoursing as he went:


  “Her eyes I seem already to behold.”


  55   And guiding us ahead, a voice gave vent


  To song beyond; attentive to its air,


  We issued forth to start a new ascent.


  58   “Venite, benedicti” sounded there


  With “Patris mei” from a light so white[466]


  I could not watch it, vanquished by its glare.


  61   “The sun is sinking; soon there comes the night,”


  It added; “do not stop, but speed your pace


  Before the west extinguishes its light.”


  64   The pathway cut straight up a rocky space


  At such an angle that I blocked the ray


  Before me from the sun, now low in place.[467]


  67   The Wise and I—when we had made essay


  Of but few steps—all felt the sun had set


  Behind us, for my shadow died away.


  70   Before the vast horizon could beget


  Within its every part a single hue,


  The night not holding its dominions yet,


  73   Each made his bed upon a step as due,


  Because the nature of the mount made weak


  Both our desire to climb and power too.


  76   As goats, first swift and wanton on the peak


  Before they pasture on a grassy plot,


  Become, while ruminating, still and meek


  79   Beneath the shade while yet the sun is hot,


  All guarded by a shepherd who nearby


  Leans on his staff and tends their resting spot;


  82   And as the herdsman beds beneath the sky


  To pass the night beside his quiet flock


  And watch lest, scattered by a beast, they fly,


  85   So were the three of us, each on his block:


  I was a goat, they herdsmen, on a site


  Hemmed in on either side by lofty rock.


  88   Not much appeared outside beyond that height,


  But through that bit I peeked at star on star,


  And all, more than their wont, were big and bright.


  91   While ruminating, watching them afar,


  I fell asleep; and sleep will often view


  The news of the events before they are.


  94   About the hour that Cytherea, who[468]


  Seems ever burning with love’s flame, first gleamed


  On mountains from the east, I dreamt anew


  97   And saw a lady, young and fair, it seemed,


  Who wandered through a meadow to and fro


  To gather flowers, as her singing streamed:


  100   “If any ask my name, then let them know


  That I am Leah; as I go my way,[469]


  I move fair hands to weave a wreath and so


  103   Find pleasure at my glass with this array;


  But from her mirror there will never rise


  My sister, Rachel, sitting there all day.


  106   She loves as much to see her lovely eyes


  As for adornment with my hands I yearn;


  Her joy in seeing, mine in working lies.”


  109   The splendors that precede the dawn’s return


  And gladden pilgrims all the more who see


  That they, returning, nearer home sojourn,


  112   Had made the dark from every quarter flee,


  And sleep with it; and therefore I arose


  As those great Masters had ahead of me.


  115   “Sweet fruit, that which the care of mortals goes


  To seek on many branches, will today


  At last give peace to all your hunger’s throes.”


  118   These were the words that Virgil chose to say;


  And never once has any gift’s delight


  Afforded me such pleasure as did they.


  121   Desire upon desire to reach the height


  Came up in me; at every step ahead


  I felt my feathers growing for the flight.


  124   When all the stair had passed beneath our tread,


  And on the topmost step we stood in turn,


  Then Virgil fixed his eyes on me and said:


  127   “My son, you’ve seen eternal fires that burn


  And now the temporal; you’ve reached that part[470]


  Where, of myself, no more can I discern.


  130   I’ve drawn you here with intellect and art;


  But let your pleasure guide you onwards now,


  For from the steep and narrow you depart.


  133   Behold the sun that shines upon your brow,[471]


  And see the tender grass, the blooms, the trees


  That earth produces of itself; allow


  136   Yourself to sit or wander round through these


  Till lovely eyes arrive here happily,[472]


  Whose weeping made me come to you. But please,


  139   Expect no further word or sign from me;


  For not to do your will would lead askew


  Because it now is upright, whole, and free;


  142   Lord of yourself I crown and miter you!”


  CANTO XXVIII


  Filled with wonder and curiosity, Dante slowly ventures forth to explore. A sweet and gentle east wind strikes his forehead and inclines the branches towards the Orient, without, however, disturbing the birds chirping within them. Soon he comes upon an incomparably clear, shady stream flowing north and bending the blades of grass in its flow. As he pauses to inspect the great variety of flowering trees beyond the water, Matelda, a symbol of original innocence and earthly felicity, appears on the other side, singing and gathering the meadow’s blooms (1–42). She seems enamored and, in the eternal spring, reminds the Pilgrim of Persephone. When he asks her to draw near so that he can understand her song, she dances gracefully towards him with modest eyes, coming close enough for her words to be intelligible. At the bank, she raises her eyes, which glisten like those of Venus in love with Adonis, and smiles. The three steps that separate the Poet from her now seem more odious than the stormy Hellespont did to Leander. She then ascribes her joy to delight in the Creator’s handiwork (43–84). If, as Statius had said, the mountain suffers no meteorological change, Dante wonders how there can be rain to replenish the stream and wind blowing in the trees. Matelda explains that God had created the Garden of Eden as a pledge of eternal peace, which the first couple soon forfeited through sin. It is not disturbed by climactic changes; rather, the revolutions of the Primum Mobile cause the gentle breeze, filling the woods with its music and scattering the seeds of its plants around the earth. Furthermore, a fountain springs forth by the Divine Will and divides into Lethe, the river of forgetfulness of sin, and Eunoe, the river of remembrance of good deeds. By way of a corollary, she adds finally that the ancient poets who sang of the Golden Age had darkly intuited the Earthly Paradise. At this, the Pilgrim looks to Virgil and Statius, and they smile (85–148).


  1   Inside, all round, I now was keen to spy


  The godly woods, whose verdant thickness went


  To temper that new daylight to the eye.


  4   No longer waiting, from the bank I bent


  My way, quite slowly taking in the field,


  On soil which breathed all round its fragrant scent.


  7   Sweet air, in which no changing is revealed,


  Was striking on my forehead but displayed


  No greater force than gentle breezes wield.


  10   And from that wind the trembling branches swayed


  As all bent freely downwards to the part


  Where first the holy mountain casts its shade;[473]


  13   Yet from the upright they did not depart


  So much that fledglings in the tops at times


  Would cease from exercising all their art.


  16   The morning hours were greeted by the chimes


  They sang within the branches—full of glee—


  Which kept an undertone to all their rhymes,[474]


  19   Like that heard gathering from tree to tree


  Throughout the pine grove on Chiassi’s shore,


  When Aeolus has set Sirocco free.[475]


  22   Now, going step by step, I slowly bore


  So deep within the ancient forest land


  I could not see where I’d come in before.


  25   But there a stream had blocked my progress, and


  Its little waves bent to the left-hand side[476]


  The blades of grass that issued from its strand.


  28   All waters that are here most purified


  Would seem to have some cloudiness quite soon


  Compared with those, in which no thing can hide,


  31   Although, with lasting shadows overstrewn,


  They flow quite darkly for that shade allows


  No ray to enter in of sun or moon.


  34   With feet I stayed; with eyes I passed to browse


  Beyond that little river and to see


  The great variety of blooming boughs.


  37   And there appeared to me (as suddenly


  A thing appears whose wondrousness will rout


  In us whatever other thoughts may be)


  40   A lady all alone, who went about[477]


  To sing and gather bloom on bloom from ways


  That had been painted there with them throughout.


  43   “Ah, lovely lady, you who at love’s rays[478]


  Have warmed yourself (if I may trust your look,


  That wonted witness of a heart ablaze),


  46   That I may understand,” I undertook


  To say to her, “the melody you sing,


  Draw nearer, should it please you, to this brook.


  49   You bring to mind both where and what a thing


  Persephone once was, when she was reft[479]


  So that her mother lost her, she the spring.”


  52   As in a dance, a lady turns and, deft,


  Keeps both feet near the floor, together bound,


  And scarcely moves the right before the left,


  55   On red and yellow blooms she thus turned round


  And came to me, not otherwise than should


  A modest maid, her eyes upon the ground.


  58   She satisfied my prayers as through the wood


  She drew so near that sounds of sweet replies


  Could come to me, their meanings understood.


  61   As soon as she was where the grass there lies


  First bathed by ripples of the lovely stream,


  She gave to me a gift of lifted eyes.


  64   I do not think there sparkled such a gleam


  Beneath the lids of Venus when her child


  Had pierced her, though against his wonted scheme.[480]


  67   Erect, upon the other bank, she smiled;


  Her hands arranged the blooms diversely dyed,


  Which on those highlands, with no seed, grow wild.


  70   Three steps the river kept me from her side,


  But Hellespont where Xerxes crossed the strait[481]


  —And this is still a curb on human pride—


  73   Had suffered from Leander no more hate[482]


  When storms from Sestos to Abydos ran


  Than that from me, unopened to my gait.


  76   “You’re new here, and perhaps,” so she began,


  “Because I’m smiling in this place elect,


  The chosen nest for all the race of man,


  79   Some doubt has made you wonder. I expect


  The Delectasti-psalm will light you three[483]


  And therefore may uncloud your intellect.


  82   And you who stand in front and made your plea,


  Should you wish more, I’m ready to pursue


  Your questions till you’ve heard enough from me.”


  85   “The water and the sounds of forests too


  Impugn my recent faith,” I had to say,[484]


  “In things I’ve heard, opposed to what I view.”


  88   “I’ll tell you how the things that make you prey


  To wonder issue from their cause,” said she,


  “And clear the mist offending you away.


  91   The highest, sole self-pleasing Good is He


  Who made man good—and for good—in a place[485]


  He gave as pledge of peace eternally.


  94   Man dwelt here, through his fault, for but a space,[486]


  Since he exchanged sweet sport and honest mirth


  For tears and toiling through a fault so base.


  97   From vapors of the stream and of the earth


  (Which follow heat as far, then, as they may)


  Disturbances below may take their birth.[487]


  100   That they not war on man in any way,


  This close to Heaven rose the mountain stair,


  Made free above its gate from such a fray.


  103   And now, since in a circuit all the air


  Spins with the Primum Mobile around,


  If nothing breaks the circle anywhere,[488]


  106   That movement comes to strike upon this mound,


  Which in the living air is wholly free,


  And makes the woods, since they are dense, resound.


  109   The smitten plants have such a potency


  That they impregnate with their force that breeze,


  Which in its circling spreads it thoroughly.


  112   The rest of earth, if fit for things like these[489]


  In land and sky, will then conceive and bear,


  From diverse powers, diverse plants and trees.


  115   The marvel should not seem to you so rare,


  This being heard, if plants on earth below,


  Without a seed that’s seen, have rooted there.


  118   And right where you are standing, you should know,


  Each kind of seed has filled the holy plain,


  In which the fruits, not plucked beyond, all grow.


  121   The water seen springs not from any vein


  That vapor, when condensed by cold, restores,


  Like streams whose forces know both loss and gain,


  124   But from a sure and constant fountain pours,


  Which by God’s will receives all that it needs


  To pour forth freely on its double shores.


  127   So, downwards through this part its virtue leads


  To put remembrance of all sin aside;


  On that part, though, it calls to mind good deeds.


  130   Called Lethe here, Eunoë on that side,[490]


  This water will not do its work anew


  If on this side and that it is not tried.


  133   It tastes far sweeter than all others do;


  Though I might fully satisfy your thirst


  If I disclose no more of this to you,


  136   I’ll give, as grace, a corollary first;


  Nor do I think my speech will be less dear


  If greater space than promised is traversed.


  139   The poets who in olden times appear


  To sing the happy state and Age of Gold


  Perhaps dreamt on Parnassus of this tier.[491]


  142   Here mankind’s root was innocent of old,[492]


  Here’s lasting spring, here’s every fruit that grows;


  This nectar’s that of which all bards have told.”


  145   I turned around completely unto those


  Dear Poets, and I saw them give a smile


  When they had heard the final words she chose.


  148   My eyes then turned to that fair maid a while.


  CANTO XXIX


  Moved by love, Matelda now sings, “Blessed are those whose sins are covered,” as she and Dante move upstream with short steps. After they have gone some fifty paces, the river turns at a right angle to the east, and the enamored lady exhorts the Pilgrim to look and listen (1–15). What seems to be a prolonged flash of lightning provokes Dante’s sense of wonder, and a dulcet melody moves him to lament the sin of Eve, which forfeited Eden for him. The sky now blazes like fire, and the sweet melody becomes intelligible as song (16–42). Then, first appearing as seven golden trees but soon revealed as lighted candlesticks representing the seven spirits of God, a procession slowly marches towards the Poet. As his attention is totally absorbed by the spectacle, Matelda rebukes him for concentrating too exclusively on the front of the pageant (43–63). Twenty-four white-clad elders wearing fleur-de-lis crowns and symbolizing the books of the Old Testament then advance behind the candlesticks, whose flames streak the sky with rainbow streamers; they move forth, singing a song reminiscent of the angel Gabriel’s words to Mary (64–87). Next, typifying the Gospels, four living creatures wreathed with green leaves follow, each with six wings studded with eyes (88–105). Within their midst, on the wheels of the Franciscan and Dominican orders, rolls the chariot of the Church, drawn by a griffin illustrating the divine and human natures of Christ. His wings rise up to span the middle streamer of color trailing the candlesticks (107–120). To the right dance three ladies colored white, green, and red to signify the theological virtues of faith, hope, and charity, while to the left spin four more garbed in purplish red to betoken the cardinal moral virtues of prudence, justice, fortitude, and temperance (121–132). A figure of St. Luke, the “beloved physician,” follows and stands for the Acts of the Apostles, just as a figure of St. Paul, armed with the sword of the Spirit, the Word of God, stands for the Major Epistles (133–141). Bringing up the rear are four elders of humble appearance corresponding to the Minor Epistles of James, Peter, John, and Jude, and then alone a somnambular but keen-faced elder suggesting the Book of Revelation of the visionary St. John. These last seven are also gowned in white, but wear laurels of roses. Finally, a thunderclap brings the procession to a halt (142–154).


  1   Next, like a lady moved by love, she sang;


  “Beati quorum” (her first words all done)


  With “tecta sunt peccata” further rang.[493]


  4   And as in times of old the nymphs would run


  On solitary ways through sylvan shade,


  One keen to see and one to flee the sun,


  7   So, moving counter to the stream, she strayed[494]


  Along the bank; abreast of her I paced


  As little footsteps matching hers were made.


  10   No hundred feet between us had been traced


  When both our banks then made an equal veer


  In such a way that towards the east I faced.


  13   Nor had our path led very far when here


  That lovely lady fully turned about


  And said: “Behold, my brother, and give ear.”


  16   And suddenly a brightness shot throughout


  That mighty forest in its every part;


  It seemed like lightning, though I was in doubt;


  19   For lightnings end as quickly as they start,


  But this one, lasting, yet increased its glare;


  “What thing is this?” I thought within my heart.


  22   A melody ran through the lustrous air,


  And, being sweet, it caused me to upbraid


  From righteous zeal the sin that Eve would dare.


  25   For here, when earth and heaven had obeyed,


  A single maid, our newly fashioned bale,[495]


  Could not endure the cover on her laid.[496]


  28   Had she remained devout beneath that veil,


  I would have known untold delights before


  And spent a longer time among them hale.


  31   Mid such first fruits of endless pleasure’s store,


  Which quite enraptured me, I strode along


  While still desirous of those joys and more.


  34   And there in front of us, now blazing strong,


  The air beneath the verdant boughs became


  Like fire, and those sweet sounds were heard as song.


  37   O Virgins sacrosanct, if for your name[497]


  I’ve suffered hunger, vigils, cold, or worse,


  Spurred on by need, my recompense I claim.


  40   And now its streams must Helicon disburse[498]


  As must Uranïa’s own choir lend aid[499]


  To put things difficult to think in verse.


  43   Soon after, seven trees seemed overlaid


  With gold, or so at least did it appear—


  Between us lay a lengthy tract of glade.


  46   But when I had approached to them so near


  That now the common object, which deceived[500]


  My senses, lost no traits to distance here,


  49   The pow’r that readies reason’s stuff perceived[501]


  That they were candlesticks (they were, all right)


  And heard “Hosannas” singing voices weaved.


  52   The fair array, above us, flamed alight;


  Nor would the moon within a lucid sky


  At midnight in mid-month shine yet so bright.


  55   And filled with wonderment, I turned to eye


  Good Virgil’s face, and, no less stupefied


  In looks than I had been, he made reply.


  58   I turned my gaze, and lofty things were spied


  That came advancing towards us but so slow


  They’d have been passed by any new-made bride.


  61   The lady asked: “Why are you burning so


  To see the living lights and don’t besides


  Look also at what after them will show?”


  64   I then saw some, as if behind their guides,


  Come afterwards, and they were dressed in white—


  And such a white as never here resides!


  67   The waters on my left took in the light


  And would have shown to me my left-hand side


  —If I had looked there—as a mirror might.


  70   When on the bank I found a place to bide,


  Where I was just a river’s breadth away,


  To get a better view, I stayed my stride.


  73   I saw the flames advancing their display,


  Which left the air behind themselves aglow;


  As streaming pennons look, so too did they.


  76   Above were streaks remaining from the flow


  Of seven bands, which show forth every hue


  Whence Delia makes her belt, the sun his bow.[502]


  79   The banners went back farther than my view;


  Between the outermost there had to be


  Ten paces, if what I had judged was true.


  82   Beneath the lovely sky described by me


  Came four and twenty elders, two by two;


  They all were wearing crowns of fleur-de-lis.


  85   And each was singing: “Benedicta you[503]


  Among the daughters of all Adam’s race,


  And blest forever be your beauties too!”


  88   When flowers and fresh herbage in the place


  That faced me, on the other bank, nearby,


  Were free from those elect for but a space,


  91   As stars on stars will follow in the sky,


  So now, each crowned with verdant fronds like kings,


  Four living creatures after them came by.


  94   And each of them was pinioned with six wings,


  Their plumes all eyes; if living in his prime,


  The eyes of Argus would be like such things.[504]


  97   I cannot, Reader, waste another rhyme


  Depicting them; constrained to spend henceforth


  On other needs, I can’t give this more time.


  100   But read Ezekiel who sets them forth


  Amidst the winds and clouds and fires that rage;


  He saw them coming from the frosty north.


  103   And just as you shall find them on his page,


  So were they also here, the wings aside,


  Where John’s with me, departing from that sage.[505]


  106   A chariot, triumphal, occupied


  The space between those four as on two wheels,


  Drawn at a griffin’s neck, it came in stride.[506]


  109   His one and other pinion upward steals


  To flank the middle band mid three and three,


  Yet, cleaving, does no harm that any feels.


  112   Those wings rose higher than the eye could see;


  Where he was bird, his parts were golden there,


  Red mixed with white in all the rest was he.


  115   Rome never gladdened with a car so fair


  An Africanus or Augustus, nay![507]


  That of the sun but poorly would compare—


  118   That of the sun, which, having gone astray,


  Was once consumed at Earth’s devoutest prayer


  When Jove was just in secrecy one day.[508]


  121   Three ladies in a round came dancing where[509]


  The right wheel was, with one so red in tone


  She’d scarcely have been noticed in a flare.


  124   The other was as if both flesh and bone


  Were made of emerald; then, at the last,


  Like newly-fallen snow, the third one shone.


  127   It seemed that now the white one drew them past,


  And now the ruddy one, whose singing led


  The others in their movements, slow and fast.


  130   And on the left, attired in purplish red,


  Four more made festival, as one, their queen,


  Supplied the lead; three eyes were in her head.[510]


  133   Behind the group I have described were seen


  Two elders, who, unlike in dress, drew near,


  Though like in bearing, dignified, serene.


  136   One showed that he was kindred by his gear


  To great Hippocrates, whom Nature made


  For all those creatures that she holds most dear.[511]


  139   A counter-care the other one displayed;


  His sword was sharpened and of such a sheen


  That, though across the stream, I felt afraid.


  142   I then beheld four more of humble mien;


  Alone, an elder after them came round,


  And though he was asleep, his face was keen.


  145   The seven coming on were also gowned[512]


  Just like the former group, except that now


  Their heads with lily-garlands were not crowned


  148   But with the rose and such red blooms; and how


  One would have sworn, if not so near at hand,


  That all were set aflame above the brow!


  151   When, facing me, that car had come to stand,


  A thunderclap was heard; it seemed indeed


  Those worthy people’s further march was banned.


  154   They halted there, the emblems in the lead.


  CANTO XXX


  Now that the procession has halted, the twenty-four elders turn to face the chariot, and one of them calls out in the words of Scripture, “Come, my bride, from Lebanon.” The others echo the cry, and a hundred angels rise up, strewing flowers and proclaiming, “Blessed are you who come.” Like the sun rising through a mist, Beatrice appears through the shower of blooms, clothed in a white veil, a green cloak, and a crimson gown. Trembling, Dante feels the force of his old love again (1–39). He turns in his emotional state only to discover that Virgil has disappeared, and in spite of his paradisiacal surroundings, he cannot restrain his tears (40–54). Through her veil, Beatrice addresses the Pilgrim with the authority of an admiral in command of his ship, rebuking him for not having recognized the way to man’s true happiness, and the Poet is stung by her words (55–81). The angels chant a psalm of intercession on his behalf; then, like the snows on the Apennines before the hot winds from Africa, the ice of his heart melts into a flood of tears (82–99). Beatrice now declares to the angels that had he been properly disposed, Dante’s rich endowment of nature and grace would have come to a marvelous issue. But, though sustained by the face of Beatrice for a time and led by her eyes, when she passed from temporal to eternal life, he abandoned her for false images of the good. So deep had he fallen that only a journey through Hell to witness the souls of the damned could bring him back to the way of salvation. And now, before crossing Lethe, he must pay his debt of penitence (100–145).


  1   When that first heaven’s Dipper came to halt,[513]


  Which never rose nor set nor would support


  A veil of other cloud than guilty fault,


  4   And there made each to know his duty’s sort,


  Just like the lower Dipper shining for[514]


  The one who turns the helm to come to port,


  7   Then all the truthful people come before[515]


  Between the griffin and the candles’ flame


  Turned to the car as if to peace in store.


  10   And one, as though sent down in Heaven’s name,


  Cried: “Veni, sponsa” thrice “de Libano”;[516]


  When this was sung, the others did the same.


  13   As at the final call the blest below


  Will rise up ready from their tombs to cry


  With new-clad voice their alleluias, so


  16   A hundred ministers rose up to fly


  Above God’s car ad vocem tanti senis,[517]


  All heralds of the life that will not die;


  19   They shouted: “Benedictus” first “qui venis,”[518]


  While tossing flowers round them and on high,


  Then: “Manibus, oh, date lilia plenis.”[519]


  22   I’ve sometimes seen a rosy color lie


  On eastern parts as there begins the prime,


  The rest of heaven graced with clear blue sky,


  25   And watched the sun with shaded visage climb


  So that, through vapors tempering, no doubt,


  The eye sustains it for a longer time;


  28   Just so, in clouds of flowers strewn about


  By angel hands to rise and flutter down,


  Some in the chariot and some without,


  31   There shone a lady with an olive crown[520]


  Above her veil of white, her cloak of green


  Upon a hue of living flame, her gown.


  34   My spirit in the presence of her mien


  Had, trembling, not been crushed by awe thereof


  For all this time since she had last been seen.[521]


  37   And though my eyes had gained no knowledge of


  Her yet, her hidden virtue moved in ways


  That made me feel the great force of old love.


  40   As soon as her high virtue struck my gaze,


  With which I had been pierced already when


  I had not yet outgrown my boyhood days,


  43   I turned around and to the left again


  As trustingly as running children go,


  Distressed or frightened, to their mother, then


  46   Told Virgil this: “I have, from trembling so,


  No drop of blood unshaken left; new-born,


  These tokens of the ancient flame I know.”


  49   But Virgil had just left us all forlorn,


  That Virgil, sweetest father, Virgil, he


  To whom, for my salvation, I was sworn.


  52   And all the ancient mother lost for me[522]


  Could not prevent my cheeks, once washed with dew,


  From turning dark with tears to some degree.


  55   “O Dante, though your Virgil’s leaving you,


  Do not yet weep, these tears do not allow,


  Since for another sword you yet shall rue.”


  58   Just as an admiral at stern or prow


  Observes the work on other ships to cheer


  The sailors on to do their best, so now,


  61   Upon that car’s left side, I saw appear


  (Turned round when I had heard my name arise,


  Which of necessity is written here)


  64   The lady I had seen in veiling guise


  Beneath the festive flowers angels spread;


  Beyond the stream, she turned to me her eyes.


  67   The veil she wore descending from her head,


  Round which the leafage of Minerva passed,[523]


  Did not let her be clearly seen, unshed;


  70   But with a mien of stern and regal cast,


  She then continued on and told me this,


  Like one who saves the hottest words till last:


  73   “Look here! I am indeed your Beatrice!


  How is it that you deigned to climb the mount?


  Did you not know that man is here in bliss?”


  76   My eyes, first lowered to the limpid fount,


  Drew to the grass when seen in it so clear—


  Such shame oppressed my brow on her account!


  79   As to the child the mother seems severe,


  So she appeared to me: a bitter tang


  The savor of stern pity offered here.


  82   She hushed, and suddenly from angels rang:


  “In te speravi, Domine,” although[524]


  Past “pedes meos” no one further sang.


  85   As on the spine of Italy the snow[525]


  Mid living rafters freezes, whirls, and packs


  When from Slavonia the winds will blow,[526]


  88   Then, melting, trickles downwards through its cracks


  If breath from regions lacking shade but nears[527]


  To seem a fire that melts the candle’s wax,


  91   So too was I without deep sighs or tears


  Until the song of those whose notes all run


  To match the notes of the eternal spheres.


  94   When I heard how in sweet tones just begun


  They took my part as if they all had stressed:


  “O Lady, why do you so shame this one?”


  97   The ice by which my heart had been oppressed,


  Now made both breath and water, poured a tide


  Through mouth and eyes in anguish from my breast.


  100   Still firm upon the chariot’s left side,


  With words directed then to that display


  Of angels showing pity, she replied:


  103   “You so keep watch in the eternal day[528]


  No night or sleep can steal from you up there


  One step the world might take along its way.


  106   And therefore my reply takes greater care


  That he who weeps may fathom my appeal,


  For one sole measure grief and fault must share.


  109   Not only through the work of each great wheel


  Directing every seed to some sure end


  According as companion stars may deal,


  112   But through largesse of graces God would lend,


  Which have such lofty vapors for their rain[529]


  That near to them our sight cannot ascend,


  115   From early life such potencies have lain


  In him that each right disposition would


  Have made in him a proof of wondrous gain.


  118   But if ill-sown, untilled, the land has stood,


  As much more rank and wild becomes the whole


  As first the vigor of the soil was good.


  121   Yet for a time my face sustained his soul:


  While showing him my eyes so youthful still,


  I led him with me towards a righteous goal.


  124   When I had reached my second age’s sill,[530]


  I changed my life; but, leaving me, he went[531]


  To give himself to someone else’s will.


  127   And when from flesh to spirit my ascent


  Was made and virtue’s beauty in me grew,


  I was less dear and pleasing to his bent.


  130   He turned his steps to ways that were not true,


  And sought false images of good indeed,


  Which never pay in full the promised due.


  133   The inspirations granted me to lead


  Him back in dreams and other ways as well


  Did not avail (he paid so little heed!),


  136   But rather, since to such a depth he fell,


  All means to save his soul came short instead,


  Except to show him people lost in Hell.


  139   I visited the portals of the dead,


  And there my pleadings, made with weepings, met


  The one by whom he has thus far been led.


  142   We’d break the high decree that God has set


  If this one were to pass through Lethe’s bed


  And taste of such a draught before his debt


  145   Of penitence is paid as tears are shed.”


  CANTO XXXI


  Beatrice enjoins Dante to confess whether the charges she has brought against him are true or not. In confusion and fear the Penitent mutters a scarcely audible “yes” and, like a crossbow that snaps when drawn too taut, bursts into a fit of tears and sighs. His Lady demands to know what obstacle turned the Pilgrim away from his hope of attaining the true Good and what comforts or gains induced him to court false goods. With difficulty he replies that he was diverted by the allure of sham delights as soon as Beatrice’s face was withdrawn from him (1–36). His Lady now declares that his confession has blunted the sword of justice on the grindstone of mercy in Heaven’s court. But, that the Poet may resist the Siren-call of worldly goods henceforth, she instructs him that if her earthly beauty failed, which was greater than any other work either of art or of nature, he must learn to rise from all temporal beauties to seek the Eternal (37–63). Dante lowers his eyes like a scolded child and then, at Beatrice’s command, raises his chin with more resistance than an oak shows to uprooting gales. Having done so, he spies his Lady, still veiled but more resplendent than ever, gazing upon the griffin. At the sight of such beauty, the Pilgrim is stung by remorse and faints (64–90). As he regains his senses, he finds himself plunged up to his throat in the river Lethe and drawn forward by Matelda, who skims lightly upon its waters. Having neared the other shore, the Poet hears the Asperges me sung with ineffable sweetness, then has his head submerged by the lovely maiden so that he may imbibe the water (91–102). When he has emerged from the stream, four of Beatrice’s handmaids, as symbols of the cardinal moral virtues, lead him in song and dance to her. Filled with ardent longing as he gazes into her emerald eyes, Dante beholds the image of the griffin reflected there in its dual nature. Three other handmaids, as figures of the theological virtues, now join the Pilgrim in his wondrous delight and beg his Lady to reveal her mouth to him as well. Its beauty is such that the poet who had drunk most deeply of the Castalian spring would falter trying to describe it (103–145).


  1   “O you beyond the sacred stream,” said she,


  Continuing anew without delay,


  And turning thus her speech’s point to me,


  4   Although the edge had seemed quite sharp, “say, say


  If this is true; confession now must be


  Conjoined to accusations that so weigh.”


  7   My power was confused to the degree


  That voice was moved, and yet was spent, before


  From speech’s organs it had been set free.


  10   “Your thoughts?” she said—for little she forbore—


  “Reply to me! The streams have not yet blurred[532]


  Your sorry memories forevermore.”


  13   Confusion mingled with my fear, and, slurred


  Out of my mouth, there came forth such a “yes”


  That eyes were needed so it could be heard.


  16   And as a crossbow shot with too great stress


  Snaps both the cord and bow in such a mode


  The arrow’s force upon the mark is less,


  19   So too I burst beneath the heavy load


  That made me pour forth tears and so suspire


  My voice grew slackened on its outward road.


  22   And at that point she said: “In your desire


  Of me, inducing you to love that Good


  Past which there’s naught to which one may aspire,


  25   What chain was found, what thwarting ditch there stood,


  So that you should have let them strip away


  The hope of passing onwards as one should?


  28   And what advantages or comforts lay


  On others’ brows to give some reason why


  You dallied with them all in such a way?”


  31   And after I had heaved a bitter sigh,


  My voice could scarcely answer her aright;


  My lips could hardly fashion a reply.


  34   “The present things with all their false delight,”


  I said while weeping, “turned my steps aside


  No sooner than your face was hid from sight.”


  37   She said: “Had you been silent or denied


  What you confess, your fault would not have stayed


  Less noted then—by such a Judge it’s spied![533]


  40   When accusation of the sin is made


  To burst from one’s own cheeks, within our court


  The grindstone will turn back against the blade.


  43   Yet, that you may be shamed for erring sport


  And that on hearing Sirens sing anew


  You still may prove yourself the stronger sort,


  46   Put off the tears you sow and listen too:


  You’ll hear how to another end my just


  Sepulchered flesh should have directed you.


  49   No art or Nature ever did entrust


  To you delights like those fair limbs that then


  Enclosed me, limbs now scattered in the dust.


  52   And if the highest beauty failed you when


  I had to die, what mortal thing, what crutch,


  Could ever draw you with desire again?


  55   Indeed, you should have risen at the touch


  Of the first arrow of deceitful things


  To follow me, who was no longer such.


  58   And nothing should have weighted down your wings


  To wait for other blows—no maiden got


  Nor other novelty for such brief flings.


  61   Young birds await them twice or thrice, but not


  Full-feathered ones, before whose eyes the same


  Old net is spread in vain, the arrow shot.”


  64   Like children who are standing mute with shame


  And listening with eyes upon the floor,


  Repentant when they recognize their blame,


  67   So too was I. “Since hearing leaves you sore,”


  She said to me, “lift up the beard you stroke,


  And what you see will make you grieve the more.”


  70   With less resistance is the sturdy oak


  Uprooted, whether by the wind blown in


  From Iarba’s lands or that among our folk,[534]


  73   Than I, at her command, raised up my chin;


  And when she asked me for my face by “beard,”


  I recognized what venom lay within


  76   Her argument. Then with my face upreared,


  My eyes perceived those primal creatures who[535]


  Reposed from strewing flowers, it appeared.


  79   And still but little self-assured, my view


  Saw Beatrice turned towards that beast at last,


  Who is in person one, in nature two.


  82   Though veiled beyond the stream, she more surpassed


  Her former self, it seemed, of long ago


  Than she did others here before she passed.[536]


  85   The nettle of remorse now stung me so


  That, of all things, what drew me most and lit


  My love of it had most become my foe.


  88   And at my heart such self-conviction bit


  That, crushed, I fell; and she knows well what thing


  I then became who was the cause of it.


  91   And when my heart made outward sense upspring,


  I saw the maid, first found alone, afloat[537]


  Above me, and she said: “Grab hold and cling!”


  94   She’d plunged me in the river to my throat,


  And, drawing me behind, she moved as light


  Upon the waters as a shuttle boat.


  97   When I was near that blessèd shoreline’s site,


  I heard “Asperges me,” so sweet an air,[538]


  Which I can not recall and less could write.


  100   She spread her arms and clasped my head of hair,


  And by that lovely maid was I submerged


  So that I had to swallow water there.


  103   She drew me forth and led me, bathed and purged,


  Within the dance of four fair maids astir,[539]


  Whose arms, upraised to cover me, converged.


  106   “Here we are nymphs; in heaven, stars. We were,


  Before your Beatrice came down to be


  Of earth, ordained as handmaids unto her.


  109   We’ll lead you to her eyes; the other three


  Will sharpen yours in joyful light they shed,


  For they see more profoundly than we see.”


  112   Thus they began to sing, and then they led


  Me forth with them; once at the griffin’s breast,


  Where Beatrice stood facing us, they said:


  115   “See to it that you give your gaze no rest;


  We’ve brought you to the emeralds that shot[540]


  At you one time the arrows Love possessed.”


  118   A thousand longings (flames are no more hot!)


  Held fast my orbs upon her shining eyes,


  While hers were fastened on the griffin’s spot.


  121   Like sunlight in a glass, not otherwise,


  That twofold creature glistened there, now in


  The one, now in the other nature’s guise.


  124   Think, Reader, what my marvel must have been


  To see that thing itself stand still at first,


  Then in its image changing to its twin.


  127   While, yet in wonder and delight immersed,


  My soul was tasting of that food whose way


  Is of itself to sate and yet cause thirst,


  130   The other three, who in their mien display


  That they are of a higher troop, came on,


  All dancing in an angels’ roundelay.


  133   “Turn, Beatrice, your holy eyes upon


  Your faithful one,” so went their sung appeal,


  “Who for your sight so many steps has gone!


  136   Out of your grace, do us this grace: reveal


  Your mouth to him, and may he thus discern


  The second beauty, which you now conceal.”[541]


  139   O life’s eternal light, whose splendors burn!


  Who, having paled beneath Parnassus’ shade


  Or drunk out of its cisterns’ depths in turn,[542]


  142   Would not have had his mind quite overweighed


  To render you in your appearance where


  The harmonies of heaven veiled a maid[543]


  145   Who stood disclosed now in the open air?


  CANTO XXXII


  Dante’s vision is fully absorbed in Beatrice for the first time in ten years when one of the handmaids calls his attention away. As the Pilgrim turns, he is temporarily blinded. Then, regaining his sight, he sees the pageant wheeling around to return, at which Matelda leads Dante and Statius behind the procession to the music of angels. When it has halted before the barren tree of the knowledge of good and evil, his Lady descends from the chariot, and all praise the griffin for his obedience, which stands in contrast to Adam’s sin. The griffin then binds the chariot pole, symbolizing the Cross, to the tree, which miraculously blooms with blossoms of purple, the color of Christ’s passion. As the assembly bursts into an unknown song, Dante drifts off into sleep (1–69). Once Matelda has wakened him, he feels as the disciples Peter, James, and John did after Christ’s Transfiguration, finding the griffin and the elders departing and Beatrice sitting at the roots of the tree, guarding the chariot, and surrounded by her seven handmaids. She commands him to watch and record what he sees (70–105). Like lightning, the eagle of the Empire swoops down, breaking the limbs of the tree of law, and strikes the chariot of the Church, leaving it reeling. A ravenous fox of heresy then leaps inside the car but is driven away by Beatrice. The eagle now descends upon it again, leaving it covered with the feathers of temporal wealth and power given to the Church by the Donation of Constantine. Next the earth opens up between its wheels, and a dragon of schism pierces its floor with its tail and rips off a part of it. Further feathers of wealth and power from the Donations of Pepin and Charlemagne then cover the rest of the chariot like grass, as seven heads of deadly sin with ten horns sprout up on it. Finally, the ungirt whore of faithless popes sits upon the car and flirts with the giant of the royal house of France, who wishes to possess her. When she casts a lewd glance upon Dante, the giant cudgels her mercilessly and drags her off through the woods (106–160).


  1   My eyes were so insistent and intent


  To quench the kind of thirst ten years beget[544]


  That every other sense of mine was spent.


  4   On one side and the other there they met


  A wall of unconcern—so much were they


  Drawn towards that holy smile by its old net!


  7   But soon my face was forced to turn away,


  And leftwards, by those goddesses of grace:[545]


  “You stare too fixedly,” I heard one say,


  10   At which the state of vision that takes place


  In eyes just smitten by the sunlight’s source


  Left me without my eyesight for a space.


  13   When sight was shaped to lesser things (of course,


  I mean the “less” compared to greater light,


  From which I had withdrawn my eyes by force),


  16   I saw the host of glory on the right


  Returning, now that it had wheeled about


  To face the sun and seven flames, all bright.[546]


  19   And as beneath their shields a troop in rout


  Turns round for safety with its flags before


  The ranks are able to face round throughout,


  22   So the celestial kingdom’s soldier-corps,


  Which went ahead, had passed before us when


  The car had still not bent its wood of yore.[547]


  25   The maidens turned back towards the wheels again;


  The griffin moved his blest load in accord[548]


  Although no plumes of his were ruffled then.


  28   The lovely maid who’d drawn me at the ford,[549]


  With Statius and me behind that wheel


  Whose orbit with a smaller arc was scored,[550]


  31   Passed through high, empty forests, which reveal


  The guilt of her who once believed the snake;[551]


  Our steps kept time to the angelic peal.


  34   An arrow shot three times perhaps might stake


  Out such a space as we by now achieved


  When Beatrice stepped down. And in the wake


  37   Of that, all murmured, “Adam,” I perceived,


  And then they circled round a tree ahead,


  Of leaves and fruits in every limb bereaved.


  40   The more it rose, the more its branches spread;


  And Indians who saw it would be quick


  To marvel at its height in woods they’ve bred.[552]


  43   “O griffin, blest are you whose beak won’t pick


  This tree’s sweet-tasting fruit because it must


  Make every stomach that it wrenches sick,”


  46   Cried others round the tree, which stood robust;


  The double-natured animal cried too:


  “Thus is preserved the seed of all the just.”


  49   And turning to the shaft he’d pulled, he drew


  It to the widowed trunk and left his haul


  Bound to the tree from which, at first, it grew.[553]


  52   And as our plants will burgeon at the fall


  Of greater light mixed with the rays that glow


  Behind the heavens’ Fishes, and as all[554]


  55   Renew their colors, every one, below


  Before the sun yokes up his steeds to fare


  Beneath another group of stars, just so[555]


  58   That tree, whose boughs at first had been so bare,


  Renewed itself and opened in a hue


  That roses more, violas less, will wear.


  61   I did not understand the hymn that crew


  Was singing then—it is not sung down here—


  Nor did I bear to hear the music through.


  64   Could I but paint how eyes of ruthless leer,


  On hearing tales of Syrinx, slumbered deep,


  Those eyes whose lengthy vigil cost so dear,[556]


  67   I would depict just how I fell asleep


  As from a model painters paint their folk;


  But whosoever can, let him paint sleep.


  70   I therefore must pass on to when I woke


  And say a splendor tore sleep’s veil for me;


  “Rise up! What are you doing?” someone spoke.


  73   As, led to blossoms of the apple tree,[557]


  Which makes the angels crave the fruits to come


  And Heaven’s nuptials last eternally,


  76   Once Peter, James, and John were overcome


  And yet revived, awakened by the cry


  That broke the even deeper sleep of some,[558]


  79   To see their company diminished by


  Both Moses and Elijah, once on hand,


  And all their Master’s raiment changed, so I


  82   Awoke to see that clement lady stand[559]


  Above me who before had been the guide


  To lead my steps along the river’s strand.


  85   And, all in doubt, “Where’s Beatrice?” I cried.


  “Behold the one who sits upon the mound


  Of roots beneath new leafage,” she replied.


  88   “Behold the company that circles round;


  The others mount behind the griffin there,


  With singing both more sweet and more profound.”


  91   If she said any more, I’m not aware


  Because before my eyes there now was found


  The one who’d shut me off to every care.


  94   Alone, she sat upon the very ground,


  Left there to guard the chariot, a thing


  That, as I saw, the twin-formed beast had bound.


  97   The seven nymphs enclosed her in a ring


  And held in hand those lamps whose shining hue


  Is safe from all that north and south winds bring.


  100   “You’ll be a woodsman here awhile, but you,


  As citizen with me, will ever dwell


  Within that Rome where Christ is Roman too.


  103   That you might aid the world not living well,


  Now eye this chariot, and write what’s true


  Of all you’ve seen when you return to tell.”


  106   Thus Beatrice decreed; and I then, who,


  Devout at her commandments’ feet, took note,


  Gave mind and eyes where she had wished me to.


  109   No fire with such quick motion ever smote[560]


  From massive clouds, when raining down its doom


  Out of the region that is most remote,


  112   As did that bird of Jove which I saw zoom[561]


  Down through the tree; the bark was rent, in short,


  The new-grown leaves, the flowers all in bloom.


  115   With all its force it struck the car athwart


  So that it reeled as ships do in a squall,


  Wave-battered, now to starboard, now to port.


  118   I saw a fox leap up inside the wall


  Of that triumphal chariot; and how


  It seemed quite starved, with no good food at all!


  121   Rebuking it for foul offenses now,


  My Lady turned that fox to such a flight


  As, stripped of flesh, its bones would still allow.


  124   I saw the eagle from its former height


  Descend upon that chariot’s small ark


  And leave it covered with its feather-blight.


  127   As from a heart sustaining sorrow’s mark,


  A voice cried out and pierced the heaven’s veil:


  “How ill you’re laden, O my little bark!”


  130   Between the wheels it seemed an earthen jail


  Had opened up; a dragon rose in view,


  Which through the chariot drove up its tail.


  133   As wasps retract their stings, so it withdrew


  Its evil tail—part of the floor was rent—


  And set upon its wand’ring way anew.


  136   What still remained, like fertile soil that went


  To weeds, was topped by plumes, though at the start


  There was perhaps a pure and kind intent.


  139   They covered shaft and wheels upon that cart,


  And both in lesser time were overrun


  Than but a sigh would hold the lips apart.


  142   The holy structure’s transformation done,


  It brought forth heads upon its parts and set


  Three on the pole, and on each corner one.


  145   Those three were horned like oxen; the quartet


  Had single horns upon their foreheads—I


  Had never seen a monster like it yet!


  148   Securely seated, like a fortress high


  Upon a mount, appeared an ungirt whore,


  One quick to look around with roving eye.


  151   I saw a giant at her side upsoar


  As if to stop her being snatched from him;


  And sometimes they exchanged a kiss before


  154   She eyed me on a wanton, lustful whim.


  Because of that her brutal lover wheeled,


  And, head to foot, he beat her every limb.


  157   Suspicion-filled, and by fierce anger steeled,


  He loosed the brute and dragged it such a range


  That of the woods themselves he made a shield


  160   From me for both that whore and beast so strange.


  CANTO XXXIII


  The figures of both the cardinal moral virtues and the theological virtues sing a psalm to lament the harm visited upon the Church through unworthy popes and French kings. When they finish, Beatrice, grieving like Mary at the foot of the cross, prophesies in the words of Christ that the Church will soon be restored to its true spiritual mission. She then sends her seven handmaids ahead of her and leads Dante, Matelda, and Statius behind her. As they walk, Beatrice foretells with sphinx-like obscurity the advent of a divinely appointed, well-starred heir to the imperial eagle; it is he who will slay both the harlot and the giant. For the moment, she leaves it to future events to elucidate her meaning but commands the Pilgrim to note and teach her words to men, emphasizing the penalty suffered by Adam and all who violate the tree of Divine Justice expressed in law. The Poet would have recognized the moral sense of the tree if his mind had not been hardened by vain thoughts and his vision darkened by delight in them. At the very least, he should carry back a sketch of it, like a pilgrim bringing back a palm wreath on his staff (1–78). Dante claims that he has received his Lady’s words as the wax does the seal but wonders why her speech so far exceeds his understanding. Beatrice explains that she speaks thus so that he may realize how far his earthly philosophy strays from Divine Wisdom. If the Pilgrim cannot recall such wanderings, it is because he has drunk of Lethe’s streams (79–102). The sun is now directly overhead, as the troupe stops before a marvelous fountain, from which two rivers rise like the Tigris and the Euphrates. At Beatrice’s request, Matelda leads Dante, then Statius, to drink the waters of Eunoe to restore their memory of good deeds. When Dante has finished, he comes forth renewed like a plant in the spring and ready to rise to the stars (103–145).


  1   “Venerunt, Deus, gentes,” they began[562]


  Sweet psalmody—those maids now three, now four,


  In alternation as a weeping clan.


  4   And, sighing, Beatrice in pity wore,


  On listening to them, so sad a face


  That scarcely Mary at the cross changed more.


  7   But when the other virgins gave her place


  To speak a word, she rose erect to say,


  Upon her feet and flushed with fiery grace:


  10   “Modicum, et non videbitis me;


  Et iterum, my sisters, who are dear,


  Modicum, et vos videbitis me.”[563]


  13   In front of her, she set the seven near;


  Behind her, then, she placed with but a sign


  Myself, the maid, the sage remaining here.[564]


  16   She thus went on, and I do not opine


  That on the ground ten steps had yet been traced


  Before she turned her eyes to strike on mine.


  19   With tranquil aspect, “Come with greater haste,”


  She said, “so that if I should speak with you,


  You’ll hear me better, being better placed.”


  22   As soon as I was with her, as was due,


  She said to me: “Do you not dare beseech


  Me, brother, coming now with me anew?”


  25   Like rev’rent ones who would not overreach


  In speaking when before their lords they sit


  And to their teeth can not bring living speech,


  28   So too I spoke; I started to admit,


  Without full sound: “My Lady, well you seem


  To know my need and what is good for it.”


  31   “I want you disentangled from the team


  Of fear and shame from this point on,” she spoke,


  “So speak no more like someone in a dream;


  34   But know the vessel that the serpent broke[565]


  Once was and now is not—the guilty there[566]


  Should trust God’s vengeance fears no sop they soak.[567]


  37   There will not always be without an heir


  The eagle that left feathers on the car


  First made a monster then a prey to snare:[568]


  40   I tell you since I clearly see there are


  Stars near us now to give us time to strive,


  Secure from every check and every bar,


  43   When a God-sent Five-hundred-ten-and-five[569]


  Will slay that thieving woman yet one day,


  That giant too, whose sins with her still thrive.


  46   Perhaps my prophecy, as dark and grey


  As Themis and as Sphinx, persuades you less[570]


  Because it clouds the mind as once did they.


  49   But soon the facts will be the Naiads’ guess


  That solves the enigmatic mystery


  But harms no flocks and harvests men possess.


  52   Take note, and just as they are borne from me,


  So teach these words to such as those who lead


  A life that is a race to death,” said she.


  55   “And bear in mind, when writing those to read,


  You should not hide what of that tree was shown


  Which now has been despoiled two times indeed.[571]


  58   Who robs that tree or breaks a branch it’s grown


  Offends our God with acts of blasphemy;


  He made it holy, for His use alone.


  61   In pain and want, for tasting of that tree,


  Five thousand years or more the first soul yearned


  For Him who bore that tasting’s penalty.[572]


  64   Your wit’s asleep if it has not discerned


  That for a special cause it is so high


  And, at its top, is in this way upturned.


  67   Did empty thoughts, like Elsa’s streams, not lie[573]


  About your mind, and were not their delight


  As Pyramus is to the berry’s dye,[574]


  70   From but such circumstances then you might


  See that tree’s moral sense and so detect


  God’s justice in the interdict was right.


  73   But since I see you with your intellect


  All turned to stone and, stonelike, dark in hue,


  Still dazzled by the light my words project,


  76   I’d have you bear this back inside of you,


  If not in words, in sketches that reveal


  Just that which staffs enwreathed by palm leaves do.”[575]


  79   I said to her: “Like wax beneath the seal,


  Which does not change the figure there impressed,


  My mind has now been stamped with your appeal.


  82   But why do words I’ve longed to hear addressed


  Go soaring far beyond my vision so


  That, as it strains, it loses what’s possessed?”


  85   And she: “This happens so that you may know


  The school that you have followed and may hear


  How well its doctrine follows mine below,


  88   And so that you may see your pathways veer


  As far away from where divine paths call


  As earth is from the highest spinning sphere.”[576]


  91   At that I answered her: “I don’t recall


  That I have once estranged me from your way,


  Nor does my conscience gnaw at me at all.”


  94   “And if you can’t recall you went astray,”


  She, smiling, said, “remember you were sent


  To drink of Lethe but this very day.


  97   If fire can be inferred from smoke’s ascent,


  Then your forgetting proves a sinful blight


  Upon your will, which elsewhere was intent.


  100   But from now on the words that I recite


  Will be as naked as must be the case


  To lay them open to your rustic sight.”


  103   Both more refulgent and with slower pace,


  The sun held its meridian above,


  Which, with the vantage point, will change its place,[577]


  106   When—just as one who is the escort of


  A group will stop if he should find displayed


  Some novel thing or vestiges thereof—


  109   The seven stopped at such a pallid shade


  As casts a mountain where a cold stream goes


  Beneath dark boughs green leaves have overlaid.


  112   Ahead, from but one fount, it seemed, there rose


  The Tigris and Euphrates, intertwined,[578]


  From where, like parting friends, each slowly flows.


  115   “O light, O glory of all humankind!


  What water’s this that gushes from one source,


  Becoming distant from itself, I find?”


  118   “On this, beseech Matelda to discourse,”


  She said to what I asked. The lovely maid


  Replied, as if escaping any force


  121   Of blame: “He heard me speak when I relayed


  These things and others, and I am assured


  That Lethe’s streams don’t hide the things conveyed.”


  124   My Lady: “Maybe greater cares have lured


  Him now, which often leave the mem’ry dim


  So that his mental sight has been obscured.


  127   But see Eunoë there flow forth; lead him[579]


  To it as is your usual design,


  And there revive his powers’ weakened vim.”


  130   Kind souls make no excuses but align


  Their wills at once with someone’s that is read


  In its disclosure by an outward sign;


  133   So, taking me, that lovely lady said


  To Statius with just a woman’s grace:


  “Do come with him,” at which she moved ahead.


  136   O Reader, if I had a greater space


  For writing this, then I should sing in part


  Of sweet drinks that could never fill my vase.


  139   But since the pages plotted from the start


  Of this, my second canticle, are through,


  I go no further, being curbed by art.


  142   From that most holy wave I now withdrew


  And felt remade—just like new plants that are


  Renewed again with leafage that is new—


  145   All pure and set to mount from star to star.


  ENDNOTES


  
    [1] Refer to the Translator’s Note.

  


  
    [2] The poetry of death: literally “dead poetry,” probably referring to the Inferno, which treats of the damned, who suffer eternal death.

  


  
    [3] Callíope: (four syllables) the muse of epic poetry, who changed the daughters of Pierus to magpies for proudly challenging the Muses to a choral contest, in which they suffered defeat (cf. vv. 10–12).

  


  
    [4] The lovely planet: Venus, the planet of love, is rising an hour before dawn (cf. v. 20) on Easter in the constellation of Pisces (cf. v. 21), with the sun following in Aries.

  


  
    [5] Turning to the right: the direction appropriate to Purgatory as the left was to Hell.

  


  
    [6] The other pole: the south pole. Four stars: the four cardinal virtues (prudence, justice, fortitude, and temperance) naturally possessed by the first of men (Adam and Eve, v. 24) before the Fall but later only acquired by practice or infused by grace (cf. vv. 26–27).

  


  
    [7] The other pole: the north pole, where the Wain or Ursa Major is below the horizon (v. 30).

  


  
    [8] A soul of yore: Marcus Porcius Cato Uticensis or Cato the Younger (95–46 BC), a Stoic, tribune of the plebs, leader of the aristocratic party, and opponent of Caesar, Pompey, and Crassus. He committed suicide rather than submit to Caesar after the defeat of Metellus Scipio at Thapsus in Africa. Although Cato is a pagan, a suicide, and an enemy of Caesar, as a lover of freedom he guards those who are freeing themselves from sin in Purgatory.

  


  
    [9] The blinded stream: probably Lethe, the river of the forgetfulness of sin, descending from Purgatory into Hell and along which Virgil and Dante escaped.

  


  
    [10] Plumes of noble white: his beard.

  


  
    [11] Where all the guilty lay: Hell with all its sinners.

  


  
    [12] The spirit race that purifies itself: the souls in Purgatory.

  


  
    [13] Liberty: from the effects of original and personal sin (just as Cato sought political freedom).

  


  
    [14] Utica: a city in Northern Africa, near the mouth of the Bagradas (modern Medjerda) River, thirty miles northwest of Carthage (modern Tunis). Cato committed suicide there.

  


  
    [15] Marcia: daughter of Lucius Marcius Philippus, and Cato’s second wife, once ceded to his friend Hortensius, but received again after the latter’s death.

  


  
    [16] Your seven kingdoms: the seven terraces of Purgatory.

  


  
    [17] Below: in Limbo.

  


  
    [18] The other world: the world of the living, in the hemisphere of land.

  


  
    [19] The evil river: the Acheron, dividing the Vestibule from Limbo.

  


  
    [20] This law: perhaps the “law” in Luke’s Gospel that the dead neither marry nor are given in marriage. When from there I fled: from Limbo, where Cato had dwelt since his suicide in 46 BC until Christ’s harrowing of Hell.

  


  
    [21] Heaven’s lady: Beatrice.

  


  
    [22] Stain: the grime left by Hell’s “gross air” and smoke.

  


  
    [23] The first high minister of Heaven’s race: the angel guarding the gate of Purgatory.

  


  
    [24] Morning breeze: the Italian can also mean “morning hour.”

  


  
    [25] In a shady part: the Italian could also mean “in the breeze.”

  


  
    [26] Vv. 130–132 recall the ill-starred voyage of Ulysses.

  


  
    [27] Another: Cato, expressing the will of God.

  


  
    [28] In vv. 1–9, the sun, which is in Aries, has set at Gibraltar in the West, beneath the horizon of Jerusalem (cf. vv. 1–3), where it is 6:00 p.m. The night, which revolves opposite to the sun (cf. v. 4), has come forth from the Ganges, the eastern horizon (cf. v. 5). It is in the sign of Libra, the Scales (v. 5), which fall from her hand (v. 6) when the nights “top” or are longer than the days (cf. v. 6), which happens in the autumn equinox, when the sun enters that sign. We are, however, in the spring equinox, and it is now 6:00 a.m. in Purgatory where Aurora, the dawn, is turning the sky first white, then red, then gold (cf. vv. 7–9).

  


  
    [29] For Dante, Mars was enveloped in self-igniting vapors, which caused it to glow a fiery red.

  


  
    [30] A light: an angel.

  


  
    [31] Such officials: the white-robed angelic guardians of the terraces of Purgatory.

  


  
    [32] Between such distant bournes: between Ostia (cf. v. 101) and Purgatory.

  


  
    [33] That psalm: Ps 113, “When Israel came forth from Egypt,” commemorates the Exodus, which recalls Passover for the Jew, and Easter for the Christian.

  


  
    [34] As if with the arrows of Apollo, the sun has chased the constellation of Capricorn, the Goat, at a distance of 90° from Aries, past the meridian in mid-sky.

  


  
    [35] Another way: the passage hollowed out by the stream from Purgatory to the center of Hell.

  


  
    [36] In Dante’s day, bearers of good news often carried olive branches (vs. 71) just as they did in ancient times to announce peace.

  


  
    [37] One among them: Casella (cf. v. 91), a Florentine (or Pistoian) musician and friend, who set some of Dante’s poems to music.

  


  
    [38] Casella died sometime between 1282 and 1300, but the exact date is not known.

  


  
    [39] Pope Boniface VIII granted a plenary indulgence to those making a pilgrimage to Rome in 1300 and fulfilling certain conditions. The special graces of the Year of Jubilee appear to extend even to the dead.

  


  
    [40] The entrance to Purgatory is here specified as the mouth of the Tiber River near Ostia, the port nearest Rome, the center of the Church.

  


  
    [41] The songs of love (v. 107): Provençal and early Italian poetry set to music.

  


  
    [42] This is the first line of a canzone by Dante. It originally served as allegorical praise of the Boethian Lady Philosophy.

  


  
    [43] That grave old man: Cato.

  


  
    [44] Where Reason searches us: the Italian can also mean “towards which Reason goads us,” or even “where Reason (i.e., Divine Justice) punishes us.”

  


  
    [45] Dante is facing west.

  


  
    [46] Virgil died at Brindisi (ancient Brundisium), on the Adriatic, in Apulia, in 19 BC. Augustus ordered his remains to be moved to Naples. Italy lies 45° west of, and three hours earlier than, Jerusalem. When it is after sunset in Jerusalem, it is evening in Italy (cf. v. 25).

  


  
    [47] As the nine concentric spheres (cf. v. 29) are transparent, so spirits too are diaphanous.

  


  
    [48] Quia: in Scholastic logic, a demonstration quia argues from effects to cause. Virgil is saying to accept the fact without presuming to understand the reason for the fact.

  


  
    [49] Such men: the virtuous pagans in Limbo.

  


  
    [50] Turbì(a), in the present Alpes-Maritime in southern France, and Lerici, on the eastern shore of the Gulf of la Spezia, indicate roughly the eastern and western extremities of the coast of Liguria, practically impassable by land in Dante’s day.

  


  
    [51] Manfred: king of Apulia and Sicily (ca. 1232–1266), natural son of Emperor Frederick II and Bianca Lancia, and grandson of Emperor Henry VI and Constance of Sicily. He was a Ghibelline excommunicated as an enemy of the Church by Alexander IV and Urban IV; defeated and killed by Charles d’Anjou in the Battle of Benevento in 1266; buried on the battlefield at the Valentino bridge over the Calore (cf. v. 128), beneath a mound of stones (cf. v. 129); but disinterred by order of Pope Clement IV (cf. v. 125) and cast out of the territory under the Church’s control.

  


  
    [52] My fair girl: Constance (d. 1302), named in v. 143, daughter of Manfred and Beatrice of Savoy, and mother of Alfonso (king of Aragon, 1285–1291), James (king of Sicily, 1285–1295, and of Aragon, 1291–1327), and Frederick (king of Sicily, 1296–1337).

  


  
    [53] What’s true: that Manfred is in Purgatory, not Hell.

  


  
    [54] My sins were ghastly: Manfred was accused of murdering his father, his brother, and two of his nephews, and was inimical to the Church, for which he was excommunicated.

  


  
    [55] Cosenza: a town in northern Calabria twelve miles inland from the Tyrrhenian Sea. Its pastor was either Bishop Bartolomeo Pignatelli or his successor, Tommaso d’Agni, who carried out the order to have Manfred’s body disinterred.

  


  
    [56] That page: probably Holy Scripture as speaking of both God’s mercy and His justice.

  


  
    [57] The Kingdom: of Naples.

  


  
    [58] The Verde: a river of southern Italy consisting of the modern Liri and Garigliano Rivers.

  


  
    [59] With tapers quenched: excommunicates were buried with the mortuary candles extinguished.

  


  
    [60] The error of a plurality of souls in man was Plato’s.

  


  
    [61] Fifty full degrees: the sun covers 15° per hour. Fifty degrees thus represents three hours and twenty minutes. It is therefore 9:20 a.m.

  


  
    [62] Noli (v. 25): a town in Liguria, on the Gulf of Genoa, accessible by land in Dante’s day only by the sheer cliffs behind it. San Leo (v. 25): once a fortress town atop a steep and rugged mountain in the north of the Marches. Bismantova: formerly a small village upon the plateau of a sheer, semi-circular mountain in Emilia. If capitalized, cacume (“height”) could be a proper name.

  


  
    [63] A quadrant of a circle represents 90°. A line bisecting the quadrant would produce an angle of 45°. The slope here is far steeper than that.

  


  
    [64] Vv. 47–48 refer to the first ledge of Ante-Purgatory, on which the late repentant, though not excommunicated, will be found.

  


  
    [65] If Dante had faced the east in Europe, the sun would rise to his right in the southeastern sky, but when he faces the east on Mount Purgatory, it rises to his left in the northeastern sky.

  


  
    [66] The sun (a chariot of light, v. 59) was passing between the Poets and the Aquilo, properly the north wind, which commonly indicates the north.

  


  
    [67] The sense of vv. 61–66 is: if we were in the period from May 21 to June 21, when Gemini (with its stars Castor and Pollux, v. 61) is in conjunction with the sun (the mirror, v. 62), which one half of the year leads its light north of the equator and the other half south of it (v. 63), you would see that part of the Zodiac in which the sun is found (the ruddy Zodiac, v. 64) even closer to the north (the Dippers’ sky, v. 65) than it is, as long as the sun does not leave its ecliptic (its ancient track, v. 66), as it did with Phaëthon (cf. v. 72).

  


  
    [68] The way that Phaëthon could not quite steer (v. 72) is the sun’s ecliptic, above the equator half the year and below it half the year (cf. v. 63). Thus, the more the sun is south (that side, v. 74) of Jerusalem, the less it is north (this side, v. 73) of Purgatory.

  


  
    [69] Equator: the celestial equator, thus named in the art of astronomy. Winter is always on the opposite side of the equator from the sun (cf. v. 81).

  


  
    [70] Before they were dispersed, the Jews saw the sun as far towards the south from Jerusalem as it is seen towards the north from Purgatory.

  


  
    [71] His middle name: literally “his sister.”

  


  
    [72] Belacqua: nothing certain is known of him.

  


  
    [73] It is now high noon, two hours and forty minutes having passed since the Poets left Manfred.

  


  
    [74] Morocco: in northwest Africa is, for the purpose of telling time, equivalent to Gibraltar and thus lies midway between Jerusalem and Mount Purgatory. When it is noon in Purgatory, it is dusk in Morocco.

  


  
    [75] Upon his left: Dante is facing west, as he climbs with the sun to the north and thus on his right. His shadow, then, falls to his left.

  


  
    [76] Miserere: Psalm 51, one of the seven penitential psalms.

  


  
    [77] The lit vapors (v. 37) are meteors that cleave the sky at evening time (v. 38) and lightning that rends August clouds at sunset.

  


  
    [78] One: Jacopo del Cassero (ca. 1260–1298), of a noble family of Fano, podestà of Bologna in 1296, assassinated by Azzo VIII d’Este (cf. v. 77) at Oriago, between Venice and Padua, in 1298 for opposing his ambitions towards the city, while on the way to assume the same office in Milan.

  


  
    [79] The reference is to the March of Ancona, roughly the modern department of Marches, between Romagna and the kingdom of Naples under Charles d’Anjou.

  


  
    [80] Fano: a town on the Adriatic, between Pesaro and Ancona.

  


  
    [81] Antenor’s sons: the Paduans. Jacopo was murdered in Oriago, a town near Padua, a city believed to be founded by the Trojan traitor Antenor, for whom Dante named the second ring of the ninth circle of Hell.

  


  
    [82] That one from Este: Azzo VIII d’Este (d. 1308), Marquis of Este and Lord of Ferrara, Modena, and Reggio, thought to have suffocated his own father with a pillow.

  


  
    [83] Jacopo was reportedly abusive of the Marquis, and he admits that the latter had cause to be angry with him, though not to kill him.

  


  
    [84] Oriaco (modern Oriago) lay between Padua and Venice near a marsh. The highway from Venice passed through it and continued to La Mira (v. 79).

  


  
    [85] Buonconte: (three syllables) son of Guido da Montefeltro. In 1289 he led the Aretine Ghibellines against the Florentine Guelphs at the battle of Campaldino (v. 92), where his forces were defeated and he was slain. His body was never found (cf. v. 93). His wife Giovanna (v. 89) and other survivors have apparently forgotten him, which causes him sadness and shame (cf. v. 90).

  


  
    [86] Casentino: the region consisting of the upper Arno valley and the Tuscan Apennines, where Campaldino is located between Poppi and Bibbiena. The Archiano (v. 95) rises in the Apennines above the hermits (v. 96) of a Camaldoli monastery founded by St. Romualdo, traverses the Casentino, and flows into the Arno, where its name becomes vain (v. 97).

  


  
    [87] The valley in question is the Casentino, which runs from Pratomagno, a mountain ridge at its southern boundary, to the mountain chain of the Apennines at its northeastern boundary.

  


  
    [88] Royal River: a term for rivers emptying into the sea. Here it refers to the Arno.

  


  
    [89] La Pia: a Sienese woman, often identified as the daughter of Buonincontro Guastelloni and the wife, first of Baldo di Ildobrandino de’ Tolomei (d. 1290), then of Nello della Pietra de’ Pannocchieschi, the podestà of Velterra and Lucca, who reputedly had her thrown out of a castle window in the Maremma (v. 134) because he suspected her of adultery, or perhaps wished to marry someone else, though there is documentary evidence to the contrary.

  


  
    [90] In vv. 13–24, an Aretine: Benincasa da Laterina (d. ca. 1297), a judge murdered by the highwayman Ghin di Tacco for having sentenced a brother or uncle of his to death. One who’d drowned: Guccio de’ Tarlati da Pietramala, who died in pursuit of the Bostoli, Guelf exiles from Arezzo. Federig(o) Novello: son of Guido Novello. He was killed near Bibbiena in 1289 or 1291 by the Bostoli d’Arezzo, aiding the Tarlati da Pietramala. One in Pisa born: Gano or Farinata, son of Marzucco degli Scornigiani, a Pisan judge, then Florentine Franciscan, who forgave his son’s murder in 1287. Count Orso: da Mangona, son of Count Napoleone degli Alberti. He was murdered by his cousin Alberto, son of Count Alessandro degli Alberti, ca. 1286. Pierre d(e) la Brosse: of Turenne, chamberlain of Philip III of France. He accused the queen, Marie de Brabant, of poisoning Louis, Philip’s son by Isabella of Aragon. He was hanged in 1278.

  


  
    [91] In Virgil’s Aeneid, the Sibyl tells Palinurus that prayer cannot bend Heaven’s decree against granting rest to the unburied.

  


  
    [92] Sordello: an Italian poet (ca. 1200–after 1269), who wrote in Provençal. Born in Goito near Mantua, he was a courtier in Provence and Italy and once in the service of Charles d’Anjou.

  


  
    [93] Justinian, emperor of Constantinople from 527 to 565, published the Corpus iuris civilis, a collection of four juridical works that codified the Roman law for medieval Europe.

  


  
    [94] German Albert: Albert I of Austria, uncrowned emperor from 1298–1308, son of Rudolf I of Habsburg, emperor from 1273–1291 (cf. v. 104). Affairs in Germany delayed his coronation in Milan with the result that he never came to establish unity and order in Italy.

  


  
    [95] Your successor Henry VII, emperor from 1308 to 1313.

  


  
    [96] Vv. l06–111 name several great families torn by strife.

  


  
    [97] Highest Jove: a circumlocution for Christ, who is named only in Paradise.

  


  
    [98] Marcellus: Marcus Claudius Marcellus, consul in 51 BC, Caesar’s foe and Pompey’s friend, pardoned by Caesar in 46 BC at the senate’s request, but later murdered by an attendant of his.

  


  
    [99] Mount Purgatory, formed at Satan’s fall, remained uninhabited until Christ’s harrowing of Hell.

  


  
    [100] Octavian: Gaius Julius Caesar Octavianus (63 BC–14 AD), who received the honorific title “Augustus” from the Roman senate and people in 27 BC. Virgil died in 19 BC.

  


  
    [101] The Sun most high, which you desire: God as seen in the beatific vision.

  


  
    [102] A place … saddened only by the dark: Limbo in general, since Virgil himself dwells among the wise in the circle of light.

  


  
    [103] Vv. 31–33 refer to the Limbus puerorum, for unbaptized infants with only the stain of original sin. Dante combines it with the Limbo of the virtuous pagans in vv. 34–36.

  


  
    [104] The virtuous pagans practiced the cardinal moral virtues of justice, fortitude, and temperance, as well as the speculative intellectual virtues of wisdom, science, and understanding and the practical intellectual virtues of prudence and art, but did not receive through baptism the infusion of the theological virtues of faith, hope, and charity.

  


  
    [105] Purgatory’s proper start: as distinguished from Ante-Purgatory.

  


  
    [106] The shape of the valley is disputed, but its banks seem to “die” or merge into the mountain-side.

  


  
    [107] The wood of India: an amber-hued tree gum. But indaco legno has been interpreted differently.

  


  
    [108] Salve Regina: an antiphon to the Blessed Virgin Mary recited at dusk by “the poor banished children of Eve” in a “valley of tears.” It is thus a hymn of exiles longing for the fatherland.

  


  
    [109] Rudolph, Emperor: Rudolph I (1218–1291), crowned emperor at Aix-la-Chapelle in 1273, was the first of the Austrian emperors. The one to restore Italy in v. 96 may be Henry VII.

  


  
    [110] The Moldau rises in southwest Bohemia, enters the Elbe twenty miles north of Prague, and flows through Germany into the North Sea.

  


  
    [111] Ottokar: Ottokar II, king of Bohemia from 1253 and duke of Austria, defeated and slain near Vienna in 1278, while rebelling against Rudolph.

  


  
    [112] King Wincelaus: Wincelaus II, son and successor to Ottokar II, and son-in-law to Rudolph I, was king of Bohemia from 1278 to 1305. He is unfavorably compared to his father because he did not continue the resistance to Rudolph.

  


  
    [113] That small-nosed shade: Philip III, the Bold (1245–1285), son and successor of Louis IX, and nephew of Charles d’Anjou, was king of France from 1270. After the Sicilian Vespers in 1282 and Charles’ loss of Sicily, he lost a war to Pedro III of Aragon and died shortly afterwards, which “deflowered the lilies” of France (cf. v. 105). The one he counsels is Henry I, the Fat, king of Navarre from 1270 to 1274, son of Thibault I and brother and successor to Thibault II.

  


  
    [114] France’s woe: Philip IV, the Fair, son of Philip the Bold and son-in-law of Henry the Fat, was king of France from 1285 to 1314.

  


  
    [115] The stout sovereign is Pedro III, king of Aragon from 1276, husband of Manfred’s daughter, Constance, and elected king of Sicily on the expulsion of the French in 1282. He died in 1285.

  


  
    [116] The one with a manly nose is Charles d’Anjou (1226–1285), son of Louis VIII and brother of Louis IX of France. He was king of Naples and Sicily, and count of Anjou and Provence.

  


  
    [117] The youth behind him: Pedro, youngest son of Pedro III of Aragon, or perhaps his eldest son, Alfonso III, who reigned from 1285 to 1291.

  


  
    [118] James and Frederick: the second and third sons of Pedro III. James II, the Just, was king of Sicily from 1285 to 1295 and of Aragon from 1291 to 1327. Frederick II was king of Sicily from 1296 to 1337. When James ceded Sicily to his future father-in-law, Charles II of Naples, war broke out between the two brothers, heirs to their father’s realms but not his virtue (cf. v. 120).

  


  
    [119] As Pedro III could not pass his virtue on to James and Frederick, so Charles d’Anjou could not do so to Charles II, king of Naples (Apulia or Puglia) and count of Provence from 1285 to 1309.

  


  
    [120] Manfred’s daughter, Constance (v. 128), was the wife of Pedro III. Beatrice of Provence and Margaret of Burgundy were in turn wives of Charles I, considered a poor husband. Hence, Charles II (the plant) is as inferior to Charles I d’Anjou (the seed) as the latter (whom Beatrice and Margaret cannot praise) is to Pedro III (whom Constance can praise).

  


  
    [121] England’s Henry: Henry III, king of England from 1216 to 1272, was deemed a simple man (cf. v. 130) of little worth compared to his son Edward I, who was highly esteemed (cf. v. 132).

  


  
    [122] William the Marquis: William VII, the Longsword, Marquis of Monferrato from 1254 to 1292, captured in 1290 while attempting to squelch a rebellion in Alexandria and exhibited in a cage until his death in 1292. His son Giovanni I led Monferrat(o) and Canavese (four syllables) in vain to seek revenge, for the former was invaded and several of its towns occupied (cf. vv. 135–136).

  


  
    [123] It was the hour: of dusk, when the bell of Compline sounds (cf. v. 6).

  


  
    [124] Te lucis ante: a Compline hymn attributed to St. Ambrose. It prays for protection from temptation and troubling dreams. The second stanza contains the line Hostemque nostrum comprime (“And suppress our enemy”), which becomes important in the light of v. 95.

  


  
    [125] The supernal wheels: the heavenly spheres in their rotations.

  


  
    [126] Great shades: the negligent princes in the valley.

  


  
    [127] Nino: Ugolino de’ Visconti da Pisa (d. 1296), son of Giovanni Visconti and grandson on his mother’s side of Ugolino della Gherardesca, with whom he ruled Pisa from 1285 to 1288, when the latter’s treachery forced him to flee. From 1288 to 1293 he warred against the Ghibelline forces of that city under Guido da Montefeltro. As judge of Gallura in Sardinia, he had Fra Gomita hanged for letting prisoners escape on a bribe.

  


  
    [128] Currado: Corrado Malaspina II (d. 1294), son of Federigo I, marquis of Villafranca, and grandson of Corrado Malaspina I (cf. v. 119).

  


  
    [129] Giovanna: daughter (ca. 1291–before 1339) of Nino Visconti and Beatrice d’Este. In gratitude for her Guelph father’s support of the Church, Boniface VIII gave her the guardianship of Volterra when she was a young child, but the Ghibellines later divested her of her property. At one point she married Rizzardo da Camino, lord of Treviso, after whose death in 1312 she was reduced to poverty though she did receive a stipend from Florence in 1323 in recognition of her father’s services.

  


  
    [130] Her mother: Beatrice (d. 1334), daughter of Obizzo II d’Este, sister of Azzo VIII, and wife of Nino Visconti. When he died, she laid aside the white headbands of widowhood (cf. v. 74) and in 1300 married Galeazzo Visconti, who was expelled from Milan in 1302, causing her to long for the white bands again (cf. v. 75). When he died poor in 1328, she returned to Milan, where her son, Azzo, had regained the lordship, and lived there until her death.

  


  
    [131] The Milanese never pitched camp before they had raised the Visconti standard. The escutcheon of the Visconti of Milan was a blue viper (v. 79) devouring a red Saracen, that of the Visconti of Pisa a cock.

  


  
    [132] Where stars most slowly turn: towards the south pole. Cf. v. 90.

  


  
    [133] Three torches: the three theological virtues of faith, hope, and charity.

  


  
    [134] Our enemy: the serpent.

  


  
    [135] Those hawks of Heaven: more specifically, goshawks (astori), which are said to feed on snakes.

  


  
    [136] The shade who’d neared the judge: Corrado. Cf. v. 65–66.

  


  
    [137] That enameled height: either the summit of Mount Purgatory, “enameled with flowers,” or the Crystalline Heaven.

  


  
    [138] Val di Magra: the Magra River Valley, territory of the Malaspina family, in Lunigiana.

  


  
    [139] The elder: Corrado Malaspina I, head of the Malaspina dello Spino Secco, lords of Lunigiana, was the grandfather of the speaker and of Franceschino, Dante’s host in their territory in 1306 (cf. vv. 133–139).

  


  
    [140] The wicked head: probably Pope Boniface VIII or Rome as the seat of the corrupt papacy.

  


  
    [141] That is, if the divinely ordained course of events prevails (cf. v. 139), the sun will not have returned to the sign of Aries, the Ram, seven times, i.e., seven years will not have passed (cf. vv. 133–135), before you yourself have experienced the merits of the Malaspini (cf. vv. 136–137), which you now know only by the report of others (cf. v. 138).

  


  
    [142] Tithonus’ concubine: Aurora, the dawn, loved Tithonus, son of Laomedon, and asked the gods for his immortality—though not eternal youth. In his old age, she turned him into a cicada.

  


  
    [143] Vv. 5–6 refer to the starts of Scorpio.

  


  
    [144] The paces of the night’s ascent (v. 7) are the twelve hours between sunset and dawn. With two and a half completed (cf. vv. 8–9), it is about 8:30 p.m. on Easter Sunday evening.

  


  
    [145] Something still of Adam: the body.

  


  
    [146] All five of us: Virgil, Dante, Sordello, Nino, and Corrado.

  


  
    [147] Vv. 13–15 allude to the legend of Philomela and Procne. After Procne’s husband, Tereus, had ravished her sister, Philomela, and cut out her tongue, the victim managed to tell Procne by weaving the story into cloth. In revenge, Procne served the flesh of his own child to her husband, who, on finding out, chased the sisters with an ax until they prayed and were changed into birds.

  


  
    [148] Ganymede: son of Tros, founder of Troy, and most handsome of mortals. While hunting on Mount Ida he was snatched up by an eagle to be the cup-bearer of Jupiter.

  


  
    [149] Consistory: an ecclesiastical term for an assembly of cardinals presided over by the pope. It here connects Jupiter with the Christian God.

  


  
    [150] Fiery height: the sphere of fire, between those of the air and the moon.

  


  
    [151] Achilles’ mother stole him away from his tutor, Chiron (v. 37), the centaur, and took him asleep to the island of Skyros (v. 38) to save him from the Trojan War. Ulysses penetrated his disguise and persuaded him to go to war (cf. v. 39).

  


  
    [152] It is about 8:00 a.m. on Easter Monday morning.

  


  
    [153] Lucy: one of the three blessed ladies of Inferno II.

  


  
    [154] A lady sent from Heaven: Lucy.

  


  
    [155] Seven P’s: the seven capital vices, from the Latin peccata, which means “sins.”

  


  
    [156] The Tarpeian rock (cf. v. 136), on which the temple of Saturn stood, loudly echoed back the grating sound of the opening doors when Julius Caesar entered it to seize the Roman treasury in 49 BC, thrusting aside his opponent Metellus (v. 138), an adherent of Pompey, and leaving the temple bare (v. 138).

  


  
    [157] Deum Te laudamus (syntax altered for meter): a hymn of praise reputedly composed by Ambrose at Augustine’s conversion, but now thought to have been written by Nicetas in the fifth century, often sung when one entered a religious order, and here perhaps at Dante’s entrance into Purgatory.

  


  
    [158] At this time, the moon sets some three hours after sunrise. The sun was more than two hours high when Virgil and Dante reached the gate of Purgatory, and the moon has set before they issue from the cleft. Their climb must therefore have lasted over an hour.

  


  
    [159] The mountain “pulls back,” as it were, to form the first terrace.

  


  
    [160] From its outer edge to the base of the inner wall of rock, the terrace measures some sixteen to eighteen feet, having the same extent all around (cf. vv. 25–27).

  


  
    [161] Polyclete (Polycletus): a Greek sculptor (ca. 452–412 BC) reputedly as skilled in carving human images as Phidias was in sculpting divine images.

  


  
    [162] Vv. 34–45 depict the angel Gabriel’s annunciation of the Incarnation of Christ to the Blessed Virgin Mary.

  


  
    [163] The ban: the period from the Fall to the Crucifixion, during which, for Dante, the righteous souls who believed in Christ-to-come waited in Limbo.

  


  
    [164] Ancilla ecce Dei (syntax altered for meter): “Behold the handmaid of God.”

  


  
    [165] Vv. 55–69 portray King David dancing before the ark of the covenant.

  


  
    [166] In II Samuel, Uzzah, son of Abinadab, stretched out his hand to steady the ark when the oxen drawing its cart made it tip and was struck dead by God for his presumption and profanation.

  


  
    [167] The sacred vessel: the Ark of the Covenant.

  


  
    [168] Michol (v. 67) was the daughter of Saul and first wife of David. She despised David in her heart for exposing himself with robes girt up (v. 64), like a commoner, before the slave girls of his followers. She was smitten with sterility for her arrogance.

  


  
    [169] Vv. 73–96 tell the story of Trajan (Marcus Ulpius Traianus), Roman Emperor from 98 to 117 AD. According to legend, when he was on the way to war, he stopped to accede to the demands of a poor widow seeking redress for the death of her son. According to another legend, through the intercession of Gregory I, pope from 590 to 604, he was called back to life from Hell in order to have opportunity for repentance (cf. v. 75).

  


  
    [170] The military insignia of the Roman army were made of gold and other metals attached to a pole. Dante, however, represents them after the manner of his time as a standard with black eagles on a gold background.

  


  
    [171] Their Craftsman: God.

  


  
    [172] First effects: the angels and the heavens.

  


  
    [173] The ancient foe (v. 20): the devil, who spurs us to evil.

  


  
    [174] This last plea (v. 22) probably refers to vv. 19–21, and those behind to the living on earth.

  


  
    [175] Good sod: charity.

  


  
    [176] The smear: not the stain of sin, removed when one’s will is reunited to God after sin, but the debt of satisfactory punishment that remains, by the paying of which one is restored to virtue.

  


  
    [177] A great Tuscan’s heir: Omberto Aldobrandesco (v. 67), the son of Guglielm(o) (v. 59) and lord of the castle of Campagnatico (v. 66), slain by a Sienese expedition in 1259 (cf. v. 65). The Aldobrandeschi were an old family in the Sienese Maremma since the ninth century (cf. v. 61).

  


  
    [178] Guglielm(o) Aldobrandesco: count of Santafiora (d. shortly after 1254), who allied himself with the Tuscan Guelphs out of animosity towards the Sienese.

  


  
    [179] Our common Mother: the earth.

  


  
    [180] Oderisi: da Gubbio (v. 80) (1240–1299), a miniaturist and illuminator (cf. v. 81), and the master of Franco da Bologna (v. 82), with whom he was employed by Boniface VIII to illuminate manuscripts in the papal library.

  


  
    [181] Cimabue: Giovanni Cimabue (ca. 1240–ca. 1302), Florentine painter and mosaicist, known for his departure from the Byzantine tradition. He was the master of Giotto di Bondone (ca. 1266–1337), a famous Florentine artist and friend of Dante (cf. v. 95).

  


  
    [182] Guido Cavalcanti (1259–1300), Dante’s “first friend,” stole the glory of the poetic mastery of vernacular Italian from Guido Guinizzelli (ca. 1230–1276).

  


  
    [183] He who made it sprout: the sun.

  


  
    [184] Provenzan(o) Salvani: a Sienese Ghibelline (ca. 1220–1269), who controlled his city after the battle of Montaperti in 1260 (cf. vv. 112–113) and who at the council of Empoli favored against Farinata the destruction of Florence. His influence faded after the battle of Benevento in 1266, and he was taken prisoner at Colle di Val d’Elsa and executed by the Florentine Guelphs.

  


  
    [185] Only thirty-one years have passed since his death.

  


  
    [186] In vv. 133–138, Oderisi alludes to an occasion when Provenzano sat on a bench in the famous oval piazza before the Palazzo Pubblico and humbly begged 10,000 florins from his fellow citizens to ransom a friend of his whom Charles d’Anjou was about to execute.

  


  
    [187] This tercet refers to Lucifer, cast out of Heaven for his rebellion against God.

  


  
    [188] Briareus (v. 29): one of the giants who stormed heaven, slain by Jupiter’s thunderbolt and buried under Mount Etna.

  


  
    [189] Mars (v. 31): the god of war. Pallas (v. 31): surname of the Greek Athena. Thymbraeus (v. 32): a name for Apollo, derived from Thymbra, the site of a temple dedicated to him. Their father (v. 32): Jupiter.

  


  
    [190] Nimrod (v. 34): supposed builder of the Tower of Babel on the plain of Shinar. The Italian syntax may also be construed to mean that Nimrod is watching those who had shared his pride.

  


  
    [191] Niobe (v. 37): wife of King Amphion of Thebes. Because of her seven sons and seven daughters, she boasted herself superior to Latona. Latona had her children, Apollo and Diana, slay Niobe’s and had Niobe herself turned to stone, with her tears forever staining her marble cheeks.

  


  
    [192] Saul (v. 40): first king of Israel. When the Philistines defeated Israel on Mount Gilboa, Saul committed suicide to avoid being the sport of pagans.

  


  
    [193] Arachne (v. 43): daughter of Idmon and Colophon, challenged Minerva to a weaving contest. Angered at the perfection of her work, which depicted the gods’ love affairs, Minerva tore the cloth to shreds. Arachne hanged herself in despair, but the goddess loosened the rope, changing it to a cobweb and Arachne to a spider.

  


  
    [194] Rehoboam (v. 46): son of and successor to Solomon. When he refused to lighten the taxes his father had levied, ten of the twelve tribes of Israel revolted, forcing him to flee to Jerusalem.

  


  
    [195] Alcmaeon (v. 50): son of Amphiaraus and Eriphyle. He slew his mother, whom Polynices had bribed with the necklace of Harmonia, when she revealed the hiding place of his father, who foresaw that he would die in the siege of Thebes.

  


  
    [196] Sennecherib (v. 53): king of Assyria from 705 to 681 BC, had blasphemously threatened to destroy King Hezekiah and the kingdom of Judah if they did not surrender. But the angel of the Lord slew 185,000 of the Assyrian men, and Sennecherib returned to Nineveh, where his sons assassinated him worshipping his god, Nisroch.

  


  
    [197] Cyrus (v. 56): the Persian emperor (560–529 BC) who murdered the son of Tomyris (v. 56), queen of the Scythian Massagetae. She defeated Cyrus, cut off his head, and threw it in a skin filled with human blood, with the words that Dante translates from Orosius.

  


  
    [198] Holofernes (v. 59): general of the armies of Nebuchadnezzar, king of the Assyrians, who besieged the Israelite city of Bethulia, mocked the God of Israel, and declared his king to be the only god. Under the pretext of sleeping with him, Judith entered his tent and cut off his head, throwing his army into a panic.

  


  
    [199] The fall of Troy is the classic example of humbled pride. Note that in vv. 25–36 each tercet begins with M, in vv. 37–48 with A, in vv. 49–60 with N, thus spelling man (uom in Italian). The first letters of vv. 61–63 repeat the acrostic, emphasizing that pride is synonymous with man.

  


  
    [200] Eve: the first to sin by pride, wishing to be like God, and mother of all who imitate her.

  


  
    [201] Handmaids: hours. It is thus noon on Easter Monday. An angel: of humility.

  


  
    [202] A church: the eleventh-to-thirteenth century Romanesque San Miniato al Monte, to the east of Florence. It lies across the Arno, above the Rubaconte’s bridge (v. 101), now the Ponte alle Grazie, and was built in 1237 and named for Rubaconte da Mandello da Milano, podestà of Florence. A stairway cut into the steep mountainside leads up to the Church (cf. v. 103–104). Well-guided sheep: an ironical reference to Florence.

  


  
    [203] A reference to two scandals of Dante’s time. In 1299, Niccolò Acciaiuoli tore a leaf out of the municipal record in order to cover up a false entry made to his advantage with the complicity of the podestà. Durante de’ Chiaramontesi received salt from the commune with an honest measure and dealt it out with a measure reduced by one stave, thus enriching himself.

  


  
    [204] Beati paup(e)res spiritu: “Blessed are the poor in spirit,” the first of the beatitudes (cf. Mt 5:3), one of which is heard on leaving each terrace.

  


  
    [205] He … who held the keys: the angel guarding the gate to Purgatory.

  


  
    [206] Non habent vinum (v. 29) (syntax altered for meter): “They have no wine”—Mary’s words to Jesus at the wedding feast of Cana show her loving care for the young couple and their guests.

  


  
    [207] Orestes: slew his mother, Clytemnestra, who had murdered his father, Agamemnon. When he was condemned to death, his friend Pylades impersonated him to die in his place, but Orestes would not accept such a sacrifice. They both cried out, “I am Orestes,” each to save the other.

  


  
    [208] On each terrace, the examples of the virtue to be acquired function as a scourge (v. 39) or goad to pursue good whereas the examples of the contrary vice serve as a curb (v. 40) to refrain from evil. The pass of pardon will lie at the entrance to the third terrace, where the angel will remove another P from Dante’s brow, signifying the purgation of envy.

  


  
    [209] The blind used to beg at churches on special days when indulgences were granted.

  


  
    [210] The speaker plays on savia (sage, wise) and Sapia (ca. 1210–before 1289), the inimical aunt of Provenzano Salvani and wife of Ghinibaldo Saracini. She so hated her townsmen and envied her nephew’s position that she joyed at the defeat of the Sienese Ghibellines in 1269 at Colle di Val d’Elsa under her nephew’s command (cf. vv. 115–117).

  


  
    [211] Colle: (two syllables) a Tuscan town about fourteen miles northwest of Siena, where the Sienese Ghibellines were defeated by the Florentine Guelphs aided by Charles d’Anjou.

  


  
    [212] The last days of January are “blackbird’s days” in Italy. When the sun shines, this bird is supposedly fooled into thinking that winter is over and sings the words Sapia has used.

  


  
    [213] Peter Pettinaio: a Franciscan hermit (d. 1289), who made and sold combs, was famed for his piety, miracles, and uncommon honesty.

  


  
    [214] Talamone: a small seaport in the Tuscan Maremma on the Tyrrhenian Sea. It was purchased by the Sienese in 1303 to compete with the Genoese for sea trade. The venture failed because of the cost of dredging the silt that choked the harbor and because of the malaria endemic to the region.

  


  
    [215] Diana: a subterranean river believed to run beneath Siena. As of Dante’s day, large sums of money were unsuccessfully expended to find it in the hope of supplementing the water supply.

  


  
    [216] This line is variously interpreted. It may mean that the ambitious who wish to captain large fleets will lose even more than others interested in the harbor, or that the admirals will lose their lives to malaria, whereas the citizens will only lose their money.

  


  
    [217] Two spirits: the first is Guido del Duca (cf. v. 81), the second Rinieri da Calboli (cf. v. 88).

  


  
    [218] Vv. 16–18 refer to the Arno, which rises at Monte Falterona in the Apennines, and flows some 150 miles through Tuscany (cf. vv. 17–18).

  


  
    [219] Such a valley: the Val d’Arno.

  


  
    [220] Pelorus: Punta del Faro or Cape Faro, the promontory at the northeastern end of Sicily. Dante is speaking as if Pelorus were part of the Apennines, cut off, as it were, by the Straits of Messina.

  


  
    [221] Where it yields: just below Pisa.

  


  
    [222] Circe: daughter of Helios and Perse. She dwelt on the island of Aeaea, on the north side of the Gulf of Gaeta, where Ulysses ran aground, and was an enchantress who changed men into beasts.

  


  
    [223] Vv. 43–45 refer to the Casentino, whose inhabitants are characterized as brute swine (v. 43).

  


  
    [224] Vv. 46–48 allude to Arezzo, where the Arno turns its snout, as if it too were an animal, northwest towards Florence (cf. vv. 47–48). Its citizens are depicted as dogs (v. 46) perhaps because of their motto: “A boar is often held down by a small dog.”

  


  
    [225] Vv. 49–51 portray the Florentines as wolves (vv. 50, 59) for their violence.

  


  
    [226] Vv. 52–54 depict the Pisans as foxes (v. 53) for their cunning.

  


  
    [227] Another: Dante.

  


  
    [228] Your grandson: Fulcieri da Calboli, grandson of Rinieri, and corrupt podestà of Florence in 1303, as well as a bitter enemy of the White Guelphs after the return of the Blacks through the agency of Charles de Valois.

  


  
    [229] The dismal wood: Florence, “deforested” of its citizens (cf. vv. 65–66).

  


  
    [230] That spirit: Rinieri, grandfather of Fulcieri.

  


  
    [231] Guy of Duca: Guido del Duca da Bretinoro, known to be a judge to the podestà of Rimini in 1199. The Guelphs seized Bretinoro when they were driven from Ravenna by Pier Traversaro (cf. v. 98) in 1218 and drove out the Ghibellines, among them Guido del Duca, who returned to Ravenna for protection under Pier Traversaro. He died after 1229. Nothing is known of his envy.

  


  
    [232] Rinieri: de’ Paolucci da Calboli, a Guelf from Forlì and podestà of Faenza (1247), Parma (1252), and Ravenna (1265). After an active political life, he was expelled from Forlì in 1294 and killed trying to re-establish control in 1296.

  


  
    [233] His blood: his family.

  


  
    [234] This verse refers to Romagna, bounded by the Po di Primaro to the north, the Apennines to the south, the Adriatic to the east, and the Reno River to the West.

  


  
    [235] In vv. 97–111, Lizïo: da Valbona, a Guelph nobleman of Romagna who aided Rinieri against the Ghibellines. (Arrigo) Mainardi: a gentleman of Bertinoro and friend of the Ghibelline Guido del Duca. He was imprisoned by the Farentines in 1170. (Pier) Traversaro (v. 98): was a member of a powerful family of Ravenna (ca. 1145–1225), several times podestà of the city, and friend of the Emperor Frederick II. (Guido) di Carpigna (v. 98): was a member of a family established in Ravenna in the tenth century (d. before 1283) and Guelph podestà of that city in 1251. Fabbro (v. 100): de’ Lambertazzi (d. 1259), a noble family of Bologna descending from the dukes of Ravenna, was the Ghibelline podestà of several cities of Northern Italy. (Bernardin di) Fosco (v. 101): of humble origin, rose to be podestà of Pisa (1248) and Siena (1249) and figured prominently in the defense of Faenza against the Emperor Frederick II in 1240. (Ugolin) d’Azzo (v. 104): Ugolino degli Ubaldini (d. 1293), son of Azzo da Siena, husband of Beatrice Lancia, the daughter of Provenzano Salvani, was a man of great wealth and landed property. (Guido) da Prata (v. 105): from the modern Prada in Romagna, between Forlì, Faenza, and Ravenna, was a person of some importance in the lattermost city and owned considerable landed property in its environs. He died between 1235 and 1245. (Federigo) Tignoso (v. 106): was a noble of Rimini noted for his wealth and hospitality, of a family of some importance in that region from the eleventh century. The Anastag(i) (v. 107): were a powerful Ghibelline family in Ravenna, allied with the Traversari and the counts of Bagnacavallo, and adversaries of the Church. They fell into decay after 1258. Traversari’s own (v. 107): were the Traversari family, another powerful Ghibelline house of Ravenna, prominent from the mid-twelfth century.

  


  
    [236] Vv. 112–123 pass in review a number of lords and nobles of Romagna. Bretinoro (now Bertinoro): a small town in Romagna between Forlì and Cesena, known for the hospitality of its nobles. It was the home of Guido del Duca. Bagnacaval(lo) (v. 115): a town in Romagna between the rivers Senio and Lamone and the cities of Imola and Ravenna. The Ghibelline Malvicini, counts of Bagnacavallo who expelled Guido da Polenta and the Guelphs from Ravenna in 1249, were becoming extinct by 1300. Castrocaro (v. 116): formerly a castle in Romagna near Forlì belonging to the Ghibelline counts of Castrocaro, who submitted to the Church in 1282. The Ordelaffi of Forlì assumed possession of it around 1300. Conio (v. 116): (two syllables) a castle in Romagna near Imola belonging to Guelph counts, destroyed shortly after 1295. Pagani (v. 119): a noble Ghibelline family, lords of Faenza, Forlì, and Imola. The demon-sore (v. 118) was Maghinardo Pagano da Susinana (d. 1302), lord of Faenza (1290), Forlì (1291), and Imola (1296). (Ugolin) de’ Fantolin(i) (v. 121): a highly respected gentleman of Faenza (d. 1278), Guelph lord of several castles in the Lamone Valley, and podestà of Faenza (1253).

  


  
    [237] The words of Cain, who killed his brother, Abel.

  


  
    [238] Aglauros: the daughter of Cecrops, king of Athens. Mercury turned her to stone for trying to prevent his tryst with her sister, Herse.

  


  
    [239] You: since envy is not Dante’s besetting sin, Virgil is probably addressing all humankind.

  


  
    [240] In vv. 1–6, Dante is saying that, counting backwards, the period between the end of tierce (9:00 a.m.) and the break of day (6:00 a.m.) (v. 3) is equal to the period, counting forwards, from the present moment (3:00 p.m.) to sunset (6:00 p.m.). It is thus about 3:00 p.m. (the beginning of vespers, v. 6) in Purgatory and midnight (v. 6) in Italy where the Poet is writing.

  


  
    [241] The ecliptic’s sphere: the yearly course of the sun, which resembles a playing child insofar as it rises under different zodiacal signs according as it nears the Tropic of Capricorn or the Tropic of Cancer. Vv. 1–3 focus on the sun’s daily course, vv. 4–5 on its annual course.

  


  
    [242] Where there sets the sun: in this season, the northwest. The Travelers faced the west when they began their ascent, but by having always traveled to the right they are now going northwest.

  


  
    [243] Vv. 16–21 state that since the angle of reflection of a ray is equal to the angle of incidence, the distance of the direct or reflected ray from the perpendicular (the free fall of a stone, v. 20) is equal, a fact empirically verifiable and theoretically explicable (cf. v. 21).

  


  
    [244] A messenger: the angel of charity.

  


  
    [245] Beat(i) misericordes: “Blessed are the merciful,” the fifth beatitude.

  


  
    [246] That cloister: the Empyrean Heaven.

  


  
    [247] A luminous body was thought to have a predisposition to receive light, for which reason light was able to come to it.

  


  
    [248] The angel of charity has wiped away the P of envy from Dante’s brow. Five more P’s remain to be removed by the Pilgrim’s participation in the various painful purgations (cf. v. 81).

  


  
    [249] Another round: the third terrace, where the sin of wrath is purged.

  


  
    [250] Vv. 87–92 concern the finding of the child Jesus in the temple. Returning home from the Passover in Jerusalem, and discovering that the child was not with them, Mary and Joseph backtracked and, after a three-day search, found Jesus discussing with the teachers in the temple.

  


  
    [251] In vv. 94–105, the wife of Pisistratus, ruler of Athens (560–527 BC), demanded the death of an amorous youth who kissed their daughter in public, to which the King replied as in vv. 103–105.

  


  
    [252] Athena and Poseidon contended for the honor of renaming Cecropia, which was the original name of Athens. The former won by conferring the more useful gift upon mankind, namely, the olive tree, as opposed to Poseidon’s spring of water.

  


  
    [253] Vv. 106–114 relate the stoning of St. Stephen by the Jews on the charge of blasphemy. Before dying, he prayed for his persecutors, as is seen in vv. 112–114.

  


  
    [254] The vesper glow: the sun is setting, and the Poets have spent some three hours on this terrace.

  


  
    [255] Agnus Dei: the “Lamb of God,” said three times during Mass, at the breaking of the host, as a petition for mercy and peace from God (cf. v. 17).

  


  
    [256] In Ante-Purgatory, where the excommunicates must spend thirty times as long as their excommunication and the indolent as long as they spent on earth, time is still measured extrinsically by the calendar and the celestial phenomena on which it is based. But in Purgatory proper, time is measured intrinsically by the degree of purification achieved.

  


  
    [257] Perhaps a reference to the ladder of contemplation, which has been forsaken in modern times.

  


  
    [258] Marco (Lombardo): nothing certain is known about him.

  


  
    [259] Above: in the court of Heaven (cf. v. 41).

  


  
    [260] Dante’s doubt (v. 53), prompted by the words of Guido del Duca about the absence of virtue in Tuscany, was simple (v. 55) at first, but now it is doubled (v. 55) by Marco’s words about the general abandonment of virtue (cf. vv. 47–48).

  


  
    [261] In heaven: in the celestial spheres. Down here: in human beings.

  


  
    [262] Light: the natural light of reason.

  


  
    [263] In allegorical interpretation of the Old Testament, “chewing the cud” is meditation and “split hooves” the power of making distinctions. The pastor in the lead (Pope Boniface VIII) (v. 98) may ruminate on the Scriptures, but he does not distinguish between spiritual and temporal authority and wrongfully usurps the latter.

  


  
    [264] Two suns: the pope and emperor.

  


  
    [265] Adige and Po: indicate Lombardy, i.e., northern Italy, specifically the March of Treviso. These rivers mark the place; the time is indicated by Frederick II (cf. v. 116), king of Naples and Sicily (1215–1250), and by his fight with the Honorius III, Gregory IX, and Innocent IV.

  


  
    [266] Currado (v. 124): da Palazzo, a Guelph from Brescia, vicar for Charles d’Anjou in Florence in 1276, and podestà of Piacenza in 1288. Gherardo (v. 124): da Camino, captain-general of Treviso (1283–1306). Guido da Castel: a gentleman of Reggio nell’Emilia, vernacular poet, and one of Dante’s hosts during his exile. He is perhaps called simple (v. 126) in the French sense of “honest” by way of exception to other Italians, called “Lombards” by the French.

  


  
    [267] Load: the weight of temporal governance.

  


  
    [268] The Levites (the tribe of priests) had no inheritance in Israel.

  


  
    [269] Gaia: Gherardo’s daughter (d. 1311) by his second wife, Chiara della Torre of Milan. Perhaps the vice of the daughter, reputedly a loose woman, may be more familiar to Dante’s age than the virtue of the father.

  


  
    [270] Yonder angel: the angel of gentleness.

  


  
    [271] Moles were thought to be blind owing to a membrane covering the eye.

  


  
    [272] It is about 6:00 p.m. on Easter Monday.

  


  
    [273] Fantasy: the faculty of imagination.

  


  
    [274] The coming images will be neither from sense nor from astral influence but infused by God.

  


  
    [275] Vv. 19–21 concern Procne, daughter of King Pandion of Athens, wife of Tereus, and sister of Philomela. She was transformed into a nightingale for having slain her son and fed him to her husband, who had violated her sister.

  


  
    [276] Vv. 25–30 regard Haman, chief minister of Ahasuerus (v. 28). When Mordecai (v. 29) refused to bow down to him, he had his lord decree the death of all Jews in the Persian Empire. Through the intervention of Mordecai’s cousin, Esther (v. 29), the Jews were saved and Haman hanged (crucified [v. 25] according to the Vulgate) on the gibbet he had built for Mordecai.

  


  
    [277] Vv. 34–39 tell of Amata, wife of Latinus and mother of Lavinia (v. 37) (three syllables with -ia as a diphthong). She hanged herself in a rage when she wrongly thought that Turnus, her daughter’s fiancé, had been killed in battle and therefore feared Lavinia would marry Aeneas (cf. v. 37).

  


  
    [278] Lavinia will mourn the fall of her mother before that of Turnus.

  


  
    [279] Beati … pacifici: “Blessed are the peacemakers,” the seventh beatitude.

  


  
    [280] Vv. 115–117 describe pride as an inordinate desire for one’s own excellence.

  


  
    [281] Vv. 118–120 portray envy as sorrow at another’s good seen as a hindrance to one’s own.

  


  
    [282] Vv. 121–123 depict wrath as a desire for revenge that is unjust, excessive, not according to legitimate order, or not for a due end.

  


  
    [283] Vv. 130–132 give an account of sloth as a sorrow at the divine Good.

  


  
    [284] Vv. 136–137 refer to excessive love for a finite good that takes the forms of avarice, gluttony, and lust, purged on the last three terraces.

  


  
    [285] Intentions: a technical term for image or concept.

  


  
    [286] As a flame’s natural motion upwards was held to follow on its substantial form, so the motion of desire follows on an apprehended form.

  


  
    [287] The “Epicureans” referred to in vv. 35–36 are the blind of v. 18.

  


  
    [288] The moon completes its revolution in a little less than twenty-eight days. It was full on the fourteenth day and rose at sunset when Dante was in the dark woods; it will rise at midnight on the twenty-first day. It is now the eighteenth day, so that it rises a little before midnight.

  


  
    [289] The moon is in the path of the Zodiac (Sagittarius) that the sun follows when the Romans see it set in the southwest between Sardinia and Corsica, which takes place in late November.

  


  
    [290] Pietola: the town where Virgil was born, three miles south of Mantua.

  


  
    [291] The orgiastic rites of Bacchus were once observed along the rivers Ismenus and Asopus (v. 91) near Thebes.

  


  
    [292] V. 100 refers to Mary’s haste to visit Elizabeth shortly after the Annunciation.

  


  
    [293] Vv. 101–102 relate Caesar’s hurry to subdue Lérida (ancient Ilerda) in Catalonia, Spain. He besieged Marseilles on the way, but left its completion to Brutus.

  


  
    [294] The abbot of San Zeno: identified with a certain Gherardo II (d. 1187), abbot of a church of Verona (v. 119) during the reign of the Emperor Frederick I Barbarossa (v. 119), who razed Milano in 1162 (v. 120).

  


  
    [295] The reference is to Alberto della Scala, lord of Verona, father of an illegitimate son (v. 124), Giuseppe, who, though lame and retarded, was abbot of San Zeno from 1291 to 1314 (cf. v. 126).

  


  
    [296] Vv. 133–135 speak of the Israelites who, after crossing the Red Sea (cf. v. 134), grumbled against the Lord and were therefore not allowed to enter the Promised Land.

  


  
    [297] Vv. 136–138 tell of the Trojans who remained in Sicily with Acestes to avoid the hardships of the journey, thus losing the glory of founding Rome.

  


  
    [298] The earth is chilled after sunset, and the moon and Saturn supposedly shed cold rays.

  


  
    [299] The geomancers (v. 4) told the future with figures drawn between random points but representing stellar constellations. One of these, Fortuna Major (v. 5), resembles the last stars of Aquarius and the first of Pisces. It is seen in the east in this season just before sunrise

  


  
    [300] Ulysses: the hero of Homer’s Odyssey, where, however, he has himself tied to a mast to resist the Sirens, though in Ovid’s account he yields to Circe.

  


  
    [301] The saintly lady has been variously identified.

  


  
    [302] Dante and Virgil go west on the north side of the mountain. It is some time after dawn of Easter Tuesday.

  


  
    [303] Qui lugent: “who mourn,” a phrase from the fourth beatitude.

  


  
    [304] That fifth, clear round: the fifth terrace, where the avaricious and prodigal are purged.

  


  
    [305] Adhaesit pavimento … anima mea: the psalm verse “My soul lies prostrate in the dust.”

  


  
    [306] What was hidden: from him, namely, that Dante and Virgil were not souls undergoing purgation. Or perhaps the Italian should be translated Who was hidden (until now from us), namely, the soul lying face down.

  


  
    [307] Scias quod … successor Petri ego fui (syntax altered for meter): “Know that I was a successor of Peter.” The speaker is Pope Adrian V, nephew of Innocent IV. He reigned only thirty-eight days from July 11 to August 18, 1276. Neither his avarice nor his late conversion has found historical documentation. Dante seems to have confused Adrian V with Adrian IV based on a passage in the Policraticus of John of Salisbury.

  


  
    [308] Sestri and Chiavari: towns in Luguria on either side of the Lavagna River (cf. v. 101) near Genoa. Adrian’s family took from it the title of counts of Lavagna (cf. v. 102).

  


  
    [309] Neque nubent: “Neither do they marry” a Gospel verse cited to show that earthly relationships do not hold after death and applied here to the pope as spouse of the Church.

  


  
    [310] Alagia: de’ Fieschi, daughter of Niccolò de’ Fieschi, the imperial vicar in Italy, and wife of Moroello Malaspina, was the niece of Adrian V.

  


  
    [311] According to Luke’s Gospel, Mary gave birth to Jesus in a manger.

  


  
    [312] Fabricius (four syllables) (v. 25): Gaius Fabricius Luscinus, Roman consul in 282 and 278 BC, and censor in 275 BC, when he worked to restrain the luxury of the Romans. He was famed for his refusal to take bribes from Pyrrhus, king of Epirus, when negotiating an exchange of prisoners, and to accept gifts from the Samnites when concluding a peace. He died in poverty.

  


  
    [313] Nicholas (v. 32): fourth-century bishop of Myra in Lycia, Asia Minor. He reputedly saved a man from prostituting his three daughters by throwing gold for their dowries into their windows.

  


  
    [314] The speaker is Hugh Capet (stressed on the second syllable) (v. 49), first king (987–996) of the Capetian line in France.

  


  
    [315] These are four of the main cities of Flanders, where in 1299 Philip the Fair and Charles de Valois besieged the land and imprisoned its Count Guy and his sons after having accepted their offer of surrender. Flemish vengeance (v. 47) was had at the Battle of Courtrai in 1302.

  


  
    [316] By 1300 there were four kings of the Capetian line named Louis and four named Philip.

  


  
    [317] Popular tradition held this to be true of Hugh the Great, the father of Hugh Capet. In actuality, Hugh the Great descended from the counts of Paris.

  


  
    [318] A grey-clad anchorite: Charles de Lorraine, son of Louis IV (936–954) and brother of Lothair (954–986). On the death of Lothair’s son, Louis V (986–987), the throne should have passed to Charles, the last of the Carolingian line, but the French rejected him since he was a vassal of the German emperor, and thus enabled Hugh Capet to win the election. Charles, however, was not a monk and must be confused here with Childeric III, the last of the Merovingians (d. 755), who are more appropriately called the ancient kings (v. 54).

  


  
    [319] Actually, it was Hugh Capet who became king on the extinction of the Carolingian line (987), not his son, Robert, who, though crowned in that same year, succeeded him only in 996. It was therefore with the former that the Capetian line began, not the latter, as in v. 60.

  


  
    [320] The dowry of Provence: refers to the marriage of Charles d’Anjou to Beatrice, daughter of Raymond Berenguer IV, in 1246, through which Provence became a French dependency. The union was “shameless” for Beatrice was engaged to Raymond de Toulouse (cf. v. 62).

  


  
    [321] In 1204 Philip II seized Normandy, and in 1294 Philip IV took Ponthieu and Gascony from England.

  


  
    [322] Charles: d’Anjou. At the invitation of Urban IV and Clement IV, he entered Italy in 1265, defeating Manfred at Benevento in 1266 and Conradin at Tagliacozzo in 1268 (cf. v. 68), to assume the crown of Sicily and Naples. He was falsely rumored to have had Thomas Aquinas poisoned in 1274 on his way from Naples to the Council of Lyons (cf. v. 69).

  


  
    [323] Another Charles: de Valois (1270–1325), third son of Philip III of France. He was called to Italy by Boniface VIII to reconcile the Whites and Blacks in Tuscany. Entering Florence on All Saints’ Day, 1301, he delivered the city over to the Blacks, exiling the Whites, Dante included. He was accompanied by only a small cavalry force (cf. v. 73), since he had arms and money at his disposal from Charles II and Boniface VIII.

  


  
    [324] Charles de Valois (Charles Sansterre) had inherited no land and was unable to conquer any.

  


  
    [325] The third: Charles II, son of Charles d’Anjou, and king of Naples (1248–1309), was taken captive in 1284 when as Prince of Salerno he engaged the fleet of Pedro III of Aragon in the attempt to help his father regain Sicily after the Sicilian Vespers. He married his daughter, Beatrice, in 1305 to Azzo VIII d’Este for a large sum of money (cf. vv. 80–81).

  


  
    [326] The lily: Philip the Fair. He had levied a tax upon the clergy, at which Pope Boniface VIII declared himself the sole trustee of all ecclesiastical possessions, which were now free of any secular obligation. When Philip ceased all tribute to the Pope in response, the latter excommunicated him. The forces of Philip, the new-made Pilate (v. 91) seized the Pope, the Vicar of Christ (v. 87) in Alagna (Anagni), forty miles southeast of Rome, imprisoned him, and abused him. Boniface was rescued by the townsmen and taken to Rome, where he died a month later.

  


  
    [327] Temple: the Knights Templar, one of the three military orders founded in the twelfth century to defend the Latin kingdom of Jerusalem. To take possession of their wealth, in 1307 Philip the Fair accused them of heresy and tortured confessions out of them. Through Philip’s influence, they were condemned in 1312 by Clement V and suppressed by the Council of Vienne.

  


  
    [328] That only bride: the Blessed Virgin Mary.

  


  
    [329] Pygmalion: son and successor of Belus, king of Tyre, and brother of Dido. He murdered her husband, Sichaeus, for his wealth.

  


  
    [330] Midas: king of Phrygia, who was granted a wish by Bacchus for his kindness to the latter’s teacher, Silenus. Midas wished that everything he touched should turn to gold but then found he could not even eat. The god mercifully took the favor back.

  


  
    [331] Achan: son of Carmi, of the tribe of Judah. He stole from the spoils of Jericho, which Joshua (v. 111) had laid under the ban. When the Israelites were, because of his disobedience, defeated in their attack on Ai, he confessed and was then stoned to death with his family.

  


  
    [332] Sapphira with her mate: Ananias and his wife, Sapphira, sold a piece of property and pretended to donate the entire proceeds to the Apostles, while in reality withholding some of it for themselves. When Peter rebuked them, they fell dead at his feet.

  


  
    [333] Heli(o)dorus: treasurer of Seleucus IV Philopator, king of Syria (187–175 BC). According to II Maccabees, when he attempted under orders to remove the treasures from the Jerusalem temple, a horse appeared bearing a rider in gold armor and trampled him, after which two young men also appeared and beat him.

  


  
    [334] Polymnestor: a Thracian king, to whom Priam, the king of Troy, had entrusted his son, Polydorus (v. 115), with a large sum of money. When Troy fell, Polymnestor killed Polydorus for the money and cast his body into the sea. Polymnestor died with his eyes torn out by Hecuba.

  


  
    [335] Crassus: Marcus Licinius Crassus, consul with Pompey in 70 and 55 BC, triumvir with Pompey and Caesar in 60 BC, governor of Syria in 54 BC, defeated and beheaded by the Parthians in 53 BC, whose king, Hyrodes, poured molten gold down his throat to mock his lust for wealth.

  


  
    [336] Latona: the goddess who, to escape the wrath of Juno, gave birth to Apollo and Diana, the sun and the moon (cf. v. 132), her children by Jupiter, on the island of Delos (v. 130), supposedly a floating island until Jupiter anchored it to the ocean floor with an adamantine chain.

  


  
    [337] Gloria in excelsis Deo: “Glory to God in the highest.”

  


  
    [338] Shepherds: to whom, in Luke’s Gospel, the angels announced Christ’s birth.

  


  
    [339] A reference to the “living waters” Jesus promised to the woman at the well in John’s Gospel.

  


  
    [340] The risen Christ appeared to disciples on the road to Emmaus, but they did not recognize him.

  


  
    [341] Shades: the spirit does not notice that Dante is alive. They are now on the west side of the mountain, and it is mid-morning, so that Dante does not cast a shadow.

  


  
    [342] The reference in vv. 25–27 is to Lachesis, who placed a certain amount of wool on Clotho’s distaff at the birth of every mortal, the length of time employed in spinning it equaling the number of days allotted to the person in question.

  


  
    [343] My school: the truth attainable by the light of natural reason.

  


  
    [344] This tercet may mean that Purgatory proper undergoes no meteorological change per se (cf. vv. 46–57). But when a soul that Heaven draws out of itself (i.e., creates) is “taken up” again (i.e., returns to God), then there is an earthquake. Cf. vv. 58–60. Aristotle distinguished between wet vapors such as rain, hail, snow, dew, and hoarfrost (cf. vv. 46–47) and dry vapors such as clouds, lightning, and wind (cf. vv. 49–50).

  


  
    [345] Thaumas’ daughter: the rainbow personified as Iris, daughter of Thaumas and Electra. Always appearing opposite the sun, she often seems to change her sphere (v. 51).

  


  
    [346] Earthquakes were thought to be caused by dry vapors escaping from the earth.

  


  
    [347] Free to change its inn: from Purgatory to Heaven.

  


  
    [348] The speaker is (Publius Papinius) Statius (ca. 45–ca. 96), the greatest poet of the Silver Age of Latin literature.

  


  
    [349] Statius has spent over 500 years purging the sin of prodigality and, as will be seen, over 400 years prior to that cleansing himself of the sin of sloth. The almost 300 years remaining must have been spent in Ante-Purgatory.

  


  
    [350] Titus: son and successor of Vespasian as Roman Emperor (79–81 AD), who in 70 AD conquered the Jews and destroyed the Temple of Jerusalem. Orosius interpreted his victory as divine vengeance on the Jews for their crucifixion of Christ.

  


  
    [351] Judas betrayed Christ for thirty pieces of silver.

  


  
    [352] That most lasting and most honored name: of Poet.

  


  
    [353] Statius was actually from Naples but was confused with the rhetorician Lucius Statius Ursulus of Toulouse.

  


  
    [354] Statius: three syllables as in Latin.

  


  
    [355] Statius’ two main works were the Thebaid, an epic poem about the expedition of the Seven against Thebes, and the Achilleid, an unfinished epic on the life of Achilles and the Trojan War (cf. v. 93). The former work was modeled on Virgil’s Aeneid. Cf. vv. 97–99.

  


  
    [356] A stroke: the P of avarice and prodigality.

  


  
    [357] A reference to the fourth beatitude, “Blessed are they who hunger and thirst (sitiunt) for righteousness,” without the reference to hunger, which will be used in connection with gluttony.

  


  
    [358] Juvenal: Decimus Junius Juvenalis (ca. 60–ca. 140), a Roman satirist and younger contemporary of Statius.

  


  
    [359] In the Aeneid, these lines refer to Polymnestor’s murder of Polydorus for money. Another interpretation takes sacra fame as “holy hunger” which restrains the lust for gold.

  


  
    [360] Where stones are rolled: in Hell’s fourth circle. Those with close-cropped heads (cf. v. 46) are the prodigal.

  


  
    [361] Jocasta’s double pains: Jocasta was the wife of Laius, king of Thebes, and mother of Oedipus, whom she unwittingly married and by whom she bore Eteocles and Polynices, whose fratricidal strife caused the war of the Seven against Thebes, the subject of the Thebaid. She was also the mother of Antigone and Ismene (cf. vv. 109, 111).

  


  
    [362] That singer of bucolic strains: Virgil, as author of the fourth Bucolic or Eclogue, some lines of which are paraphrased in vv. 70–72.

  


  
    [363] Clio: the muse of history, invoked at the beginning of the Thebaid.

  


  
    [364] The Fisherman: Peter, a fisherman whom Jesus made a fisher of men.

  


  
    [365] Parnassus: a twin-peaked mountain in ancient Phocis, north of the Gulf of Corinth, overlooking Delphi, and sacred to Apollo and the Muses (cf. vv. 104–105). The cavern streams: the Castalian Spring at the foot of the mountain.

  


  
    [366] The original text in Virgil’s Fourth Eclogue probably referred to the birth of a son to Gaius Asinius Pollio, consul in 40 BC. It was later interpreted as a prophecy of the birth of Christ.

  


  
    [367] Messengers of the eternal reign: the Apostles as preachers of the Gospel.

  


  
    [368] Domitian: Titus Flavius Domitianus Augustus (51–96), the second son of Vespasian and successor of his brother, Titus, became the third of the Flavian emperors of Rome in 81. According to Orosius, he persecuted the Church relentlessly.

  


  
    [369] That fourth ring: the terrace where sloth is purged.

  


  
    [370] Varius: Lucius Varius Rufus, a friend of Horace and Virgil, was a writer of tragedies and epics. Terrence (Publius Terentius Afer, ca. 195–159 BC), Caecilius Statius (v. 98), a contemporary of Ennius, and (Titus Maccius) Plautus (v. 98) (ca. 250–184 BC) were comic poets. (Aulus) Persius (Flaccus) (v. 100) (34–62 AD) was a satirist. That Grecian wit (v. 101) is Homer. In all these Latin names, the ending -ius counts as two syllables.

  


  
    [371] That first circle: Limbo.

  


  
    [372] Nursemaids: the Muses.

  


  
    [373] The following are all Greek poets. Antiphon: a tragic poet, of whose works only fragments have survived. Euripides: a tragedian (ca. 485–406 BC), of whom eighteen plays have come down more or less intact. Simonides (v. 107): a lyric poet (ca. 556–467 BC). Agathon (v. 107): a tragic poet (ca. 448–402 BC), none of whose works have been preserved.

  


  
    [374] Clan: the people treated in Statius’ poems. Of the following eight characters, the first six are from the Thebaid, the last two from the Achilleid. Antigone: daughter of Oedipus and Jocasta. Deiphyle (v. 110): daughter of Adrastus, king of Argos, and sister of Argia (v. 110), the wife of Polynices; she wore the necklace of Harmonia. Ismene (v. 111): also a daughter of Oedipus and Jocasta, sad because of the death of her beloved, the blinding of her father, the suicide of her mother, and her brothers’ murder of each other. She…who showed Langia’s well (v. 112): Hypsipyle, daughter of Thoas, king of Lemnos; she led Adrastos and his comrades to a fountain near Nemea in the Peloponnesus when they were suffering from thirst. Tiresias’ dear girl (113): Manto (whom Dante had placed in the fourth ditch of the eighth circle of Hell, a point not adequately explained). Thetis (v. 113): daughter of Nereus and Doris, wife of Peleus, and mother of Achilles. Deidamia (v. 114): daughter of Lycomedes, king of Skyros. Thetis hid Achilles with her.

  


  
    [375] The fifth handmaid (i.e., hour) is guiding the pole (cf. v. 119) of the sun’s chariot. It is about 11:00 a.m., Easter Tuesday. The Poets have been on the sixth terrace for four hours.

  


  
    [376] That worthy soul: Statius, who, as fully cleansed, would go in the right direction.

  


  
    [377] A tree: reminiscent of the tree of life in the Garden of Eden, and perhaps a tree of temperance, since temperance is the virtue that regulates desires pertaining to bodily life.

  


  
    [378] That is, on the inner side of the terrace.

  


  
    [379] A voice: unidentified. Its words (cf. v. 141) echo the Genesis prohibition of eating of the fruit of the tree of the knowledge of good and evil.

  


  
    [380] Vv. 142–144 refer to the wedding feast of Cana, where Mary interceded for the young married couple rather than indulge herself.

  


  
    [381] According to Valerius Maximus, the ancient Roman women supposedly drank no wine (cf. vv. 145–146a). In the Book of Daniel, its protagonist, refusing to eat food that may have been offered to idols and thus been made unclean, was given the gift of interpreting visions and dreams.

  


  
    [382] Vv. 148–150 refer to Ovid’s description of the Golden Age.

  


  
    [383] According to the Gospels, John the Baptist, the precursor of Christ, lived in the desert and fed on locusts and wild honey.

  


  
    [384] My more than Father: Virgil.

  


  
    [385] Those sages: Virgil and Statius.

  


  
    [386] Labia mea, Domine: part of a psalm verse which runs: “O Lord, open my lips, and my mouth shall proclaim your praise.”

  


  
    [387] Marveling: that Dante casts a shadow, as is clear from vv. 113–114.

  


  
    [388] Erysichthon: son of Triopas, king of Thessaly. When he cut down trees in Ceres’ sacred grove, she so afflicted him with hunger that he ate his own flesh.

  


  
    [389] When Titus besieged Jerusalem, Mary, daughter of Eleazar, killed and ate her own son out of starvation.

  


  
    [390] The word omo (Latin homo, “man”) can be read in the human face by taking the eyes as o’s and the eyebrows and nose as an m.

  


  
    [391] Forese (Donati): son of Simone, and brother of Piccarda and Corso, as well as Dante’s friend (d. 1296), with whom our Poet exchanged several epistolary sonnets (perhaps referred to in vv. 115–117) which degenerated into mutual insults. In one of them, Dante speaks of Forese’s gluttony.

  


  
    [392] Eli: in Matthew and Mark’s Gospels, the beginning of Jesus’ cry of dereliction on the cross: “My God, my God, why have you forsaken me?”

  


  
    [393] Five years: merely a round number; it has been a little less than four years since Forese’s death.

  


  
    [394] This verse refers to the Ante-Purgatory of the negligent, who must wait for a period equal to their lives on earth.

  


  
    [395] Nella: perhaps an abbreviation of Giovanella, the diminutive of Giovanna. Little is known of her beyond what is said here.

  


  
    [396] Where they await (v. 89): in Ante-Purgatory. The other circles: the lower circles of Purgatory proper.

  


  
    [397] In vv. 91–93, Dante may be making amends for the unkind things he wrote of Nella and of Forese’s treatment of her in his sonnets to the latter.

  


  
    [398] Barbagia (three syllables): an alpine region in central Sardinia, whose inhabitants supposedly descended from prisoners settled by the Vandals. They were known for their savagery and lewdness. Their women, who reputedly went bare-breasted, are compared as models of modesty with the Florentine women (cf. vv. 95–96).

  


  
    [399] Although there were regulations against feminine extravagance, none has survived against immodest attire.

  


  
    [400] The time indicated is about fifteen years. Several calamities did befall Florence between 1300 and 1315: the invasion of Charles de Valois in 1301, a famine in 1302, an interdict in 1303, and the defeat of the Florentine Guelphs at Montecatini in 1315.

  


  
    [401] A reference to the full moon in the dark wood. Diana (the Moon) is the sister of Apollo (the Sun).

  


  
    [402] Those most truly dead: the souls in Hell, who undergo the “second death.”

  


  
    [403] That shade (v. 8): Statius. Him: Virgil.

  


  
    [404] Piccarda: the sister of Forese. She had entered a convent in Florence but was withdrawn by her brother Corso (cf. vv. 82–87) to marry Rossellino della Tosa for political reasons. Shortly thereafter she fell ill and died, presumably in answer to her prayer to be spared violating her vow of virginity.

  


  
    [405] On high Olympus: in Heaven. Her crown: her eternal reward.

  


  
    [406] Bonagiunta: Orbicciani degli Overardi da Lucca (ca. 1220–1297), a notary and poet, given to wine-drinking. Some of his poems were written to Dante, who criticized their language.

  


  
    [407] The reference is to Martin IV, pope from 1280 to 1285, and former treasurer of the cathedral of St. Martin of Tours (cf. v. 22). He died from a surfeit of eels caught in Lake Bolsena in central Italy and stewed in the white wine of Vernaccia (modern Vernazza) in Liguria (cf. v. 23).

  


  
    [408] Ubaldin(o): degli Ubaldini da la Pila (a castle north of Florence), brother of Cardinal Ottaviano and of Ugolino d’Azzo, and father of Archbishop Ruggieri. A feaster and entertainer, he died in 1291. Boniface: Bonifazio de’ Fieschi Da Genoa, a wealthy archbishop of Ravenna (1274–1295) and nephew of Innocent IV. He served as an arbitrator and ambassador for the Pope. Boniface pastured (v. 29) in the double sense of feeding the Christian flock with the Word and the Eucharist and feeding the greedy courtiers who frequented his company.

  


  
    [409] Messer Marchese: degli Argogliosi da Forlì in Romagna (cf. v. 31), podestà of Faenza in 1296, a notorious wine-drinker who justified his continual drinking by his continual thirst.

  


  
    [410] Gentucca: either the proper name of Gentucca Morla, wife of Cosciorino Fondora da Lucca (cf. v. 43) and friend to Dante in exile, or a pejorative term meaning “low people.”

  


  
    [411] The wimple was a woman’s head covering with a chin strap, black for married women and white for widows.

  


  
    [412] The verse quoted is the initial verse of the first canzone of the Vita nuova, which marks a turning point in Dante’s understanding of love and in his poetic style.

  


  
    [413] The Notary: Giacomo da Lentini, a member of the Sicilian school of poetry that flourished in the first half of the thirteenth century. He helped to establish the poetry of courtly love in Italy and may have invented the sonnet. Guittone: d’Arezzo (ca. 1230–1294), an assistant to his father, the chamberlain of Arezzo, and a member of the Frati Gaudenti from about 1266. He helped to establish the Sicilian style of poetry in Tuscany.

  


  
    [414] The sweet new style: this term has come to be applied to a certain school of Florentine poets originating with Guido Guinizelli, but Bonagiunta may be referring only to Dante himself.

  


  
    [415] If the shore is not metaphorical, it may be that near Ostia, where souls depart for Purgatory, or that of the Mountain itself, where they arrive.

  


  
    [416] That one: Corso Donati, brother of Forese and Piccarda, and leader of the Black Guelphs in Florence. In 1300 the priors of Florence exiled the leaders of the Black and White parties in order to stop the feuding. Corso Donati prevailed upon Pope Boniface VIII to send Charles de Valois to pacify the city. He, however, allowed Corso and others to return to war with the Whites. After his attempt to seize power, Corso, together with his father-in-law, Uguccione della Faggiuola, was charged with conspiracy against the liberties of the commonwealth. Upon refusing to appear before the podestà, he was sentenced to death as a traitor. He seems to have thrown himself from his horse when he was captured in 1308, at which one of his captors speared him in the throat.

  


  
    [417] Those wheels: the heavenly spheres.

  


  
    [418] Another tree: probably inverted like the first one, and perhaps one of several such trees more or less equally spaced around the mountain.

  


  
    [419] This will be the tree of the knowledge of good and evil from the Book of Genesis. It will appear here in the Earthly Paradise on top of Mount Purgatory.

  


  
    [420] Drawn closer: along the inner wall of the terrace in order to avoid the forbidden tree.

  


  
    [421] The reference is to the centaurs, mythical half-equine, half-human creatures (cf. double breast), the offspring of Ixion, King of the Lapithae, and of Nephele, a cloud-woman (cf. formed in the clouds, v. 122). At the wedding of Ixion’s son, Pirithous, and Adrastos of Argos’ daughter, Hippodamia, they attempted in their drunkenness to carry off the bride and other women as well, whereupon they were slain by Theseus and the Lapithae.

  


  
    [422] In the Book of Judges, God chose to deliver the Midianites into the hand of Gideon, a judge of Israel, with the 300 men who raised the water of a stream in their cupped hands to drink rather than with the others of the 10,000 who impatiently knelt down on all fours to lap it up.

  


  
    [423] Vv. 151–154 are an expansion of the second part of the fourth beatitude. What is right in the original can refer either to due measure in desire or to righteousness as the desired object.

  


  
    [424] In the spring, the sun in Aries is over Purgatory at noon and enters Taurus about 2:00 p.m. At 2:00 a.m. in the northern hemisphere, the “night” is in Scorpio, opposite Taurus. It is Easter Tuesday, and the Wayfarers have spent four hours on the terrace of the gluttonous.

  


  
    [425] Meleager: son of Oeneus, the king of Calydon, and of his wife, Althaea. When the Fates declared to his mother that he would live only until a certain firebrand had finished burning, she immediately removed the log, doused it, and stored it away. Because her brothers, the sons of Thestius, took the skin of the Calydonian boar slain by Meleager away from his love, Atalanta, to whom he had given it, Meleager slew them. To avenge the death of her brothers, Althaea retrieved the log and put it back on the fire. When it was consumed, Meleager died.

  


  
    [426] Perfect blood: according to medieval physiology, food went through a series of digestions: food in the stomach becomes chyle, which in the liver turns to blood, which in the veins is purified, and then nourishes the body’s members (vv. 37–42). The superfluity is further purified into semen in the testicles (what is best unnamed, v. 44).

  


  
    [427] Nature’s vase: the uterus.

  


  
    [428] Semen was considered the active principle and menstrual blood the passive in generation.

  


  
    [429] A perfect place: the heart, where the perfect blood is stored.

  


  
    [430] Sponges: were held to lie on the borderline of the animal and vegetable kingdoms according to Aristotelian and then medieval zoology.

  


  
    [431] Speaking ones: speech is a sign of rationality, which is characteristically human.

  


  
    [432] One wiser: Averroës, who held that the possible (or potential, v. 65) intellect is a separate substance from the sensitive soul, which informs the body, and is united to it only in intellection.

  


  
    [433] The intellect does not use a corporeal organ as sense does.

  


  
    [434] As the solar heat was thought to ferment grape juice and produce a new substance, wine, so the soul created by God transforms the animal fetus into a human being.

  


  
    [435] Lachesis: the Fate who spins the thread of mortal life.

  


  
    [436] The human stands for the vegetative and sensitive powers of the soul, the divine for the rational powers. Only the former are in potency when the soul is separated from the body.

  


  
    [437] Either shore: that of Acheron or that near the Tiber’s mouth.

  


  
    [438] Summae Deus clementiae: the hymn “God of Supreme Clemency” (called Summae Parens clementiae since the revision of Pope Urban VIII in 1631) is sung at Matins on Saturdays as a prayer for purity of heart.

  


  
    [439] Virum non cognosco: “I do not know man.” When the angel Gabriel announced to Mary that she was to be the mother of the Savior, she asked how that could be, since she was a virgin.

  


  
    [440] Diana lived secluded in the woods to preserve her virginity. But when one of her handmaids, the nymph Helice (three syllables), was “poisoned” by Venus and seduced by Jupiter, Diana dismissed her.

  


  
    [441] The cures are the flames, the repasts the hymn and the examples of chastity.

  


  
    [442] Dante faces south-southwest at about 4:00 or 5:00 p.m. The climb has lasted two or three hours.

  


  
    [443] Sodom and Gomorrah: biblical cities destroyed by a rain of fire for their unnatural lust.

  


  
    [444] Pasiphae (v. 41): concealed herself within the wooden cow made by Daedalus, had intercourse with a bull, and thus conceived the Minotaur.

  


  
    [445] The Riphaeans: supposedly a lofty mountain range at the extreme north of the world. The sands: of the Libyan desert.

  


  
    [446] A lady: Beatrice, or perhaps the Blessed Virgin Mary.

  


  
    [447] That heaven (v. 62): the Empyrean.

  


  
    [448] Suetonius says that Caesar, having committed sodomy with King Nicomedes of Bithynia, was hailed as “Queen” in a public assembly and mocked by soldiers during a triumph. The two incidents were conflated into one by Uguccione da Pisa, whom Dante seems to follow.

  


  
    [449] Hermaphrodite: heterosexual, and thus not unnatural like sodomy.

  


  
    [450] Guido Guinizzell(i): an Italian poet (d. ca. 1276), first an admirer, later a critic of Guittone d’Arezzo (cf. vv. 121–126), and a precursor of the “sweet new style.”

  


  
    [451] Lycurgus: king of Nemea. When Hypsipyle was tending Lycurgus’ son, Archemorus, in a wood, she left him to show the Seven fighting against Thebes a fountain, and a snake killed him in her absence. Lycurgus would have killed her had her sons, Thoas and Euneus, not saved her.

  


  
    [452] So high I did not surge: to embrace Guido as her sons did Hypsipyle.

  


  
    [453] Lethe: the river of forgetfulness of sin, on the summit of the Mountain.

  


  
    [454] Modern use: the composition of poetry in the vernacular.

  


  
    [455] The better craftsman, surpassing all writers of love verse or prose romance (cf. vv. 118–119), is Arnaut Daniel (fl. 1180–ca. 1210). A noble of Ribérac in Périgord (modern Dordogne), he frequented the court of Richard Coeur de Lion and was a friend of Bertran de Born. He invented the sestina and practiced the obscure style (trobar clus). The mother tongue: the Romance languages.

  


  
    [456] All am’rous verses (v. 118): in Provençal. Romance tales: in French.

  


  
    [457] Limoges’s (three syllables) bard: Giraud de Borneil (ca. 1150–ca. 1220), from Excideuil near Limoges. He was considered the master of the troubadours.

  


  
    [458] Guittone: d’Arezzo. He helped to establish the Sicilian style of poetry in Tuscany.

  


  
    [459] A paternoster: an “Our Father,” the Lord’s Prayer.

  


  
    [460] That is, without the words “lead us not into temptation, but deliver us from evil.”

  


  
    [461] Although Arnaut is the only non-Italian Dante allows to speak in his native language in the Commedia, I have translated his words into English because it would be impossible to rhyme v. 139 with v. 141 and v. 148 with v. 146, if they were left in Provençal.

  


  
    [462] Vv. 1–5 draw on the four cardinal points to indicate the time. It is sunrise in Jerusalem (cf. v. 2), midnight in Spain, where the Ebro River falls beneath the constellation of the Scales (cf. v. 3), noon on the Ganges River in India (cf. v. 4), and sunset in Purgatory (cf. v. 5).

  


  
    [463] Beati mundo corde: “Blessed are the pure in heart,” the sixth beatitude.

  


  
    [464] The reference is probably to the practice of burying criminals headfirst in a pit.

  


  
    [465] Thisbe (v. 37) and Pyramus were lovers against their parents’ wishes. When once they arranged a tryst at the tomb of Ninus, Thisbe arrived first but, on seeing a lioness gore an ox, fled, dropping her veil, which the beast tore and stained with blood. When Pyramus found the garment, he assumed that Thisbe had been killed and stabbed himself in grief, staining some white mulberries nearby red with his blood. Thisbe returned, discovered her dying lover, and slew herself as well after praying that mulberries might henceforth be red in memory of Pyramus.

  


  
    [466] Venite, benedicti…Patris mei: “Come, blessed of my Father,” the words Christ will speak to the just at the Last Judgment. There is no mention of this angel removing the final P from Dante’s brow. It must have been burned away by the fire.

  


  
    [467] At the beginning of the last canto, Dante was on the west-northwest side of the mountain. An hour or two later he is climbing with the sun in the west directly behind him so that he casts a shadow before him. He thus faces the east, the direction of the Garden of Eden.

  


  
    [468] Cytherea: the planet Venus, which rises just before dawn. The epithet comes from Cythera (modern Cerigo), an island near the southeast coast of the Peloponnesus, where Venus rose from the foam of the sea.

  


  
    [469] In the Book of Genesis, Leah is Jacob’s first wife, Rachel (cf. v. 105) his second wife.

  


  
    [470] The eternal fires (v. 127) are those of Hell, the temporal those of Purgatory.

  


  
    [471] Dante was facing west when he began the ascent of the mountain. He is now facing east and the dawn of Easter Wednesday. He has therefore come halfway around the mountain.

  


  
    [472] Lovely eyes: those of Beatrice.

  


  
    [473] That is, to the west, where early morning shadows are cast.

  


  
    [474] Their rhymes: their singing.

  


  
    [475] Chiassi (v. 20): the former harbor of Ravenna, near which a pine forest extends along the Adriatic. Aeolus: god of the winds. Sirocco: a southeast wind that blows across Italy from Africa.

  


  
    [476] Since Dante is walking towards the east, the stream must flow north.

  


  
    [477] A lady: later named Matelda, not convincingly identified with any historical person.

  


  
    [478] Love’s rays: those of the planet Venus.

  


  
    [479] Persephone: daughter of Jupiter and the earth goddess, Ceres. When she was collecting flowers in a meadow near Enna in Sicily, Pluto carried her off to reign with him over the underworld. Hermes was sent to rescue her, but it was already too late, for she had eaten part of a pomegranate, which bound her to remain in Hades. By way of compromise, she was allowed to divide her time between earth and the nether world, so that the former mourns her absence every year through winter until she returns in the spring.

  


  
    [480] Accidentally pricked by Cupid’s arrow while kissing him, Venus fell in love with Adonis.

  


  
    [481] Xerxes: son of Darius, king of Persia (486–465 BC), crossed the Hellespont (modern Dardanelles) in 480 BC on an expedition against Greece, only to be defeated.

  


  
    [482] Leander: a youth of Abydos (v. 74) in Asia Minor, at the narrowest point of the Hellespont, swam across nightly to visit Hero, the priestess of Sestos (v. 74), which lay directly opposite in Thrace, but was drowned one night in a storm.

  


  
    [483] The “Delectasti”–psalm: Psalm 92, especially v. 5, which praises God for his creation.

  


  
    [484] My recent faith: inspired by Statius, concerning meteorological phenomena in Purgatory.

  


  
    [485] A place: the Garden of Eden.

  


  
    [486] Through his fault: through the sin of Adam.

  


  
    [487] Vapors from water and moist earth (cf. v. 97) were thought to be drawn upwards by the heat of the sun (cf. v. 98) until they were condensed into rain by air in its cold sphere (cf. v. 122).

  


  
    [488] The Primum Mobile (v. 104): the first sphere, bearing the others around with it, thus causing the sphere of air to circle the earth, unless the current is broken by high mountains.

  


  
    [489] The rest of earth: the hemisphere of land, inhabited after the Fall.

  


  
    [490] Lethe: the river of the forgetfulness of sins. Eunoe: the river of the remembrance of good deeds.

  


  
    [491] Parnassus: the mountain sacred to Apollo and the Muses, and a source of poetic inspiration.

  


  
    [492] Mankind’s root: our first parents, Adam and Eve.

  


  
    [493] Beati quorum … tecta sunt peccata: the Psalm verse “Happy are those whose sins are covered.”

  


  
    [494] Counter to the stream: thus, towards the south.

  


  
    [495] A single maid: Eve.

  


  
    [496] The cover: the veil of ignorance to be lifted by eating of the tree of knowledge.

  


  
    [497] Virgins sacrosanct: the Muses.

  


  
    [498] Helicon: a mountain range of Boeotia, sacred to Apollo and the Muses. Its streams were Aganippe and Hippocrene.

  


  
    [499] Urania: the Muse of Astronomy, and thus of heavenly things.

  


  
    [500] The common object: an object common to more than one sense such as motion, rest, number, figure, and magnitude. Although the senses are not deceived about their proper objects, they may be about a common object.

  


  
    [501] This is the “cogitative power” or the “particular reason,” which compares and distinguishes individual sense objects.

  


  
    [502] Delia (two syllables with -ia as a diphthong): the moon, so named from Diana, the moon goddess born on the island of Delos. Her belt is the lunar halo.

  


  
    [503] Benedicta: blessed. This accolade echoes the words of Gabriel and Elizabeth to Mary.

  


  
    [504] Argus: son of Arestor. In one account, he had a hundred eyes. Juno had Argus watch over Io, Jupiter’s love, whom she had transformed into a cow. But Jupiter sent Mercury to slay him, lulling him to sleep and cutting off his head. Juno then affixed his eyes to the tail of the peacock.

  


  
    [505] There are four wings in Ezekiel, six in the Book of Revelation.

  


  
    [506] A griffin: an animal, half eagle, half lion.

  


  
    [507] Africanus: Scipio Africanus the Younger (185–129 BC), the adopted son of Scipio Africanus the Elder, who defeated Hannibal. The Younger led the Romans against Carthage in the Third Punic War, conquering and destroying the city, and was honored with a triumph at Rome. Augustus: the first Roman Emperor (63 BC–14 AD), who celebrated various triumphs.

  


  
    [508] When Phaethon attempted to drive the chariot of the sun to prove himself the child of Apollo but lost control, nearly igniting the earth, the latter prayed for deliverance, and Jove killed Phaethon with a thunderbolt.

  


  
    [509] Three ladies: the theological virtues. The red one (vv. 122–123) is charity, the emerald (vv. 124–125) hope, and the white (cf. vv. 125–126) faith.

  


  
    [510]  Four more (v. 131): the four cardinal virtues. Their queen is prudence, the other three justice, fortitude, and temperance.

  


  
    [511] Hippocrates: the father of medicine (ca. 460–ca. 377 BC).

  


  
    [512] The seven: those named in vv. 133–144.

  


  
    [513] That first heaven’s Dipper: the seven candlesticks representing the sevenfold Spirit of God in the Empyrean.

  


  
    [514] The lower Dipper: either the Big Dipper (Ursa Major) or the Little Dipper (Ursa Minor).

  


  
    [515] The truthful people: the twenty-four elders.

  


  
    [516] Veni, sponsa … de Libano: “Come, my bride, from Lebanon,” from the Song of Songs.

  


  
    [517] Ad vocem tanti senis: “at the voice of so great an elder.”

  


  
    [518] Benedictus … qui venis: “Blessed are you who come,” words of acclamation used at Christ’s entry into Jerusalem and repeated at Mass before the consecration. The masculine may be used for Christ who comes to judge in the person of Beatrice.

  


  
    [519] Manibus … date lilia plenis: “Give lilies with full hands,” a verse from the Aeneid that originally mourned the death of Marcellus (d. 23 BC), a nephew of Augustus.

  


  
    [520] A lady: Beatrice (cf. v. 73).

  


  
    [521] All this time: the ten years since Beatrice had died.

  


  
    [522] The ancient mother: Eve.

  


  
    [523] The leafage of Minerva: the olive wreath of v. 31. Minerva was the goddess of wisdom.

  


  
    [524] In te speravi, Domine (syntax altered for meter): “In you, Lord, have I hoped,” from Psalm 31, v. 8 of which reads: “You have set my feet (pedes meos) in a spacious place.”

  


  
    [525] The spine of Italy: the ridge of the Apennines.

  


  
    [526] Slavonia (four syllables) : a part of Croatia.

  


  
    [527] Regions lacking shade: the torrid regions of Africa at the Equator.

  


  
    [528] The eternal day: the eternal “now” of Heaven.

  


  
    [529] Such lofty vapors: the inscrutability of divine causality.

  


  
    [530] My second age: the first age is from adolescence until age twenty-five, the second is “youth.”

  


  
    [531] I changed my life: Beatrice died in 1290, when she was twenty-four.

  


  
    [532] The streams: Lethe, the river of the forgetfulness of sin.

  


  
    [533] Such a Judge: God, who sees all things.

  


  
    [534] In the Aeneid, Iarba, king of the Gaetulians in North Africa, sued in vain for Dido’s hand.

  


  
    [535] Primal creatures: the angels, the first of God’s creatures.

  


  
    [536] Others here: other women on earth.

  


  
    [537] The maid: Matelda.

  


  
    [538] Asperges me: “Sprinkle me,” a psalm verse beginning a prayer for moral purification.

  


  
    [539] Four fair maids: the infused moral virtues.

  


  
    [540] The emeralds: Beatrice’s green eyes.

  


  
    [541] The first beauty was Beatrice’s eyes, the second beauty is her mouth.

  


  
    [542] Its cisterns: Castalia, the spring of Parnassus.

  


  
    [543] The harmonies of heaven: perhaps the seven streamers of color.

  


  
    [544] Ten years: Beatrice died in 1290; it is now 1300.

  


  
    [545] Goddesses of grace: the three theological virtues.

  


  
    [546] It is still morning, so that in wheeling around to the right the procession faces the sun.

  


  
    [547] Wood of yore: the chariot pole.

  


  
    [548] Blest load: the chariot.

  


  
    [549] The lovely maid who’d drawn me at the ford: Matelda.

  


  
    [550] The wheel in question is the right wheel.

  


  
    [551] Her: refers to Eve.

  


  
    [552] India was renowned for its tall trees.

  


  
    [553] According to legend, the Cross was made from the wood of the forbidden tree.

  


  
    [554] Vv. 52–54 refer to the budding of plants, when the springtime sun (the greater light, v. 53) is in the constellation of Aries, the one following Pisces (the heavens’ Fishes).

  


  
    [555] Another group of stars: Taurus, which follows Aries. Sprouted plants blossom in a month.

  


  
    [556] The hundred-eyed Argus, guardian of Io, was lulled to sleep by Mercury with the tale of Syrinx and Pan and then slain.

  


  
    [557] The apple tree: a figure of Christ. The simile of vv. 73–81 refers to the Transfiguration.

  


  
    [558] Some: those whom Christ raised from the dead.

  


  
    [559] The clement lady: Matelda.

  


  
    [560] Fire: lightning, falling from the sphere of fire (cf. v. 111).

  


  
    [561] That bird of Jove: the eagle.

  


  
    [562] Venerunt, Deus, gentes (syntax altered for meter): “O God, the nations have come,” a Psalm verse that continues: “into your inheritance; they have defiled your holy temple.”

  


  
    [563] Modicum, et non videbitis me; et iterum … modicum, et vos videbitis me: “Within a short time you will lose sight of me, but soon after that you shall see me again”—in John’s Gospel, Christ’s words to the disciples, telling them of his imminent death and resurrection.

  


  
    [564] The maid: Matelda. The sage: Statius.

  


  
    [565] The vessel: the chariot. The serpent: the dragon.

  


  
    [566] The guilty: Clement V and Philip the Fair.

  


  
    [567] No sop: the reference may be to the custom that freed a murderer from vengeance if he could eat a sop of bread and wine over his victim’s grave.

  


  
    [568] Dante considered Frederick II (d. 1250) the last Roman Emperor. The imperial eagle is thus presently without an heir (v. 37). The Church symbolized by the car (v. 37) became a monster through its wealth and then a prey to the French kings.

  


  
    [569] A God-sent Five-hundred-ten-and-five: in Roman numerals, DXU, usually transposed to DUX ( = leader). The cryptographic reference may be to Henry VII, who became Emperor in 1308.

  


  
    [570] Themis: daughter of Heaven and Earth, and a prophetess preceding Apollo at Delphi. She sent the Thebans a beast to ravage their flocks and harvests (v. 51) to avenge the death of her oracle, the Sphinx, who killed herself when Oedipus rightly guessed her riddle. Oedipus was the son of Laius (Latin Laiades), but Dante used a faulty text that substituted the Naiads (v. 49; Latin Naiades), who were water-nymphs.

  


  
    [571] Two times: first, by Adam’s disobedience, then, by the events of last canto, particularly when the giant (Philip the Fair) steals the chariot (the Church) from the tree of law renewed by the chariot pole (the Cross of Christ).

  


  
    [572] According to Eusebius, Christ was born 5,200 years after the creation and died in 5232. In v. 61, pain refers to the 930 years that, according to Genesis, Adam spent on earth and want to what Dante calculated as his 4,302 years in Limbo awaiting Christ’s descent.

  


  
    [573] Elsa’s streams: a river rising west of Siena and joining the Arno west of Empoli. Near Colle, it petrifies objects immersed in it because of its carbonic acid and surcarbonate of lime.

  


  
    [574] Pyramus’ blood stained red, and thus darkened, the white mulberry.

  


  
    [575] Pilgrims to the Holy Land wreathed their staffs with palms to show where they had been.

  


  
    [576] The highest spinning sphere: the Primum Mobile.

  


  
    [577] It is noon of Easter Wednesday. The sun seems to move more slowly in the meridian (cf. v. 103), which is relative to the observer’s position, than on the horizon.

  


  
    [578] The Tigris and Euphrates: two rivers rising in Turkey, joining in Iraq, and emptying into the Persian Gulf. These two rivers are the last of the four watering the Earthly Paradise.

  


  
    [579] Eunoe: the river of the remembrance of good deeds.
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  CANTO I


  In retrospect Dante the Poet declares that he has visited the Empyrean Heaven, the abode of Him whose glory pervades the universe, and seen things that neither memory nor speech have the power to relate. Yet he will recount what he can and invokes Apollo, the god of poetry, in addition to the Muses, to grant him what is necessary to win the poet’s laurel. He laments that man so rarely deserves the bay-leaf crown and prays that the spark of his work may ignite other poetic fires (1–36). It is noon of the spring equinox, and Beatrice stands peering into the sun. As the Pilgrim imitates her gaze, the solar light grows in brilliance so that it seems to have doubled. Looking to his Lady again, Dante senses that he is being “transhumanized” just as Glaucus was divinized on eating the magic herb (37–72). The Wayfarer now starts to rise and, not knowing whether he is still in the body or not, sees the skies ablaze and hears the harmony of the spheres, which fills him with longing to discover the cause. Discerning his desire, Beatrice explains that he is ascending to his heavenly home more quickly than lightning descends from its natural place in the sphere of fire (73–93). But since Dante’s ascent seems to him as contrary to his nature as the descent of lightning is to that of fire, the Celestial Maiden must instruct him that Divine Providence orders each created thing to its proper end, which for the rational creature is the vision of God. A being possessed of free will may indeed divert itself from this divinely appointed end just as a faulty matter may not respond to the artist’s intention. But when the soul has been purified of sinful inclinations, it flies up to God as naturally as a river flows downhill or a flame rises. Having concluded her instruction, Beatrice turns her eyes to Heaven again (94–142).


  1   The glory of the One who moves all things[2]


  Pervades the universe with splendid might;


  To one part more, to one part less it brings.


  4   Within that Heaven taking most His light[3]


  I stood and saw such things as none return


  With either wits or power to recite


  7   Since, nearing that for which its longings yearn,[4]


  Our intellect must sink so deep the throng


  Of memories can’t follow it in turn.


  10   Yet, what my mind could treasure up this long


  Of all that holy kingdom’s vast display


  Shall now become the matter of my song.


  13   For this last labor, good Apollo, pray,


  Create from me a vessel of your might[5]


  As you require to grant the longed-for bay.[6]


  16   A single summit of Parnassus’ height


  Sufficed before, but now I need the two[7]


  To enter the arena left to fight.


  19   Come, enter in my breast, and breathe anew,


  And as you did when from his body’s rind


  You drew forth Marsyas, so breathe now too.[8]


  22   Oh, let your godly power be consigned


  To show those shadows forth, to some degree,


  Of that blest realm inscribed upon my mind,


  25   And you will see me at your favored tree[9]


  To crown myself with its green-leaved attire,


  Which both my theme and you will merit me.


  28   It’s plucked so rarely, father, to admire


  A Caesar’s triumph or a poet’s wit


  (Which is the fault and shame of man’s desire)


  31   That the Peneian leafage would have lit


  Delight in that glad Delphic god on high[10]


  If it had caused some soul to thirst for it.


  34   Great flames will follow little sparks that fly:


  Perhaps behind me one may offer prayer


  With better voice that Cyrrha might reply.[11]


  37   The lantern of the world emerges fair


  At diverse points for men, but through the spot


  That joins four crosses with three circles there[12]


  40   It goes conjoined with better stars to plot


  A better course and warms and seals the sphere


  Of earthly wax more to its ways than not.


  43   Its entrance near that point made evening here


  And morning there; that hemisphere, I found,[13]


  Was almost white; the rest was black and drear.


  46   I saw that Beatrice had turned around


  And leftwards, where the sun held fast her ken[14]


  As it has never held an eagle bound![15]


  49   And like a ray that first descends and then


  Gives issue to a second that will rise,


  Much as a pilgrim longs for home again,


  52   My deed reflected hers when, in this wise,


  My sight infused her action on my mind;


  And on the sun, past wont, I fixed my eyes.


  55   For much not granted here is there assigned


  To human powers through that spot once cast[16]


  To be the proper place for humankind.


  58   I did not stand it long nor tire so fast


  I did not see it sparkle in the way


  That molten iron leaves the fiery blast.


  61   At once, it seemed that day was joined to day,


  As if the One who’s able to had sent


  A second sun to crown the sky’s array.


  64   And there stood Beatrice with eyes intent


  On the eternal wheels; and, equally,


  My eyes were fixed on her, once downward bent.


  67   On seeing her, I changed inside of me


  As Glaucus did, who chewed the grassy range,[17]


  Which made him consort of the gods at sea.


  70   Words cannot tell of that trans-human change;


  Example must suffice for others who


  By grace will have experience so strange.


  73   If I was only that in me which You


  Created last, O heaven-guiding Love,[18]


  You know, for by Your light I upwards flew.


  76   And when the wheel that always turns above,[19]


  Desiring You, had caused me to attend


  To harmonies You tune and sort, then of[20]


  79   The skies ablaze so much appeared to blend


  With solar flames no stream or rainfall’s pour


  Has ever made a lake so far extend.[21]


  82   The novel sound and light in such great store


  Inflamed so keen a longing to descry


  Their cause as I had never felt before.


  85   And she who saw in me as well as I,


  To grant my troubled mind a quiet truce,


  Had spread her lips before I asked her why.


  88   Then she began: “You make yourself obtuse


  With false imaginings and don’t perceive


  What you would see if these were but let loose.


  91   You are no more on earth as you believe;


  But lightning never fled its proper site


  As fast as you, returning homewards, leave. ”[22]


  94   If these brief words she smiled to me had quite


  Divested me of former doubt, alas!


  Within a new one I was snared outright.


  97   “Although I rest content from one great mass


  Of wonder, now” I said, “I am amazed


  That through these lightsome bodies I should pass.”[23]


  100   At that she sighed with pity as she gazed


  On me with just that very look, that nod,


  A mother gives a child whom fever’s crazed.


  103   “All things among themselves accept the rod


  “Of order,” so she started, “and this form


  Is that which makes the universe like God.


  106   High creatures here see traces that conform[24]


  To the Eternal Worth, which is the end


  For which It fashioned the aforesaid norm;


  109   For by their diverse lots all natures tend,


  According to the order I report,


  Up to their source with less or greater trend.


  112   And thus they move, each towards a diverse port;


  Across the sea of being each is strewn


  And borne by instincts given to its sort.


  115   Some bear the fire on upwards towards the moon;[25]


  Some bind the earth, unite the parts thereof;


  Some move all mortal hearts to seek their boon.


  118   Not only are the creatures empty of


  Intelligence shot forward by this bow,


  But also those with intellect and love.


  121   The Providence that orders all things so


  Becalms that heaven always with Its light[26]


  Inside of which the fastest sphere must go.[27]


  124   And to that place, as towards a destined site,


  We’re carried forth by virtue of the cord


  That aims its shafts at targets of delight.


  127   It’s true, as shapes will often not accord


  With art’s intention, giving to the art


  The deaf response their matters may afford,


  130   So from this course the creature may depart


  At times, for, thus propelled, it has the force


  To be deflected towards some other part.


  133   As fire is seen to fall from clouds, of course,


  So may the primal drive of man alight


  On earth, wrenched by a lying pleasure-source.


  136   You should not marvel, if I deem aright,


  More at your rise than at a river’s flow


  That to a mountain’s base falls from its height.


  139   It would be cause for marvel in you, though,


  If, unimpeded, you remained in place,


  As rest would be in living flames below.”


  142   Then to the skies once more she turned her face.


  CANTO II


  Dante the Poet exhorts those of his readers who have not acquired some measure of philosophical and theological wisdom to turn back to familiar shores and those who are so prepared to follow close in his wake lest they be lost in the deep. Inspired by Minerva, Apollo, and the Muses, he will now relate a journey more amazing than Jason’s quest for the Golden Fleece (1–18). The bowstring of desire thrusts Dante and Beatrice into the moon, whose rarefied matter seems to envelop the two like a dense and brilliant cloud. Being wondrously received into the lunar body, like a ray of light into water, ignites the Pilgrim’s desire to behold the even more miraculous hypostatic union of the divine and human natures in Christ (19–45). Taking advantage of his present position, he inquires about the spots on the moon’s surface and voices his opinion that they result from the greater density or rarity of its matter (46–65). This seemingly trivial question affords Beatrice the opportunity to discourse on the divine order of the universe. But first she refutes the Pilgrim’s erroneous belief with an argument from the qualitative differences produced by the stellar influences (64–72) and from physical evidence (73–93) that can be confirmed by experiment (94–105). Dante’s Teacher then explains that, from His abode in the Empyrean, God imparts a power to the Primum Mobile, the ninth sphere of the material heavens, which communicates it to the eighth sphere, that of the fixed stars. The latter differentiates and distributes this power to the seven planetary spheres, each receiving it from above and transmitting it below with further differentiations, until it produces its effects in the sublunar realm (106–126). This process of reception and transmission is effected by the angelic intelligences, who impress upon the spheres their virtue and motion in a way similar to that in which the soul quickens the body. By blending with the celestial bodies they move, their power shines forth now more brightly, now more dimly, from sphere to sphere and within a given planet, according to the different degrees of angelic bounty and the individual qualities of the celestial bodies (127–148).


  1   O you who in your wish to hear my song


  Have followed in your little boat a way


  Behind my ship, which, singing, comes along,


  4   Turn back to see your shores again, I say;


  Do not set out to sea for it may be


  That, losing me, you would be left astray.


  7   The waves I’m taking are untraveled sea;


  Minerva breathes, Apollo guides my wit,[28]


  Nine Muses, too, point out the Bears to me.[29]


  10   You other few who raised your necks a bit


  To eat of angels’ bread, on which some men[30]


  Here live but are not satisfied by it,


  13   You may indeed commit your vessel then


  To this deep brine, but hold my furrow fast,


  Ahead of waters that turn smooth again.


  16   Those men of glory, those who once had passed


  To Colchis and saw Jason plow the ground,[31]


  Weren’t so amazed as you shall be at last.


  19   The inborn and persistent thirst that’s found


  For God’s own realm bore us away to fly[32]


  As quickly as you see the skies turn round.


  22   I gazed on Beatrice, and she on high;


  In less time than the arrow leaves the string,


  And flies, and strikes, perhaps, I saw that I[33]


  25   Had reached a place in which a wondrous thing[34]


  Would draw my sight to it, and therefore she


  From whom I cannot hide the cares I bring


  28   Turned round to me, as fair as full of glee;


  “Show God,” she said, “a grateful mind, my son;


  He’s joined us to this star, the first you see.”[35]


  31   It seemed a cloud enveloped us, and one[36]


  That was quite solid, polished, dense, and bright,


  Just like a diamond smitten by the sun.


  34   The everlasting pearl now took us right[37]


  Up in itself, like waters that receive,


  Remaining yet intact, a ray of light.


  37   If I was body (here we can’t conceive


  How one dimension bears one more in it,


  As must be, if two bodies interweave),


  40   Then so much more should our desire be lit


  To see that Essence in which one perceives


  How God and human nature interknit.[38]


  43   We’ll there see that to which by faith one cleaves,


  Not demonstrated, but as known per se,


  Just like the primal truth that man believes.[39]


  46   “My Lady, most devoutly as I may,”


  I answered her, “I offer thanks to Him


  Who raised me from the mortal world today.


  49   But tell what markings make this body dim,


  Which down below has caused the earthly flock


  To give the tale of Cain a fable’s trim?”[40]


  52   She smiled a bit and said: “If errors block


  A mortal man’s opinion of such things


  There where the key of sense can not unlock,


  55   You should not now be pricked by wonder’s stings


  Since, even when you follow after sense,


  You recognize that reason has short wings.


  58   But tell me what you think of it; commence.”


  And I: “That which below seems different


  I think is made by bodies rare and dense.”


  61   “You certainly shall see your confident


  Belief submersed in error, if you hear


  Quite well,” she said, “my counter-argument.


  64   For many lights are shown in that eighth sphere,[41]


  And they in quality and quantity


  May all have diverse aspects that appear.


  67   If rare or dense alone makes this to be,


  One virtue to them all we must impute,


  Allotted more, or less, or equally.


  70   All diverse virtues, which must be the fruit


  Of formal principles, would come to rack,


  Except for one of them, as you compute.[42]


  73   What’s more, if rarity should cause the black


  Of which you’re asking, either through and through


  In proper matter would this planet lack,


  76   Or it would alternate between the two


  As lean and fat within a body rest


  Or just as, in a book, the pages do.[43]


  79   In your first case, this would be manifest


  Each time eclipses of the sun are spied,


  For light shines through the rarer matter best.[44]


  82   This is not so, and thus the other side


  Must be explored; if I refute it, though,


  Your first opinion will be falsified.[45]


  85   Now if the rare does not pass through it, know


  That there must be a term beyond whose bed


  Its opposite, the dense, won’t let it go.


  88   From there sun rays would be cast back instead


  Just as a color also would have been


  Through glass that hides, in back, a sheet of lead.[46]


  91   Such rays are shown, your answer may begin,


  More dimly there than in another part


  Because reflected from much farther in.[47]


  94   Experimenting (if you’d only start)


  Would free you, if this cavil should arise—


  It is the fount that feeds the streams of art.


  97   Set up two mirrors so that each one lies


  At equal length from you; still farther let


  A third between the former meet your eyes.


  100   When turned to them, behind your back have set


  A light enkindling them, and one whose aim


  Returns from all three mirrors it has met.


  103   Although the farthest image of the flame


  May not so large in size attain your gaze,


  You’ll see its brightness has to be the same.[48]


  106   Now, as beneath the blow of warmer rays


  The substrate of the snow is left stripped bare


  Of both the hue and cold it first displays,[49]


  109   So, with your intellect thus stripped, I dare


  Inform you with a living light that glows


  So lively it will quiver as you stare.


  112   Within the heaven of divine repose


  Revolves a body in whose force will lie[50]


  The being of all things its bounds enclose.


  115   The sphere that follows with so much to spy[51]


  Spreads being out through essences diverse,[52]


  Distinct from—yet contained by—such a sky.


  118   The other spheres in varied ways disperse[53]


  Distinctions they contain so they may sow


  Their seeds and reach their ends. The universe[54]


  121   Has organs such as these, which therefore go[55]


  From grade to grade, as you have just been shown,


  For from above they take and act below.


  124   See well now how I journey through this zone


  Up to the very truth of your desires


  So you’ll know how to hold the ford alone.


  127   The holy movers’ corps perforce inspires,[56]


  Like smiths who ply the hammer’s art with zeal,


  The might and motion of the holy gyres.


  130   And so, from that deep mind which makes it wheel,[57]


  The sphere which many lights adorn takes just[58]


  The stamp of which it then becomes the seal.


  133   And as the soul that dwells within your dust


  Has been diffused through different limbs and there


  Conforms to diverse potencies, so must


  136   Each high Intelligence unfold to share


  Its bounty, which the stars have multiplied,


  Revolving on itself in oneness where,


  139   By mixing, diverse virtues are allied


  With precious, quickened bodies, and to those,[59]


  As life is bound within you, they are tied.


  142   Glad nature is the source from which each flows;


  Thus, through these bodies mingled virtues flare


  As through a living pupil gladness shows.


  145   From these there come—and not from dense and rare—


  The differences from light to light we mark;


  Such are the formal principles that bear,


  148   According to their goodness, bright and dark.”[60]


  CANTO III


  As Dante is about to acknowledge his error concerning the spots in the moon and his newfound understanding, faces appear as faint as a reflection in a pane of transparent glass or a shallow stream. The Pilgrim spins around to see the source of what he takes for mirror images, but finds nothing. Smiling radiantly at his mistake, Beatrice explains that these apparitions are of true souls who broke their vows on earth. At his Lady’s urging, the Poet asks the most eager spirit to tell its name and to speak about the fate it shares with the others. She replies with the graciousness of divine charity that she was once Piccarda Donati and that she now shares the lowest position in the celestial hierarchy with those who proved unfaithful to their vows (1–57). Although Dante did not recognize her glorified features at first, he now recalls her with ease and inquires whether she and the others do not covet a higher place. This naïve question provokes a smile among the blessed, and Piccarda responds that their love unites their wills to God’s, so that they themselves desire the rank that He has assigned to them and would not wish for anything contrary to the divinely established order, their unity of wills constituting the peace for which all created things long (58–87). The Pilgrim now realizes that everywhere in Heaven is Paradise such that, though their capacities may differ, each of the blessed is totally filled. Since, tantalized by this first morsel, Dante hungers for more, Piccarda continues that she joined the Order of Poor Clare when still a girl but was shamelessly snatched away and forced into a political marriage by her brother (88–108). She then points out the light of the Empress Constance, from whose head the veil of religious profession was likewise torn away, though it remained forever upon her heart (109–120). Once she has finished, Piccarda slips away, singing the Ave Maria. The Pilgrim follows her with his gaze, and she seems as if she were sinking through deep water, until she disappears from view. As he then turns his eyes to Beatrice, her increased splendor shines so brightly that he can scarcely stand the sight (121–130).


  1   The sun whose love had first warmed up my breast[61]


  Had made, by proving and refuting too,


  The lovely truth’s sweet aspect manifest.[62]


  4   And I, in order to confess my true


  Correction, and my certainty no less,


  Raised up my head for speech as much as due.


  7   But there appeared a vision, and I guess


  Its sight held me so fast that in this pass


  I did not now remember to confess.[63]


  10   For just as through a smooth, transparent glass,


  Or clear and tranquil streams that do not rise


  Quite far enough to lose the bottom’s mass,


  13   A face shines back in such a weakened guise


  A pearl upon a milk-white forehead brings


  Itself yet no less clearly to our eyes,


  16   So I saw faces keen to speak of things


  And fell in errors counter, I aver,


  To that which sparked the man to love the springs.[64]


  19   And thinking mirrored faces here occur,


  No sooner than I had become aware


  Of them, I turned to see just whose they were,


  22   But, seeing nothing, turned again to stare


  Directly at the light of my sweet Guide,


  Who smiled at me, her holy eyes aflare.


  25   “There is no need to wonder,” she replied,


  “If at your childish thought I smile, my dear,


  Which to the truth does not yet trust its stride


  28   But turns you to a void, as wont, to peer:


  These are true substances that you perceive;[65]


  For broken vows they’re relegated here.


  31   So speak with them, and listen, and believe;


  For that true light which satisfies their kind


  Will never let them turn their feet to leave.”


  34   Directed to the shadow most inclined


  To speak, it seemed, I started off like one


  Whom too great eagerness confused in mind:


  37   “O well-created soul, who in the sun


  Of life eternal feel the sweetest rays,


  Which, save by taste, are understood by none,


  40   You would content me with your gracious ways


  If you would tell your name and all your fates”;


  At which she said with prompt and smiling gaze:


  43   “Our charity will no more lock its gates


  To righteous wills than His would show a dearth


  Who wills that all His court should share His traits.


  46   I was a virgin sister once on earth;[66]


  And if your memory is searched all through,


  I won’t be hid by beauty’s greater worth.


  49   You’ll recognize me as Piccarda, who,[67]


  On being placed among the other blest,


  Within this slowest sphere am blessèd too.[68]


  52   Our sentiments, enflamed by joy possessed


  In but the Holy Spirit, find delight


  Conforming to the order here impressed.


  55   This lot, which seems to be so low a site,


  Is given us because in some respect


  Our vows were void when we neglected right.”


  58   “Within your wondrous aspects I detect,”[69]


  I told her, “something most divine aglow,


  Transforming you from what I recollect,


  61   And thus my memory of you was slow.


  But what you say is of such help to me


  It’s easy to recall your features, so,


  64   Do tell me, you who dwell here happily,


  Do you desire a higher place and yearn


  To be more dear and to have more to see?”


  67   The others smiled a bit, and she in turn;


  And then she answered me with so much bliss


  That thus in love’s first flame she seemed to burn.


  70   “The strength of love, my brother, lies in this:


  It stills our wills and makes them to embrace


  That which they have and thirst no more amiss.


  73   If our desires were for a higher space,


  Then they would be discordant with the bounds


  Set by His will, assigning us our place,


  76   Which cannot be, you’ll see, within these rounds


  If love is by necessity our fate


  And if you probe love’s nature to its grounds.


  79   It is the essence of this blessèd state


  That all within the will of God rest still,


  By which the unity of wills is great,


  82   So that, in being found from sill to sill


  Throughout this reign, with joy the whole must swell


  As does its King, who draws us to His will.


  85   His will is thus the peace in which we dwell;


  It is the sea to which all things repair


  That It creates or Nature makes as well.”


  88   It now was clear: in Heaven everywhere


  Is Paradise, although the Good Most High


  Does not rain down Its grace in equal share.


  91   As when, although one food may satisfy,


  We hunger for another and extend


  Our thanks for this, as that we ask to try,


  94   I wished by signs and words to apprehend


  What her unfinished cloth had been and why


  She had not drawn her shuttle to the end.


  97   “A perfect life and high desert ensky


  A lady up above whose rule will make[70]


  Some wear the robe and veil until they die


  100   So that within your world they sleep and wake


  With that Spouse who accepts each vow,” she said,[71]


  “Which for His pleasure charity may take.


  103   And from the world, while still a girl, I fled


  To follow her, whose habit clothed my frame,


  And pledged me to the life her order led.


  106   But men, less used to honor than to shame,[72]


  Soon snatched me from my cloister’s sweet career;


  God only knows what then my life became!


  109   The other splendor whom you see appear[73]


  Upon my right-hand side, who does not fail


  To glow with all the light within our sphere,


  112   From her own life can understand my tale;


  She was a nun, and from her head they tore


  As well the shadow of the sacred veil.


  115   When they returned her to the world once more


  Against her will and customs that are right,


  Her heart still never loosed the veil it wore.


  118   The great Costanza is this other light;[74]


  And from its second blast she bore a king


  For Swabia, its third and final might.”[75]


  121   She spoke these words and then began to sing


  “Ave Maria,” passing from my view


  As through deep water sinks a heavy thing.


  124   My sight, as far as it was able to,


  Had followed her. When she was lost to me,


  It faced the mark of greater want anew


  127   And wholly turned to Beatrice, but she


  Was flashing on my gaze like lightning so


  That at the first I could not bear to see,


  130   Which made me with my questioning more slow.


  CANTO IV


  Like a hungry man between two meals, a frightened lamb between two wolves, or a hunting dog between two deer, Dante stands paralyzed between two doubts, not knowing which to ask about first. But, just as Daniel divined and interpreted Nebuchadnezzar’s dream, Beatrice discerns that the Pilgrim feels troubled by two things: the apparent injustice in assigning Piccarda and Constance a lower place, since they were forced to break their vows against their wills, and the possibility that the last end of the human soul might be to return to the star from which it came, as Plato seems to have taught (1–24). Deciding to treat the second question first, since, as contrary to faith, it is more insidious, Dante’s Teacher explains that though they have different capacities for beatitude, all the angels and saints dwell eternally in the Empyrean and only appear in the different spheres to accommodate Dante’s sensitive mode of cognition. In the same way, Sacred Scripture and the Church employ metaphors and images to convey an intellectual and spiritual truth. Yet, if one interprets Plato not literally but figuratively to mean that the planets influence human beings without determining their will, then one teaches an important part of the truth, for failure to understand the proper role of the celestial bodies once led people to consider the planets as heathen deities (25–63). The doubt about divine justice, on the other hand, presupposes that very justice; as not necessarily contrary to faith, it is less pernicious. Although Piccarda and Constance were forced from the convent against their wills, they failed out of fear of the consequences to return to conventual life when the force was no longer exerted. They would not have done so, however, had their wills been entire, like those of St. Lawrence and Mucius, for which reason a lower place befits them (64–90). Nevertheless, Piccarda’s statement that Constance “never loosed the veil upon her heart” seems to contradict what Beatrice is saying and forces her to resolve the difficulty by a distinction: Constance willed to be a nun in the abstract, as it were, but in the concrete she freely chose to break her vows rather than face some other evil. Piccarda’s words referred to the former, “absolute” volition, Beatrice’s to the latter, “relative” volition (91–114). Although Dante realizes that his intellectual desire will not be satisfied until he gazes upon God, the Truth Itself, he wishes, perhaps sympathizing with those who broke their vows, to know whether one can satisfy for an unfulfilled vow with some other good. He will find the answer in the next canto (115–142).


  1   A free man might, from hunger, starve and die


  Between two foods, like tempting and like near,


  Before he brought one to his mouth to try;


  4   A lamb would likewise stand in equal fear


  Between two wolves, both craving savagely;


  So would a hound stand still between two deer.


  7   If I was silent when urged equally


  By my two doubts, then I can neither praise


  Nor blame myself—it was necessity.


  10   Yes, I was mute, but my desires ablaze


  Had tinged my face and shown the questions hid


  With warmer hues than vivid speech could raise.


  13   Then Beatrice did just as Daniel did[76]


  When he appeased Nebuchadnezzar’s ire,


  Which was unjustly fierce. “I see how mid


  16   The one,” she said, “and other strong desire


  You are so drawn that eagerness has girt


  Itself and is unable to respire.


  19   You reason: ‘If right will endures unhurt,


  Can violence, in justice, from without


  Make less the measure of my just desert?’


  22   And something further gives you cause for doubt:


  Souls seem to turn back to the stars, I mean,


  According to what Plato taught about.[77]


  25   Because these are the questions that are seen


  To press upon your will with equal sway,


  I’ll thus treat first the one with greater spleen.[78]


  28   Select the Seraph most like God you may,[79]


  Choose Moses, Samuel, or either John,[80]


  Or even Mary, none of them—I say—


  31   To any other heaven’s throne has gone


  Than have these spirits who of late appear,


  Nor are more years or less there undergone.


  34   All render beautiful the highest sphere


  And have sweet life in different ways as they


  Feel more or less eternal breath blow near.


  37   They showed themselves within this sphere’s array,


  Not by some lot, but as a sign that it


  Is Heaven’s lowest rank. This is the way


  40   In which one has to speak to human wit


  For only by the sense one apprehends


  What then for intellection is made fit.


  43   Thus to your powers Scripture condescends


  When it ascribes the hands and feet of men


  To God, since these are not what it intends.


  46   And Holy Church plies human aspects when


  It figures Gabriel, and Michael too,


  And that one who made Tobit whole again.[81]


  49   Conclusions on the soul Timaeus drew[82]


  Are not the way you see that things here are,


  For what he says he seems to think is true.


  52   He says the soul returns to its own star,


  Believing it was torn from there before,


  As form that Nature sent away so far.


  55   Perhaps his thought may have intended more


  Than what his words imply, thus laying claim


  To meanings not to be derided for,


  58   If he should mean the honor and the blame


  Of influence redound to stars instead,


  His bow may truly hit in part its aim.


  61   This principle, not understood, misled


  The world when once to naming Mercury,


  And Jupiter, and Mars, it wrongly sped.


  64   The other doubt that troubles you should be[83]


  Less poisonous; if there some malice lies,


  It could not lead you somewhere else from me.[84]


  67   Our justice seems unjust to mortal eyes;


  Yet this is evidence of faith’s assent


  And not the sin that heresies devise.


  70   And now, because your understanding’s bent


  Can penetrate quite well truths so abstruse,


  I shall, as you desire, make you content.


  73   If violence implies one bears abuse


  But offers nothing to the force that’s plied,


  These souls would not yet be without excuse.


  76   The will, if it wills not, has not yet died


  But does the same as Nature does with fire,


  Though wrenched by force a thousand times aside.[85]


  79   For, yielding much or little, will’s desire


  Thus follows force, as theirs did of this band—


  They could have fled to seek their holy choir.


  82   For had the will been able just to stand


  Intact, like that which made St. Lawrence bear


  The grid and Mucius stern to his hand,[86]


  85   It would have urged them on the road from where


  They had been dragged as soon as they were freed;


  But such a solid will is all too rare.


  88   So, if you gather up my words and heed


  Just as you should, the argument is burst[87]


  That often would have troubled you indeed.


  91   But there’s another strait to be traversed[88]


  Before your eyes; you cannot cross it by


  Yourself alone, for you would weary first.


  94   Since to the Primal Truth they’re always nigh,


  I’ve surely made within your mind quite clear


  That none of these blest souls could ever lie.


  97   You heard Piccarda say, though, in what dear


  Affection Constance held the veil; that one


  Would therefore seem to contradict me here.


  100   As often happens, brother, one will run


  Against one’s will to flee a threat and do


  The kind of thing that never should be done.


  103   Urged by his father once, Alcmaeon slew


  His mother and, while hoping not to lose


  In piety, grew pitiless all through.[89]


  106   And at this point, I’m wanting you to muse


  On something: force may mingle with the will


  To cause offenses nothing can excuse.


  109   What’s absolutely willed is not some ill;


  But one consents because one fears the plight,


  In drawing back, of greater troubles still.


  112   Thus, by her words, Piccarda meant to cite


  The absolute volition, mine expressed


  The relative; but both spoke truth aright.”


  115   So came the rippling of that stream most blest


  Out of the Fount of every truth, benign;[90]


  And thus it set my two desires at rest.[91]


  118   “O love of that First Love, O Maid divine,[92]


  Whose words flood me with warmth,” I said anew,


  “And quicken ever more this life of mine,


  121   The depths that my affection feels for you


  Could never render grace for grace so high;[93]


  May He who sees—and can—respond as due.


  124   I see that nothing else can satisfy


  Except the Truth that lights the minds of men,


  That past whose range no other truth can lie.


  127   We rest in It, like beasts inside their den,


  When we have reached It—and we can, no doubt;


  If not, then each desire is vain again!


  130   Hence, at the foot of truth, just like a sprout,


  Our doubts spring up; from hill to hill they lure


  Us to the peak—it’s Nature’s work throughout.


  133   And this invites me, Lady, now secure,


  To ask with reverence that you unveil


  Another truth that I have found obscure.


  136   If man can satisfy for vows that fail


  With other goods is what I wish to know,


  And thus not fall too short upon your scale.”


  139   And Beatrice, whose eyes divinely glow


  With sparks of love, beheld me in such wise


  That my defeated strength took flight, and so


  142   I almost lost myself with downcast eyes.


  CANTO V


  In answer to Dante’s question whether anything can satisfy for a broken vow, Beatrice radiates with the love of perfect spiritual vision as she explains that free will represents God’s most precious gift so that, when the will freely vows itself to God, nothing can compensate for breaking that vow (1–33). The Church, however, does occasionally grant dispensations, which requires further explanation. In every vow we find both a certain matter that is promised and the act itself of promising. Although a promise to God cannot be retracted, the matter promised may be exchanged for another, provided one obtains the proper ecclesiastical authorization and substitutes something of even greater value than the original, which is not possible when free will has vowed itself in a religious order (34–63). Therefore, one should not take the making of vows lightly, lest one vow foolishly as did both Jephthah and Agamemnon, but should rather weigh matters carefully under the guidance of Scripture and the Church before taking such a step (64–84). When Beatrice has finished, she turns towards the Empyrean and glows even more brightly, silencing Dante’s desire to ask further questions. Like an arrow, they shoot into the planet Mercury, which grows more resplendent reflecting the joy of Beatrice. More than a thousand shining souls come to meet them, like fish surfacing for a morsel of food that has fallen into a pond. Eager to learn their identities and the reason for their being here, Dante, encouraged by one of the souls and Beatrice as well, poses his question. The soul about to reply swells with joy and nestles itself in the light emanating from its eyes, so that its features become lost. Its answer occupies the following canto (85–139).


  1   “If past what’s seen beneath the earthly skies


  I’m flaming with a fire of love that could


  Have overcome the power of your eyes,


  4   Don’t be amazed, for such a flaming should


  Proceed from perfect sight, which apprehends,


  Then moves the foot to the envisioned good.


  7   I see how the eternal light resplends


  Now in your mind; once seen, it always of


  Itself alone ignites its love in friends.


  10   Should any other thing seduce your love,


  It’s but a vestige of the Absolute,


  Unrecognized, which shines through from above.


  13   You wish to know if broken vows’ lost fruit


  Can be made up by other works of men,


  So as to make the soul secure from suit.”


  16   Thus Beatrice began this canto then,


  Like one who does not break off his address,


  Continuing her holy words again:


  19   “The greatest gift that God in his largesse


  Gave at creation—that which matches best


  His Goodness, that most precious—was no less


  22   Than freedom of the will, of which those blest


  As creatures with intelligence alone,


  Each one of them, both were and are possessed.


  25   The lofty value of the vow is known


  When arguing from this—if it’s a fact


  That God’s consent to your consent is shown.


  28   For when between both God and man a pact


  Is sealed, the treasure mentioned will remain


  As sacrifice, and that by its own act.


  31   What compensation, then, could still obtain?


  To think to put what’s offered to good use


  Would be to will good works with ill-got gain.


  34   By now the major point is less abstruse;


  Since Holy Church, though, may dispense from debt


  —Which seems against the truth that I adduce—


  37   You must sit longer at the table set,


  For this tough food that you have not disdained


  Requires some aid for its digestion yet.


  40   Unlock your mind for what will be explained


  And fix it there; to hear’s not relevant


  To knowledge, if what’s heard is not retained.


  43   Two things in essence are significant


  For sacrifice: first, that of which it’s made,


  And then the other is the covenant.[94]


  46   The latter can’t be canceled, I’m afraid,


  Unless it’s kept—concerning how we owe,


  My words above were quite precisely weighed.


  49   The Hebrews thus had need so long ago


  To sacrifice, though nothing might impede


  A change of offered things, as you should know.


  52   The other, called its matter, may indeed


  Be such that there’s no fault if it should be


  Exchanged for other matter; but take heed


  55   That no one by his choice shift burdens he


  Has resting on his shoulders now, before


  The turning of the white and yellow key.[95]


  58   And thus as foolishness let him deplore


  All change, unless the new-made sacrifice


  Contains the one laid down as six does four.


  61   Whatever weighs so much as to suffice


  To tip all scales because of worth assessed


  Can’t be made good at any other price.


  64   Let mortals never take the vow in jest;


  Be faithful here, and do not squint the eye,


  Like Jephthah, whose first offering transgressed.[96]


  67   He rather should have said, ‘I went awry,’


  Than, keeping faith, done worse. No fool less slight


  Was the Greek chief you’ll find; and that is why


  70   The fair-faced Iphigenia mourned her plight,[97]


  Which caused all men to weep at such a scene,


  Both wise and fools who heard of such a rite.


  73   Be slow in moving, Christians, grave in mien;


  Don’t be like plumes to any wind blown through,


  And do not think all waters wash you clean.


  76   You have both Testaments, the Old and New;


  You have the Church’s Shepherd as your guide,


  Let this suffice for your salvation too.


  79   If something else by evil greed is cried,[98]


  Be each a man, not silly sheep, and bilk


  The Jews of any laughter at your side.[99]


  82   Don’t play the lamb that leaves its mother’s milk[100]


  To fight against itself, and does all this


  That it might please its simple, wanton ilk.”


  85   The words I write were said by Beatrice;


  She then turned full of longing to the place


  In which the world is most alive with bliss.


  88   Her stillness and the change upon her face


  Imposed a silence on my eager wit,


  Which had by now new questions to embrace.


  91   And even as an arrow that will hit


  The mark before the string has rested quite,


  So to the second kingdom did we flit.[101]


  94   And as she entered in that heaven’s light,


  I saw my Lady coming to display


  Such gladness that the planet grew more bright.


  97   And if that star could change and smile, I say,


  Then how did I most certainly appear,


  Whose nature’s apt for change in every way!


  100   As in a fish pond that is calm and clear


  The fish will rise when something falls inside


  If they believe it is their food, so here


  103   More than a thousand splendors I descried[102]


  Approaching us and heard each one declare:


  “Behold, there’s one who’ll make our love more wide!”


  106   And as each one of them came towards us there,


  Its shade seemed filled with such a joyous store


  Because they each gave forth a brilliant flare.


  109   Think, Reader, if the start I made before


  Did not proceed, how you would feel distressed


  With anxious cravings to find out yet more,


  112   And you will see just how my longings pressed


  To hear of the condition of their race


  As soon as I had seen them manifest.


  115   “O happy-born, to whom God gives the grace


  To see where thrones of lasting triumph sit


  Before abandoning your battle place,


  118   The light that spreads throughout the skies is lit


  Inside of us, and so, if you should please


  To share our light, be filled as you see fit.”


  121   A pious spirit said such things as these;


  Then Beatrice: “Speak freely, speak awhile,


  And trust him as you would divinities.”[103]


  124   “I clearly see just what a nest you style


  From light that you are drawing from your gaze


  Because it sparkles even as you smile.


  127   But I don’t know you, soul deserving praise,


  Nor why you have your rank within the sphere


  That’s veiled from mortals by another’s rays.”[104]


  130   Turned to the light that first had spoken here,


  I said these words, at which its lucent glow,


  Compared to earlier, became more clear.


  133   And as the sun, whose heat consumes below


  The temp’ring of thick vapors in the sky,


  Conceals itself by light’s excess, just so[105]


  136   That holy figure, since its joy ran high,


  Was hid within its radiance from me,


  And thus so well enclosed it made reply,


  139   As in the coming canto’s song you’ll see.


  CANTO VI


  In answer to Dante’s first question, the soul identifies itself as Justinian, to whom the Imperial Eagle came as Emperor of the Eastern Roman Empire some two hundred years after Constantine had transferred its seat to Constantinople. Once freed by Pope Agapetus I from the Monophysite heresy, and having consigned his arms to his general Belisarius, he turned to the purification, modernization, and codification of Roman law (1–28). At the mention of the Imperial Eagle, Justinian feels obliged to digress upon its history, so that both those who claim it for their own party and those who oppose it may appreciate its true worth. He then traces its flight through the ages: the kingdom of Aeneas in Lavinium, that of Ascanius in Alba Longa, the transfer of power to Rome by the Horatii, the monarchy from Romulus to Tarquinius Superbus, the Republic and rule of consuls and senate, the dictatorship of Julius Caesar, the peace of Augustus, the reign of Tiberius and the crucifixion of Christ, the rule of Titus and his vengeance on the Jews, and the founding of the Holy Roman Empire by Charlemagne. Both the Ghibellines, who exploit the Imperial Eagle for their own ends, and the Guelphs, who oppose it with the French fleur-de-lis, dishonor its universal authority (29–111). In response to Dante’s second question about the souls in the planet of Mercury, Justinian replies that they sought fame and honor, which weakened their love of God and resulted in a lesser degree of beatitude. They nevertheless rejoice in the correspondence between deserts and wages, participating harmoniously in the total order of Paradise (112–126). Finally, the great Justinian introduces a humble pilgrim named Romeo de Villeneuve, who, though he had distinguished himself by faithful service in the court of Raymond Berenguer IV, was wrongly accused and, offended by this display of ingratitude, returned to his life of wandering. His story resembles that of Dante in many respects (127–142).


  1   “When Constantine turned back the Eagle’s head


  Against the heaven’s course on which it bore


  Behind that ancient whom Lavinia wed,[106]


  4   A hundred plus a hundred years or more[107]


  God’s bird remained in Europe’s farthest zone,


  Near to the mount from which it came before.[108]


  7   Beneath the shade of sacred plumes, the throne


  That ruled the world was passed from hand to hand,


  And, changing in that way, it reached my own.


  10   There Caesar, here Justinian, I stand[109]


  And feel the Primal Love by whose consent


  The vain and needless from the laws were banned.


  13   Before that work, on which I was intent,


  One nature and no more in Christ, in brief,


  Is what I held—that faith made me content.[110]


  16   But blessèd Agapetus, who was chief[111]


  Among all shepherds, steered me further through


  The words he uttered to the right belief.


  19   I thus believed, but what by faith he knew


  I see as clearly as your sight may fall


  On contradictions, with one false, one true.


  22   When once in step with Holy Church’s call,


  It pleased God’s grace to have inspired my mind


  With this high task to which I gave my all.[112]


  25   My arms to Belisarius consigned,[113]


  High Heaven’s right hand was with his so knit


  I had a sign that I should rest behind.


  28   With this there ends the answer I submit


  To your first question; its condition, though,


  Brings me to add a sequel on to it


  31   That you may see with how much right men go


  Against the sacred standard—both the train


  That takes it up and those against its show.[114]


  34   See what great virtue made it fit to gain


  Such reverence, beginning on the day


  That Pallas died in giving it a reign.[115]


  37   You know in Alba Longa it would stay


  Three hundred years and more, until at last


  Three fought with three, still for its sake, I say.[116]


  40   You know its deeds through seven kingships passed,


  From Sabine rape to grieved Lucretia’s woe,


  Subduing peoples round about amassed,[117]


  43   And how famed Romans bore it towards each foe—


  Like Brennus, Pyrrhus, and the other blocks[118]


  Of principates and communes long ago.


  46   Torquatus, Quinctius (named for rough locks),[119]


  The Decii, the Fabii, all owe[120]


  Their fame to it—I gladly praise such stocks.


  49   It further brought the pride of Arabs low,[121]


  Who followed after Hannibal and swung[122]


  Through Alpine rocks, from which descends the Po.


  52   Both Scipïo and Pompey, when still young,[123]


  Won triumph under it, by which the hill


  Above your birthplace bitterly was stung.[124]


  55   Then, near the time all Heaven would fulfill


  Its wish to bring the world to peace again,


  Rome’s Caesar took it by the people’s will.[125]


  58   And what it did from Var to Rhine, the Seine,


  The Loire, and the Isère beheld among


  The streams that fill the Rhone from every glen.[126]


  61   Its deeds beyond Ravenna, when it sprung


  Past Rubicon, were of a flight whose style


  No pen could ever follow up, nor tongue.[127]


  64   It wheeled its hosts towards Spain, then in a while


  On towards Durazzo, hit Pharsalus too,


  So grief was felt upon the burning Nile.[128]


  67   It saw Antandros and Simóïs’ blue,[129]


  Its birthplace, and where Hector lay at last;


  And—ill for Ptolemy—it stirred anew.


  70   From there, it fell on Juba lightning-fast,


  And then it turned itself upon your West,


  Where it had heeded Pompey’s trumpet-blast.


  73   Now Brutus howls with Cassius as Hell’s guest


  Of what it did with its next chief, who let,


  With Módena, Perugia be distressed.[130]


  76   For it sad Cleopatra’s weeping yet,


  Who fled it so that, from an asp she bore,


  A sudden and a bitter death was met.[131]


  79   With him it hurried to the Red Sea shore;[132]


  With him it brought the world such peace for each


  That soon the shrine of Janus closed its door.[133]


  82   But what that standard—cause of all my speech—


  Had done before, and after would secure,


  Throughout the mortal realm beneath its reach,


  85   Is in appearance little and obscure,


  If viewed—in that third Caesar’s hand—entire[134]


  By eyes made clear and feelings rendered pure,


  88   Because the Living Justice I respire


  Gave it, in hands of him of whom I’ve told,


  The glory of a vengeance for Its ire.


  91   Now marvel here at what I shall unfold:


  It hurried on with Titus to confer


  Revenge on vengeance for the sin of old.[135]


  94   And when the cuspids of the Lombard cur


  Bit Holy Church, beneath the Eagle’s wings


  Great Charlemagne, the victor, succored her.[136]


  97   You now may render judgment on such things—


  Those I accuse and faults above made known,


  The cause from which your every evil springs.


  100   Some claim the public standard as their own,


  Against it some set yellow lilies still;


  It’s hard to see where greater fault is shown.


  103   Let Ghibellines pursue what arts they will


  Beneath another flag; those who divide


  That bird from justice follow it for ill.


  106   Let not the Guelphs with their new Charles decide[137]


  To strike it down, but fear those talons strong


  Enough to strip a greater lion’s hide.


  109   So often sons have mourned a father’s wrong;


  Let him not think that God will yet contemn


  His arms for fleur-de-lis before too long![138]


  112   That fame and honor might redound to them,


  Those noble souls once acted who are here,


  From whom this little star’s adornments stem.


  115   And any time desires, deflected, veer


  Towards earth, the rays of God’s true love progress


  Above with less of living force, I fear.


  118   But balancing the merits we possess


  With our rewards is part of our delight,


  Because we see they’re neither more nor less.


  121   The living Justice makes our appetite


  So sweet within that it can never bend


  To any wickedness, however slight.


  124   As to sweet music diverse voices blend,


  So diverse stations in our life combine,


  And through the spheres sweet harmonies extend.


  127   And in this present pearl a light will shine[139]


  From Romeo, on whom there was bestowed[140]


  An ill reward for works both great and fine.


  130   Those Provençals won’t have the laugh who strode


  Against him—for, if in another’s worth


  Man finds his ill, he walks an evil road![141]


  133   Now Raymond Berenguer had, when on earth,


  Four daughters, each a queen; and Romeo


  Did this, a pilgrim of such humble birth.


  136   But crooked words moved Raymond then to go


  And call this just one to account instead,


  Who’d rendered twelve for every ten, and so,


  139   Now poor and old, he left that place and fled;


  And if the world but knew the heart he bore


  As he went begging, crust for crust, his bread,


  142   Though he is praised, he would be praised still more.”


  CANTO VII


  As Justinian concludes his discourse, he and the other souls enter into a hymn and dance of praise and then whisk off like darting sparks of fire (1–9). Dante next wishes to ask Beatrice a question but is reduced to silence by his reverence for her. Smiling, Beatrice discerns that the Pilgrim is troubled by God’s justice in punishing the Jews for a Crucifixion willed by the just God Himself (10–24). She explains that human nature, having fallen in Adam, lay in ignorance and sin until God assumed that nature in the Incarnation. By being united to the Second Person of the Trinity, man’s nature was now restored to its pristine purity and goodness, but having descended from Adam, it still owed a debt of punishment for original sin. As a penalty for the sin of human nature, then, the Crucifixion of the man Jesus was just; as inflicted on the divine person, however, Christ’s suffering and death constituted the greatest outrage. The Crucifixion therefore simultaneously represented God’s just punishment of sin and the Jews’ most heinous crime, which deserved a just revenge (25–51). Beatrice next intuits that Dante feels puzzled as to why God chose precisely this means for man’s redemption. By way of explanation, she teaches him that God created from love in order to communicate a share in His goodness to His handiwork, of which He takes the greatest delight in the rational creature, whom He made immortal and free. Through sin, however, man lost this high dignity, which could be recovered only by God’s pardon or man’s satisfaction. Since no act of humility on the part of man could ever atone for his excess of pride in original sin, God chose to exercise both His mercy and His justice in allowing man to atone in the Incarnation for his own sin (52–120). Again Beatrice perceives that Dante is wondering why the human soul enjoys immortality but the elements and compounds do not, if God created them both. She answers that God created the angels, the heavenly spheres, the human soul, and prime matter directly without the mediation of secondary causes, for which reason they are incorruptible. But the elements, compounds, and souls of plants and animals are educed from properly disposed matter by the secondary causality of the celestial spheres and thus undergo corruption. Yet, because God directly created not only the souls but also the bodies of our first parents, bestowing on them an immortality lost through sin, full redemption from sin will include the resurrection of the body as well (121–148).


  1   “Hosanna, holy God of hosts on high,[142]


  Illuminating with your splendors’ might


  The happy fires of kingdoms in the sky!”[143]


  4   —Thus did that substance standing in my sight,


  While turning to his music, sing his chants


  As over him was twinned a double light.[144]


  7   And all the others joined him in his dance,


  Then like the swiftest sparks they sped away


  As sudden distance veiled them from my glance.


  10   I still was doubting; “Say to her, oh say,


  Say to your Lady,” to myself I said,


  “Who slakes your thirst with her sweet drops.” But nay!


  13   That reverence had mastered me instead


  Which, hearing Bice, as she once was named,[145]


  Would make me, like one drowsing, bow my head.


  16   Not long did Beatrice thus leave me lamed


  But took her start while smiling with a ray


  That would make one content whom fires enflamed:


  19   “My judgment says, which cannot go astray,


  That what has set you pondering is how


  For just revenge one yet must justly pay.


  22   But I shall quickly free your mind; allow


  Yourself to heed and by my words obtain


  A present of a greater doctrine now.


  25   By not enduring for his good a rein


  Upon his will, that man who knew no birth[146]


  Condemned himself, thus damning all his strain.[147]


  28   That’s why the human race lay ill on earth


  And greatly erred for ages till above


  It pleased God’s Word to stoop to our unworth,[148]


  31   Where He, but acting from eternal love,


  United to Himself in person then


  That nature straying from the cause thereof.


  34   Now to my reasoning direct your ken:


  This nature, joined to its First Cause, was made,


  As when created, pure and good again.


  37   But of itself, however, it was laid


  Beneath the ban that hung on paradise


  Since from the way of truth and life it strayed.


  40   Thus, if the cross’s pain should have its price


  Be measured by the nature He assumed,


  No pain has yet so justly stung for vice.


  43   But never has a wrong so great yet loomed


  If we think what that Person underwent


  Who gathered in Himself the nature doomed.


  46   So, diverse things have come from one event:


  One death pleased both the Jews and God, in short,


  As earth was shaken and the heavens rent.


  49   You should not find it hard now to report


  On how a just revenge, as has been taught,


  Received just vengeance from a righteous court.[149]


  52   But now I see your mind from thought to thought


  Tied in a snarl so that you wait, still prey,


  With great desire until release is brought.


  55   ‘I clearly follow what I hear,’ you say,


  ‘But, nonetheless, I find it still obscure


  Why God has willed redemption in this way.’


  58   This high decree is buried and secure,


  My brother, from the eyes of all whose wit


  Is in the flame of love not yet mature.


  61   But in as much as many aim to hit


  The target here, which very few discern,


  I’ll tell you why this way was deemed most fit.


  64   God’s goodness, burning in Itself, will spurn


  All envy from Itself and sparkle so


  Eternal beauties are displayed in turn.


  67   That which derives directly from Its glow


  Can never end, for, sealed by such a ring,


  It cannot lose the imprint it will show.


  70   And what rains down directly from the spring


  Is wholly free because it need not strive


  Beneath the power of a new-made thing.[150]


  73   The Holy Fire, whose rays make all things thrive,


  Joys most in what conforms to It the most


  And is in what’s most like It most alive.


  76   The human creature, privileged thus, may boast


  Of all these gifts; to lack one benefit


  Of these means falling from its noble post.


  79   But only sin may disenfranchise it,


  While making it unlike the Highest Good


  So by Its light it is less brightly lit.


  82   Its dignity is not recovered should


  It not fill up what guilt made void and lead


  Just penalties to where wrong pleasures stood.


  85   Your nature, sinning wholly in its seed,


  Was from these dignities removed at last


  Just as from paradise. Such was the deed


  88   That they could never have been reamassed


  In any way—should you look carefully—


  If one of but two fords had not been passed.


  91   Thus, either God through utter clemency


  Must pardon sin, or man’s own artifice


  Should satisfy and pay his folly’s fee.


  94   Upon Eternal Counsel’s deep abyss


  Hold fast your eye, and heed my eloquence


  As closely as you can concerning this.


  97   No man could satisfy the difference,


  Who, limited, could not so far descend,


  However humble his obedience,


  100   As he wished, disobeying, to ascend;


  And this is what precluded humankind


  From making satisfaction in the end.


  103   Thus, His own pathways God would have to find


  That man’s full life might be restored from shame—


  I mean by one or both His ways combined.[151]


  106   But in so far as he who acts may claim


  More pleasure as his action shows to men


  The goodness of the heart from which it came,


  109   God’s goodness, which imprints the world, pleased then


  To have proceeded every way it might


  So that you could be lifted up again.


  112   By neither way, between the final night


  And primal day, was there or will there be[152]


  An act of such magnificence or height.


  115   For God in his Self-giving was more free


  In letting man raise up his nature than


  If He had pardoned by His sole decree.


  118   And short of justice any other plan


  Was sure to fall, if it had not been true


  That, humbled, God’s own Son became a man.


  121   That each desire may now be filled in you


  I go back to explain a certain place,[153]


  That you may see as clearly as I do.


  124   ‘I see the earth and air,’ you state the case


  ‘The water, fire, and all their mixed array,


  Corrupting, and enduring but a space.[154]


  127   And yet they too were creatures so that they,


  If what is said is true, should form a band[155]


  That ought to be secure against decay.’


  130   The angels, brother, and this most pure land


  Around you were created just the same


  As now in their full being they all stand.[156]


  133   The elements, however, that you name,


  And all the things composed of them no less,


  Were formed through some created power’s aim.[157]


  136   Created was the matter they possess,


  Created the informing force released


  In stars that circle them, as they progress.[158]


  139   The soul of every plant and every beast


  Is drawn by rays and paths of holy fires


  From compounds bearing potencies at least.[159]


  142   But God’s supreme beneficence respires


  Your life directly and can thus induce


  Its love of Him, whom always it desires.[160]


  145   And from these points you further may deduce


  Your resurrection, if you have but weighed


  How human flesh was fashioned for the use


  148   Of our first parents when they both were made.”


  CANTO VIII


  Dante explains the origin of the name of the planet Venus, to which he has now risen, though he became assured of his ascent only when Beatrice increased in radiance. As though they were sparks within a fire, the Pilgrim is now able to discern individual souls within the light of its revolving sphere: they come shooting towards him, crying out, “Hosanna!” (1–30). Citing a verse of one of Dante’s canzoni, one of them kindly offers to fulfill any request the Poet may have. After glancing up to his Lady for approval, Dante affectionately asks the spirit to identify himself. Growing brighter with joy, the soul reveals, without actually naming himself, that he is Charles Martel, king of Hungary and heir to the throne of Provence, Naples, and Apulia. Sicily would have received its rulers from his line as well, had misrule by his grandfather, Charles I d’Anjou, not provoked the uprising in Palermo known as the Sicilian Vespers. As a consequence of that revolt, it was his avaricious brother, Robert, who actually sat upon the throne of Naples (31–84). When Dante wonders how the good seed of Charles’ ancestors could produce the bad fruit of his brother, Charles answers that Divine Providence, exercised through the influence of the stars, provides for the nature and well-being of each creature and orders it to its proper end, for otherwise the spheres would produce chaotic effects, which would imply an impossible defect in the angelic intelligences and in the Divine Mind (85–114). Since man is a social being, diverse individuals are variously fitted by Divine Providence for different works without regard to the ancestry of any given person, as evinced by the case of Jacob and Essau (115–135). As a corollary to the above explanation, Charles adds that if the disposition to character and temperament accorded to the individual by Divine Providence does not meet with circumstances suitable for its development, it cannot prosper as it should, just as a seed does not sprout and grow in poor soil. If men would only foster the disposition Nature grants to the individual, people would develop in a much better way. Instead, they force those born to bear arms into the religious life and those destined to preach to rule over nations (136–148).


  1   For ill it once was held in earthly bounds


  That one fair Cyprian rayed down mad love,[161]


  Whirled in the third of epicyclic rounds.[162]


  4   The ancients did not make an honor of


  The votive cries and sacrifices done


  From ancient errors just to her above[163]


  7   But honored both her mother and her son


  —Diöne and young Cupid—and told how[164]


  He sat in Dido’s lap. And from that one,[165]


  10   With whom I have begun my canto now,


  They named the star that woos the sun aflare[166]


  And now is at its nape and now its brow.[167]


  13   I was not conscious of ascending there;


  But I had full assurance that I rose,


  For I had seen my Lady grow more fair.


  16   And as within a flame a spark still glows,


  And voice in voice is still discerned aright


  When this one’s held and that one comes and goes,


  19   So I saw other lanterns in that light;[168]


  They circled round, more quickly or less so,


  I think, according to their inner sight.


  22   Down from cold clouds no winds so swiftly blow


  —Let them be seen when lit, or not when dim—[169]


  As not to seem impeded yet and slow


  25   To one who saw those godly lanterns skim


  On up to us, abandoning the round[170]


  Begun among the lofty Seraphim.[171]


  28   Among the souls who most in front were found,


  “Hosanna” rang, so that I’ve never been[172]


  Without desire to hear once more that sound.


  31   Then one of them drew nearer to begin


  Alone: “We are prepared for anything


  You please to give you joy in us, your kin.


  34   And with one thirst, one motion, in one ring,


  We circle round with Heaven’s princely suite,[173]


  To whom, when in the world, you once would sing:


  37   ‘O you whose thoughts make earth’s third heaven fleet’;[174]


  We are so full of love, to please your bent,


  A bit of quiet would not be less sweet.”


  40   My rev’rent eyes then turned for her consent


  Up to my Maid; when she had given such,


  And they were rendered certain and content,


  43   I faced the light that promised me so much;


  “Oh, tell me who you are,” I asked outright,


  My voice stamped by a great affection’s touch.


  46   I saw it growing larger and more bright


  For, as I spoke, that soul increased in glee


  By adding new delight to its delight.


  49   “The world below but briefly harbored me;[175]


  Had I lived long, much ill would not have scathed


  The earth,” it said, thus changed, “which yet shall be.[176]


  52   My joyfulness, within whose rays I’m bathed,


  Holds me concealed from you and keeps me hid


  As likewise in its silk a worm is swathed.


  55   You had good cause to love me as you did;


  Had I remained below, I would have shown


  Love’s fruit to you past what its leaves had bid.


  58   The left-hand bank that’s watered by the Rhone,


  On mingling with the Sorgue, awaited me


  In due time as the lord upon its throne[177]


  61   As also did the horn of Italy,


  Which Bar’, Gaëta, and Catona bound,


  Whence Tronto’s streams and Verde’s flow to sea.[178]


  64   A crown now lit my brow when I was crowned


  The king of lands through which the Danube flows


  As soon as it abandons German ground.[179]


  67   The fair Trinacrïa (which darker grows,[180]


  Not by Typhoeus, but new sulphur where,[181]


  Upon the gulf, most strongly Eurus blows,[182]


  70   Between Pachynus and Pelorus there)[183]


  Would be awaiting rulers from me still,


  Which she by Rudolph and by Charles would bear,[184]


  73   Had evil lordship, which will ever fill[185]


  The hearts of subject peoples with its gall,


  Not moved Palermo to cry out, ‘Kill, kill!’[186]


  76   And if my brother had foreseen this all,[187]


  He would have fled both Catalonia’s greed


  And poverty, for they could make him fall.


  79   And truly he or others must pay heed,


  Lest on a vessel weighted in its hold


  A load be laid yet heavier indeed.


  82   His nature, which descended from a mold


  More generous, needs soldiers who would each[188]


  Not care so much to fill his chest with gold.”


  85   “Since I believe the joy I see your speech,


  My lord, infuses in my every part,


  Is seen by you,” I said, “whose sight can reach


  88   To where all goods both end and have their start,


  It’s much more welcome; and I hold it dear


  That you discern it gazing on God’s heart.


  91   Now that you’ve made me glad, please make it clear,


  Since what you say has driven me to doubt,


  How from sweet seed the bitter may appear.”[189]


  94   “You’ll turn your face to what you ask about


  As now your back, if I can show in time[190]


  One truth to you,” he answered me straight out.


  97   “The Good that turns the kingdom that you climb,[191]


  Contenting it, makes Providence a store


  Of power in these bodies so sublime.


  100   In that self-perfect Mind are, furthermore,


  Not only all their natures but the spark


  Of their well-being, too, provided for.


  103   Whatever from Its bowstring may embark


  Will fall disposed to its appointed end,


  Just like a shaft directed to its mark.


  106   Were this not so, the heavens you ascend


  Would then in such a way produce effects


  That they would not be art, but ruins, friend.


  109   And that can’t be, unless the Intellects


  That move the stars are flawed, the First One too,[192]


  By not perfecting them. Are there respects


  112   In which this truth should be more clear to you?”


  And I: “No, it’s impossible, I see,


  That Nature weary in what must ensue.”[193]


  115   “Tell me, would man on Earth be worse,” said he,


  “If not a citizen?” I said: “Quite so,


  And I’ll not ask that you give proof to me.”


  118   “And can that be unless men live below


  Diversely for the different tasks of men?


  If what your Master writes is true, then no.”[194]


  121   He went deducing thus this far and then


  Concluded in this way what he’d begun:


  “Your labors’ roots must be diverse again,


  124   For one is born a Solon, Xerxes one,


  And one Melchisedek, one he whose zeal


  For flying through the air would lose a son.[195]


  127   This Nature circling round, which is the seal


  On mortal wax of art plied well indeed,


  Does not distinguish houses in its deal.


  130   Thus Essau parts from Jacob in the seed;


  Quirinus comes from such a lowly source


  That he is thought to be of Mars, we read.[196]


  133   Begotten nature would pursue a course


  The same as that on which its parents bore,


  Did Providence Divine not win perforce.


  136   Now that which was behind you is before;


  You’ll know the joys, though, you let me possess


  If mantled with one corollary more.


  139   If Nature finds that fortunes lie in less


  Accord with her, as any seed then would


  Outside its region, she has ill success.


  142   And if the world below but understood


  To heed foundations Nature lays as base


  And follow them, its people would be good.


  145   You twist those born for swords, though, to embrace


  Religious life, and to kings’ crowns you goad


  Those who were fit for sermons in their place


  148   So that the track you beat is off the road.”


  CANTO IX


  Dante addresses Clemence, who is either the wife or daughter of Charles Martel, and informs her that Charles has foretold the fraud to which her line will fall prey but forbidden him to speak of it (1–6). As the light of Charles turns back to the Divine Sun, another splendor approaches. The Pilgrim invites the willing soul to discern his thoughts, and she identifies herself as Cunizza, the sister of Ezzelino III da Romano, a petty but bloodthirsty tyrant in the March of Treviso (7–33). Although she yielded too easily to the influence of Venus, she pardons the disposition that led to her early excess since it later matured into charity. She then points out another gemlike spirit whose poetic excellence has won him long renown on earth (34–42). Lamenting that the inhabitants of her land do not seek such honor as his, she makes predictions that reflect the very judgment of God on its civil and ecclesiastical leaders (43–63). Cunizza now falls silent and rejoins the celestial roundelay, while the soul she had pointed out appears like a ruby glistening in the sun. At this, Dante challenges the light to answer his question about its identity before he has even asked it. Through an elaborate geographical circumlocution, the spirit indicates that it was from Marseilles and gives its name as Folco, first a troubadour whose earthly passion compared to that of Dido for Aeneas, Phyllis for Demophoon, and Hercules for Iole; then a monk of the Cistercian order; and finally the bishop of Toulouse. He likewise feels no more remorse for his forgiven sins but rejoices instead in the workings of Divine Providence (64–108). Then he satisfies the Pilgrim’s curiosity about another soul, that of Rahab the harlot, who aided Joshua in his conquest of Canaan and was the first to be ransomed by Christ from Limbo (109–126). Changing themes, Folco accuses Dante’s city, Florence, of the same diabolical greed that causes Church officials to neglect the Gospels and the Fathers for the study of Canon Law with an eye to material gain. On a final, hopeful note, however, he prophesies that God shall soon free the Church from its infidelity (127–142).


  1   And now, fair Clemence, once your Charles had so[197]


  Enlightened me, he told for just my ears


  What frauds his seed was yet to undergo[198]


  4   But said: “Be silent, let there pass the years”;


  So, I can only say that on the spite


  Of wrongs you bear will follow rightful tears.[199]


  7   And now the life within this holy light


  Had turned to its fulfilling Sun again,[200]


  That Good enough for every appetite.


  10   (O souls deceived, impiety of men,


  Who turn the heart from such a Good with ease


  And raise your brows to what is empty then!)


  13   And here another splendor mid all these[201]


  Approached me and by growing brighter meant


  To signify to me its will to please.


  16   Just as before, my Beatrice had bent


  Her eyes on me, so, reassured, I knew


  That my desire had met with dear consent.


  19   “Blest soul,” I said, “let quick reward ensue


  Upon my wish, and give me proof to see


  That I can make my thoughts reflect on you.”


  22   At that, the light which still was new to me


  Went on from depths from which I’d heard it sing,


  Like one who in a kindness done finds glee:


  25   “In that part of the land that evils wring


  In Italy, between Rialto’s ground


  And there whence Brenta and Piava spring,[202]


  28   There rises up, not very high, a mound[203]


  From which a torch that once came down aflare[204]


  Made great assaults on all the land around.


  31   One root gave birth to him and me down where


  Cunizza was my name, and here I glow[205]


  As one this planet’s light had vanquished there.


  34   Within myself I gladly pardon, though,


  What caused my fate and do not grieve on high,


  Which might seem strange to vulgar minds below.


  37   This shining, precious jewel of our sky,


  The one who has most near to me arrived,


  Has left great fame behind that will not die


  40   Until this hundredth year shall yet be ‘fived’;[206]


  Behold how men excel to the extent


  Their first life—in another—has survived![207]


  43   On this that present crowd is not intent


  Which Ádige and Tagliamento close,[208]


  Nor yet, though they be scourged, do they repent.


  46   But soon the stream that through Vicenza flows[209]


  Shall at the marsh by Padua be stained


  Since duty has been shunned by all of those.[210]


  49   Where Sile and Cagnán’ are no more twained,[211]


  With upraised head one lords it for a time,


  For snaring whom a web has been ordained.[212]


  52   Watch Feltre mourn its godless shepherd’s crime;[213]


  No man has entered Malta’s jail and stayed[214]


  For any act that was so dredged in slime.


  55   Immense indeed would be the vat they made


  To hold Ferrara’s blood; and one would tire


  If ever ounce by ounce the blood were weighed


  58   That this good priest will shed in his desire


  To show his party zeal—such gifts well fit[215]


  The ways of life within that country’s mire!


  61   Above, those mirrors you call Thrones all sit;[216]


  From them God’s judgment shines upon our corps


  So that our speech seems good to us, thus lit.”


  64   She here fell silent and appeared once more


  To turn to something else for she’d begun


  That wheeling dance in which she’d been before.


  67   That other joy, made known to me as one[217]


  Of precious worth, appeared before my sight


  Like some fine ruby smitten by the sun.[218]


  70   Through joy a soul on high becomes more bright


  As here we smile, but when below minds drink[219]


  Of sorrow’s cup, their shades turn dark as night.


  73   “O blessèd soul,” I said, “whose eyes now sink


  Deep down in God, whose vision sees all things,


  So that you miss no wish that I may think,


  76   Why does your voice, which gladdens Heaven’s rings


  As do the songs of every pious fire[220]


  That makes itself a cowl with its six wings,[221]


  79   Not satisfy at once my each desire?


  Were I in you just as you are in me,


  I would not wait to give what you require.”


  82   “The greatest valley into which the sea[222]


  Of waters garlanding the earth all pour,”[223]


  He then began his answer to my plea,


  85   “Extends between its each opposing shore[224]


  So far against the sun that there is seen[225]


  A zenith where horizon was before.[226]


  88   I lived upon that valley’s coast between


  The Ebro and the Macra, whose short way[227]


  Divides the Genoese and Tuscan green.


  91   Within a single dawn and dusk there lay


  The town Bougie and that from which I came,[228]


  Which with its very blood once warmed the bay.


  94   They called me Folco, those who knew my name;[229]


  My light imprints this heaven in its turn


  Just as it left its stamp upon my frame:


  97   For no whit more did Belus’ daughter burn,[230]


  Who left Sichaeus wronged, Creüsa grieved,


  Than I did when it fit my locks to yearn,[231]


  100   Nor did the Rhodopean maid deceived


  By her Demóphoön, nor Hercules


  When to Ïole in his heart he cleaved.[232]


  103   We do not here repent but smile with ease,


  Not at the fault—we do not think thereof—


  But at the force that orders and foresees.


  106   We gaze on art adorned by so much Love,


  And also we discern the Good whereby


  The world below returns to that above.[233]


  109   But so that I may fully satisfy


  Your every longing born within this sphere,


  I must proceed a bit with my reply.


  112   You’d like to know who dwells beside me here


  And sparkles in this light so as to be


  As sunbeams are on water that is clear.


  115   Know Rahab lies here in tranquility;[234]


  On having joined our order, she impressed


  Her seal upon it at the top degree.


  118   And to this heaven’s sphere she first progressed


  (Where to a point come shadows earth has cast)[235]


  With Christ triumphant as she led the rest.


  121   It suits her to some heaven to have passed


  As trophy of the lofty victory


  That one palm and the other won at last[236]


  124   Because she favored Joshua when he[237]


  First won his glory in the Holy Land,


  Which hardly pricks the papal memory.


  127   Your city, which was planted by the hand[238]


  Of him who turned against his Maker first[239]


  And in whose envy so much grief is spanned,


  130   Creates and circulates the bloom accurst[240]


  That made the sheep and lambs all go awry


  By turning shepherds into wolves athirst.


  133   For this both Gospel and great doctors lie


  In such neglect, with but Decretals read[241]


  And studied, as the margins testify.


  136   On these the pope and cardinals dwell instead;


  Their thoughts don’t go to Nazareth as right,[242]


  Where Gabriel once held his wings outspread.


  139   But Vatican and every chosen site


  In Rome that was the grave of soldiery


  Which once had followed after Peter’s light


  142   Shall soon be freed from this adultery.”[243]


  CANTO X


  In order to mark a new beginning, Dante asks his reader to gaze up at the point where the celestial equator and ecliptic intersect and to consider the marvelous order with which the primal Good (the Father), led by Wisdom (the Son), and moved by Love (the Holy Spirit), created the heavens so as to exercise the most beneficent influence on man (1–27). The Pilgrim has now risen instantaneously with Beatrice to the sun, where the souls of the wise become visible, not by a difference of color, but by a greater, though indescribable, intensity of light. It is their privilege to behold the Father’s eternal generation of the Son and their spiration of the Spirit (28–51). As Beatrice exhorts her charge to render thanks to Divine Providence for the grace accorded him, the Poet is filled with such love for God that he momentarily loses sight of his Lady (52–63). The spirits of the wise then form a crown of lights around Beatrice and Dante, like the halo around the moon on a humid night, and sing with such surpassing beauty that any attempt to describe it would be no better than dumb silence. Having circled around the two, like maidens in a roundelay, these solar lights now pause as one of them feels compelled by charity to answer the Pilgrim’s unasked question about their identities (64–93). The speaker is none other than Thomas Aquinas, who in turn presents Albertus Magnus, Gratian, Peter Lombard, Solomon, Pseudo-Dionysius the Areopagite, Paulus Orosius, Boethius, Isidore of Seville, the Venerable Bede, Richard of St. Victor, and Siger de Brabant (94–138). Then, like the workings of a clock whose chimes summon the faithful to morning prayer, the luminous circle resumes its dance and song of otherworldly sweetness (139–148).


  1   While gazing on His Son with all the Love


  That both of them breathe forth eternally,


  The primal Good beyond all speech above


  4   Made all that wheels through mind and space to be


  With such an order that the one who peers


  At it must taste of Him to some degree.


  7   Now lift your vision to the lofty spheres


  With me, O Reader, straight up to that part


  Where one high motion through the other steers,[244]


  10   And start to revel in the Master’s art,


  Which lies in Him who loves it as a gem


  From which He never lets His eyes depart.


  13   See how, oblique, as branching from a stem,


  That circle bears the planets on ahead[245]


  To satisfy the world that calls on them.


  16   For if their course were not aslant instead,


  Much virtue in the heavens would be vain


  And here most every potency lie dead;


  19   And if it were to part from its straight lane,


  Now more, now less, both hemispheres would lack


  Much order found within the world’s domain.


  22   Stay on your bench now, Reader, and think back


  On that which you have tasted of your share


  If you’d be glad before you tire and slack.


  25   Sup for yourself for I’ve laid out the fare;


  The matter making me its scribe for you


  Has wrested to itself my total care.


  28   The greatest minister of Nature, who[246]


  Imprints celestial worth on earthly clay


  And measures with its light what times ensue,


  31   Was wheeling through its spirals where it lay


  Within the sign I’ve mentioned to present


  Itself to us yet earlier each day.


  34   And I was with it but to my ascent


  No more alert than one would be aware


  Of any thought before its own event.


  37   It’s Beatrice who guides me up the stair


  From good to better with so swift a flight


  Her act does not extend through time up there.


  40   And how they must have been themselves most bright


  Who in the sun, when I had crossed its sill,


  Appeared not by their color but by light!


  43   Were I to call on genius, art, and skill,


  My words could never image it, but one


  May yet believe and long to see it still.


  46   And if our fancy is too low to run


  To such a height, the marvel is not great


  For eye has never gone beyond the sun.


  49   And such was this fourth family’s estate,


  Whom the High Father sates and to its ranks


  Shows how He may breathe forth and generate.


  52   And Beatrice began: “Give thanks, give thanks


  To Him, the Sun of angels, by whose grace


  You’ve sailed to this perceptible sun’s banks.”


  55   Man’s heart was never ready to embrace


  Devotions, yielding unto God its all


  And offering thanksgivings, so apace


  58   As I was in my answer to her call;


  I set such love on Him that Beatrice,


  Eclipsed, fell in oblivion—which fall


  61   Did not displease her, for she smiled at this,


  So that the splendor of her smiling eyes


  Split off towards many things one mental bliss.


  64   I saw more living, dazzling lights arise


  As we to center, they to crown, had grown,


  All yet more sweet in voice than bright in guise.


  67   Thus girt, Latona’s girl at times is shown,[247]


  As when a mist so saturates the air


  That it retains the thread that makes her zone.


  70   Some gems are found so precious and so fair


  In Heaven’s court, from which I have just come,


  That one can’t take them from the kingdom there,


  73   And of these was the song those splendors hum.


  So he who dons no wings to reach that goal


  May wait for tidings of it from the dumb!


  76   Those singing suns ablaze began to roll


  Three times around us both and to advance


  Like stars that circle near to each fixed pole;


  79   They seemed like maids not loosed yet from the dance,


  Who stop in silence, listening till they


  Can catch new notes. And then I heard by chance


  82   One light begin within: “Because the ray


  Of grace by which is lit the love that’s true


  And which expands by loving all it may


  85   Is so resplendent, multiplied in you,


  And leads you up that ladder’s each degree,


  Where none descends except to mount anew,


  88   A soul would be no more at liberty


  To disallow your thirst its flask of wine


  Than water would to flow no more to sea.


  91   You wish to know what blooming plants entwine


  Your lovely Maid with wreaths of loving gaze,


  Who strengthens you to rise through skies divine.


  94   I was a lamb of those blest sheep who graze


  On roads that Dominic has led us by,[248]


  Where one is fattened if one never strays.


  97   And Albert of Cologne is here quite nigh,[249]


  My master and my brother, on the right;


  And Thomas of Aquino then am I.[250]


  100   If you would know what others here unite,


  Just come around this blessèd wreath awhile


  And follow on my speaking with your sight.


  103   The next flame issues out of Gratian’s smile,[251]


  Who to both courts lent aid so erudite


  That it has pleased all Paradise in style.


  106   And as the next who gilds our choir, I cite


  That Peter who gave treasures from his wit[252]


  To Holy Church, just like the widow’s mite.[253]


  109   The fifth light, that most beautiful here lit,[254]


  Respires with such a love that all around


  The world below men thirst for news of it.


  112   It holds a lofty mind where such profound


  Sagacity is placed—if truth be true—


  None other rising to its sight is found.


  115   Beside it see that candle’s shining hue[255]


  Whose vision in the flesh most deeply joyed


  In angel ministries and natures too.


  118   The flamelet smiling next to it deployed[256]


  Defenses for the Christian times and ways


  In Latin works Augustine once employed.


  121   And now, if you have drawn behind my praise


  Your mental eye from light to light, you should


  Already be athirst for this eighth blaze.


  124   This blest soul, joyous, seeing every good, [257]


  Still makes the lying world full manifest


  To everyone who’s heard and understood.


  127   Cieldauro holds the frame they would divest


  This exile and this martyr of before


  He came to be within this peace at rest.


  130   See next the flaming breath of Isidore[258]


  And those of Bede and Richard, who below[259]


  In contemplation was a man and more.


  133   Your look, returning from the final glow,


  Beholds a spirit who in weighty thought


  Had mourned that death should come to him so slow.


  136   In endless light here Siger is upcaught,[260]


  Who on Straw Street had lectured, and by whom


  Truths syllogized were enviably wrought.”


  139   Then, like a clock that calls us from our room


  At just the hour the Bride of God arrives[261]


  And, for His love, sings matins to her Groom[262]


  142   When one part and the other draws and drives,


  While sounding chimes with such sweet notes that in


  The ready spirit love swells up and thrives,


  145   Just so I saw that wheel of glory spin


  And render voice to voice with such sweet sound


  And harmony that none is known akin,


  148   Save there where joys eternally abound.


  CANTO XI


  From his position in the sun among the wise, lifted high above the vain strivings of mortals, Dante reproves all those below who senselessly seek earthly wealth, in whatever profession or walk of life (1–12). As the circling lights come to a halt, like candles in a round chandelier, St. Thomas Aquinas addresses Dante’s perplexity concerning his statements about the flock of Dominic that “one is fattened if one never strays” and about the figure of Solomon that “none other rising to its sight is found” (13–27). Before taking up the first question, however, the Angelic Doctor declares that Divine Providence ordained two princes to escort His Bride, the Church, to Christ, her Groom: St. Francis, imbued with the seraphic ardor of charity, and St. Dominic, illumined by the cherubic light of wisdom. Although different in their missions to the Church and the world, they both ordered their works to the same end (28–42). St. Thomas tells how Francis rose in Assisi like a sun shining on a world lost in darkness (43–54); how as a young man he forsook his father’s wealth and took Lady Poverty as his bride, a widow for more than eleven hundred years since she was first espoused by Christ (55–75); how he saw Bernard, Giles, and Sylvester bare their feet to follow the Church’s Spouse with him (76–84); how he set out for Rome girt with a humble cord to reveal his stern resolve to Pope Innocent III, who gave a first seal of approval to the young order (85–93); how he then received from Pope Honorius III a second seal of approval upon the order, as it grew (94–99); how he boldly preached before the sultan in Egypt (100–105); and how he was granted by Christ himself the final seal, the stigmata, two years before his death (106–117). Having set out the example of St. Francis and his Lady Poverty, St. Thomas now turns his attention to St. Dominic, a worthy helmsman of the ship of the Church, such that those who follow his commands will carry a good cargo within their souls. But his sheep have grown so greedy that they spread through distant pasture lands in search of material gain, though the farther they roam, the less their spiritual milk when they return. It is in this sense, then, that those who adhere to the Rule of St. Dominic “will fatten if they do not stray” (118–139).


  1   O senseless cares of mortal appetite!


  What so defective syllogisms, these,


  Which make you beat your wings in downward flight.


  4   One followed laws, and one Hippocrates,[263]


  And one pursued the priestly life of late;


  One sought to rule by force or sophistries,


  7   One set on theft, and one affairs of state;


  One toiled, entrapped in fleshly pleasures, he,


  And one was given to an idler’s fate.


  10   And I, who now from all these things was free,


  Was there with Beatrice in Heaven’s land,


  So glorious a welcome given me.


  13   As in the circle each one of the band


  Regained the point that was its former site,


  It halted like a candle in a stand.


  16   I heard these words begin within the light[264]


  That first had spoken to me all ablaze,


  While smiling and becoming yet more bright:


  19   “Just as I shine resplendent with Its rays,


  I look on Light Eternal and attain


  To all the causes of the thoughts you raise.


  22   You are perplexed and want me to explain


  My words to suit your level and retell


  In language made explicit and quite plain


  25   What I had said just now: ‘One fattens well,’


  And then again: ‘Another never rose’;


  But here on clear distinctions we must dwell.


  28   The Providence that rules the world and shows


  Its Counsel forth, in which the creature’s eyes


  Are lost before they gain such depths as those


  31   —So that the spouse of Him who, with loud cries,[265]


  Shed sacred blood to take her as His bride


  Might go to her Belovèd One and rise[266]


  34   More faithful unto Him, secure inside—


  Ordained two princes for her sake to go[267]


  On either side of her, each one her guide.


  37   The one was all seraphic zeal below;[268]


  The other was on earth through wisdom won


  A splendor of cherubic light. And so,[269]


  40   I’ll treat the first because to praise the one,[270]


  No matter which of them, is still to speak


  Of both for to one end their works were done.


  43   Between Tupino and the streams that streak[271]


  Down from the hill Ubaldo chose of old,


  A fertile slope hangs from a lofty peak,


  46   From which Perugia feels the heat and cold


  Through Porta Sol’; behind must Gualdo weep,


  Nocera too, beneath its yoke’s harsh hold.


  49   And from this slope, where most there breaks the steep,


  A sun arose upon the world’s dark night


  As ours is wont to rise from Ganges’ deep.


  52   Let him who talks of it not call this site


  Ascesi—that falls short of such a worth—


  But ‘Orient’ if he would name it right.[272]


  55   He was not yet far distant from his birth


  When he began to make men feel once more


  From his great virtue some new strength on earth.


  58   For even as a youth he ran to war


  Against his father for a maid to whom,[273]


  Like death, none willingly unlocks the door.


  61   Before the bishop’s court he stood as groom


  And joined with her, et coram patre too;[274]


  And more each day his love for her would bloom.


  64   And she, deprived of her first Husband through[275]


  Eleven hundred years and more, stood round


  Obscure, despised, unsought, till he would woo.


  67   It did not help to hear how she was found


  —With Amyclas—safe from a voice that could[276]


  Have made the world all tremble at its sound.


  70   Nor did it help that even Mary stood


  Below, while she, so fiercely constant, sped


  To mount with Christ upon the cross’s wood.


  73   But, lest too darkly I should go ahead,


  Take Francis and his Lady Poverty[277]


  To be the lovers meant in all I’ve said.


  76   Their joyous faces and their harmony


  Made love and wonder and regards so sweet


  The cause of holy thoughts, to the degree


  79   That venerable Bernard bared his feet[278]


  The first to run for such great peace, and though


  He ran, he thought himself more slow than fleet.


  82   O wealth unknown! How fertile good will grow!


  Giles and Sylvester bare their feet, as they[279]


  Pursue the Spouse, the Bride delights them so![280]


  85   That father then, that master, went his way[281]


  With both his Lady and his family;


  The humble cord would gird them from that day.


  88   No coward’s heart weighed down his brow, though he


  Was only Peter Bernardone’s lad


  And though he seemed despised most wondrously.


  91   Instead of that he royally unclad


  To Innocent his purpose stern and strong,[282]


  Who gave his order the first seal it had.


  94   Then with the poor increasing to a throng[283]


  Behind his wondrous life, whose praise would sound


  Much better yet in Heaven’s glory-song,[284]


  97   The archimandrite’s holy will was crowned


  With one more wreath Honorius supplied[285]


  By the Eternal Spirit. Then he found


  100   So great a thirst for martyrdom he tried


  To preach of Christ and those within His train


  When in the presence of the Sultan’s pride.[286]


  103   But that he might not stay too long in vain,


  None found yet ripened for conversion there,


  He came straight back to reap Italian grain.


  106   Between the Tiber and the Arno where


  There lies hard rock, Christ gave the final seal,


  Which for two years his limbs were still to bear.[287]


  109   When He who chose him for so great a weal


  Was pleased to draw him up to that reward


  Which he had merited through humble zeal,


  112   To rightful heirs, his brothers in accord,


  Did he commend the Lady held so dear


  And wished their faithful love on her outpoured.


  115   And when he chose to leave her bosom here,


  That noble soul, returning to his reign,


  Would for his body have no other bier.[288]


  118   Think now what kind of helmsman would maintain[289]


  —Himself a worthy colleague—Peter’s bark


  Upon the proper course on the high main.


  121   And such a captain was our Patriarch;


  Whoever follows him as he commands


  Will bear good merchandise, as you may mark.


  124   His flock, though, has grown greedy and demands[290]


  New nourishment, and nothing can withhold[291]


  Its sheep from roaming through wild pasture lands.


  127   The farther that they wander from his hold


  And stay remote and vagabond with greed,


  The less their milk when they rejoin the fold.


  130   Though there are some who, fearing harm indeed,


  Embrace their shepherd, yet they are so few


  That little cloth will make the cowls they need.


  133   Now if my words were not too dim for you


  And if your listening has been intent,


  Then, should you call my speech to mind anew,


  136   The wish you had will be in part content;


  For you will see the plant they strip away,[292]


  And you will see what that correction meant:


  139   ‘Where they will fatten if they do not stray.’”


  CANTO XII


  As St. Thomas concludes his discourse, the circle of lights begins to wheel about and soon finds itself enclosed by a second ring of luminous souls, which matches its movements and its singing with perfect harmony so that the two appear like a double rainbow or twin garlands of flowers (1–21). Once the festival of song and dance has ceased, a voice from one of the lights draws Dante’s attention to it like a compass needle to the North Star. This time the speaker is St. Bonaventure, who wishes to return St. Thomas’ kindness by praising the latter’s leader, St. Dominic, as highly as the Angelic Doctor had his founder, St. Francis (22–36). He first tells how God in his grace provided the two champions to rally the weary, timid troops of Christ back from where they had been scattered (37–45). Then he goes on to speak of the prophesied birth of St. Dominic, God’s ardent lover and holy athlete, in Calaruega, Spain (46–60); of his espousal to Faith at the baptismal font (61–66); of his divinely inspired name (67–72); of his Christ-like love of poverty (73–78); and of the blessedness of the parents of such a man (79–81). St. Dominic loved, not the minutiae of Canon Law but the true bread of divine wisdom. Accordingly, he petitioned the Papal See not for special privileges that would enrich him but for permission to combat the enemies of the true faith, rooting up the barren thickets of heresy and watering the fruitful gardens of Catholic doctrine (82–111). If St. Francis represents one wheel of the chariot of the Church, St. Dominic is the other. But just as St. Thomas had criticized his fellow Dominicans, so St. Bonaventure castigates his brother Franciscans, for, far from continuing in the tread marks of the wheel of St. Francis, his disciples now walk backwards rather than following forwards in his footsteps. Those remaining true to his rule are so few as to seem like a single page in a long book, for Matteo d’Acquasparta has relaxed the rule, whereas Ubertino da Casale would tighten it (112–126). To St. Bonaventure’s left stand Illuminato, Augustine, Hugh of St. Victor, Peter Mangiador, Peter of Spain, Nathan the Prophet, St. John Chrysostom, St. Anselm, Donatus, Rabanus Maurus, and Joachim de Floris, all of whom were inspired by St. Thomas’ praise of St. Francis (127–145).


  1   That sacred flame thus took to speaking out


  Its final words, and then, not waiting long,


  The holy mill began to wheel about.[293]


  4   Before it turned full round, another throng


  Had come to close it in a roundelay


  And matched it move for move and song for song,


  7   Which in those pipes as far exceeds, I say,


  All that our muses and our sirens do


  As primal splendor the reflected ray.


  10   As two concentric arcs of equal hue


  Will bend across thin clouds through which they run


  When Juno bids her handmaid come in view,[294]


  13   The outer echoing the inner one


  (Just like the voice of her who wandered when


  She was consumed by love like mist by sun),[295]


  16   And they make people here presage to men


  That—as God’s pact with Noah had implied—


  The flood will never strike the world again,


  19   So did those sempiternal roses ride


  Around us in that garland once increased,


  And so the outer mimed the one inside.


  22   And when the dance and all the splendid feast


  Consisting of the song and of the flame,


  Bright light with light benign and glad, had ceased


  25   Together at one point and with one aim


  (As eyes the will has moved are on a par,


  And both must close and open up the same),


  28   Then from the heart of one new light, not far,


  There moved a voice that turned me to its place;


  I seemed a needle pointing to a star.


  31   He said: “The Love that beautifies my face


  Draws me to tell you of another guide,


  For whom one spoke of mine with so much grace.


  34   We bring one fitly to the other’s side


  So that, just as they once fought mate by mate,


  Their glories may shine forth as if allied.


  37   When troops of Christ, rearmed at costs so great,


  Were once behind the banner moving slow,


  Their numbers few and in a timid state,


  40   Our Emperor, who always rules below,[296]


  Provided for His forces in their doubt,


  By grace alone, not by their merit, though,


  43   So that, as said, His Bride was not without


  Two champions whose aid by words and deeds[297]


  Would rally back the people from their rout.


  46   In that part where sweet Zephyr first proceeds[298]


  To open up new leaves so that the span


  Of Europe is revested with its weeds,[299]


  49   Not far from crashing waves behind whose van


  The sun above, when its long flight is quit,


  Will sometimes hide itself from every man,


  52   We see the happy Calaroga sit,[300]


  Protected by the mighty shield where those


  Two lions lie that govern and submit.[301]


  55   The Christian faith’s most ardent lover rose[302]


  Within that town—a holy athlete, aye,


  One kind to every friend, but harsh to foes.


  58   His mind was filled, when first created, by


  So great a living force that, still inside


  His mother’s womb, he made her prophesy.[303]


  61   Then, after he as groom and Faith as bride


  Had been espoused at sacred fonts to share


  A common weal as dowry on each side,


  64   The lady who assented for him there


  Saw in a dream the wondrous fruit upstored


  To come from him and from his every heir.[304]


  67   But that his name and being might accord,


  A spirit, who descended from this height,


  Named him by the possessive of the Lord,[305]


  70   His All, and called him Dominic. I cite


  Him as the very husbandman whom Christ


  Would choose to help Him heal His garden’s blight.


  73   He seemed a messenger and friend of Christ,


  For his first love, made manifest, was for


  That very counsel given first by Christ.[306]


  76   His nurse would often find him on the floor,


  Awake and still, as if to state his creed:


  “For this I have been sent”; and on that score


  79   His father is ‘Felice’ now indeed,[307]


  His mother is ‘Giovanna,’ which has been[308]


  Interpreted to mean just what we read!


  82   Not for the world for which men labor in


  The Ostian’s or in Taddeo’s way,[309]


  But loving the true manna, he within


  85   Short time was such a teacher that they say


  He started round the vineyard since a vine


  Whose keeper fails will wither straight-away.


  88   He begged the seat that once was more benign


  To righteous poor (in him who holds the See,


  Not in itself—for he has crossed the line),[310]


  91   Not to dispense for six but two or three,


  Nor for the tithes that to God’s poor are due,


  Nor for the wealth of some first vacancy,


  94   But for permission to combat anew


  The erring world for that seed which would sprout


  The four and twenty plants surrounding you.[311]


  97   Then with his doctrine, with a will made stout,


  With apostolic office, forth went he—


  A torrent that a lofty spring shoots out!


  100   His onslaught struck the scrubs of heresy


  And with the greatest vigor came to drive


  Where men resisted the most stubbornly.


  103   From him the diverse streams would yet derive


  That water Catholic gardens near and far,


  So that their saplings are the more alive.


  106   And if one wheel was such upon that car


  In which the Holy Church made her defense


  And healed afield her civil war’s deep scar,


  109   The other must be plain to you and hence


  Its excellence, of which our Thomas told


  Before I came, in so polite a sense.


  112   The tread, though, is abandoned where there rolled


  The outer rim on that great wheel’s attack,


  So where there once was crust there now is mold.[312]


  115   His family, which, stepping in his track,


  Set out aright, has been so turned around


  The forward foot now moves to that in back.


  118   And soon the evil tillage will be found


  To yield its harvest when the tares begin


  Complaining that the barns are closed all round.


  121   Yet should you rummage page for page within


  Our tome, you’d find a leaf, I must admit,


  Where you would read: ‘I am what I have been.’


  124   It would not be of those who read our writ


  Like Acquasparta’s or Casale’s kind,[313]


  So that one flees, the other narrows it.


  127   Now I am Bonaventure’s living mind,[314]


  From Bagnoregio, who in office trod


  So as to put the left-hand cares behind.[315]


  130   These were the first to join the poor unshod,


  Illuminato and Augustine here,[316]


  Who by the cord became the friends of God.


  133   Hugh of St. Victor too with them is near,[317]


  With Mangiador and Spano in the arc,[318]


  Who in twelve books below is shining clear;


  136   Then Prophet Nathan, and the Patriarch[319]


  Chrysostom, Anselm, and Donatus, who[320]


  Set hand to grammar’s art; and with them mark


  139   Rabanus. A Calabrian men knew[321]


  As Abbot Joachim shines at my side,[322]


  Endowed with a prophetic spirit too.


  142   Warm courtesy and modest language plied


  By Brother Thomas have incited me


  To praise a paladin so dignified,[323]


  145   And with me they have moved this company.”[324]


  CANTO XIII


  In order to picture the two rings of twenty-four wise souls, Dante asks the reader to imagine the fifteen stars of the first magnitude in Ptolemaic astronomy, the seven stars of the Big Dipper, and the two stars of the mouth of the Little Dipper, arranged like a double Corona Borealis. Yet this image provides only a faint shadow of the reality, which surpasses our imagination as much as the speed of the Primum Mobile does that of the sluggish Chiana River. These spirits do not sing songs to Bacchus or Apollo but hymns to the one God in three Persons and the one Person of Christ in two natures (1–27). When they have concluded their song and dance, St. Thomas addresses the Pilgrim’s second question, namely, how it can be said of the light of Solomon that “none other rising to its sight is found” since both Adam and Christ were created perfect in their human natures (28–48). The Angelic Doctor explains that God creates all things, corruptible and incorruptible, according to the exemplar of His Word and through the love of His Spirit. Descending through the angelic intelligences moving the spheres to the sublunar world, the light of His creative power is received in different degrees of intensity by matters diversely disposed, which accounts for the qualitative differences of members of the same species. The secondary causality of nature is defective, however, like an artist with a trembling hand, so that nothing created through its agency perfectly reflects the Divine Idea. But since the Holy Trinity operated without intermediary in the creation of Adam and the human nature of Christ, Dante is quite correct in believing that human nature attained its highest expression in those two (49–87). Solomon, however, was a young king who did not ask God for the theoretical wisdom to solve abstruse problems of theology, dialectics, physics, or geometry, but for the practical wisdom to govern his people rightly. It is with respect to kingly prudence, then, that Solomon had no equal (88–111). St. Thomas now exhorts Dante to be slow to affirm or deny when he does not see clearly, for not to do so is the mark of a fool, whereas forming rash opinions may lead one astray, as can be seen in the case of philosophers like Parmenides, Melissus, and Bryson, and of theologians like Sabellius and Arius. Nor should one presume to fathom the Divine Counsel when one sees this person committing a sin and that performing an act of virtue, for the latter may yet fall from grace and the former yet rise from sin just as an apparently dead thorn bush may bear a rose and a ship sink in its home port after completing a voyage (112–142).


  1   Let him imagine who would comprehend


  Aright what now I witnessed—let him bear


  Rock-firm this image while I speak—and tend


  4   To fifteen stars in diverse quarters where[325]


  They quicken heaven with a light so clear


  It overcomes thick vapors in the air;


  7   Imagine next the Wain for which, all year,[326]


  The heaven’s breast suffices eve and morn


  So that its turnings never disappear;


  10   Imagine too the bell-mouth of the Horn[327]


  That starts atop the axle we behold,


  Round which the Primum Mobile is borne;


  13   Then see this twofold sign above unfold


  Just like the constellation made (but twin)


  By Minos’ daughter when she felt death’s cold,[328]


  16   And see one bear the other’s rays within,


  And both revolve so that the first one would


  Spin round before the other one would spin.


  19   And you would have a shadow, if you could,


  Of that true constellation’s double dance,


  Which circled round the point at which I stood,


  22   For it so far exceeds our mind’s expanse


  As every motion of the swiftest sphere


  Surpasses the Chiana’s slow advance.[329]


  25   No Bacchic songs or paeans did I hear,[330]


  But that three Persons in our God are one


  And in one Person God and man appear.


  28   The measure of the song and dance was run


  As all those holy lights attended us,


  Rejoicing so, as task on task was done.


  31   And then that shining light I heard discuss


  The wondrous life of God’s poor beggar let


  The hush of souls-made-one be broken thus:


  34   “And now that I have threshed one stalk to get


  The grain inside the bin,” he told me here,


  “Sweet love bids me to thresh another yet.


  37   You think that in the breast from which, as peer,


  A rib was drawn to form a fair-cheeked maid


  Whose palate was to cost the world so dear,


  40   And in that Breast a lance would pierce, which made


  Such satisfaction after and before


  That on the scales all faults have been outweighed,


  43   All that’s allowed as human nature’s store


  Of light has been infused by just that Good


  Which made the one and other. On that score,


  46   You wonder what, above, I understood


  In saying that no second good is found


  Like that in our fifth light. But if you should[331]


  49   Turn open eyes to my reply, you’re bound


  To witness that my words will meet your thought


  In Truth as in the center of a round.


  52   Both that which can and cannot die are naught


  But gleams of the Idea in God’s mind,


  Which in His Love our Sire begets, unwrought.


  55   From its bright Source the living Light is shined


  So that It’s never parted from that Blaze


  Nor from the Love that is with them ‘intrined’[332]


  58   But through Its goodness gathers in Its rays


  Nine essences, which in Its glass resplend,[333]


  Though It stays one through everlasting days.


  61   To the last potencies does light descend,


  From act to act, becoming what will breed


  But brief contingent beings in the end.


  64   By these contingencies I mean indeed


  The generated forms the spheres transmit,


  In moving round, without or with a seed.


  67   The wax of these and that which molded it


  Are not alike, so through its stamp, we find,


  More light or less will the Ideal emit.


  70   And thus it is that trees of one same kind


  Bear fruit, some worse, some better, when compared,


  And you are born with diverse gifts of mind.


  73   But if the wax were perfectly prepared


  And heaven’s powers at their height as such,


  The light of all the seal would then be bared.


  76   Yet Nature is defective in so much


  As it will work just like an artist’s hand


  That knows its craft but has a trembling touch.


  79   But should warm Love dispose clear Vision and,


  With the first Power, stamp thereon Its press,


  Perfection is acquired beneath Their brand.


  82   So was the dust once fit enough to dress


  A living creature in perfection due;


  So was the Virgin made with child no less.[334]


  85   I praise, then, the opinion held by you:


  No human nature was or yet shall be


  What it was in the person of those two.


  88   Did I proceed no further, ‘How could he


  Have been without an equal from the rest?’


  Your words might well begin. That you may see


  91   More clearly what is not yet manifest,


  Consider who he was and what a thing,


  When told to ask, occasioned his request.


  94   I have not spoken so your reasoning


  Can’t see he was a king, whom it behooved


  To ask for sense to be a worthy king,


  97   Not by how many all the spheres are moved,[335]


  Nor if necesse ever can enlist


  Contingents and necesse still be proved,


  100   Nor if a Primus Motus must subsist,


  Nor if in semi-circles it is so


  That non-right-angled triangles exist.


  103   Hence, note these things with what I said and know


  That kingly prudence is that peerless view


  Towards which the shafts of my intention go.


  106   And if to ‘rose’ you turn clear eyes anew,[336]


  You’ll see it has the kings alone in sight;


  And they are many, though the good are few.


  109   With this distinction take my words aright,


  And it will stand with your beliefs to date


  Of our first father and of our Delight.[337]


  112   And let this to your feet be leaden weight


  To move you like a weary man, thus slow,


  To ‘yes’ or ‘no’ when you do not see straight.


  115   Among all fools that man indeed ranks low


  Who rushes to affirm or to deny,


  No matter which, without distinctions, though.


  118   It often happens that you’re led awry


  By some too quick opinion at the start,


  Which binds your reason by emotion’s tie.


  121   It is far worse than vain when they depart


  From shore, not coming back as they withdrew,


  Who fish for truth but do not have the art.


  124   Parmenides, Melissus, Bryson too,[338]


  Were open proof of this to humankind,


  Like many who set out, though where none knew.


  127   Sabellius and Arius, you’ll find,[339]


  Were with such fools like swords to Holy Writ


  That render Its straight faces disaligned.[340]


  130   Nor should the people too securely sit


  To judge like one who counts his ears when those


  Still need to ripen in the fields a bit.


  133   For I have seen through all of winter’s snows


  A thorn bush of a rough and rigid cast


  That yet upon its top would bear a rose.


  136   And I have seen a ship fare straight and fast


  Upon the sea through all its course to sink


  And perish as it came to port at last.


  139   Let not Dame Bertha and Sir Martin think,[341]


  On seeing one man steal, one offer all,


  They’re reading the Eternal Counsel’s ink,


  142   For one may yet arise, the other fall.”


  CANTO XIV


  As Beatrice begins to speak in a manner similar to that of St. Thomas, the image of concentric ripples in a bowl of water tapped on its rim or at its center suddenly occurs to Dante (1–8). She formulates the Pilgrim’s doubt before it has even dawned on him: will the radiance blooming from each soul remain eternally? And if so, how will the eye of one risen body be able to bear the splendor of another? (9–18). At the prospect of answering the Poet’s questions, the souls of the wise become like those who, caught up in the delight of the dance, raise their voices and quicken their steps, as they sing of the Trinity in such wondrous harmony that no one would lament having to die if able to hear them (19–33). Then, as if he were the angel Gabriel uttering the words of the Annunciation to Mary, Solomon explains that, to the degree Divine Mercy allows, they shall all eternally enjoy the sight of the beatific vision, that this vision inspires their love, and that this love manifests itself in their radiance. When their separated souls are reunited with their bodies at the resurrection, they will be more complete in their being. This greater perfection will increase their light of glory, which will increase in turn their vision, love, and radiance, which their glorified bodies will also be strengthened to endure. (34–60). When Solomon has finished, all the souls cry “Amen” out of their desire to repossess their mortal frames. Then another splendor surrounds the two circles of spirits, like the light on the horizon at dawn. At first, Dante cannot decide whether he sees a third ring of souls beyond the other two just as one may doubt about the first faint appearance of stars in the evening sky. But then the configuration flashes with such brilliance that his eyesight is vanquished (61–78). When, however, Beatrice in her beauty smiles at Dante, she empowers him to lift his eyes and see himself transported to the next sphere. The Pilgrim realizes from its ruddy color that he has ascended to Mars, which brightens at their approach, and in the silent thought of his heart he gives thanks to God. He now beholds two rays that seem to gleam with the stars of the Milky Way, and they combine to form a cross, which flashes momentarily with the image of Christ. Flitting along its two beams like motes of dust in a shaft of light, souls sing of Christ’s triumph in a manner more captivating than anything the Poet has ever experienced (79–129). Such superlative language may seem too daring, as if he had forgotten the eyes of Beatrice. But one who notes that he has not yet gazed into those eyes will excuse him, for her eyes grow even more beautiful as she rises (130–139).


  1   From rim to center, center out to rim,


  The waters in a rounded vessel will


  Be moved if tapped within or on the brim.


  4   What I’ve just said came suddenly to fill


  My mind no sooner than in glory’s bliss


  The living soul of Thomas now fell still.


  7   Between his speech and that of Beatrice


  Was born a likeness when she followed suit


  And after him was pleased to start like this:


  10   “He has a need, but does not say it, mute


  In voice and even in his thoughts as yet,


  Though he must reach another truth’s deep root.


  13   Tell him if the bouquet of splendor set


  Around your substance will remain with you


  Eternally as now it has been met.


  16   And if it does remain, please tell him too


  How, when made visible again to sight,


  It yet can be it will not harm your view.”


  19   As, when they’re urged and drawn by more delight,


  At times those circling in a dancing spree


  Will raise the voice and quicken steps in flight,


  22   Just so at her devout and eager plea


  The holy circles showed new gladness through


  Their turning round in wondrous harmony.


  25   Those grieved that we must die in order to


  Live up above have not been there to see


  Those souls refreshed by the eternal dew.[342]


  28   The everliving One, and Two, and Three,


  Who ever reigns in Three, and Two, and One,


  Uncompassed, compassing all that may be,


  31   Was sung three times by every one who spun


  Of all those souls and in a melody


  That’s just reward for every merit won.


  34   Then that divinest light spoke modestly;[343]


  I heard his voice within the lesser round


  As Mary heard the angel’s glad decree.[344]


  37   He said: “As long as such a feast will sound


  In Paradise, our love will burn anew,


  Its rays around us like a garment bound.


  40   Our brightness on our ardor shall ensue,


  Our ardor on our vision, whose receipt


  Is measured by a grace beyond its due.


  43   Once donned the glorious and holy sheet


  Of flesh again, our persons in each limb


  Shall be more pleasing, being all complete.


  46   Thus grows the light, however bright or dim,


  The Highest Good so freely gives to glow,


  The light that fits us all to look on Him.[345]


  49   And it will cause our vision yet to grow,


  As must the ardor kindled by its aim,


  As must the ray that comes from it. But know


  52   That even as a coal which makes its flame


  White-hot outshines it with an overplus


  So its appearance is maintained the same,


  55   So shall this radiance surrounding us


  Be overcome by flesh appearing bright,


  Which now the earth still covers up; and thus


  58   We shall not be fatigued by such a light,


  The organs of our bodies strengthened then


  For everything in which we can delight.”


  61   They seemed so quick and prompt to cry “Amen”


  That both those choruses showed their desires


  To have their mortal bodies back again—


  64   Not only for themselves but for their sires,


  Their mothers, and the others they held dear


  Before they had become eternal fires.


  67   And—look!—all round, an equal brightness near


  As now beyond the first a luster grew,


  Like the horizon growing bright and clear![346]


  70   As lights begin to show, appearing new,


  At early evening’s rise within the sky


  So that the sight does not, yet does, seem true,[347]


  73   It seemed to me that I began to spy


  A circle formed by some new spirit-train


  Beyond the two perimeters nearby.


  76   O Holy Spirit’s truly sparkling reign!


  How suddenly it glowed to a degree


  Which now my vanquished eyes could not sustain!


  79   But, smiling, Beatrice displayed to me


  Such loveliness this vision must be left


  With those that could not follow memory.


  82   My eyes, thus strengthened, rose to see the theft


  Transporting me to higher bliss, alone,


  With no one but my Lady; and, thus reft,


  85   I was aware that higher I had flown


  Because that smiling planet’s fiery face[348]


  Appeared more red than it had ever shone.


  88   And in the speech that lies in every race,[349]


  With all my heart I made a holocaust[350]


  To God such as befitted my new grace.


  91   The ardent sacrifice did not exhaust


  Itself in me before my off’ring knew


  It was accepted, graciously not lost.


  94   With such a glow and such a ruddy hue


  Appeared a splendor in a double ray;


  I cried: “How Helios adorns the two!”[351]


  97   As mid the world’s two poles the Milky Way,[352]


  Pricked out with greater and with lesser stars,


  Gleams white, so even sages show dismay,


  100   Thus constellated in the depths of Mars,


  Those rays had made the honored sign, now lit,[353]


  That circles fashion by their quadrant bars.


  103   But here my memory outstrips my wit


  Because that cross was flaming so with Christ


  That no comparison I find is fit.


  106   Yet he who takes his cross and follows Christ


  Will yet forgive me that which I omit,


  Beholding in that dawn the flashing Christ.


  109   From top to base, from arm to arm of it,


  The lights were moving, sparkling all aglow,


  As they would meet and then would further flit.


  112   And likewise here we see that, swift and slow,


  Athwart and straight, with aspect changing still,


  The motes of matter, long and short, all flow


  115   As they go darting through the sunbeams till


  The shade is streaked in houses built among


  Those making their defense with art and skill.


  118   As harp and viol sweetly chime (when strung


  With many cords whose harmony is strong)


  For one who does not catch the tune that’s sung,


  121   So from the lights appearing in that throng


  A melody arose throughout the Rood,


  Which ravished me, who could not grasp the song.


  124   I sensed an air which lofty praise imbued,


  For “Rise” and “Conquer” reached me in the strains


  I heard, though with my understanding skewed.


  127   I was enamored so of their refrains


  That there was never anything—till those—


  Which yet had fettered me in such sweet chains.


  130   My words may seem too daring, I suppose,


  As slighting the delight of eyes so fair,


  By gazing into which desires repose.


  133   But, noting that the higher they repair


  Those living seals of beauty work yet more


  And that I had not turned to them to stare,


  136   One will excuse what I in me deplore


  To make excuse and see the true account:[354]


  The holy pleasure is not lost here for


  139   It yet becomes more pure the more we mount.


  CANTO XV


  Out of their gracious will to answer Dante’s question, the shining souls in the cross cease their music and fall silent (1–12). The Pilgrim beholds one of them moving like a shooting star from the cross’s right arm to the center and then down the vertical axis to where he is standing, glowing like a fire behind an alabaster screen as it does so (13–24). On arrival, the spirit greets the Poet solemnly in Latin with the paternal affection that Anchises felt for his son, Aeneas, in Elysium. Turning to Beatrice, Dante is stupefied by her blazing smile on the one side and by the splendor of the soul on the other (25–36). The spirit begins speaking ecstatically in words that transcend human understanding as Dante stands enraptured by the sight and incomprehensible sounds. When its discourse has descended to a range within mortal grasp, the Pilgrim discerns a hymn of praise to the Trinity for the favor shown to this soul’s posterity. The spirit tells the Poet that it has long hungered for this moment, about which it had read in the unalterable book of the future (37–54). Although this soul sees in God Dante’s questions about its identity and the reason for its greater joy, it still wishes to have the pleasure of hearing the Pilgrim’s voice and thus invites him to express his desire, to which it promises a favorable response (55–69). Encouraged by Beatrice’s smile, the Poet expresses his gratitude for the affectionate welcome he has received and asks to know the soul’s name (70–87). The spirit reveals himself as Cacciaguida, Dante’s great-great-grandfather, and requests the Pilgrim’s prayers for his great-grandfather, who is still purging his sins of pride. First describing the Florence of his day as simple in its fashions, reasonable in its customs, moderate in its needs, happy in its domestic life, and pious in its traditions (88–129), he goes on to speak of his birth and baptism, his brothers and wife, his knighthood and crusades, his death and eternal reward (130–148).


  1   A gracious will, in which is manifest


  The love that always breathes with right desire


  As in ill-will cupidity’s expressed,


  4   Imposed a silence on that dulcet lyre[355]


  And hushed the holy strings whose every cord


  God’s right hand draws and slackens in each fire.[356]


  7   How could those substances turn deaf, though, toward


  My righteous prayer—those who, in prompting me


  To beg of them, fell still with one accord?


  10   It’s right that he should languish endlessly


  Who, for the love of things that don’t endure,


  Would lose this love for all eternity.


  13   As through the evening sky, both calm and pure,


  From time to time a sudden fire will race[357]


  And move the eyes which stood, till then, secure,


  16   Appearing as a star that changes place


  (Except no star is lost from where its light


  Flared up, and it endures for but a space),


  19   So from the arm upon the cross’s right


  Down to its foot there ran a starry sheen


  Out of that constellation shining bright.


  22   Nor from its ribbon did that gem careen,


  But held the radii and seemed to run[358]


  Like fire behind an alabaster screen.


  25   Anchises’ pious shade ran like this one, [359]


  If we lend credence to our greatest Musa,[360]


  When in Elysium he saw his son.


  28   “O sanguis meus, o super infusa


  Gratia Deï, sicut tibi cui


  Bis unquam coeli ianüa reclusa?”[361]


  31   Thus spoke the light that I had faced to see;


  My eyes turned to my Maid, and, in a trice,


  On each side I was stupefied with glee,


  34   For in her eyes there blazed a smile so nice


  I thought that I with mine had touched the height


  Of both my glory and my Paradise.


  37   That soul (a joy to hearing and to sight!)


  Then added to his former words things dark—


  His speech was deep, my understanding slight.


  40   He did not hide by choice but by a stark


  Necessity: his thoughts in this respect


  Were set too far above our mortal mark.


  43   But when the bow that burned with love’s effect


  Was slack enough to let his speech descend


  To hit the mark of human intellect,


  46   The first thing said that I could comprehend


  Was “Blest be You who are both One and Three


  And show my seed what favor you extend!


  49   A long and happy fast,” continued he,


  “While reading that great tome where black and white[362]


  Are never altered, has just come to be


  52   Relieved by you, my son, within this light


  I speak in—thanks to her, who clothed you live


  With plumes enough to make the lofty flight.


  55   Since you believe your thoughts to me derive


  From Him who’s first just as the unit too,


  When it is known, rays out the four and five,[363]


  58   You ask not who I am nor why to you


  I should appear more joyful than the rest


  Of those who have composed this festive crew.


  61   You think the truth: the great and lesser blest


  Within this life behold a glass inside[364]


  Of which, before you think, your thought’s expressed.


  64   But that the sacred love, in which I’ve spied


  With constant sight, which makes me wish to feed


  Sweet longing, may be better satisfied,


  67   Your voice—secure, and bold, and glad indeed—


  Should sound your will; sound forth desires you store:


  My answer has already been decreed!”


  70   I turned to Beatrice who’d heard before


  I spoke a word; she smiled a sign to me


  And made the wings of my desire grow more.


  73   “Love and intelligence were equally


  Well poised in all,” I started in a bit,


  “When you divined the First Equality,[365]


  76   Because the Sun by which you’re warmed and lit


  Has light and ardor from such equal springs


  That all comparison falls short of it.


  79   But wish and faculty in mortal things,


  For reasons you find manifestly clear,


  Are feathered differently in both their wings.


  82   And therefore I, a mortal, feel this sheer


  Disparity, and with but heart proclaim


  My thanks for your paternal welcome here.


  85   But I beseech you, topaz, living flame,[366]


  You jewel in this precious diadem,[367]


  To satisfy my wish to know your name.”


  88   And thus began the answer of that gem:


  “O you who are my leaf, how joyfully


  I have expected you—I was your stem!”


  91   And then: “The one who named your family


  Has ringed on the first ledge the mountain spire


  A hundred years or more, and that would be[368]


  94   My son, and father of your father’s sire.


  It would be fitting if you helped decrease


  By works you do the length his toils require.


  97   In ancient walls, from which she does not cease[369]


  To take the hours of tierce and nones rung down,[370]


  Once Florence, chaste and sober, lived in peace.


  100   Back then there was no necklace nor a crown


  To look on more than on the person’s worth,


  Nor such a girdle, nor embroidered gown.


  103   A father did not fear a daughter’s birth;


  The time and dowry did not yet outrun


  All measure everywhere. There was no dearth[371]


  106   Of families in her houses; and that one[372]


  Named Sardanápalus had not yet come[373]


  To show what in a chamber could be done,


  109   Nor your Uccellatoio overcome


  Rome’s Montemalo, passed up in the race


  To scale the heights—and in the fall therefrom![374]


  112   And I’ve seen Bellincione Berti pace[375]


  With bone and leather girt; his wife, who went[376]


  Back from her glass without a painted face;


  115   De’ Nerli and del Vecchio content[377]


  To go about in unlined skins instead;[378]


  Their women over spool and spindle bent.


  118   Each one was certain of her tomb when dead,[379]


  —What happy wives were they!—and no one had


  For France been yet deserted in her bed.[380]


  121   One watched to mind the pen of lass or lad


  And used consolingly the language then[381]


  That makes new fathers and new mothers glad.


  124   And, drawing thread from distaff, one again


  Would tell her family the tales of good


  Old Rome, Fiésole, and Trojan men.[382]


  127   A Salterello or Cianghella would[383]


  Have caused such wonder then as now down there


  A Cincinnatus or Cornelia could.[384]


  130   And to a life so restful and so fair


  Of citizens in faithful comity,


  To an abode of such a pleasing air,


  133   Did Mary, sought with cries, deliver me;[385]


  Soon after, Cacciaguida I became,


  And Christian too, in your old Baptistery.[386]


  136   Moronto, Eliseo, did they name[387]


  My brothers; Val di Po gave me my wife;[388]


  And from her family your surname came.


  139   I followed Conrad in my later life,[389]


  The Emperor who girt me as a knight,[390]


  For so I pleased him with my gallant strife.


  142   And then I set out after him to fight


  That evil law whose people, by the crime[391]


  Of your own pastors, have usurped your right.[392]


  145   I died among that vulgar race to climb


  Unfettered from the lying world, the love


  Of which will sully many souls in time,


  148   And came from martyrdom to peace above.”[393]


  CANTO XVI


  Dante recognizes the poverty of noble birth when unaccompanied by a noble character, yet he cannot help glorying in his own ancestor and addresses him in Italian with the honorific plural. Not unaware of the Pilgrim’s small lapse into pride, Beatrice nevertheless smiles at him indulgently. Rejoicing in a greatness that transcends him, the Poet asks his great-great-grandfather to speak of his family, the former days in Florence, the previous size of the city, and the character of those who ruled it (1–27). Like embers stoked by the wind, Cacciaguida glows more brightly at Dante’s reverent words and, in the more refined dialect of an earlier time, modestly replies that his family came from within the ancient city walls near the Porta San Piero and that he himself was born in 1091 (28–45). He puts the number of those fit to bear arms in his day at a fifth of the total population of present-day Florence (46–48) and describes its citizens as being of pure blood before mixing with the rustic folk from neighboring towns, which causes him to deplore the degeneration and immoderate size occasioned by its foreign elements. But no city endures eternally, and Fortune causes Florence to change as constantly as the tides of the ocean (49–84). Having reviewed the former leading families of the city, all of which have now either declined or disappeared, Cacciaguida concludes with a lament for the subsequent strife of Guelphs and Ghibellines, and later of Black Guelphs and White, which mars the peace, the justice, and the glory of the city’s former days (85–154).


  1   O scant nobility of blood! Although


  You make us glory here below in you,


  Where all of our affections languish so,


  4   It will not make me wonder for, it’s true,


  Where human appetite in no way veers,


  In Heaven’s reign, I gloried in you, too.


  7   What shrinkage in your mantle soon appears!


  If day by day we don’t increase it, how


  Swift time goes round about it with its shears!


  10   Then, with that voi which Rome would first allow,


  In which her families least persevere,


  I started speaking once again; and now,[394]


  13   Aside, did smiling Beatrice appear


  As though she were another, also nigh,


  Who coughed at that first fault of Guinevere:[395]


  16   “You are my father,” started my reply;


  “You made me fully bold to speak when first


  You raised me so that I am more than I.


  19   My mind, which many rivers have submersed


  In gladness, finds within itself great glee


  That it can bear so much and still not burst.


  22   But tell me now, who was your family,


  Dear origin? What were the years long gone


  Recorded in your days of infancy?


  25   And tell me of the sheepfold of St. John;[396]


  How large was it back then? Who were the folk


  Most fit to hold high seats?” And thereupon,


  28   As, quickening, the breath of winds will stoke


  The coals to flames, I witnessed in such wise


  That light grow brighter at kind words I spoke.


  31   As it became more comely to my eyes,


  It said in gentler tones, more sweetly bred,


  Though still not in a speech of modern guise:


  34   “Down from the day when ‘Ave’ first was said[397]


  To when my mother, blessèd now, who bore


  Me in her womb, gave birth to me abed,


  37   Five hundred fifty times and thirty more


  This fire had come to re-ignite its flame


  Beneath the Lion’s paw. And, furthermore,[398]


  40   My ancestors and I as well all came


  From that locale where those who run first touch


  The farthest ward down in your yearly game.[399]


  43   But of my forebears let suffice this much;


  For who they were, from where they all derive—


  It’s better to keep still than talk of such.


  46   All those who at that time were fit to strive


  At arms between Mars and the Baptist ran[400]


  To but a fifth of those right now alive.


  49   Its citizens, now mixed with Campi’s clan,


  And by Certaldo’s and Fegghine’s drowned,[401]


  Were pure down to the humblest working man.


  52   How much the better if those named were found


  As neighbors and your borders at the brink


  Of Trespiano’s and Galluzzo’s bound[402]


  55   Than having them within to bear the stink


  Of Aguglione’s churl and of that one


  From Signa, with his jobber’s sharp-eyed wink![403]


  58   If those who in the world are most undone


  Had not been Caesar’s stepdame but instead[404]


  Had been a mother gracious to her son,


  61   Then one, made Florentine, would soon be sped[405]


  To truck and trade right back to Simifonti,


  Where once his father’s father begged his bread.


  64   And Montemurlo would still have its Conti,[406]


  Acone’s parish hold the Cerchi still,


  And Valdigreve too its Buondelmonti.[407]


  67   A mingled people always leads to ill


  Within the life of cities that would thrive


  As you turn sick from eating past your fill.


  70   A bull gone blind more quickly takes a dive


  Than would a blinded lamb; one sword will hew


  Yet more and better, often, than do five.


  73   See Luni, and see Urbisaglia, two


  Already gone; behind them disappear


  Both Sinigaglia and Chiusi too.[408]


  76   It thus should not seem strange or hard to hear


  Some family died out for every sort


  Of city also has its term, I fear.


  79   And all of your affairs, like you, comport


  Their deaths within, though death does not appear


  In things long-lasting since your lives are short.


  82   And as the turning of the lunar sphere


  Without repose unveils and veils the shore,[409]


  So Fortune does with Florence year by year.


  85   Hence, there should be no wonder at the lore


  I tell of Florentines both great and fine,


  Whose fame is hid by time for evermore.


  88   I saw the Ughi, Catelini’s line,[410]


  Ormanni’s, Alberichi’s, Greci’s men,


  Filippi’s too, once famous, in decline.


  91   As great as they were old, I saw back then


  Ardinghi’s, L’Arca’s, La Sannella’s fate,


  Bostichi’s too, and Soldanieri’s when,


  94   Quite near the gate now laden with the weight[411]


  Of a new felony of such great blame


  That soon the bark will jettison its freight,[412]


  97   There lived the Ravignani, from whom came


  Count Guido and whoever in his train


  Has taken on great Bellincione’s name. [413]


  100   Then Della Pressa well knew how to reign,[414]


  And Galligaio had a household where


  The gilded hilt and pommel still had lain.[415]


  103   Great were the Giuochi, and the strip of vair,


  Sacchetti, Gall’, Fifanti, and Barucci,


  And those still blushing at the stave affair.[416]


  106   That stock was great which fathered the Calfucci,


  And raised already to the curule seats[417]


  Were both the Sizii and Arrigucci.


  109   How great were those undone by proud conceits[418]


  As I have seen; and once the balls of gold[419]


  Had flowered Florence in her greatest feats.


  112   Such were the fathers of the overbold,


  Who, when the Church is vacant, aren’t averse


  To fatt’ning in consistories they hold.[420]


  115   That haughty breed (which dragonlike would curse[421]


  The one who flees but like a lamb has been


  To him who shows his teeth—or else his purse)


  118   Now on the rise, though of low origin,


  Met not with Ubertín’ Donati’s grace


  When his wife’s father made him of their kin.


  121   The Caponsacchi came to market-place


  Down from Fiésole; good townsmen too


  Were Guida’s, also Infangato’s race.[422]


  124   I’ll tell a thing incredible but true:


  One entered that small circuit by a gate


  That bore the name of Della Pera’s crew![423]


  127   All those who bear the ensign of the great


  And mighty Baron Hugh, whose name and worth[424]


  The day of Thomas has kept fresh to date,


  130   He knighted and gave privilege of birth;


  Though he who fringed his shield does not forebear


  To side with common people of the earth.[425]


  133   The Gualterotti were already where


  The Importuni lived; the Borgo’s ears


  Would have more rest if spared new neighbors there.[426]


  136   The house from which is born your store of tears


  Because of just disdain which slaughtered you


  And put an end to all your happy years[427]


  139   Was honored as were its companions too;


  O Buondelmonte, woe to you who fly


  Your nuptials, prompted by another’s cue!


  142   So many would be glad who sadly cry


  Had God thrown you to Ema’s streams and barred[428]


  You from the city when you first came nigh.


  145   How fit that Florence, her last peace now marred,


  Should bring a victim to the broken stone


  That on the Ponte Vecchïo keeps guard.[429]


  148   With all these folk and others like their own


  I then saw Florence in such rest immersed


  She hadn’t any cause to weep or moan.


  151   And with such ones I saw her people versed


  In justice and to such a glory led


  That on its staff no lily was reversed,


  154   Nor by division dyed vermilion red.”[430]


  CANTO XVII


  Like Phaethon, who ran to his mother, Clymene, for reassurance about his divine filiation, Dante turns to Cacciaguida for knowledge of his future life and confirmation of his mission. Beatrice urges the Pilgrim to express his desires, not because the blessed require such expressions to know his mind, but so that the Poet may accustom himself to begging in his exile. Confident that his ancestor sees contingent events with the same intuitive clarity with which we grasp geometrical relations, Dante asks Cacciaguida what arrows of fortune will be shot at him so that he may prepare his defense (1–30). His ancestor responds in clear and precise language rather than in the dark sayings of pagan oracles that he views the future in the Eternal Vision, which nevertheless imposes no necessity on contingent events. Like Hippolytus, who was obliged to leave Athens through unjust accusations, Dante will be forced to abandon Florence through the complicity of the papacy and the Roman curia. But though he will be wrongly maligned, divine retribution will reveal where the truth lies. The Pilgrim will indeed taste the bitterness of begging his bread and searching for lodging, and will even suffer the shameless betrayal of his own party, yet he will nevertheless win honor for making a party of himself. He will first receive hospitality from the great Lombard Bartolomeo della Scala, who will come to his aid before the Poet has even asked, and then from his younger brother, Cangrande, who, imprinted with the stamp of Mars, will one day so distinguish himself in the art of war that even his enemies will praise him. Finally, Cacciaguida exhorts his descendent not to grow envious of his neighbors because he will long outlive them and their punishments. (31–99). Braced for whatever fortune may bring, Dante worries that if he tells what he has seen and heard upon his journey, he may offend many of those who could assist him in his exile, whereas if he does not, he may forfeit his fame among future generations (100–120). Cacciaguida acknowledges that the Poet’s words will sting many but encourages him nonetheless to reveal all he has experienced since what tastes bitter at first will provide vital nourishment when digested. Furthermore, he will give evidence of his courage by denouncing the highest men in Church and state, like a wind blowing the hardest against the tallest peaks, and it is precisely such well-known examples that will prove the most instructive to his readers (121–142).


  1   Like him who once to Clymene would run


  To check what had been said against him (he


  Who makes a father chary towards his son),[431]


  4   Just so was I and so was felt to be


  By Beatrice and by that holy light


  Who first had changed his place because of me.


  7   “Put forth the flames that your desires ignite,”


  My Lady said to me, “so that they may


  Go marked by your internal stamp aright—


  10   Our knowledge will not grow from what you say,


  But you will learn to tell your thirst when dry


  That one may pour out drink for you that way.”


  13   “Dear root of mine, you lifted up so high:


  As in a triangle an earthling sees


  That, if obtuse, two angles cannot lie,


  16   So do you also see contingencies


  Before they are, if on that Point you stare


  To which are present all the times of these.


  19   While I proceeded under Virgil’s care


  Upon the mount that heals the spirit’s woes


  And while descending to the dead world there,


  22   Grave words were told me of life’s future throes;[432]


  I feel, though, that I am foursquare below


  Against an evil fortune’s future blows


  25   So that my will would be content to know


  What fortune has drawn near, for when foreguessed


  An arrow shot will come on much more slow.”


  28   Thus to that light by which I’d been addressed


  I spoke at first; and as the will had been


  Of Beatrice, my wish was now confessed.


  31   Not in dark sayings that had taken in


  Their snares the foolish people once, before


  God’s Lamb was slain, who takes away our sin,


  34   But in a speech precise and clear, once more


  The shade of that paternal love replied,


  Revealed yet hidden by the smile he wore:


  37   “Contingency does not extend outside


  The volume of your world of matter, writ


  Where the Eternal View is always plied.


  40   But, nonetheless, such things need not admit


  Necessity more than a boat that steers


  Downstream depends on eyes that mirror it.


  43   As organ music sweetly strikes the ears,


  So from that Sight there enters in my view


  The times prepared for you in future years.


  46   From Athens good Hippolytus once flew


  For lies his ruthless, faithless stepdame told;[433]


  Like him, you’ll have to leave your Florence too.


  49   That which is willed and sought shall soon unfold


  By means of him who’s pondering your rout


  Right there where Christ is daily bought and sold.[434]


  52   Against the injured party they will shout


  The blame as wont; but vengeance shall appear[435]


  To witness to the Truth that deals it out.


  55   And you will leave each thing you hold most dear;


  This is the first of arrows, I declare,


  That exile’s bow will shoot at your career.


  58   And you shall taste just what a salty fare


  Is others’ bread, how hard the path you trail


  When climbing down and up another’s stair.


  61   The weight that most will make your shoulders ail


  Will be the evil, senseless crew ahead,


  With whom you yet shall fall down in this vale.[436]


  64   When—mad, ungrateful, impious—they’re led


  To turn themselves against you, be it known,


  Their brows, not yours, soon after will turn red.


  67   Proof of their brutish folly will be shown


  Through their own deeds; your fame will be assured


  For having made a party all alone.


  70   Your first abode and inn will be conferred


  By courtesy of that great Lombard who[437]


  Upon the ladder bears a holy bird.


  73   And he will have such high regard for you


  That, asking and bestowing, what the rest


  Do slowly will be first between you two.


  76   With him you shall see someone so impressed


  By this strong star upon his day of birth


  His deeds will be both notable and blest.[438]


  79   The people have not noted yet his worth


  Because of his young age; these wheels have turned


  For but nine years around his place on earth.


  82   His virtue’s spark—before good Henry’s spurned


  By Gascon treachery—will show: though young,


  He will not note hard toil or money earned.[439]


  85   His great magnificence will yet be sung


  So that his enemies will be, though late,


  Unable then to keep a silent tongue.


  88   So, look to him, and on his bounties wait;


  Because of him great change will be assigned


  To many, rich and beggars trading state.


  91   Don’t tell, but bear this written in your mind … ”


  And he said things so past belief that one


  There present still would not believe their kind.


  94   He added then: “These are the glosses, son,[440]


  On what was told you; watch for snares like these,


  Hid just behind few circlings of the sun.


  97   But bear no envy towards your neighbors, please,


  Because your life shall long outlast, aloof,


  The punishment upon their treacheries.”[441]


  100   When by his hush that holy soul gave proof


  That he had finished weaving through for good


  The warp that I had readied for his woof,


  103   I started up as someone doubting would,


  Who craves that person to give counsel back


  Who sees, then wills and loves, just as he should:


  106   “My Father, well I see how time’s attack


  Spurs on to deal such blows before too long


  As fall the hardest on the one most slack.


  109   It’s good that foresight’s arms should make me strong,


  So if they take my dearest place away,[442]


  I may not lose the rest through this, my song.


  112   Down through the world where endless gallings lay


  And up the mountain from whose lovely height


  My Lady’s eyes upraised me to survey


  115   The heavens afterwards, from light to light,


  I’ve come to learn what, if retold in rhymes,


  For many mouths would smack of bitter spite.


  118   Were I a timid friend to truth’s clear chimes,


  Though, I would fear to lose my life’s great dreams


  With those who’ll call the present ancient times.”


  121   The light in which my treasure smiled its beams


  (What wealth I found in him!) became a flash


  As in the sun a golden mirror gleams.


  124   Then it replied: “A conscience dark as ash


  For shameful deeds that it or others hatch


  Will feel indeed your speech is harsh and brash.


  127   However, see that you give short dispatch


  To lies, make all your vision manifest;


  And then, where lies an itch, there let them scratch.


  130   For if, at their first taste, your words molest


  Such ones, they afterwards will leave those men


  A vital nourishment when they digest.


  133   Your cries will be just like the flurries when


  They strike the highest peaks most hard below,


  And that’s no little cause of honor then.


  136   And therefore only souls whose fame all know


  Were shone to you as through these wheels you rose,


  And on the mount, and in the vale of woe.


  139   The mind of him who hears will not repose


  Nor fix its faith for an example here


  Whose roots are hidden and that no one knows


  142   Or for an argument that is not clear.”


  CANTO XVIII


  Cacciaguida, who sees things from an eternal perspective, rejoices in his inner thoughts, as Dante, still limited to the viewpoint of time, ruminates on the promising and ominous prophecies he has heard. When Beatrice reminds him of her proximity to God and the Pilgrim turns around to her, he beholds in her eyes a holy love that surpasses both his memory and his power of expression. The appearance of his Lady satisfies the longing of his heart with the reflection of the Eternal Joy shining from her eyes (1–18). Yet, Beatrice bids the Poet not to forget his ancestor in his absorption, for he is glowing with the desire to speak further. Cacciaguida then points out the souls of Joshua, Maccabeus, Roland, Charlemagne, William of Orange, Renouard, Godfrey of Bouillon, and Robert Guiscard, whose lights shoot across the arms of the cross like flashes of lightning as their names are called. Once this display of Jewish and Christian defenders of the faith has come to an end, Dante’s forebear resumes his place among the others and joins in their song (19–51). When the Pilgrim sees that Beatrice’s eyes have grown brighter than ever before, he realizes that he has ascended to the next sphere and notes that the change from the ruddy hue of Mars to the silvery white of Jupiter resembles that in the complexion of a fair-skinned girl who recovers her composure after blushing. Here sparkling souls fly up like cranes in flight formation and arrange themselves in the shapes of successive letters to spell out the first verse of the Book of Wisdom: Diligite iustitiam qui iudicatis terram. When the final letter has been fashioned, like a golden initial embossed upon a silver background, other lights descend upon the middle stem of the uncial M to form a heraldic fleur-de-lis. Then more than a thousand arise to transform the top of the lily into the imperial eagle’s neck and head, the middle stem into its body, and the two lateral stems into its wings (52–114). Dante now realizes that all earthly justice emanates from Heaven and prays that God may look down upon the smoke of ecclesiastical corruption clouding the radiance of Divine Justice on earth and blaze in anger against those who buy and sell in the temple of the Church, built upon the apostles and martyrs. Further, he asks the host of Heaven to intercede for those led astray by the bad example of the Pope, who fights his wars with excommunications and interdicts, thus laying waste the vineyard for which Peter and Paul died and cleaving only to the image of John the Baptist on the coin of Florence (115–136).


  1   That blessèd mirror joyed in its own word;


  And I now savored mine as all along


  I tempered bitter things with sweet ones heard.


  4   My Lady said, who led me to belong


  To God: “Change thoughts; consider I am near


  To Him who lifts the burden of each wrong.”


  7   I turned round at the loving sounds of cheer


  My Comfort spoke; but what a holy love[443]


  I saw within her eyes I can’t tell here.


  10   Not only do I doubt my speech thereof,


  But, too, my mind can not retrace its way


  Unless Another guides it from above.[444]


  13   This much, though, of that point I can resay:


  That, gazing on her so, my heart had grown


  Quite free of every other longing’s sway,


  16   For the Eternal Joy directly shone


  On Beatrice and from those eyes so nice


  Contented me with Its reflected tone.


  19   She said: “Turn round and heed,” as in a trice


  She won me with a smile so brightly lit,


  “Not only in my eyes is Paradise.”


  22   As sometimes here we see affection writ


  Upon the face if it’s impassioned so


  That all the mind is taken up by it,


  25   So in the flaming of the holy glow


  To which I turned I recognized that he


  Still wished to speak with me a bit. “Now know


  28   That here upon the fifth tier of the tree


  That from its top draws life,” he said once more,


  “And drops no leaves, but bears eternally,[445]


  31   Are blessèd spirits that below, before


  They came to Heaven, were of such great fame


  That they would better any poet’s lore.


  34   Behold the cross’s arms; and as I name[446]


  Each spirit, he will there perform the act


  That’s done in rain clouds by a rapid flame.”[447]


  37   As soon as Joshua was called, I tracked[448]


  A splendor that along the cross had run,


  Nor did I note the word before the fact.


  40   Great Maccabeus named, another one[449]


  Went moving forth—I saw a wheeling knight,


  And gladness whipped its top as round it spun.


  43   And thus I followed with attentive sight


  Both Charlemagne and Roland, held in view[450]


  As by the eye the falcon is in flight.


  46   Renouard, and William, and Duke Godfrey drew[451]


  My sight along the cross to watch their gyres,


  And after them Robert Guiscard did too.[452]


  49   Then, moving, mingling with the other fires,


  That soul who had addressed me let be spied


  His artistry among that heaven’s choirs.


  52   I turned to Beatrice on my right side


  To see in her what duty would compel,


  Which words or gesture might have signified,


  55   And saw such purity, such joy, indwell


  Her eyes that her appearance, thus enhanced,


  Surpassed the others and the last as well.


  58   As, if in doing good he is entranced


  By more delight, a man from day to day


  Becomes aware his virtue has advanced,


  61   I saw my circling in that heaven’s play


  Had now increased its arc on spying there


  That miracle more lovely in array.[453]


  64   Such change as quickly comes in maids of fair


  Complexion when their faces are relieved


  From burdens of the modest shame they bear


  67   My eyes beheld as, turning, I perceived


  The white in which the temperate star there lies,[454]


  The sixth in which I now had been received.


  70   I saw within the torch of Jove arise


  The sparkling of a love throughout its ranks


  That traced our human language for my eyes.


  73   And just as birds upsoar from riverbanks


  In circling flocks or other shapes and swell,


  As if rejoicing for their food in thanks,


  76   So too those lights in which blest creatures dwell


  Went singing as they flew to make in drill


  The figures of now D, now I, now L.


  79   They sang and moved to their own notes until


  They made one sign of these, then from their strains


  They stopped a little while and thus were still.


  82   O godly Pegasea, Muse who deigns[455]


  To genius glory and long life that shines,


  Which men, through you, give cities and their reigns,


  85   Illumine me to set forth their designs


  Such as in my conception they have jelled,


  And let your power show in these brief lines!


  88   Then five times seven letters I beheld,


  Both consonants and vowels there amassed,


  Whose parts I noted just as they seemed spelled.


  91   Diligite IUSTITIAM first passed,


  As verb and noun, of all of those enscrolled;


  Qui iudicatis terram were the last.[456]


  94   Once I had witnessed that fifth word unfold,


  Those spirits held their order in the M,


  So Jove seemed silver there, embossed with gold.


  97   And next, atop that letter’s middle stem,


  I saw more lights descend to rest, and these,[457]


  I trusted, sang the Good that summons them.


  100   Then, as when burning logs are struck, one sees


  That countless sparks arise—and it’s from those


  That fools are wont to draw their auguries—[458]


  103   So here, it seemed, more than a thousand rose


  And mounted up, some more, some less, in space,


  But each just as the Sun that lit it chose.


  106   When each one rested quietly in place,


  I saw that fiery pattern represent


  An eagle’s image both in neck and face.


  109   The Painter there has none to guide His bent;


  He guides Himself, and from Him we divine


  The power that for building nests is lent.[459]


  112   The other blest who seemed content to shine


  At first and form a lily on the M


  With but slight motion finished the design.


  115   Sweet star, what jewels in that diadem


  Have shown me that the justice which we know


  Comes from the heaven that you so engem!


  118   And thus I pray the Mind from which there flow


  Your motion and your might to see the shrines


  That puff the smoke which clouds your rays below,


  121   And to be wroth again with the divines


  Who buy and sell within that temple’s gate


  Whose walls are made of martyrdom and signs.


  124   O host of Heaven whom I contemplate,


  Do pray for all of those on earth who shun


  Right paths behind a bad example’s bait.


  127   It once was by the sword that wars were won,


  But now by taking here and there that fill


  Of bread the tender Father bars from none.[460]


  130   But you who write to cancel with your quill,[461]


  Just think that Peter and that Paul—who died


  For vineyards you lay waste—are living still.


  133   You well may say: “My longing is so tied


  To him who chose to live apart from all,


  Once made a martyr by a dancer’s stride,


  136   That I know neither Fisherman nor Paul!”[462]


  CANTO XIX


  With wings outspread, the Imperial Eagle speaks with one voice for all the myriad lights of souls shining like rubies in the sun and proclaims itself the exalted image of a mercy and justice still remembered but no longer practiced in the world (1–21). Dante admits that a question about Divine Justice has kept him hungering for a satisfying answer, which he has never found on earth. At this, the Eagle flaps its wings like a falcon preening itself for flight and sings a song incomprehensible to mortals. It then proclaims the infinite transcendence of the Creator over even the most noble of His creatures, a fact that the light of natural human reason must recognize even though its understanding of justice resembles the vision of the ocean floor through shallow water from the shore, whereas the divine understanding of justice bears a likeness to the view of unfathomable oceanic depths from the middle of the sea (22–66). With this prelude, the Eagle formulates the Pilgrim’s question: how can a just God rightly condemn a virtuous man born along the Indus River who has never heard or read of Christ and therefore dies unbaptized and without faith, even though he has never sinned in word or deed? (67–78). Replying, it declares the inability of the human intellect to judge such things and the sufficiency of Sacred Scripture for guidance in these matters. Then, like a stork, it soars above the Poet, as if to demonstrate the divine supereminence, and cries out that men can grasp as little of the Eternal Judgment as Dante can of the Eagle’s song, unintelligible to humans (79–99). After a moment of silence, it continues that no one can be saved without true faith in Christ and that many of those who emptily profess His name will be damned along with the pagan (100–114). The Imperial Eagle closes with a diatribe against those rulers—beginning with the Emperor himself, descending through kings, and ending with a petty tyrant—who pervert the course of justice on earth. Among these it names or alludes to the Emperor Albert of Austria, Philip the Fair of France, Edward I and Edward II of England with William Wallace and Robert Bruce of Scotland, Ferdinand IV of Castile and León, Wenceslaus IV of Bohemia, Charles II of Naples, Frederick II of Sicily, James II of Aragon with James of Majorca, Haakon V of Norway, Diniz of Portugal, Stephen Urosh II of Rascia, Andrew III of Hungary, and Henry II of Lusignan (115–148).


  1   With outspread wings before me was displayed


  The lovely image that in patterned guise


  Those joyful souls in sweet fruition made.


  4   Each seemed to be a ruby small in size,


  In which the sun’s rays burned, and was so lit


  As to reflect its light back to my eyes.


  7   And what I have to tell now, I admit,


  No voice has borne; no ink’s writ like event;


  No fantasy has comprehended it.


  10   I saw and heard that beak’s own speech unpent,


  Which voiced an “I” and “Mine,” although I trust


  That in its thoughts both “We” and “Ours” were meant.


  13   “I’m here—for being merciful and just—


  Exalted to a glorious degree


  Desire can not surpass, and on the dust


  16   Of earth,” it said, “I left a memory


  That even now the wicked man extols,


  Without continuing its history.”


  19   As one sole heat is felt from many coals,


  So also from the image of those plumes


  There came one sound from many loving souls.


  22   I said then: “O perpetual sweet blooms


  Of everlasting joyfulness and mirth,


  Who make appear as one all your perfumes,


  25   Breathe forth, deliver me from this great dearth


  That’s held me hungering in long travail


  For food that I could never find on earth.


  28   Another realm in Heaven may prevail


  As mirror for God’s justice, yet I know


  You apprehend it here without a veil.[463]


  31   You know how I prepare to listen so


  Attentively, what doubts I have withstood,


  And how they’ve been my fast from long ago.”


  34   Just as a falcon issued from its hood


  Will lift its head, and flap its wings, and love


  To preen its plumes to show its lustihood,


  37   So did I see that embelm woven of


  The praises of God’s grace in songs whose sound


  Is known to souls rejoicing there above.


  40   It started: “He who turned His compass round


  The world’s vast limits and marked out no less


  The things there manifest and darkly bound


  43   Could not on all the universe impress


  His power so that His own Word then might


  Not yet remain in infinite excess.


  46   The first proud being proves that this is right,[464]


  For of all creatures he most high had flown,


  Yet fell unripe, not waiting for the light.


  49   Hence, it is clear each lesser nature known


  Is far too scant a vessel for that Good,


  Unbounded, measured by Itself alone.


  52   And thus your sight, which must be understood


  As but a single ray of the First Mind,[465]


  Which fills all things, by nature never could


  55   Be of such force as not to have divined


  That its First Principle must truly be


  Beyond all that appears for it to find.


  58   The sight, then, that your world receives can’t see


  Within Eternal Justice any more


  Than human eyes can penetrate the sea;


  61   For though they spy the bottom from the shore,


  They can’t on open waves, and yet it’s lain


  There long, although the deep conceals its floor.


  64   Save from that never-clouded, peaceful reign,


  There is no light, but darkness all about


  From flesh’s shadow or its poisoned bane.[466]


  67   By now the hiding place is well laid out


  That hid the Living Justice, once so dim,


  Concerning which you often raised a doubt.


  70   You said: ‘A man is born upon the brim


  Of the far Indus where there has been none[467]


  To speak of Christ or read or write of Him.


  73   All his desires and acts are good, each one,


  As far as human reason has perceived,


  And sin in life or speech is never done.


  76   He dies unbaptized; faith was not received.


  Where is the justice that condemns this man?


  Where is his sin if he has not believed?’


  79   Now who are you upon the bench who plan


  To sit and judge a thousand miles away,


  With vision that is shorter than a span?


  82   For him who would engage in subtle play,


  Were Scripture not above you, then there would


  Be such a wondrous cause for doubt, I say.


  85   O gross of mind! O earthly creatures! could


  The Primal Will, the Good Itself we praise,


  Have once moved from Itself, the Highest Good?


  88   All things are just when suited to Its ways,


  But It is drawn by no created thing,


  Which It has caused by sending forth Its rays.”


  91   Just as above the nest the stork will ring


  In circles when her fledglings have been fed,


  And as those fed look up to watch her wing,


  94   So was that blessèd image overhead,


  Its wings impelled by many counsels, when


  I likewise raised my brows. It sang and said:


  97   “As are my notes,” while wheeling round again,


  “To one like you who cannot understand,


  So is Eternal Judgment to all men.”


  100   The Holy Spirit’s flames fell silent, and,


  Still in the sign that made the Romans be[468]


  A people much revered in every land,


  103   “Up to this realm,” it recommenced for me,


  “None ever rose who had not faith in Christ,


  Before or since they nailed him to the tree.


  106   But look and see: so many cry, ‘Christ, Christ,’


  Who at the Judgment Day will find their niche


  Less close to Him than those who know not Christ.


  109   The Ethiope will damn such Christians, which,[469]


  When they are parted in two different strings,


  Will be forever poor, the others rich.


  112   What will the Persians say to all your kings,


  Whom in that open tome they’ll see abased[470]


  In which are written all their shameful things.


  115   Right there you’ll see, where Albert’s deeds are traced,[471]


  The act that very soon will move the pen—


  His laying of the Reign of Prague to waste.


  118   Right there you’ll see the woe brought on the Seine


  By one who falsified the money first,


  And who will die by dint of bristles then.


  121   Right there you’ll see the pride that quickens thirst,


  Which maddens both the Englishman and Scot,


  So neither stays in borders untraversed;


  124   And see the lustful Spaniard’s easy lot,


  And one grown from Bohemia’s own stem


  Who knew no valor and who willed it not;


  127   And see Jerusalem’s lame king with them,


  He who will have his goodness marked with I,


  Whereas its opposite is marked with M;


  130   And see the greed and cowardice that lie


  In him who guards the Isle of Fire, the place


  Anchises ended his long life to die.


  133   Then you will see how trifling is his case


  When letters of his writing are cut small,


  Which will note much of him in little space.


  136   Then all will see to what foul deeds they fall


  —His uncle and his brother—they’ve disgraced


  So fine a nation and two crowns in all.


  139   Then Norway’s king and Portugal’s, shame-faced,


  Will there be known, and Rascia’s too, I vow,


  Who to his harm saw Venice-coins debased.[472]


  142   Blest Hungary, should she no more allow


  Mistreatment! See Navarra’s bliss increased,


  If armed with her encircling mountains now!


  145   In proof of this, let each believe at least


  In Nicosía’s, Famagosta’s fate;


  For they lament and shriek because their beast


  148   Still keeps his place beside the rest of late.”


  CANTO XX


  As the many stars at night were thought to reflect the one sun, so when the Imperial Eagle has fallen silent, the many souls flare more brightly as they begin a song. No sooner have their angelic tones ceased than Dante seems to hear the murmur of a stream for the Eagle’s voice flows up its neck to its beak, like the notes fingered at a lute’s frets but issuing from the sound hole, or on a bagpipe’s chanter and emerging from the blowhole. The Eagle directs the Pilgrim’s attention to its one eye visible in profile and composed of the lights of six just rulers (1–36): King David of Israel, who forms the pupil (37–42); the Emperor Trajan, the first soul on the eyebrow’s arch (43–48); King Hezekiah of Judah, along the upward arc (49–54); the Emperor Constantine, at the peak of the arch (55–60); King William II of Naples and Sicily, along the downward arc (61–66); and Ripheus the Trojan, at the end (67–72). Then, like a lark, the Eagle soars in silence, content in the sweetness of its last notes. Dante wonders at the salvation of the pagans Trajan and Ripheus, and his doubt betrays itself like a colored surface behind transparent glass. When it finally erupts into a question, the Eagle glows more brightly in anticipation of its response (73–87). Realizing that the Pilgrim believes without understanding, it explains that their salvation is not a triumph over a stinting Divine Will but the victory of a generous Divine Will, through which Trajan put his faith in the Christ who had suffered and Ripheus believed in the Christ who was to suffer (88–105). By the intercession of Gregory the Great, Trajan was called back to earthly life from Limbo for sufficient time to make an act of faith in Christ and to burn with charity (106–117). Ripheus, on the other hand, set all his love on righteousness through God’s grace and received the gift of faith in a future redemption and baptism by desire (118–129). The Eagle then bursts into praise of Divine Predestination and warns Dante to exercise caution in judging others since not even the blessed know whom God’s counsel has chosen though they rejoice in whatever limitations the Divine Will may impose on their knowledge (130–138). While the Eagle administers the medicine of doctrine to the Pilgrim’s short-sighted vision, the lights of Trajan and Ripheus flash like two blinking eyes in measure with its speech just as a lutenist accompanies a singer (139–148).


  1   When he who lights the world makes his descent


  And finally our hemisphere is quit,


  So that the day on every side is spent,


  4   The heavens, which the sun alone had lit,


  Will suddenly appear again, we find,


  With many lights that shine, reflecting it.


  7   This change within the skies sprang up to mind,


  As this world’s and its rulers’ sign became


  Quite silent in the blessèd beak that shined.


  10   For all those living lights were set aflame


  With brighter light, beginning songs whose style


  Has lapsed to fade from recollection’s aim.


  13   (O sweetest love, bemantled with a smile,


  How ardent did you seem in flutes there blown


  With breath of holy notions all the while!)


  16   And then, when every bright and precious stone


  I saw engem the sixth of stars agleam[473]


  Had stilled the angel-chimes that they intone,


  19   It seemed I heard the murmur of a stream


  Descending clear from rock to rock to show


  With what abundance its high sources teem.


  22   As sound takes body at the neck to flow


  Out of the lute, and as the wind will play


  Through vents of bagpipes that it fills, just so,


  25   Without a further moment of delay,


  The Eagle’s murmuring began to float


  Up through its neck as through a hollow way.


  28   Out of its beak it issued from its throat,


  Becoming voice as words that on my heart


  —A heart that had awaited them—I wrote.


  31   “Now you must gaze intently on the part


  In me that mortal eagles use to see


  And to endure the sun,” it took its start,[474]


  34   “For of the fires that make this shape for me


  Those give the eye within my head its spark


  Which of all ranks are highest in degree.


  37   That singer was the Holy Spirit’s lark[475]


  Who as the pupil glows amid the throng;


  From town to town he bore about the ark.


  40   And now he knows the merit of his song,


  As far as by his counsel it was done,


  To which proportionate rewards belong.


  43   Of five who form my eyebrow’s arch, the one[476]


  Who nearest to my beak has come to sit


  Consoled the little widow for her son.


  46   And now he knows how dear they pay for it


  Who don’t serve Christ by his experience


  Of this sweet life and of its opposite.


  49   The next one there on that circumference[477]


  Of which I speak, along the upward arc,


  Delayed his death by his true penitence.


  52   And now he knows eternal law is stark


  And does not change when worthy prayer by grace


  Lets one tomorrow, not today, embark.


  55   The next one, then, to give the Shepherd place,[478]


  Became a Greek as I did, with the laws;


  With good intent he bore a fruit most base.


  58   And now he knows he won’t be harmed because


  Of ill derived from his good acts, although


  The world should be destroyed by such a cause.


  61   And he who’s seen within the downward bow


  Was William, whom those earthly lands regret[479]


  Which mourn that Charles and Frederick live below.[480]


  64   And now he knows how Heaven’s love is set


  On righteous kings, which you can see unfurled


  In the effulgence of his aspect yet.


  67   Who would believe down in the erring world


  Just Ripheus of Troy is fifth in turn[481]


  Of holy lanterns in this circle swirled?


  70   And now he knows so much the earth can’t learn


  Relating to the grace of God we share,


  Though there are depths his sight can not discern.”


  73   And as a lark goes soaring through the air


  First singing, silent then, content to glee


  In the last sweetness that so fills it there,


  76   So did that image also seem to me,


  Stamped with Eternal Pleasure, by whose will


  All things become what they are meant to be.


  79   I stood there to my doubting’s overspill


  As glass to color that it cloaks does too;


  Doubt could not bide its time by being still,


  82   So, by its pressing weight, my lips forced through:


  “What things are these?” I saw then so immense


  A feast of brightly flashing lights ensue.


  85   And now, its kindled eye yet more intense,


  The blessèd sign replied to me anew,


  So that I might not wonder in suspense:


  88   “I see that you believe these things are true


  Because I say so—how you cannot spy


  For, though believed, they still are hid from view.


  91   You act like one who grasps an object by


  Its name but not its quiddity’s deep source,[482]


  If no one lays it open to his eye.


  94   The Reign of Heaven well may suffer force:


  By fervent love and hope that’s living we


  May overcome God’s will, though not, of course,


  97   As man wins man; yet, since by its decree


  It wills that it be won, we overcome;


  And won, it wins us through benignity.


  100   The first and fifth souls of the brow, in sum,


  Have made you marvel since you see them fill


  The realm of angels. But they have not come


  103   As Gentiles from their bodies, as you still


  Believe, but with firm faith as Christian men


  In feet that suffered and would suffer ill.


  106   One came back to his bones from Hell again[483]


  (Where none returned to righteous will before)


  As a reward for hope so lively when


  109   That living hope gave strength to prayers one bore[484]


  To God that He might resurrect a shade


  So that its will could yet be moved once more.


  112   This blest soul came from where it had been laid


  For but short time back to his flesh on earth


  To trust in Him whose might could lend him aid,


  115   And, in believing, to such fires gave birth


  In earnest love that at death’s second sting


  He was made worthy to come join this mirth.


  118   The other one, by graces issuing[485]


  Out of a fount from so profound a site


  No creature’s eyes have plumbed to its first spring,


  121   Set all his love below on what is right.


  From grace to grace God opened up his eyes


  To witness our redemption’s future light;


  124   Thus, he believed in it and in no wise


  Endured more stench from paganism’s blights


  But censured the perverted peoples’ lies.


  127   And those three maids on whom you set your sights[486]


  At the right wheel baptízed him by desire


  A thousand years before baptismal rites.


  130   Predestination! Oh, who could aspire


  To roots so far from those whose eyes inspect


  But do not see the Primal Cause entire!


  133   And you, O mortal one, be circumspect


  In judging men, for we who see God’s thought


  Do not yet know all those who are elect.


  136   This defect, though, is sweet to us as aught


  Because our good is in this good refined


  For we, except for what God wills, will naught.”


  139   Thus, medicine was given me, half-blind,


  To clear short-sighted vision for these things,


  A cure an image so divine assigned.[487]


  142   As a good lutenist with trembling strings


  Accompanies an expert singer’s tries


  And makes more pleasant every song he sings,


  145   So, I recall, while it spoke these replies,


  I saw the lights of those two blest ahead


  Agree just like the blinking of the eyes:


  148   They moved their flames in time with what it said.


  CANTO XXI


  Beatrice’s beauty now absorbs Dante’s gaze and every thought. But, in order to avoid consuming the Pilgrim as Jupiter did Semele when she beheld his unadorned majesty, she does not smile, for her comeliness increases with each higher sphere, and they have now risen to that of Saturn, where her untempered splendor would shatter the Poet like a branch struck by lightning. Dante’s Lady directs him to turn his view to the figure about to appear, and the Pilgrim’s joy in obeying her equals that of looking upon her face (1–24). Then the Poet sees a golden ladder rising out of sight, as shining souls descend it to a rung near him and then disperse like a flock of jackdaws. One soul in particular comes to welcome Dante, and, at Beatrice’s encouragement, he asks why this spirit performs such a hospitable office and why this sphere produces no sweet symphony like the others in Paradise (25–60). Answering the second and easier question first, the soul replies that just as the Pilgrim’s eyes would not bear Beatrice’s smile, so his ears could not withstand their music. Then, turning to the first and more difficult question, he explains that he was not sent because of his greater charity but because of the decision of Divine Counsel. When the Poet questions why God’s Providence assigned this spirit rather than another, the soul spins with joy at the prospect of replying and responds that though he gazes upon the Divine Essence, he cannot provide an answer, nor could the highest of the Seraphim, for no created sight can penetrate the unfathomable depths of the Divine Election. He then instructs Dante to warn mankind not to seek to learn in the haziness of earthly knowledge what not even the blessed can discover in the brightness of heavenly cognition (61–102). Humbled by this injunction, the Pilgrim asks to know the spirit’s name. He identifies himself as Peter Damian, a contemplative monk who led an ascetical life, accepting the dignity of cardinal only out of a sense of duty, and bitterly contrasts the opulence of present ecclesiastical officials with the simplicity of the apostles Peter and Paul (103–135). As he finishes, other glowing, whirling souls descend to encircle him and raise their voices so loudly that Dante is overwhelmed by their thunderous cries (103–142).


  1   My eyes were fixed again once they had caught


  My Lady’s face; with them my mind was turned


  As it withdrew from every other thought.


  4   She was not smiling; but, “Had you discerned


  A smile,” she started, “you would have been spent,


  Reduced to ash, like Semele, who burned.[488]


  7   My beauty—which upon the stairs’ extent


  To the eternal palace is more lit


  (As you have seen) the higher the ascent—


  10   Is shining so, if nothing tempered it,


  Your mortal power at its blazing light


  Would seem a branch a thunderbolt had split.


  13   We’ve risen to the seventh splendor’s height,[489]


  Which now beneath the burning Lion’s breast[490]


  Is raying downwards, mingled with its might.[491]


  16   Your mind must follow where your eyes find rest


  And make them mirrors to the shape outspread,


  Which in this mirror shall be manifest.”[492]


  19   That man who knows just how my vision fed


  Upon her blessèd aspect would have spied,


  When I had turned to other cares instead,


  22   Just how obeying my celestial Guide


  Had likewise to such great enjoyment led


  By weighing one against the other side.[493]


  25   Around the earth a crystal sphere is sped,


  Which bears that famous leader’s name in flight


  Beneath whose rule all wickedness lay dead;[494]


  28   And, hued like gold on which the sun shines bright,


  I saw a ladder in it rise so far[495]


  That I could not have followed it by sight.


  31   I saw such splendors coming down each bar[496]


  That I believed the heavens had poured out


  In it the light that shines in every star.


  34   And as the daws together move about


  By nature’s custom at the break of day


  To warm their feathers, putting cold to rout,


  37   Then some, without returning, fly away,


  And some turn back from where they had upsprung,


  While others, wheeling round about, will stay,


  40   Such movements seemed to me to flow among


  Those sparkling souls, who came in throngs below


  As soon as they had struck a certain rung.


  43   One who had stopped most near us came to glow


  So that I said within me, thinking then:


  “I clearly see the signs of love you show.


  46   But she who teaches me the how and when


  Of speech and silence pauses so that I,


  Against desire, should well not ask again.”


  49   Hence she, who saw my silence in the eye


  Of Him who keeps all things within His view,


  Said: “Loose your warm desire.” And in reply


  52   I started up: “I know that by my due


  I am not worthy of an answer; yet,


  For her who gives me leave to question you,


  55   O blessèd life, remaining hid and set


  In your own happiness, I pray, reveal


  Just why you’ve drawn so near me that we’ve met.


  58   And tell me also why within this wheel


  Sweet symphonies of Paradise are still,


  Which through the others so devoutly peal.”


  61   “Your mortal eyes and ears would suffer ill,


  So here there is no singing,” answered he,


  “And Beatrice has not yet smiled at will.


  64   I’ve come this far to welcome you with glee,


  Down by the sacred steps, possessed both of


  The words and of the light that mantles me;


  67   Nor was I made more swift by greater love:


  For, manifested by its flaming verve,


  Such love, as much and more, burns bright above.


  70   High Charity, which makes us keen to serve


  The Counsel governing the world’s each need,


  Allots our actions here, as you observe.”


  73   “O sacred lamp,” I said, “ I see indeed


  Just how free love suffices in this court


  For what Eternal Providence decreed.


  76   But it is difficult to see, in short,


  Why to this office you have been alone


  Predestined of all those who here consort.”


  79   My words unfinished still, that light which shone


  Then pivoted upon its midst to spin


  Around just like a rapid milling stone.


  82   And thus replied the love that dwelt within


  Its glow: “On me are focused rays divine


  Which pierce the light that I’m embosomed in


  85   So that their power and my sight combine


  To raise me from myself enough to gaze


  Upon the Lofty Source from which they shine.


  88   Hence comes the joy with which I am ablaze


  For to my sight, as far as it is clear,


  I match the clearness of my flaming rays.


  91   Yet even Heaven’s most illumined peer,


  The Seraph with his eyes most fixed on high[497]


  Towards God, won’t satisfy your question here.


  94   For what you ask about is hidden by


  The depths of the Eternal Law’s abyss,


  Which cuts it off from each created eye.


  97   Returning to the mortal world, take this,


  So that the earth no longer may presume


  To move its feet to such a goal amiss.


  100   The mind, bright here, on earth is hazy brume;


  Could they do there what here they cannot do,


  Those souls which Heaven chooses to assume?”


  103   His words restrained me so that I withdrew


  And left behind the questioning at hand


  To ask him who he was, and humbly too.


  106   “Crags rise, not distant from your native land,[498]


  So high between both shores of Italy[499]


  It thunders lower than their summits stand.


  109   These form a ridge called Catrïa; you see[500]


  A sacred cloister under it whose song[501]


  Was given just to praise of Deity.”


  112   So his third speech began; before too long


  He said to me, continuing: “And there


  Within God’s service I was made so strong


  115   That with but olive oil on simple fare


  I passed with ease through heat and cold, annealed,


  Content with contemplation’s thoughts in prayer.


  118   A fertile crop that cloister used to yield


  To Heaven’s spheres, but now it is so bare


  That soon its decadence must be revealed.


  121   As Peter Damian they knew me there,[502]


  Once sinner on the Adriatic shore,[503]


  Within the house beneath Our Lady’s care.[504]


  124   Of mortal life I had but little more


  When I was sought and dragged to wear the hat[505]


  That’s always passed from bad to worse before.


  127   Unshod and lean came Cephas, and, like that,[506]


  The Holy Ghost’s great vessel was to come;[507]


  They ate at any hostel where they sat.


  130   To prop them up your modern priests need some


  On either side, and more to guide, or bear


  Their trains behind, so fat have they become.


  133   They cloak their mounts with mantles that they wear,


  So two beasts go beneath one pelt arrayed.[508]


  O Patience, you who must so long forbear!”


  136   And at these words, I saw from grade to grade


  More little flames descend and, whirling, flit,


  With greater beauty at each whirl displayed.


  139   When round about this one they came and lit,


  They cried aloud to such a high degree


  That nothing here compares, nor was I fit


  142   To understand for thunder vanquished me.[509]


  CANTO XXII


  Stupefied by the deafening cry that closed the last canto, Dante turns to Beatrice like a child to its mother. She reassures him that the outcry of the contemplatives proceeded from a righteous indignation at ecclesiastical corruption and that the sword of judgment will strike in due time. Then she directs the Pilgrim’s gaze to the souls who inhabit this realm. As the Poet looks, he beholds a hundred little spheres of light raying their love upon each other (1–24). Although he represses his desire to raise a question, a soul who appears like a large, radiant pearl comes forth and tells Dante that had he been able to see their ardent charity, he would not have hesitated to express himself. The spirit intimates that he is St. Benedict of Nursia, who founded the monastery of Monte Cassino and engaged himself in the conversion of the pagans in the surrounding regions. With him are Macarius, the father of monasticism in the East, and Romuald, the founder of the reformed Benedictine order known as the Camaldoli (25–51). Dante now finds his confidence expanded like a rose opening its petals in the sunlight and asks to see St. Benedict’s human features unveiled by his radiance. From his response the Pilgrim learns that he will have his wish fulfilled in the Empyrean, where each desire attains fulfillment, and to which the ladder of contemplation reaches (52–72). St. Benedict then laments that now no one in his order lifts a foot to climb that ladder and that his Rule therefore does not seem worth the paper it is written on: the abbeys have become dens of thieves and the cowls of the monks’ habits sacks of rotten meal. Not even usury constitutes so grave a sin as the monastic greed for the moneys that should go to the deserving poor. Neither St. Peter, St. Francis, nor he began with silver or gold, but their followers now pursue nothing else. Nevertheless, it would not take so great a miracle as the parting of the Red Sea or the backing up of the Jordan to heal the Church of its present ills (73–96). When he has finished, he returns to the other souls, and all whirl back up from where they had descended. Beatrice whisks Dante up the ladder behind them and, more quickly than one can pull one’s hand out of a fire, the Pilgrim finds himself in the heaven of the fixed stars, in the constellation of Gemini, under whose influence he was born. Dante invokes his sign for the inspiration he needs to complete the final pass (97–123). At this point, Beatrice has the Pilgrim look back at the regions of the universe he has traversed in preparation for the triumphant throng he will soon meet. The Poet gazes down through the seven spheres and smiles at the paltriness of the Earth, that threshing floor which makes us so fierce, then turns his eyes back to the lovely orbs of Beatrice (124–154).


  1   I, overwhelmed with stupor at that host,


  Turned to my Guide just like a child, afraid,


  Who always runs to where it trusts the most.


  4   And she, quite like a mother quick to aid


  Her pale and panting son with an appeal


  In words that ever reassure him, prayed:


  7   “Do you not know that you’re in Heaven’s wheel,


  And that God’s Heaven is all holy too,


  And what is done here comes from righteous zeal?


  10   You now can see what they by song would do


  To you, and I by smiling up this high,


  Because their shouting has so shaken you.


  13   If you had heard the prayer within their cry,


  That vengeance would be known for you to taste[510]


  Which you shall come to see before you die.


  16   The sword from here on high cuts not in haste


  Nor tardily except in the surmise


  Of him whose hope or fear for it is braced.


  19   But to these other ones now turn your eyes;


  And many famous souls you’ll see ablaze,


  If you direct your sight as I advise.”


  22   And just as she had pleased, I turned my gaze


  And saw a hundred little spheres indeed


  Who grew in beauty through each others’ rays.


  25   I stood like one repressing in his need


  The prick of his desire, not making bold


  To ask again, so fearing to exceed.


  28   The largest and the brightest to behold


  Among those pearls came forward from the rest


  To sate my wish to know its name of old.


  31   “If you could see like me how love possessed


  Among us burns,” I heard within that light,


  “Your thoughts would have already been expressed.


  34   So waiting will not slow you down despite


  Your lofty aim, I offer my replies


  To just the thoughts you’ve guarded up so tight.


  37   The mountain on whose slope Cassino lies[511]


  Was frequented of old upon its peak


  By those misled, unfriendly, and unwise.[512]


  40   And I am he who was the first to speak[513]


  The name of Him who brought to earthly clay[514]


  The truth that lifts us to the heights we seek.


  43   Such grace upon me shone I drew away


  All of the villages that lay around


  From wicked cults that led the world astray.


  46   And all these other flames were once profound


  Contemplatives, men kindled by the heat[515]


  That bears blest fruits and blooms. And here are found


  49   Macarius and Romuald; here greet[516]


  My brothers also who in cells below


  Both kept a steadfast heart and stayed their feet.”


  52   I said then: “The affection that you show


  In speech and the kind semblance that I see


  And note in all your flames of ardor so


  55   Expand the confidence that lies in me


  It’s like a rose the sun has opened wide


  So it becomes as great as it can be.


  58   And thus I pray you, father, please confide


  If I may have such grace as to be shown


  Your human face, but with the veil aside.”


  61   He said: “My brother, this high wish made known


  Shall be fulfilled in that last sphere, wherein[517]


  There are fulfilled all others and my own.


  64   It’s there alone that each desire can win


  Attainment—perfect, and mature, and whole—


  Where every part is where it’s always been.[518]


  67   For it is not in space and has no pole;


  And since our ladder reaches to that site,


  It’s stolen from the vision of your soul.


  70   Our father Jacob saw that to that height


  Its top attains when it appeared there lit


  Upon its rungs angelic throngs in flight.[519]


  73   Now no one lifts his foot to climb a bit,


  And my own Rule remains behind, I feel,


  To waste the paper used in writing it.


  76   The walls that once enclosed an abbey’s weal


  Are robbers’ dens; the cowls in which they’re clad


  Are just old sacks filled up with rotten meal.


  79   But heavy usury is not as bad,


  For to God’s will that fruit is more adverse


  Which serves to make the hearts of monks go mad.


  82   For all the Church may have she should disburse


  To those who ask in God’s name for their dearth,


  Not to their relatives or something worse.


  85   The flesh of mortals is so weak on earth


  That good beginnings made below won’t hold


  From when oaks sprout until the acorn’s birth.


  88   Did Peter start with silver or with gold?


  With fasting and with prayer did I embark,


  And Francis humbly gathered in his fold.


  91   Look at the starting point of each, and mark


  Again to see where they have strayed, all three,


  And you will see that white has changed to dark.


  94   And nonetheless the parting of the sea,[520]


  The Jordan flowing backwards at God’s word,[521]


  Were sights more wondrous than here help would be.”


  97   He spoke this way to me, and then he stirred


  Back to his company, which drew in line;


  Swept upwards, like a whirlwind, off they whirred.


  100   My sweetest Lady, simply by a sign,


  Thrust me on ladder-rungs behind that string,


  For so her nature’s power vanquished mine.


  103   And never here below, where everything


  Must rise and fall by Nature’s law then rest,


  Was there a motion that could match my wing.


  106   And as I hope to fly back to the nest


  Of holy triumph there, for which in full


  I mourn my sins and, Reader, beat my breast,


  109   You could not stick your hand in fire and pull


  It out so quickly as there came in sight,[522]


  Receiving me, the sign behind the Bull.[523]


  112   O stars of glory, lantern swelled with might


  By virtue’s power, from which I can see


  My genius comes, however high its flight,


  115   With you was rising and was setting he


  Who is the father of each mortal kind[524]


  When I first breathed the air of Tuscany.


  118   And then, just when the grace on me had shined


  To enter the high wheel that bears you round,


  Your region was the one to me assigned.


  121   That virtue may for this hard pass be found,


  Which draws my spirit to attempt it here,


  My sighs to you devotedly abound.


  124   “To final blessedness you are so near,”


  So Beatrice began, “that it is fit


  For you to have your eyes acute and clear.


  127   And therefore look back downwards for a bit;


  See what a world beneath your feet I’ve laid


  Before you enter farther into it


  130   So that your heart, with utmost joy displayed,


  May welcome the triumphant throng that nears


  Through this high ether’s rounds in glad parade.”[525]


  133   My sight returned through all the seven spheres[526]


  And came to see this globe so small in size[527]


  I smiled at just how paltry it appears.


  136   And I believe those counsels best advise


  That hold it least; and he who otherwhere


  Has set his thoughts may truly be called wise.


  139   I saw the daughter of Latona there[528]


  Aglow without the shade that caused this one


  To think before that she was dense and rare. [529]


  142   I there sustained the aspect of your son,


  Hyperion, and near him, as he drove,[530]


  Saw Maia and Diöne round him run.[531]


  145   From there appeared the tempering of Jove[532]


  Mid son and father, and they plainly showed


  Just how they vary places as they rove.


  148   Each of those seven showed me, as it rode,


  How great it is, how it so swiftly spins,


  How distant from the rest is its abode.


  151   That threshing floor for which man fiercely sins


  Appeared to me from hills to rivers then,


  Who circled round with the Eternal Twins.


  154   To those fair eyes I now turned mine again.


  CANTO XXIII


  Like a mother bird awaiting dawn to go in search of food for her nestlings, Beatrice peers intently at the highest point of the sky, expecting something to appear. Her anticipation both whets Dante’s appetite and satisfies it in hope. Soon the heavens brighten, and Beatrice cries out at the approach of the Church Triumphant led by the victorious Christ, her face so indescribably radiant that the Poet must pass over it in silence (1–24). Then, as the moon stands amid the multitude of stars, Christ, the Sun, shows himself among the flaming lights of the blessed with such a splendor that the Pilgrim cannot bear the sight, though, like lightning bursting forth from a cloud, he finds himself transported in rapturous ecstasy (25–45). After the vision of the glorified Christ, Dante discovers the strength to gaze directly upon Beatrice’s smile, whose brilliance he can now recollect only as a fleeting dream, and of which the most inspired speech of the poets could not describe a thousandth part, so that he must again forgo a description (46–69). Beatrice, however, directs the Pilgrim’s attention to the Blessed Virgin Mary and the Apostles, who appear like a rose and lilies in the garden of the saints, basking in the rays of the ascended Christ. Singing a song of transcendent beauty, the Angel Gabriel descends like a torch and circles around Mary, as if to crown her. When he has completed his homage, the Virgin also ascends out of sight towards the Primum Mobile as all the fervent souls stretch the crests of their flames towards her, like suckled children reaching up to their mothers, and intone the Regina coeli. Into the midst of these saints, who had stored up treasure for themselves in Heaven while they still lived as exiles on earth, comes St. Peter, who holds the keys to eternal life (70–139).


  1   Right by the nest of her sweet fledglings, mid


  Belovèd leaves, a bird sits nestled when


  Throughout the nighttime everything is hid,


  4   And, to behold her longed-for ones again


  And find some food with which to feed them now


  (For which her heavy toils are pleasing then),


  7   She bides her time upon an open bough


  And waits for morning’s sun with love aglow


  While looking hard for dawn—that too is how


  10   My Lady had been standing there, just so,


  Turned round to face that realm, erect, intent,


  Beneath whose skies the sun appears more slow.[533]


  13   And to behold suspense and longing blent


  In her made me like one whose appetite


  Is for yet more but is in hope content.


  16   From one “when” to the next the time was slight,


  I mean of waiting and of seeing here


  The heavens turning bright and yet more bright.


  19   “Behold the troops of Christ in triumph near,”


  Cried Beatrice, “and at the fruit now gaze


  That’s garnered from the circling of each sphere!”[534]


  22   It seemed to me her face was all ablaze,


  And such a joyfulness had filled her eyes


  I have to let it pass without a phrase.


  25   As smiling Trivïa at full moon lies[535]


  Among eternal nymphs in cloudless nights[536]


  Who paint the depths of all the Heaven’s skies,


  28   I saw above a thousand of such lights


  A Sun whose flames had made them all ignite,[537]


  As does our own with the supernal sights.


  31   I came to witness through the living light


  The lucent Substance, which shone through so clear[538]


  My vision could not bear it yet outright.


  34   O Beatrice, sweet guide of mine and dear!


  “What overcomes you is the strength,” she told


  Me then, “against which no defense can steer.


  37   The Wisdom and the Power now behold,[539]


  Which opened roads mid earth and Heaven’s bands,


  For which there was such long desire of old.”


  40   As fire breaks from a cloud when it expands[540]


  Because it has no room there and, unchecked,


  Against its nature falls to earthly lands,[541]


  43   So too amid those feasts my intellect


  Had swelled to burst its bonds in such a style


  What it became it cannot recollect.


  46   “With open eyes, see what I am a while,


  For you have seen such things that give the kind


  Of strength you’ve needed to sustain my smile.”


  49   I was like one just waking up to find


  He’d had a dream but has forgotten it


  And strives in vain to bring it back to mind


  52   When I had heard this offer, which was fit


  To have such thanks that it could never fade


  Out of the book in which the past is writ.[542]


  55   All tongues Polimnïa and sisters made[543]


  Most rich with dulcet sounds milked from their art


  Could very well resound to lend me aid


  58   In singing her blest smile with all my heart


  And how her holy face glowed from that source—


  It would not reach the truth’s one thousandth part!


  61   And so, depicting Paradise will force


  This consecrated song of mine to make


  A leap, like one who finds a blocked-off course.


  64   But he who thinks what heavy theme I take,


  The burden that these mortal shoulders tote,


  Will lay no blame if under it I shake.


  67   This is no voyage for a little boat


  —These seas my daring prow goes cleaving through—


  Or helmsmen who would spare themselves afloat.


  70   “Why does my visage so enamor you


  That you don’t turn to that fair garden’s sod


  Which blooms beneath the rays of Christ anew?[544]


  73   Here is the Rose in which the Word of God[545]


  Was once made flesh; there are the lilies too,[546]


  By whose sweet odor righteous paths were trod.”


  76   Thus Beatrice; and I, quite prompt to do


  What she might counsel gave myself once more


  Up to the battle of the feeble view.


  79   And as beneath pure sunlight’s rays that pour


  Through broken clouds my eyes, bedecked by shade,


  Have seen a meadow flowering before,


  82   I saw the splendid troops on which there rayed[547]


  Such ardent beams but still could not divine


  The higher source from which the blaze was made.[548]


  85   O you, who so imprint them, Might Benign,


  You were exalted that a place might fall


  To eyes not strong enough for You, like mine.[549]


  88   That fair bloom’s name on which I ever call[550]


  Both morn and eve absorbed my mind from far


  To gaze upon the greatest flame of all.


  91   And when on both my eyes the living star[551]


  Was painted in its nature and its might,


  Surpassing there, as here, all things that are,[552]


  94   Down through the skies there came a torch in flight[553]


  That formed a circle, like a crown, with rounds


  That girded her and wheeled about her site.


  97   Whatever melody most sweetly sounds


  Down here and draws to it the soul’s desire


  Would seem rent clouds whose thundering resounds


  100   When likened to the music of that lyre,[554]


  By which this lovely sapphire had been crowned,[555]


  A gem within the brightest heaven’s choir.[556]


  103   “I am angelic love who circle round


  The lofty joy respiring from the womb,


  The hostelry where our Desire was found.[557]


  106   I’ll circle till, O Heaven’s Maid and Bloom,


  You trail your Son and more divinely flame


  The highest sphere by entering its room.”[558]


  109   And thus the melody, in circling, came


  To seal itself; and all the other gleeds


  Resounded with the praise of Mary’s name.


  112   That regal mantle of each sphere which speeds[559]


  Around the world, that burning all the more,


  And that most quickened in God’s breath and deeds,


  115   Was far above us at its inner shore,


  So distant from the place I stood, indeed,


  Its presence had not come yet to the fore.


  118   My eyes had not the power they would need


  To follow, as the Flame just crowned arose,[560]


  Which mounted upwards close behind her Seed.[561]


  121   As, when its milk is had, a babe which throws


  Its arms up to its mother has expressed


  In outward form an inward love that glows,


  124   Each of those splendid souls stretched up its crest


  So that the deep affection they requite


  To Mary was, for me, made manifest.


  127   And they, remaining in my field of sight,


  Entoned Regina coeli, sweetly, so[562]


  I never have been left by that delight.


  130   How great is the abundant overflow


  Heaped up in those rich coffers and obtained


  By those who sowed good seed when down below!


  133   They live here and rejoice in treasure gained


  By having wept their tears in exile done


  In Babylon, where gold had been disdained.[563]


  136   Here triumphs under the exalted Son


  Of God and Mary, in his victory,


  Along with councils new and old, that one[564]


  139   Who to so great a glory holds the key.[565]


  CANTO XXIV


  Beatrice prays that the souls of the blessed allow Dante to partake of divine knowledge, letting him taste of the crumbs that fall from the table of their feast and sprinkling him from the fountain of which they drink. On hearing this, the spirits form dancing rings, spinning around harmoniously in many circles, like the wheels of a clock. Then the brightest fire from the most richly burning sphere comes forth and thrice enwreathes Beatrice with a song so divine that the Poet has not the memory, nor the imagination, nor the words to depict its depths (1–33). This spirit is St. Peter, and Beatrice invites him to examine the Pilgrim on his belief so that he may fittingly glorify the faith by speaking of it. Accordingly, Dante prepares himself for the master’s question, like a doctoral candidate in an oral examination. To St. Peter’s query concerning the definition of faith, the Pilgrim answers with the Epistle to the Hebrews that it is the substance of things hoped for and the evidence of things unseen (34–66). Asked about the meaning of these terms, the Poet replies that faith qualifies as “sub-stance” insofar as hope builds upon it and as evidence because all theological reasoning proceeds from it (67–78). St. Peter approves of the alloy and weight that Dante has given to the coin of faith and wishes to know if he holds it in his purse, at which the Pilgrim emphatically asserts that he does possess a mintage so round and bright that he entertains no doubt about it (79–96). When the Saint inquires how the Poet came to the faith, the latter responds that it was through the divinely inspired Scriptures. Questioned why he believes the Sacred Writ, he appeals to its confirmation through miracles. And challenged as to how he knows of the miracles, when the only works that report them are the very ones they supposedly authenticate, Dante retorts that if the world has put its faith in Christ without such signs and wonders, that fact itself constitutes the greatest miracle of all (79–108). At this point the heavenly court rings out a Te Deum, and St. Peter expresses his approbation. He then probes the content and the origin of the Pilgrim’s faith. The latter professes his belief first in the one God, for whose existence he has the proofs of physics and metaphysics and the revelation of the Old and New Covenants, and second in three Divine Persons in one Divine Essence made known only in the New Testament (109–147). Then, as a lord embraces a servant announcing good news, St. Peter blesses Dante and circles around him three times (148–154).


  1   “O brethren chosen for the greatest fare


  Of God’s blest Lamb, who so has nourished you[566]


  As always to fulfill your every prayer,


  4   That by God’s grace this man may taste anew


  What’s fallen from your table as a crumb,


  Before the time that death prescribes falls due,


  7   Give heed to his great thirst, bedew him some,


  For you are ever drinking from the bowls


  That fountain fills where all his thoughts come from.”


  10   Thus Beatrice; and those delighted souls,


  As flaming comets do, went whirling by


  When they had turned to spheres upon fixed poles.


  13   As in a clockwork structure, to the eye


  Of him who pays it mind, the wheels turn so


  The first seems quiet while the last will fly,


  16   So did those carols likewise, all aglow,[567]


  Allow me to appraise the wealth they bear,


  While dancing differently, one fast, one slow.


  19   The sphere I noted as the richest flare


  Shot forth a fire, I saw, so full of glee


  That it left none of greater brightness there.


  22   The times it turned round Beatrice were three,


  While singing songs of so divine a sweep


  My fancy can’t repeat them all for me.


  25   I write no more of this; my pen must leap,


  For fancies, not to mention words, appear


  Of far too light a hue for folds so deep.


  28   “My holy sister, praying to us here


  Devoutly, by the warm affection shed,


  You have released me from that lovely sphere.”


  31   The blessèd flame stopped circling overhead


  And to my Lady breathed these words, which ran


  Exactly in the way that I have said.


  34   “O you, eternal light of that great man


  With whom our Lord would leave the keys that He


  Brought down of wondrous joy,” so she began,[568]


  37   “Test him on points as is your pleasure, be


  They light or grave, and on that Faith do quiz


  By means of which you walked upon the sea.[569]


  40   If love and hope and faith are truly his,


  They cannot hide, for you have vision of


  That place where there is seen each thing that is.[570]


  43   But since this reign makes citizens above


  By one true faith, for him it is most fit


  To glorify it as he tells thereof.”


  46   As bachelors speak not but arm their wit


  Till masters pose the question that they need


  For them to argue, not deciding it,[571]


  49   So, as she spoke, I armed myself indeed


  With every reason so as to prepare


  For such a questioner and such a creed.


  52   “Well now, speak up, good Christian, and declare


  Yourself! First, what is faith?” And to that glow


  Which breathed these words I raised my brow, and there


  55   I turned to Beatrice, who let me know


  By signing promptly that I now should press


  The waters from my inner fountain’s flow.


  58   “Oh, may the Grace that grants me to confess


  To this high captain,” so I started then,


  “Let me say well the thoughts I shall express”;


  61   There followed: “Father, as the truthful pen


  Of your dear brother, who with you would see[572]


  Rome set on righteous pathways, wrote to men,


  64   Faith is the substance of things hoped to be


  And evidence of things unseen as well;


  Its quiddity is this, it seems to me.”[573]


  67   I heard: “Your thinking’s right if you can tell


  Why, when he placed it in such classes, though,


  To substance first, then evidence, it fell.”


  70   I answered: “Such deep things as here bestow


  Their semblances on me to be perceived


  Are yet so hidden to the eyes below


  73   Their being there can only be believed;


  Upon this base our lofty hopes arise,


  From which the name of substance is received.


  76   From this belief we have to syllogize


  Without our having seen a further trace;


  In this the name of evidence, then, lies.”


  79   I heard: “If all below that men embrace


  As doctrine were thus understood to date,


  The sophist’s subtlety would have no place.”


  82   That kindled love breathed this, then came to state,


  Continuing: “Quite well do you rehearse


  This coin’s true composition and its weight.


  85   But tell me, do you have it in your purse?”


  I said: “I do, and it’s so round and bright


  Its stamp has given me no doubts to nurse.”


  88   While shining forth, there came from that deep light:


  “This precious gem, on which all virtues lie,


  How is it that you came to hold it tight?”


  91   “The lavish rains,” I answered in reply,


  “The Holy Spirit has poured out, profuse,


  On old and on new parchments qualify[574]


  94   As syllogisms for it that adduce


  Proofs so acute, compared to them, a slew


  Of other demonstrations seems obtuse.”


  97   I heard: “These propositions, old and new,


  That prove conclusively, why do you hold


  That God through them is speaking unto you?”


  100   And I: “The works that followed them unfold


  Their truth, for Nature heats no irons nor


  Smites anvils for such things.” “I must be told


  103   Just who assures you of such works of yore”


  Came his reply; “the very thing you’d start


  To prove swears this to you, and nothing more.”


  106   “But if the world has turned to Christ apart


  From miracles,” I said, “such proof is born


  That others are not worth its hundredth part.


  109   For you went in the field, both poor and worn


  With hunger, sowing a good plant, which sprung


  Up as a vine, but now is made a thorn.”


  112   This done, from that high, holy court was rung


  A “God We Praise” once more throughout each sphere,[575]


  And in the melody that there is sung.


  115   The Baron who from branch to branch had here[576]


  Examined me and drawn me up the wood


  So to the final leaves we now drew near


  118   Began to speak again: “The gracious Good


  That woos the mind in you has made, up to


  This point, your mouth to open as it should.


  121   So I approve what has come forth; but do


  Express the doctrine you believe, and treat


  From where belief was offered unto you.”


  124   “O holy father, soul whose eyes now meet


  The things you so believed that you would best,


  In entering the tomb, much younger feet,”[577]


  127   I started, “you would have me manifest


  The form of my prompt faith; for knowledge of


  Its cause in me you also make request.


  130   I answer: I believe in God above


  —One, sole, eternal—he who moves the spheres


  (Himself unmoved) by both desire and love.


  133   For this belief I have the proofs one hears


  In physics and in metaphysics too


  And in the truth that rains down and appears


  136   Through Moses, Prophets, Psalms, and also through[578]


  The Gospels, with the writ you were to leave,[579]


  When God’s own blazing Spirit hallowed you.


  139   In three Eternal Persons I believe


  And in one essence too, both one and trine,


  Allowing is and are to interweave.[580]


  142   The state I touch on, depthless and divine,


  Has by the Gospel teaching set its mark


  So many times upon this mind of mine.


  145   This is the origin and this the spark


  That to a living flame then soon upflares


  And, like a star in Heaven, lights my dark.”


  148   As lords who listen when a servant shares


  What pleases them embrace him when he’s still,


  Rejoicing in the happy news he bears,


  151   So too on me he sang his blessings till


  He’d circled me three times when I had paused,


  That apostolic lantern at whose will


  154   I’d spoken first—such joy my words had caused!


  CANTO XXV


  Before continuing the narration, Dante expresses his hope of returning to his baptismal font in Florence to be crowned a poet (1–12). The light of St. James the Apostle then issues from the same sphere from which St. Peter had come, and the two Saints circle one another in greeting, like courting doves. When they have finished, they stop in front of the Pilgrim, dazzling him with their effulgence. Beatrice invites St. James to examine her Charge on the virtue of hope and exhorts the Poet to lift up his gaze, at which the Apostle bids Dante to state the nature of hope, the degree to which he possesses it, and its origin (13–48). But lest the Pilgrim seem presumptuous or proud, Beatrice answers the second question for him, declaring that no member of the Church Militant has such hope as he, who has come from the Egypt of earthly life to the heavenly Jerusalem before his time (49–63). Left to answer the other two questions by himself, the Poet defines hope with Peter Lombard as “a sure expectation of future glory produced by divine grace and precedent merit.” Although many stars have illuminated the virtue of hope for him, he finds its greatest source in the Psalms of David and in the Epistle of James himself (64–78). The splendor of St. James, who through hope won the martyr’s palm of victory on the battlefield of life, now flashes like lightning in anticipation of hearing the content of Dante’s hope (79–87), and so the Pilgrim proclaims his hope in the blessed life, the resurrection, and the glorification of the body. At this the diverse circles of souls respond joyfully with the Psalm verse Sperent in te. Then a spirit as bright as the sun approaches the Apostles Peter and James, partaking of their song and dance in the presence of Beatrice, like a maiden joining a round in honor of a bride. This soul is that of St. John, the beloved disciple, who reclined on Jesus’ breast at the Last Supper. Like a man staring into the sun during an eclipse, the Poet squints into the light of the Saint in order to see if he can discern the features of the Apostle’s earthly body. He does so in vain, however, since, contrary to legend, St. John did not ascend bodily into Heaven as only Christ and the Blessed Virgin have done (88–129). When the beloved disciple has finished speaking, his comrades stop their dance and song as well. Dante then turns around to Beatrice and is shaken to discover that he can no longer see (130–139).


  1   Should it yet happen that this sacred song,


  To which both earth and heaven set their hand


  So that it’s made me lean for years so long,[581]


  4   Should rout the cruelty that keeps me banned[582]


  Out of the sheepfold where this lamb lay down,[583]


  A foe to wolves that war against its stand,


  7   I shall return as poet to that town,


  With other voice and other fleece then gowned,


  To take, at my baptismal font, the crown.


  10   For there I entered in the faith that’s found


  To make souls known to God, for which, defined,


  St. Peter had just ringed my brow around.


  13   Towards us one luster from that sphere inclined


  From which the first fruit came a while ago


  Of those whom Christ as vicars left behind;[584]


  16   And, filled with joy, my Lady said, aglow:


  “Look! Look and see the Baron come for whom[585]


  They visit in Galicïa below.”


  19   As, when a dove draws near its like in plume,


  In order that it may display its love,


  It rings its bride while cooing as the groom,


  22   So likewise did I see the greetings of


  Those two great princes in their glory’s light;[586]


  They praised the food that feeds them there above.


  25   When they had closed their joyful greeting rite,


  They stopped in silence coram me, ahead,[587]


  Each so aflame it overcame my sight.


  28   Then Beatrice, who had been smiling, said:


  “O life illustrious, who were to write


  The bounty our basilica has shed,[588]


  31   Make hope resound throughout this heaven’s height;


  You can, who always symbolized its ways


  When Jesus showed you three his gracious might.”[589]


  34   “Take confidence, while lifting up your gaze,


  For that which comes here from the mortal shore


  Must also be matured beneath our rays.”


  37   This comfort which the second flame now bore


  To me raised up my eyes to see the hills


  Whose too great weight had bent them down before.


  40   “Since of His grace our Sovran Ruler wills[590]


  That you confront His nobles and resort[591]


  To His most secret halls before death’s chills,


  43   So, having seen the truth of this high court,


  You may confirm yourself and those in whom


  That hope begets right love below, report


  46   Just what it is, then how your mind’s abloom


  With it, and from what source it came to you.”


  Thus did that second shining light resume.


  49   But she, my Lady of compassion, who


  Had led my feathered wings to such high flight,


  Anticipated which reply was due:


  52   “The whole Church Militant has no one quite


  So full of hope as he is, as is writ


  In Him whose sunbeams on our host shine bright.


  55   From Egypt he’s allowed to come and sit[592]


  Inside Jerusalem to see us so,[593]


  Before his term of warfare has been quit.


  58   The other points you asked (though not to know


  But that he might report to men as bard


  Just how this virtue makes your pleasure grow)


  61   I leave to him; he will not find them hard


  Or cause for pride; so let him testify,


  And may God’s grace avail in this regard.”


  64   As ready, eager students make reply


  To masters by the knowledge they possess


  That they may show their value, “Hope,” said I,


  67   “Is that sure expectation we express


  Of future glory, granted in accord


  With prior merit, and God’s grace no less.


  70   From many stars this light on me has poured,[594]


  But he who first instilled it in my heart


  Was highest singer of the Highest Lord.[595]


  73   ‘Let those who know Your name,’ so says his art


  Of psalmody, ‘with hope in You be filled.’[596]


  But who with faith won’t know it from the start?


  76   And he instilled such hope as you instilled


  By your epistle, making me replete,[597]


  From whom on others yet your rain is spilled.”[598]


  79   As I was speaking, in the living seat


  Of that bright fire a flashing was revealed


  That, lightning quick, would flicker and repeat.


  82   “My love still burning for that virtue’s yield,”


  It breathed anew, “which followed me up to


  The palm and my departure from the field,[599]


  85   Now breathes on you, delighting as you do


  In goodly hope, and it will give me glee


  To hear what it has promised unto you.”


  88   “The Scriptures, Old and New, show what will be


  The goal,” I said, “of souls whom God has made


  His friends, and so they point it out to me.


  91   Isaiah says that each will be arrayed


  With double vestments in his very land,[600]


  Which land is here in this sweet life uplaid.


  94   Your brother, treating of the white-robed band,[601]


  Has made this revelation manifest,


  So it is easier to understand.”


  97   At first, when all these words had been expressed,


  “Sperent in te,” above we heard them say,[602]


  To which replied those carols of the blest.


  100   And then one light turned bright in such a way[603]


  That, had the Crab a star of such a glow,[604]


  A winter’s month would be but one long day.


  103   And as a happy maid will rise and go


  To join the dance in honor of the bride,


  And not from any vanity, just so


  106   I also saw that brightened splendor stride


  Up to those two so wheeling to the sound


  As to befit their burning love inside.


  109   It joined there in their singing and their round,


  And like a bride both silent and at rest


  My Lady kept her gaze upon them bound.


  112   “This soul is he who lay upon the breast


  Of Christ, our Pelican, he chosen for


  So great an office, from the Cross addressed,”[605]


  115   My Lady said, who moved her eyes no more


  From so intent a gaze than she had done


  At any words that she had voiced before.


  118   Like those who squint and strain to see the sun


  In its eclipse for but a little space


  And, seeing, lose their sight, just such a one


  121   Was I with that most recent fiery face


  Until it said: “Why are you dazzled still


  By looking for what here can have no place?[606]


  124   My frame is dust on earth and will be till,


  With all the rest, our numbers equal then


  All the eternal purpose of God’s will.


  127   Two lights alone put on their garments when[607]


  To this blest cloister they arose to dwell,


  And this you shall take back to earth again.”


  130   This said, the flaming circle stopped a spell


  As did the sweetness mingling, in its whisk,


  The sounds a three-fold breath had made as well,


  133   Just as, to spare the crew fatigue or risk,


  The oars stop rowing at a whistle blast,


  Though they thus far had struck the waters, brisk.


  136   Oh, how my mind was shaken when at last


  I turned around to see my Beatrice


  And found I could not see, though I had passed


  139   Quite near to her and in the world of bliss!


  CANTO XXVI


  While Dante remains blinded by the effulgence of St. John, the latter asks him about the object of his love, reassuring the frightened Pilgrim that Beatrice will renew his vision just as Ananias did that of St. Paul. The Poet compliantly answers then that he loves God as the Alpha and Omega of all his loves (1–18). Seeking greater precision, the Beloved Disciple inquires who has aimed the bow of his heart at the divine target, and Dante replies that both philosophical arguments and scriptural authority have left their imprint upon him. With respect to the first, Aristotle has taught him that the good naturally enkindles love and that therefore God, the greatest good, most naturally and most strongly draws our love to Himself. As for the second, God’s words to Moses in the tent of meeting and the Prologue to John’s own Gospel most clearly show him the supreme worthiness of the divine object of love (19–45). The Apostle then queries what other ties might bind the Pilgrim to God, and the latter responds that the material world, his own existence, the redemption by Christ, and his hope of salvation have all collaborated to rescue him from the sea of wrongful affection and bring him safely to the shore of righteous love. Therefore, the Poet loves all the “leaves” of creation in the measure that the Eternal Gardener bestows His goodness upon them (46–66). This answer completes Dante’s examination in faith, hope, and love, and all the blessed sing out with Beatrice, “Holy, holy, holy,” in praise of God. Then, as if waking one asleep, Beatrice gazes into the Pilgrim’s eyes and restores his sight with the potent rays of her own (67–78). Seeing better than he ever has before, the Poet spies a fourth blaze, which Beatrice identifies as Adam, the first man, as Dante raises his head like a treetop no longer swayed by the wind. Confident that our common ancestor discerns his thoughts, the Pilgrim betrays his eagerness to hear him speak. Adam does indeed see in the Divine Mind that the Poet wishes to know how long ago God created him, how long he remained in the Earthly Paradise, what language he invented for himself, and what sin caused his fall (79–114). Turning to the last but most important question first, the father of mankind confesses that he committed, not a sin of gluttony in eating from the tree, but one of pride in transgressing God’s command. Then, continuing with the answer to the first question, he says that the period of his life on earth, plus that of his stay in Limbo, plus the time since Christ’s death, amounts to 6,498 years. Taking up the third question next, Adam explains that he spoke a language that had already died out before the confusion of tongues resulting from the Tower of Babel, for all human creations—language included—change with the passage of time. Finally, he reveals that he spent a mere seven hours in the Garden of Eden before his fall (115–142).


  1   As I was fearful for my eyes just spent,


  From the effulgent flame which blinded me[608]


  There breathed a voice that rendered me intent.


  4   “Until you have retrieved the faculty


  Of sight, which you’ve consumed in me,” it said,


  “It’s best that speech offset your malady.


  7   Begin, and say upon what aim ahead


  Your soul is set, and though your sight is banned,


  You still may rest assured it is not dead.


  10   The Maid who leads you through this holy land


  Possesses in her gaze a might as great


  As that which Ananías held in hand.”[609]


  13   “May she restore the eyes that were the gate


  She entered with the fires that burn me so


  As pleases her,” I answered, “soon or late.


  16   The Good that satisfies this court, I know,


  Is Alpha and Omega of all writ[610]


  That Love may read me, whether loud or low.”


  19   The very voice that took away my fit[611]


  Of fear at sudden dazzlement, to give


  Me care for further speech, spoke on a bit:


  22   “You have to sift with yet a finer sieve,


  And you must tell who turns your bow up high


  To aim at such a target while you live.”


  25   “By philosophic arguments,” said I,


  “And by authority whose weight descends


  From here, that love imprints me with its die.


  28   For good, when understood as such, resplends


  In kindled love—the more so, it would seem,


  The more of goodness that it comprehends.


  31   Thus, to the Essence that is so supreme


  That any good we elsewhere find approved


  Is but a light reflected from its beam


  34   The mind of man, through loving, must be moved


  More than to anything, should he behold


  The grounding truth by which this proof is proved.


  37   And for my mind such truths through him unfold[612]


  Who demonstrates the Primal Love to me,


  To which eternal substances all hold.


  40   The Truthful Author makes this plain where He[613]


  Said this about Himself for Moses’ ear:


  ‘Now all my goodness I shall make you see.’[614]


  43   The start of your high tidings makes this clear


  Where you above all heralds loudly cry


  To men the mysteries of Heaven here.”[615]


  46   “By human reason,” I heard him reply,


  “And consonant authorities you cite,


  The highest of your loves seeks God most High.


  49   But say if you feel other cords that might


  Draw you to Him so that you may declare


  How many teeth this love has used to bite.”


  52   The holy purpose of Christ’s Eagle there[616]


  Was not concealed; indeed, I could divine


  Where he would have my next profession bear.


  55   “All things I know whose bitings may incline


  The heart to turn to God,” I spoke anew,


  “Have worked together in this love of mine:


  58   The being of the world, my being too,


  The death which—to give life to me—He bore,


  And what all Christians hope for as I do.


  61   These, with the living knowledge told before,


  Have drawn me from the sea of wrongful love


  And set me on the rightful love’s safe shore.


  64   My love for leaves that shade the garden of


  The Everlasting Gardener is as strong


  As is the good He gives them from above.”


  67   When I fell still, all rang a most sweet song


  Throughout the heavens as my Lady did


  Her “Holy, holy, holy!” with the throng.


  70   And as by piercing light a man is rid


  Of sleep because the optic spirit runs


  To meet the splendor passing lid by lid,[617]


  73   And what he sees the one awakened shuns,


  Benumbed by sudden waking to the day,


  Until their judgment comes to help such ones,


  76   Thus Beatrice cleared every mote that lay


  Within my eyes with rays out of her own,


  Which shone more than a thousand miles away,


  79   And I knew better sight than I had known.


  Amazed, I asked about a fourth such blaze[618]


  That, as I noticed, to our midst had flown.


  82   At that my Lady said: “Within those rays,


  The first of souls the Primal Power made


  Looks on its Maker with a loving gaze.”


  85   And like a tree that at its top is swayed


  By passing winds and then is straightened when


  By its own strength it rises, so, dismayed,


  88   I did the same while she was speaking; then


  Desire to speak, with which I burned inside,


  Filled me with reassurance once again.


  91   “O fruit, who were produced,” I newly cried,


  “Mature alone, progenitor of yore,


  Both father and groom’s sire to every bride,[619]


  94   Devoutly as I’m able, I implore


  Some word from you; you see what I prefer,


  And I, to hear you sooner, say no more.”


  97   At times a covered animal will stir


  So that its impulse shows externally


  Because its wrap obeys what moves occur;


  100   Just so, the primal soul gave me to see


  Through its transparent cover how it flew


  In gladness to give pleasure unto me.


  103   “Without its being told to me by you,”


  It breathed, “I see your wish with clearer sight


  Than you do what most certainly seems true.


  106   I see it in the Truthful Glass aright,[620]


  Which makes reflections of all things, although


  No creature perfectly reflects Its light.


  109   You wish that I would say how long ago


  God set me in the lofty plot to dwell,[621]


  Where for such stairs she readied you below,[622]


  112   How long it pleased my vision, why there fell


  Upon me such great anger, and, in fine,


  The language that I made and used as well.


  115   The tasting of the tree, O son of mine,


  Was not the cause of the long ban I knew,


  But just my overstepping of the line.


  118   Four thousand, and three hundred, and yet two


  Full suns I longed for this great council there[623]


  Whence Virgil started at your Lady’s cue.


  121   While still on earth, I saw the sun repair


  To all the lights upon its way and ride[624]


  Nine hundred times and thirty through the air.[625]


  124   The tongue I’d spoken had already died


  Before to the impracticably vast


  Endeavor Nimrod’s people once applied[626]


  127   Themselves, for works of reason cannot last


  Forever—human pleasure changes these


  By following the heavens moving past.


  130   That man should speak his nature’s law decrees,


  But whether thus or thus, it does not tell,


  But leaves to you to do so as you please.


  133   Till I descended to the pains of Hell,


  The Highest Good, who swathes me in joy’s clothes,


  Was first called ‘I’ on earth and later ‘El.’[627]


  136   This has to be, for mortal usage grows


  As do the leaves upon their branches, son:


  For as one comes along, another goes.


  139   I first lived pure upon the heights that run


  Most high above the sea, then in disgrace[628]


  From that first hour up to the sixth plus one,[629]


  142   Just when the sun had changed its quadrant-place.”[630]


  CANTO XXVII


  As Dante successfully completes his examination in faith, hope, and charity, all Paradise breaks into a doxological hymn of praise, and the joyous splendor of the blessed makes it seem as if the whole universe were smiling upon him (1–9). But the failure in the theological virtues of the papacy on earth causes St. Peter to turn red, as if Jupiter had traded colors with Mars, and to denounce the present moral vacancy of that sacred office. Then the whole sky reddens as well, like clouds in the setting sun, and the alteration of Beatrice’s face reminds the Poet of the eclipse at the Crucifixion (10–36). The First Pontiff recalls his successors Linus, Cletus, Sixtus, Pius, Calixtus, and Urban, who suffered martyrdom not for material gain but out of fidelity to the mission of the Church. They certainly did not intend the Church to split into political factions, to war against its own members, or to peddle its influence. Yet, as God once saved Rome through the hand of Scipio Africanus the Elder, St. Peter knows that He will soon deliver the Church as well and charges the Pilgrim to bear this message to earth (37–66). When the First Pope has finished, all the souls appearing in the heaven of the fixed stars ascend back into the Empyrean like snowflakes in an inverted snowstorm. As they pass out of Dante’s sight, Beatrice directs him to look down again, and the Pilgrim’s view sweeps the distance from Cádiz almost to the Phoenician shore. Then, turning away from earth and gazing amorously into his Lady’s incomparable eyes, the Pilgrim finds himself transported by their power into the ninth sphere, the Primum Mobile. Beatrice explains to the disoriented Poet that only the Empyrean heaven of light and love in the Divine Mind encompasses the present sphere, which, revolving with desire for God, imparts its motion and influence to all the others it contains (67–120). The order of the heavenly spheres turned by divine love gives Beatrice occasion to castigate those on earth who seem so easily moved by cupidity, a condition exacerbated by the lack of proper spiritual and temporal leadership. Yet, by the working of the spheres, Divine Providence will soon reverse the course of the wayward human fleet lost at sea (121–148).


  1   “To Father, Son, and Holy Spirit too


  Be glory!” started all of Paradise,


  As its sweet singing held me rapt anew.


  4   And that which I beheld seemed in a trice


  The universe’s laughter, and in this


  —By eyes and ears—my rapture entered twice.


  7   (O joy, and O ineffably great bliss!


  O life of love and peace in ample store!


  O wealth secure from any avarice!)


  10   Before my eyes there stood enkindled four


  Bright torches, and the one that first came in[631]


  Began to shine more brightly than before


  13   And turned as Jupiter would then have been


  If he and Mars were birds and had besides


  Exchanged the plumages upon their skin.[632]


  16   The Providence that here for each decides


  His turn and office had imposed a hush


  Upon the blessèd chorus on all sides


  19   When next I heard it said: “If I should flush,


  Then marvel not, for, with my speech begun,


  You too will see that all these spirits blush.


  22   What has he who usurps my place now done,[633]


  My place on earth, my place of long ago,


  Left vacant in the sight of Christ, God’s Son?


  25   He’s made my sepulcher a sewer’s flow[634]


  Of blood and stench, so that Perverted One[635]


  Who fell from here above is pleased below.”


  28   With just the hue with which the facing sun


  Paints clouds when morn is young and eve mature,


  I witnessed all of Heaven overrun.


  31   And as a modest lady who’s secure


  Within herself, on hearing someone touch


  On others’ faults, grows timidly demure,


  34   So Beatrice was changed in face, and such,


  I think, was the eclipse the heavens bore


  When the Supreme in power suffered much.[636]


  37   His words continued as they had before


  But with a voice so altered from itself


  That thus his semblance was not altered more.


  40   “The blood of Linus, Cletus, and myself[637]


  Was not to nurture Christ’s own bride, His wife,


  So she could be employed for gain of pelf;


  43   But for the gaining of this happy life,


  First Sixtus, Pius, and Calixtus died,


  Then Urban, shedding blood on tearful strife.[638]


  46   We did not want Christ’s people to abide,


  One part on our successors’ own right hand,


  And yet another part on their left side;[639]


  49   Nor that the keys consigned to me should stand


  As emblem on a banner brought to clash


  In warfare waged against a baptized band;[640]


  52   Nor this, at which I often blush and flash,


  That I should figure on a seal, I mean,[641]


  For lying benefits sold off for cash.


  55   Rapacious wolves in shepherd’s garb are seen


  From here through all the pastures where they slink;


  O why, defense of God, still lie serene?


  58   The Gascons, Cahorsines, prepare to drink[642]


  Our blood on earth; O good beginning, woe!


  To what a vicious ending must you sink?


  61   As lofty Providence with Scipïo[643]


  Preserved the glory of the world for Rome,


  So It will soon lend succor, as I know.


  64   My son, who through your mortal weight will roam


  Again below, make wide your mouth and note:


  What I’ve not hidden do not hide at home.”


  67   And just as when the horn of heaven’s Goat


  Has touched the sun above and now the air[644]


  Flakes frozen vapors, which will downwards float,[645]


  70   I saw the ether thus adorned made fair:


  Triumphant vapors, flaking, upwards sped,


  On having made their sojourn with us there.


  73   My vision trailed their semblances, which fled


  Till there was so much space between involved


  It kept my sight from passing on ahead.


  76   At that, My Lady, seeing me absolved


  From further looking upwards, told me: “Bend


  Your sight and see how far you have revolved.”


  79   And from the time my gaze would first descend,[646]


  I saw that I had moved through that whole arc


  The first of climates makes from mid to end;[647]


  82   I saw the mad course of Ulysses’ bark


  Past Cádiz, but not quite the shore from where


  Europa, made sweet burden, would embark.[648]


  85   More of the little threshing floor we share


  Would have been seen, had not beneath my feet


  The sun moved on a sign and more, aflare.[649]


  88   My mind in love, which ever will entreat


  My Lady, burning more than ever, pined


  To bring my eyes to hers again to meet.


  91   All baits that art or Nature has designed


  (Be they in human flesh or portraits wrought)


  To lure the eye and thus possess the mind


  94   Would, all together, have compared as naught


  With that divine delight which glowed so clear


  When to her smiling face I turned, upcaught.


  97   The power that her look had lent me here


  Had drawn me out of Leda’s lovely nest[650]


  And thrust me up to Heaven’s swiftest sphere.[651]


  100   Its parts, most living and most high, possessed


  Such uniformity I cannot tell


  Which place for me my Beatrice thought best.


  103   But she, on seeing my desire quite well,


  Began to smile with such a happy face


  It seemed to be where God’s own gladness fell:


  106   “The nature of the universe of space


  —Which stills its center, turning what remains—[652]


  Commences here as from its starting-place.


  109   No other ‘Where’ than God’s own mind contains[653]


  This heaven, and enkindled here are found


  The love that turns it and the force it rains.


  112   Both light and love thus circle it around


  As it the rest; and this engirding art


  He comprehends alone by whom they’re bound.


  115   No other sets what course its motions chart;


  By this is measured all the other lot


  As ten is by its half and its fifth part.[654]


  118   How time has roots in such a flowerpot


  And leaves within the others may emerge


  More manifestly now for you than not.[655]


  121   O you, cupidity, who so submerge


  Mere mortals in your depths that each succumbs


  And cannot lift his eyes above your surge!


  124   The will blooms well in men until there comes


  The constant drenching of the rains to wreak


  A sorry blight upon the soundest plums.


  127   The faith and innocence still found in meek


  And little children, fleeing, will have passed


  Before a beard has covered up the cheek.


  130   While one still has a lisp, he keeps the fast;


  But when his tongue is freed, that one will crave


  Devouring, any month, all food amassed.


  133   And towards their mothers lispers will behave


  With love and heed; when speech no more will lack,


  They then desire to see them in the grave.


  136   And thus the white-complexioned skin turns black


  At one’s first sighting of the lovely maid


  Of him who leaves at dusk and brings dawn back.[656]


  139   That by such things you may not be dismayed,


  Think that on earth there’s none to rule and why


  The human family has therefore strayed.


  142   Once January is unwintered by


  The hundredth parts neglected by earth’s men,[657]


  These spheres will long ago have shined on high


  145   So that the long-awaited fortune then


  Will have inverted sterns to prows en route


  To let the fleet start running straight again;


  148   Then from the blossom shall come forth good fruit.”


  CANTO XXVIII


  When Beatrice concludes her prophecy, Dante gazes into her eyes and beholds the reflection of a brilliant light. On turning around, he spies a blinding point, compared to which the smallest star would seem a moon. Like a halo around its luminous source, nine concentric rings of fire engirdle it, spinning more quickly the closer they lie to the center (1–39). Beatrice intimates that this point belted by nine flaming circles symbolizes God surrounded by as many orders of angels. But this explanation perplexes the Pilgrim since God appears as the center of the spiritual universe, with the most noble disk being the nearest and the smallest, whereas in the material cosmos the earth forms the middle point and has the most sublime sphere at the farthest remove. To solve the difficulty, Beatrice says that the size of the corporeal heavens depends upon the angelic power diffused within them, for greater goodness yields a greater bliss, and a greater bliss requires a greater mass. The largest of the physical spheres therefore corresponds to the smallest of the wheels of fire, that of the Seraphim, who burn with the most intense knowledge and love (40–78). As the northeast wind sweeps the haze from the sky, so this account clears the confusion from the Poet’s mind. Then, like sparks flying up from molten iron, countless myriads of scintillating angels singing “Hosanna” to the Divine Point in their midst, rise from the fiery rings (79–96). Beatrice interprets the nine belts of fire as three triads of angelic orders: Seraphim, Cherubim, and Thrones; Dominations, Virtues, and Powers; and Principalities, Archangels, and Angels. In each of these orders grace engenders good will, and the combination of the two constitutes merit. Merit then determines the degree of vision, and this in turn provides the source of love. As all of them gaze towards God, the higher intelligences draw the lower ones up, transmitting their knowledge and love of Him to them (97–129). Dionysius learned of the angelic orders directly from St. Paul, who had witnessed them in his rapture to Heaven, and thus classifies them as Beatrice does. Gregory, however, deprived of such a revelation, differs in his classification, which made him smile on discovering the truth in Heaven (130–139).


  1   When she whose eyes imparadise my mind


  Had opened up the truth that’s counter to


  The present life of wretched mortal-kind,


  4   As in a mirror someone sees the hue


  Of flaming candles lit behind him, though


  He does not have them yet in thought or view,


  7   And turns to see if such a glass should show


  The truth to him and finds it to agree


  Just as the notes do with the measure’s flow,[658]


  10   So, as recorded in my memory,


  I also did, while gazing on fair eyes,


  With which Love made the cord to capture me.


  13   I turned, and mine were met in just this wise


  By what appears in that revolving sphere[659]


  When one stares deeply at its circling skies.


  16   I saw a point that radiated here


  A light so keen the eyes on which it gleams


  Must close because it’s force is so severe.


  19   The star which, sighted from our planet, seems


  Most small would seem a moon beside that thing,


  Set like one star beside another’s beams.


  22   Perhaps as near as halos seem to cling,


  When their supporting vapor is most thick,


  Around the source of light that paints their ring,


  25   At such a distance round the point-like wick


  There whirled a ring of fire that would outdo


  The flight that girds the world and is most quick.


  28   This ring was girded round by number two,


  And two by three, and three by four was tied,


  And four by five, as five by six was too.


  31   The seventh followed spreading out so wide


  That Juno’s messenger, complete, would close[660]


  A space too small to compass it inside.


  34   So too the eighth and ninth; and each one goes


  More slow as it in number will appear


  To be more distant from the first of those.


  37   And that one had, I think, its flame most clear


  Which is least distant from the purest spark,


  Since it partakes the most of truth, most near.


  40   And seeing me suspended in the dark,


  But eager, “On this point,” my Lady said,


  “Depend the heavens and all nature; mark


  43   The circle that’s most nearly to it wed,[661]


  And know it moves so swiftly by the spur


  Of burning love, by which it’s spun ahead.”


  46   “If but the order of the cosmos were


  Seen in these wheels, what’s been set out for me


  Would satisfy me well,” I answered her.


  49   “But in the world of sense we all can see


  These revolutions are the more divine


  As from the center point they farther flee.


  52   If I’m to gain the end for which I pine


  Within this wondrous and angelic reign[662]


  —This temple which but light and love confine—


  55   Why pattern and its copy both refrain


  From going in one fashion, I must know,


  For by myself I contemplate in vain.”


  58   “It is no wonder that your fingers, though,


  Do not suffice, for such a knot unfit,


  So hard has it become, untried below!”


  61   My Lady said, then going on a bit:


  “If you’d be sated, take my speech to heart,


  And sharpen up your mind concerning it.


  64   The circles, all corporeal, you chart


  Are narrow or are wide as less or more


  Of virtue spreads throughout their every part.


  67   A greater good holds greater bliss in store,


  And greater bliss keeps greater mass possessed


  When all its parts bear like perfection, for[663]


  70   This greatest sphere, which sweeps along the rest


  Of all the universe, must harmonize


  With that small ring which knows and loves the best.[664]


  73   So, if you set your measure to surmise


  Their power’s force, not the circumference


  Of substances appearing round in guise,


  76   You will discern a wondrous congruence


  Of more with greater, less with smaller, there


  Between each sphere and its Intelligence.”[665]


  79   As there remains the hemisphere of air[666]


  Serene and bright when Boreas will please


  To blow out of his milder cheek, more fair,[667]


  82   To purge and to dissolve with such a breeze


  Obscuring mists, so smiling skies don’t hide


  The beauties of their every diocese,[668]


  85   So I became—my Lady had supplied


  Such clarity in all of her replies—


  And like a star in heaven, truth was spied.


  88   When she had paused in speech, not otherwise


  Than sparks from molten iron will upflare


  Did sparkles from those circles also rise.[669]


  91   Each spark pursued its fiery circle where


  Those angels numbered thousands more afire


  Than would the doubling of each chessboard-square.[670]


  94   I heard “Hosanna” sung from choir to choir


  To that fixed Point, which holds them in the rim


  Where they have been and will forever gyre.


  97   And she who saw such doubtful thoughts bedim


  My mind spoke out: “These first two rings of light


  Have shown you Seraphim and Cherubim;


  100   They follow bonds of love in such quick flight


  To match that Point as much as any may,


  And do so as they are sublime in sight.


  103   Those other loves that circle them we say


  Are Thrones of the Divine Regard, the blest


  Who finish this first triad. Know that they


  106   Delight according as their vision’s quest


  Will pierce more deeply into Truth, that place


  In which the intellect of each may rest.


  109   Hence, one may see that bliss must have its base


  In just the act of vision, not indeed


  In that of love, which follows in this case.


  112   The measure of their sight is merit’s deed,


  Begotten by God’s grace and by good will;


  And thus from grade to grade does one proceed.


  115   The second triad also, from which spill


  The sprouting buds of this eternal spring,


  One undespoiled by Aries’ nighttime chill,[671]


  118   Lifts its Hosanna always as they sing


  The threefold melody that sounds in these


  Three ranks of bliss that form this triad ring.


  121   These holy ranks have more divinities:[672]


  First Dominations, Virtues then hold sway,


  And third the order of the Potencies.


  124   As next to last within the roundelay


  Wheel Princedoms and Archangels, as you saw;


  The last is wholly of Angelic play.


  127   As all these orders gaze above in awe,


  So they prevail below, and that is why


  They all are drawn to God and also draw.


  130   And Dionysius’ zeal to classify[673]


  These contemplated orders was so strong


  He named them and distinguished them as I.


  133   But Gregory then differed from his song;[674]


  Though as his eyes were opened when transposed


  Up to this sphere, he smiled at being wrong.


  136   And if on earth a mortal has exposed


  Such secret truths, don’t marvel at these things:


  By one who saw it here was it disclosed[675]


  139   With many further truths about these rings.”


  CANTO XXIX


  Beatrice gazes silently upon the Point of Divine Light for a short while—no longer, in fact, than the sun and moon balance opposite one another on the horizon at the vernal equinox. There she sees in the mind of God that several questions about the angels still trouble Dante, and she now takes it upon herself to answer them. She explains that God did not create the angelic spirits for His own good but in order that they might participate in His Being. Simultaneously with these pure forms, which immediately entered into the activation of their faculties, He also fashioned prime matter, which represents pure potentiality for form, and the celestial spheres, which realize the full actualization of their material potencies. The Divine Archer shot them all forth at once like three arrows from a three-stringed bow (1–48). Within seconds after their creation, however, some of the angelic beings sinned through pride in wanting to be like the Almighty, and God thus cast them down into the infernal depths of the earth. The others, recognizing their dependence on their Maker, waited humbly for the light of glory, which merited them lasting beatitude, and thus assumed their ministry in guiding the spheres (49–69). Next, induced by the confusion on earth about the angelic natures, Beatrice digresses on those who preach wrongly. Regardless of whether they do so insincerely, for the sake of outward show, in neglect or distortion of Scripture, in search of novelties, on matters of their own invention, with jokes and witticisms, or with promises of false indulgences, they all stand in direct contradiction to Christ’s mandate to preach the Gospel (70–126). Returning then to the celestial intelligences, Beatrice declares that their number exceeds all mortal reckoning. Each of them receives the light of God according to the capacities of its nature and responds with a correlative degree of love. Hence, a countless multitude reflects the Eternal Goodness, which nevertheless remains one and undivided in Itself (127–145).


  1   When the two children of Latona share[676]


  The belt of the horizon and are crowned,


  One by the Ram, one by the Scales, a pair,[677]


  4   As long as then the zenith holds them bound


  In balance till they’re both unbalanced from[678]


  Their girdles, changing hemispheres around,[679]


  7   For just so long did Beatrice keep dumb;


  Her face was smiling as she held her stare


  Upon that Point where I was overcome.


  10   Then she: “I do not ask you, but declare,


  The things that you would hear; I’ve seen the list


  Writ at the Center of each ‘when’ and ‘where.’[680]


  13   Not to increase His good, which can’t exist


  As greater, but that in reflections of


  His splendor He might utter: ‘I SUBSIST,’[681]


  16   In His eternity past time, above


  All comprehension’s bounds, as He would please,


  New loves would blossom from Eternal Love.[682]


  19   Before He did not lie as if at ease;


  For neither ‘after’ nor ‘before’ could flow


  Till God moved over waters such as these.


  22   Both form and matter—pure or mingled—so[683]


  Would come to be as to have no defect,


  Just like three arrows from a three-stringed bow.


  25   When crystal, amber, or clear glass reflect


  Sun rays, from surface struck to light displayed


  There is no interval. That trine effect[684]


  28   Is just the same, for its High Lord had rayed


  It into being all at once, in fact,


  With no distinction of beginnings made.


  31   A concreated, ordered structure backed


  These substances; the universe’s height


  Were they, in whom there was produced pure act;[685]


  34   Pure potency took up the lowest site;[686]


  The middle bound both act and potency,


  United so they’ll never disunite.[687]


  37   Jerome wrote that the angels made would see[688]


  A lengthy tract of ages where they dwell


  Before the other world would come to be.


  40   And yet the Holy Spirit’s scribes will tell[689]


  In many texts that what I say is true


  As you shall be aware if you look well.


  43   And human reason sees it somewhat too,


  For Heaven’s movers it could not allow


  To be so long without perfection due.


  46   With this you know just where and when and how


  God made these loves; and those three flames of sore


  Desire you felt are quenched already now.


  49   More quick than one could count up to a score,


  Some of the angels, though, convulsed the part


  That’s lowest of your elemental core.


  52   The rest remained as they began the art


  That you have witnessed and find such delight


  They never cease the circling course they chart.


  55   What caused a falling was the cursèd blight


  Of pride in him whom you have seen of late[690]


  Crushed by the weights of all the world, as right.


  58   But those you see were modest in estate;


  They recognized themselves as from the Good


  That made them for intelligence so great.


  61   Their vision was exalted, for they stood


  In both enlight’ning grace and merit, fit


  With wills made full and firm. And now I would


  64   Not have you doubt but certainly admit:


  There’s merit in receiving grace that’s free,


  As far as love has opened up to it.


  67   Take in my words, and with no help from me


  You then will contemplate so much with skill


  That has to do with this consistory.


  70   But since on earth your schools are teaching still


  That the angelic natures are possessed


  Of understanding, memory, and will,[691]


  73   I yet shall speak that you may see and test


  The purity of truth confused down there


  In teachings that are doubtfully expressed.


  76   Rejoicing in God’s face, these beings dare


  Not turn their vision ever from His mien


  (From which there is no hiding anywhere),


  79   So that new objects never intervene


  To cleave their sight; they thus need not recall,


  For thought is undivided in between.


  82   Below men dream awake, believing all


  Or only part is true of what they say,


  Though, on the last, more blame and shame will fall.


  85   You do not walk below on just one way


  As you philosophize—the love and thought


  Of show you have so carry you away!


  88   But less disdain up here on this is brought


  Than when the Holy Writ is set aside,


  Or when the twisting of its sense is sought.


  91   You don’t think how much blood it cost worldwide


  To sow that kind of seed, nor how the meek


  Are pleasing who stay humbly at its side.


  94   All strive, though, for display and make unique


  Inventions of their own; and preachers preach


  At length on these—the Gospels do not speak!


  97   The moon, upon Christ’s Passion, so some teach,


  Turned back its course, intruding on the sun,


  So that below the sunlight did not reach.


  100   They lie: the light withdrew itself, undone,


  And the eclipse that came about was spied


  By Spaniards, Indians, and Jews, each one.


  103   Now fewer Lapi, fewer Bindi, bide[692]


  In Florence than such tales as in a year


  They shout from pulpits there on every side.


  106   So those poor sheep who do not know, I fear,


  Come fed on air from grazing in the lea;


  Not seeing harm does not excuse them here.


  109   Christ did not say to His first company:[693]


  “Go preach vain stories through the world’s expanse”;


  He built their true foundations solidly.


  112   Their lips cried truth alone; and to advance


  The faith they fought to kindle in the rest,


  They made the Gospel both their shield and lance.


  115   But now men preach with drollery and jest,


  And, just provided that the people grin,


  Their cowls puff up—and that’s their sole request.


  118   If people saw what birds build nests within


  The hoods of such, they’d recognize what dearth


  Lies in the pardons they are trusting in.


  121   And thus such folly has grown up on earth


  That, with no warrant given, they would flat


  Run off to any promise of no worth.


  124   On this the pig of Anthony grows fat,[694]


  Like others of a yet more piggish sort,


  While paying with unminted coins at that.[695]


  127   But we’ve digressed enough within this court;


  Now to the path that’s true turn back your eyes


  That like the time our way may be cut short.


  130   The numbers in this angel nature rise


  So high the mortal thought and speech you wield


  Could never reach to figures of such size.


  133   And if you look at that which is revealed


  By Daniel, in his thousands you will find[696]


  That their specific number is concealed.


  136   The Primal Light, whose rays on all are shined,


  Has been received in just as many ways


  As splendors there with which that Light may bind.


  139   But since affection follows on the gaze


  (The action that conceives), love’s sweetness glows


  In them diversely, more or less ablaze.


  142   Behold the breadth and height to which there rose


  Eternal Worth, which made so great a store


  Of mirrors where, divided up, It shows,[697]


  145   Remaining One within just as before!”


  CANTO XXX


  As the stars gradually fade from the predawn sky, which begins to whiten with the rays of the approaching sun, so the flaming circles of Dante’s vision slowly disappear to leave the all-encompassing light of the Divine Point (1–13). The Pilgrim turns again in love to Beatrice and finds her beauty so unsurpassed that all his previous praise of her falls short and his present adulation comes to an impasse so that he must leave it to some future, greater poet to pay her proper homage (14–36). Then Beatrice announces that they have completed the crossing from the Primum Mobile into the light, love, and joy of the Empyrean, where the Poet will behold the angels and the blessed in the semblance of their glorified bodies (37–45). Like Saul on the road to Damascus, Dante is momentarily blinded by a flood of light that will strengthen his power of sight and ready his candle for the flame. He now sees a river of light flowing between two banks carpeted with springtime blooms as sparks dart back and forth between the stream and the flowers. When Beatrice explains to him that this vision prefigures the truth, he hurries like a hungry infant to its milk and bathes his eyes in the luminous current. No sooner has he done so than its linear flow rounds into a lake of light wider than the sun, and, as if their masks had fallen, the sparks emerge as angels and the blossoms as souls of the blessed (46–96). Below, on the outer surface of the ninth sphere, on which the divine rays have poured a sea of light, the Pilgrim spies the reflection of a thousand circular tiers, rising upwards to an incalculable height and breadth. The blessed sit upon them like petals in a rose, though here, where the laws of time and space no longer apply, all are equally present to him regardless of their distance. At this point, Beatrice leads the Poet into the lightsome center of the rose, which opens upwards in praise of the Divine Sun, and shows him the blessed robed in white (97–129). Only a few of their thrones remain unoccupied, among which is one with a crown suspended above it, reserved for the future Emperor Henry VII. He will unsuccessfully attempt to set right an avaricious, unwilling Italy, only to meet the opposition of Pope Clement V, who will soon be thrust into the hole of the simoniacs on top of Boniface VIII (130–148).


  1   By now, perhaps six thousand miles ahead,


  High noon will glow; this world has not yet quite


  Inclined its shadow to a level bed.[698]


  4   And high above, the midst of heaven’s height


  Begins to change so that some stars which spun


  Are lost at such a depth as ours to sight.


  7   And as the brightest handmaid of the sun[699]


  Comes closer and the heavens start to close


  Light after light until the fairest one,[700]


  10   So they whose play, triumphal, ever goes


  Around the Point that had just vanquished me


  And seems enclosed by what It must enclose


  13   Had faded from my sight progressively;


  Both love and seeing nothing made me veer


  And turn my eyes to Beatrice to see.


  16   Could all I’ve said of her thus far appear


  In but one laud, it still would be too small


  A praise of her to be of service here.


  19   Her beauty seen not only does not fall


  In human measures, I’d expect to meet


  None but her Maker who enjoys it all.


  22   At such a pass I must concede defeat


  More than a bard outdone by any themes


  The comic or the tragic poets treat.


  25   Like weakest eyes before the sun’s bright beams,


  So too, remembering her smile’s sweet grace,


  I am deprived of mind itself, it seems.


  28   And from the day when first I saw her face


  In earthly life up to the present view,


  My song has not been cut in any place.


  31   But now I must desist and not pursue


  Her beauty any longer in my song,


  As artists at their utmost reach must do.


  34   I leave her to a herald’s cry more strong


  Than is my trumpet, which must end the flight


  Of its hard subject now before too long.


  37   With act and voice of one whose work’s done right,


  My Guide began: “We’ve risen up above


  From greatest sphere to heaven of pure light—[701]


  40   Light of the intellect, replete with love,


  Love of true good, filled with such joys that they


  Transcend all joys and sweet delights thereof.


  43   The one and other host you’ll here survey[702]


  In Paradise, and one in just the guise


  That you will see again on Judgment Day.”


  46   As when the lightning scatters by surprise


  The optic spirits and our sight is reft[703]


  Of stronger objects, so, in just this wise,


  49   When vivid light shone round me, I was left


  With such a shining veil wrapt round my frame


  That nothing else appeared to me, bereft.


  52   “The Love that calms this heaven gives the same[704]


  Bright greeting as It welcomes all It sees


  To make the candle ready for Its flame.”


  55   No sooner had my ears been pierced by these


  Brief words she spoke than I was made aware


  Of being raised beyond my faculties.


  58   New sight was lit in me so that no flare


  Could ever shine so brightly that my eyes


  Would not be able to withstand its glare.


  61   I saw a light that formed a stream arise


  And flash with tawny splendor as it rolled


  Between two banks of wondrous spring-like dyes.


  64   From such a river living sparks leapt bold,


  And on both sides each dropped upon a bloom


  To glisten like a ruby set in gold.


  67   Then after, as if drunk by such perfume,


  They hit that wondrous flood from either verge;


  And as one plunged, one issued from the spume.


  70   “The high desire that flames you with the urge


  To gain some knowledge of the things you see


  Delights me more the more I see it surge.


  73   First drink, though, of these streams for this must be


  Before so great a thirst is slaked in you,”


  So spoke the Sunlight of my eyes to me,[705]


  76   And then: “The streams, the gems of topaz-hue,


  Which dive and surface, and the smiling green


  Are shadows that prefigure what is true.


  79   No lack besets the things themselves here seen;


  The defect, rather, must as yours be classed:


  Your sight is not yet so sublime, I mean.”


  82   No babe in arms would ever run so fast,


  Its face upturned towards milk, should it awake


  Long after its accustomed time has passed,


  85   As I bent down that eyes might better make


  A mirror in the waves that here abound


  So that in them we may improve our stake.


  88   No sooner were my eyelids’ eaves thus drowned[706]


  On drinking deeply of the wave than did


  It seem to change its length to something round.


  91   And just as those beneath a mask are rid


  Of first appearances when they divest


  Themselves of semblances in which they’ve hid,


  94   So too the sparks and flowers changed and dressed


  With greater festiveness so that I saw


  The twofold court of Heaven manifest.


  97   O splendid light of God, by which I saw


  The lofty triumph of true rule, increase


  The strength in me to tell all that I saw!


  100   There is a light above that does not cease


  To show Creator unto creature, who


  In seeing Him alone possesses peace.


  103   And as it formed a circle, it spread through


  A great circumference whose belt would fit


  The sun too large. Its whole appearance grew


  106   From the reflection of a ray that hit


  Atop the First Moved Sphere, which draws its flow[707]


  Of life and potency from out of it.


  109   And just as cliffs reflect in pools below,


  As if to see themselves adorned and gowned


  When all their grass and blooms most richly grow,


  112   So too, above the light and all around,


  I saw reflected those returned up there,


  Who on a thousand tiers or more were found.


  115   And if the lowest ranks take in a share


  Of so immense a light upon them shined,


  What breadth that Rose in its far leaves must bear!


  118   Within its breadth and height I did not find


  My sight was lost for it took in the play


  Of all that joy in its extent and kind.


  121   There near and far don’t add or take away;


  For where God rules with none to interpose,


  The law of nature can no more hold sway.


  124   Straight to the gold of the Eternal Rose,


  Whose ranks rise up, expand, and, wafting, shed


  Their praise on that spring Sun which ever glows,[708]


  127   I was conveyed by Beatrice, who said:


  “See this great company in white attired!”


  While I who wished to speak kept still instead.


  130   “See what expanse our city has required!


  And see our thrones so full you may surmise


  That but few people here are still desired.


  133   On that great chair on which you fix your eyes


  Because a crown is hanging over it,


  Before you join the wedding feast we prize,


  136   A soul, imperial below, will sit:


  High Henry, who will come to Italy[709]


  To set her right before she would submit.


  139   You are bewitched by blind cupidity,[710]


  Which makes you like a child who at the goad


  Of hunger starves but makes its nursemaid flee.


  142   The prefect of God’s forum will have showed


  That publicly he is in full accord


  While secretly he walks another road.[711]


  145   He won’t be long permitted by the Lord


  To hold his holy office; he’ll be cast


  Where Simon Magus lies for his reward[712]


  148   To drive Alagna’s son more deep at last.”[713]


  CANTO XXXI


  Like bees buzzing about flowers, angels fiery-faced, golden-winged, and white-robed now descend from on high to minister divine love and peace to the blessed and then ascend again as Dante beholds the Celestial Rose. In spite of their vast number, however, the angelic throng does not impede the vision of the sainted host of both the Old and New Covenant, which gazes towards the source of its beatitude (1–30). Having come from the human to the divine and from time to eternity, the Pilgrim feels as the barbarians from the North must have felt on seeing for the first time the glories of Rome. The Poet surveys the spectacle with the same delight as a pilgrim who finally attains the temple he has vowed to visit and with the same hope of recounting his experience when he returns (31–54). Pivoting to ask Beatrice a question, Dante discovers to his bewilderment that she has disappeared and that a white-clad, fatherly elder has taken her place. Once he explains that Beatrice has sent him to lead Dante to the fulfillment of his desire, he directs the Pilgrim’s sight up to his Lady seated now on the third tier of the amphitheater. The Poet lifts his gaze and spies Beatrice bathed in the rays of Divine Light, her image unblurred, though she sits at a greater remove from him than the highest reaches of the earth’s atmosphere from the depths of the ocean (55–78). When Dante addresses a prayer of gratitude to her for having ransomed him from the slavery of sin and a petition that he may remain in a state of purity until his death, Beatrice looks down upon the Pilgrim, smiles in approval, and then turns back to the Eternal Fountain (79–93). The elder encourages Dante to take in the whole Celestial Rose and identifies himself as St. Bernard, the devotee of the Blessed Virgin Mary. Like a foreign pilgrim gaping at the Veronica, the true image of Christ, the Poet stares at him in wonder until the Saint directs his eyes up to the highest tier to Mary, the Queen of Heaven. There Dante sees the blessed Virgin radiant, like the rising sun in the east, and surrounded by myriads of angels in homage, on whom she smiles. Then St. Bernard gazes ardently upon her as well and enflames the Pilgrim’s gaze even more in doing so (94–142).


  1   So, in the form of that white rose, I spied


  The saintly host as it was shown to me,[714]


  The one that by his blood Christ made His bride;


  4   But all the other host there flies to see[715]


  And sing the Glory that enamors it,


  That Good which made it great as it can be.


  7   Just like a swarm of bees that first has lit


  Inside a flower’s bloom and then returns


  To all its fragrant work, it came to flit


  10   Deep down in that great flower, which upturns


  So many leaves, and next rose up to aim[716]


  At where its Love eternally sojourns.[717]


  13   They had their faces all of living flame,


  Their wings of golden hue, the rest so white


  The whitest snow could never match the same.


  16   Descending in the flower, down each height,


  They shared the ardor and the peace serene


  They gathered as they fanned their sides in flight.


  19   Nor did so vast a throng that flew between


  The flower and the realm above make worse


  The vision or impede the splendor seen.


  22   God’s light so penetrates the universe


  According to its worth that not a sole


  Existence could have stood to it adverse.


  25   This kingdom, this secure and joyful whole,


  Abounding in such people, old and new,[718]


  Had look and love directed towards one Goal.


  28   O threefold Light of but one star, O You[719]


  Who so content them, sparkling on their sight,


  Look down and on our tempest turn your view!


  31   If the barbarians from such a site


  As that which Helice each day still rings[720]


  When wheeling with her son, her great delight,


  34   On seeing Rome, from which such vast work springs,


  Were wonder-struck when Lateran had lain[721]


  So far above all other mortal things,


  37   I, who to the divine from human bane


  And to eternity from time had come,


  From Florence to a people just and sane,


  40   How fully must I have been overcome!


  Indeed, between my joy and wonder then


  It pleased me not to hear and to stand dumb.


  43   And as a pilgrim is replenished when


  He peers inside the temple of his vow


  And hopes to tell just how it was again,


  46   So through the living light did I allow


  My eyes to wander over each degree,


  First up, then down, then circling further now.


  49   I saw their faces swayed by charity,


  Trimmed with the smile Another’s rays entice,


  Their movements graced with every dignity.


  52   My gaze had scanned the form of Paradise


  By now, though in so general a sense


  I paused upon no part more than a trice


  55   But turned—my new-lit wish was so intense—


  To ask my Lady that she clarify


  The things that held my thinking in suspense.


  58   I sought for one, another made reply:


  I looked for Beatrice, but saw a man,


  An elder clad like those in glory, nigh.


  61   Benign rejoicing filled his eyes and ran


  Across his cheeks; he had as kind a face


  As but a tender-hearted father can.


  64   And “She—where is she now?” I asked apace;


  “To end your each desire,” he answered, kind,


  “Your Beatrice has urged me from my place.


  67   You will behold her, if you look to find


  The third ring from the highest tier of praise,


  Upon the throne her merits have assigned.”


  70   Without reply, I lifted up my gaze


  And saw her where she made herself a crown


  As she reflected the eternal rays.


  73   The highest place from which it thunders down


  Does not so far surpass the mortal eye,


  Though in the deepest ocean it should drown,


  76   As Beatrice surpassed my sight on high;


  It made no difference for her image fell


  Straight down through all between, unblurred, and I:


  79   “O Maid in whom my hopes most strongly dwell,


  And who, for my salvation, let the trace


  Of your own footsteps once be left in Hell,


  82   I recognize the virtue and the grace


  Of all the things I’ve seen to be from you


  And from the might and goodness you embrace.


  85   You’ve drawn this slave to liberty anew


  By all the ways, by all the means of use,


  By which you had the power so to do.


  88   Preserve in me your bounty most profuse[722]


  So that the soul you’ve healed of every scar


  May please you when my body lets it loose.”


  91   Thus did I pray; and she, who seemed so far


  Away from me, while smiling, viewed me there,


  Then turned to where eternal fountains are.


  94   The holy elder said: “That you may fare


  So as to finish perfectly your way,


  I have been sent with holy love and prayer;


  97   So let your eyes fly round for to survey


  This garden will prepare your sight, my son,


  That it may mount on up through God’s own ray.


  100   And Heaven’s Queen, for whom I burn like none


  With all my love, for my sake will instill


  All grace—I am Bernard, her faithful one.”[723]


  103   Just as a man, perhaps Croatian, will[724]


  Look hard at the Veronica we own,[725]


  While his old hunger cannot get its fill


  106   But says in thought, as long as it is shown:


  “My dear Lord Jesus Christ, true God above,


  Was once Your semblance like the one here known?”


  109   So did I gaze upon the living love


  Of him who tasted on the earth we tread,


  While contemplating, peace that’s not thereof.


  112   “My Son of grace, you will not know,” he said,


  “This glad existence if your eyes remain


  Around the base below; so look instead


  115   Upon the farthest rounds till you attain


  The sight of her upon her seat, the Queen,[726]


  Who holds as subject this devoted reign.”


  118   I raised my eyes, and as the morning sheen


  Of the horizon’s eastern side makes dim


  That where the sun declines, so at this scene,


  121   As though my eyes from valley depths could skim


  To mountain peaks, I saw at its extreme


  A light that paled the rest of all the rim.


  124   And as that point where we await the team


  That Phaëthon misled is most aflame,[727]


  While on both sides the light is less agleam,


  127   Just so the peaceful Oriflamme became:[728]


  It lit its center, while on either side


  In equal measure it decreased its flame.


  130   And at the midpoint, with their wings spread wide,


  I saw the festive angels, thousands strong,


  Each one distinct in sheen and office plied.


  133   I saw there, smiling to their sport and song,


  A beauty that was such a joyful feast


  Within the eyes of all the sainted throng.[729]


  136   And were my speech as much in wealth increased


  As my imagining, I would not dare


  Attempt her great delights, not in the least.


  139   And when he saw my eyes intently stare


  Upon the object of his warm desire,


  Bernard turned his with ardor so aflare


  142   That he set mine, in gazing, more afire.


  CANTO XXXII


  Assuming the office of teacher, St. Bernard begins to detail the structure of the Celestial Rose for Dante, starting with a vertical row of Hebrew women that runs from the Blessed Virgin Mary at the top, through Eve, Rachel, Sarah, Rebecca, Judith, and Ruth in the center, down to unnamed others at the bottom. To their left sit those who believed in Christ as the Messiah-to-come, to the right those who accepted the Savior-come-as-man, among whom some vacant seats still remain. Opposite the row of holy women, and completing the dividing wall between the Old and New Testament saints, lie the seats of St. John the Baptist, St. Francis, St. Benedict, St. Augustine, and others. The bottom half of each semicircle is filled with the souls of infants, who enjoy their place among the saved not through their own merits but through the faith of their parents. God’s providence has ordered them hierarchically as well, according to the degree of His predestining grace, which the example of Jacob and Esau shows most clearly. From Adam to Abraham the faith of their parents sufficed for their salvation. From Abraham to Christ the males had to undergo circumcision. But from the coming of the Redeemer to the present, infants must receive baptism in order to win salvation or else abide in Limbo. St. Bernard then directs the Pilgrim to turn his gaze upon the Blessed Virgin in order to prepare himself to look on Christ in His glory. As the Poet peers upwards, he sees the Christlike face of Mary, more wondrous than anything he has beheld before. An angel, spreading his wings before her, sings the greeting of the Annunciation, and the entire court of Heaven responds with ever brightening faces, so that Dante asks the identity of this being who glows with love for the Queen of Heaven. Basking in the light of Mary, like the morning star before the sun, St. Bernard identifies him as Gabriel and then turns the Pilgrim’s sight to Adam, who bequeathed the legacy of original sin to mankind, and to St. Peter, on whom Christ bestowed the keys of the kingdom, sitting on Mary’s left and right. Beside St. Peter he then points out St. John, who witnessed the first persecutions of the Church, and, next to Adam, Moses, who fed the obstinate Hebrews manna in the desert. Across from Peter and to the right of John the Baptist, he signals St. Anne, the mother of Mary, on whom she rests her devoted eyes. Across from Adam and to the Baptist’s left, he then designates St. Lucy, who first interceded with Beatrice on Dante’s behalf. Finally St. Bernard invites the Pilgrim to join him in a prayer to the Blessed Virgin to enable him to look upon the splendor of the Primal Love.


  1   Rapt in his pleasure, that contemplative[730]


  Assumed the teacher’s office freely when


  He started with these holy words I give:


  4   “The wound that Mary salved and closed again[731]


  Was made by one so lovely at her feet[732]


  Who pierced it and who opened it. And then,[733]


  7   Within the order these third seats complete


  Sits Rachel under her, and you can see[734]


  Your Beatrice beside her; and in suite


  10   Are Sarah too, Rebecca, Judith, she[735]


  Who was great grand-dam to the bard of grief


  For sin, who uttered, ‘Miserere mei.’[736]


  13   You see them all from rank to rank, in brief,


  Through these descending levels as I go


  Down through the rose by name from leaf to leaf.


  16   And after them, down from the seventh row


  As up to it, the Hebrew women bide,


  Dividing all the flower’s tresses, so,[737]


  19   According to the look that they applied


  In faith to Christ, these women form a wall,


  And that is where the sacred stairs divide.


  22   Upon this side, on which the bloom with all[738]


  Its many petals is mature, you scan


  Those who by faith in Christ-to-come sit tall.


  25   On that side, where the semi-circle plan[739]


  Is broken up by vacant seats, you greet


  Those who looked back to Christ who came as man.


  28   As on this side the glorious high seat


  Of Heaven’s Maid and chairs saints sit upon


  Below make the dividing wall replete,


  31   So, opposite, does that of great St. John,[740]


  Who bore the desert, martyrdom, and Hell


  (Though ever holy) till two years were gone.


  34   And this dividing line below him fell


  To Francis, Benedict, Augustine there,[741]


  And others round on round to here as well.


  37   Now see the depths of God’s great foresight where


  Faith in the one and other aspect shown


  Will fill this garden, each with equal share.


  40   And know that downwards from the row that’s grown


  To cleave in half the two divisions no


  One sits through any merits of his own


  43   But through another’s—with conditions, though—[742]


  For all these spirits were absolved from wrong[743]


  Before possessing true free choice below.


  46   You’ll sense it in the faces of this throng


  And in their infant voices if you will


  But look on them and listen to their song.


  49   But now you doubt and, doubting, you fall still;


  So I shall loose this tightly knotted skein


  In which your subtle thoughts have bound your skill.


  52   Within the ample breadth of this domain,


  No point can find its place by chance—in fact,


  No more than hunger, thirst, or sorrow’s pain.


  55   For all you see is ordered by the act


  Of God’s eternal law so that the fit


  Of ring and finger here will be exact.


  58   Those hastened to true life do thus not sit


  Among themselves with greater or with less


  Of excellence without a cause for it.


  61   The King, through whom you see this realm quiesce


  In such great love and in such great delight


  That no one’s will would dare to seek excess,


  64   Creating every mind in His glad sight,


  Gives grace diversely, as He wills, to bloom—


  And let this fact provide sufficient light.


  67   You note this clearly in those twins of whom


  The Holy Writ expressly says the flare


  Of anger stirred within their mother’s womb.[744]


  70   And therefore that most lofty Light is fair


  In letting them with such a crown be graced


  According to the color of their hair.


  73   With nothing on their works of merit based,


  These differ in but keenness of their view


  And thus in differing degrees are placed.


  76   In early times, the faith their parents knew,


  With their own innocence, sufficed alone


  For their possession of salvation too.


  79   When to completion those first times had grown,


  The males had to be circumcised to gain


  Their strength, should wings of innocence have flown.


  82   But since the time of grace has come to reign,


  If they’re not baptized perfectly in Christ,


  In Limbo must such innocents remain.


  85   Now to the face that most resembles Christ[745]


  Turn your regard, for but her light so bright


  Can ready you to look yourself on Christ.”


  88   And I beheld such rains of gladness light


  Upon her, borne in holy minds that soared,[746]


  Created for their flying through that height,


  91   That nothing I had formerly explored


  Has ever held me in such wonder nor


  Has shown me such a likeness to the Lord.


  94   The love that first descended there before[747]


  To sing to her “Hail Mary, full of grace”


  Spread out its wings before her; furthermore,


  97   That blessèd court replied in every place


  To its celestial song, and everywhere


  Each soul became yet brighter in its face.


  100   “O you, who for my sake have deigned to fare


  Below and leave your sweet place, holy sire,


  Where by eternal lot you have your chair,


  103   Who is that angel who with glad desire


  Beholds our Queen’s two eyes—he who is won


  By such a lively love he seems afire?”


  106   I thus besought the teaching of that one[748]


  Who drew from Mary’s beauty so that he


  Did as the morning star does with the sun.[749]


  109   “Both confidence and grace,” he said to me,


  “As much as soul or angel can display,


  Are all in him, and so we’d have it be.


  112   For it is he who bore the palm that day


  To Mary when the Son of God on high


  Had willed to bear the burden of our clay.


  115   But come along now with your sight as I


  Speak on, and notice the patricians here


  Of this most just and pious reign. First spy


  118   Those two who sit upon the highest tier[750]


  Like two roots of this rose, those who are all


  The gladder when their Empress is more near.


  121   Behold beside her in the left-hand stall


  Our father, through whose tasting, overbold,


  The human race must taste such bitter gall.


  124   See Holy Church’s father there of old


  Upon the right, to whom Christ gave the keys[751]


  Of such a lovely bloom as this to hold.


  127   The next, before his death, felt hard times squeeze


  Once spear and nail had won a comely Bride,[752]


  And by the one just shown he sits at ease. [753]


  130   There, by the side of Adam, rests that guide


  Who once with manna fed his own, a lot


  Ungrateful, fickle, and of stubborn pride.[754]


  133   Across from Peter, notice Anna’s spot;[755]


  She’s so content to see her child that in


  Hosanna-songs her eyes don’t move a jot.


  136   Across from that great father of our kin


  Sits Lucy—she who made your Lady rouse[756]


  Herself when you were ruin-bent on sin.


  139   But since there flees the time that makes you drowse,[757]


  We’ll stop right here just as good tailors do


  Who cut the garment as the cloth allows,


  142   And turn our eyes to that First Love, so you,


  By gazing up towards Him, may pierce the glare


  Of His refulgence as you’re able to.


  145   But lest you take a backward fall from there,


  While flapping wings and thinking to proceed,


  You must obtain a further grace by prayer—


  148   A grace from one who will relieve your need;[758]


  Now follow me with your affection’s bent


  So that your heart won’t leave the words you heed.”


  151   And he began a holy prayer that went:


  CANTO XXXIII


  St. Bernard praises Mary, the mother and daughter of God, the most humble and most exalted of all creatures, who so ennobled human nature that its Creator did not disdain to become its creature, and entreats her as the noonday torch of charity in Heaven and the living fountain of hope on earth, the Mediatrix of all graces, who lends aid to all who ask and often anticipates their request. Presenting Dante to her in whom mercy, pity, munificence, and all created good unite, he implores her grace so that the Pilgrim may look on God. The Saint then adds his own prayer that she dispel the clouds of his mortality so he may see the Highest Joy, that she keep his affections sound thereafter, and that she protect him from the sway of human passions, as Beatrice and all the other blessed clasp their hands and join their prayers to his (1–39). Having looked approvingly on St. Bernard, the Blessed Virgin turns again to the Eternal Light, at which the great Contemplative signals to Dante to peer above as well, who in his ardent desire has already done so. His sight grows purer, piercing upwards through the ray of light, though now his memory and expression fail. As with one roused from sleep who retains nothing of the image but only the feeling of a dream, the vision fades in the retelling so that only its sweetness remains. The Poet invokes the Highest Light for the ability to show forth one small spark of Its glory and thus to manifest the Divine Power to human beings. Not turning away for fear of being lost, Dante braves the Living Ray until his sight has penetrated to the Infinite Good (40–84). In It the Pilgrim spies the multiple facets of the universe united in a simple light, like the many pages of a single book bound by love. The more he watches the more his mind grows aflame, finding it impossible to turn away from that Light which contains the true and perfect good. The Poet’s speech now falls as short of his recollection of what he sees next as that of a baby at the breast: three circles of three different colors contained within one circumference reveal themselves, the second reflecting the first as one arc of a double rainbow does the other, and the third seemingly breathed forth by both. Compared to what he now beholds, it is not enough to call the conception of the intellect feeble and the power of speech scant, for within the Godhead knowing and loving Itself there appears a human image. Dante stares at it like a geometer trying to square the circle but cannot fathom the commensurability of the human and the divine. Then a flash of revelation illumines him, fulfilling his longing, so that the desire of his intellect and the fruition of his will revolve in harmony with the Love that moves the sun and other stars (85–145).


  1   “O Virgin Mother, daughter of your Son,


  Most lowly of all creatures, highest though,


  Fixed term to which eternal counsels run,


  4   You had ennobled human nature so


  Its Maker would not spurn the one by whom


  He would become its making there below.


  7   That Love whose warmth allowed this bud to bloom


  Within the everlasting peace would be


  The love rekindled deep within your womb.


  10   You’re here the noonday torch of charity,


  Below, that living fount from which there springs


  For mortal men whatever hope we see.


  13   Dear Maid, so great, so helpful in all things,


  If one seeks grace without recourse to you,


  Then his desire would fly but has no wings.


  16   Not only does your kindness aid those who


  Might ask of you but many times it would


  Quite freely run before the asking too.


  19   In you have mercy and all pity stood


  With such munificence as to unite


  Whatever in creation is found good.


  22   This man, who one by one has had the sight


  Of living spirits from the deepest den


  Of all the universe up to this height,


  25   Implores you of your grace for strength again


  That he may lift himself with eyes upturned


  Still higher towards the last salvation then.


  28   And I, who for my vision never burned


  More than for his, put forth my prayer, made bold


  To pray it will not be too scant and spurned.


  31   And may by prayers you say the clouds that hold


  To his mortality be chased away


  That he may see the Highest Joy unfold.


  34   I further pray you, Queen, as one who may


  Do all she wills, keep his affections sound


  When he has witnessed such a great display.


  37   Protect him, keep his human passions bound;


  See Beatrice and all these many blest


  Who clasp their hands with me in prayer all round!”


  40   The eyes that God reveres and loves the best,[759]


  Which, fixed upon that pleader, made appear[760]


  How much she’s pleased by our devout request,


  43   Then turned to the Eternal Light to peer,


  In which, we may believe, there never came


  A creature’s eye to find its way so clear.


  46   And I, who was approaching to the aim


  Of all of my desires, just as I ought,


  Was fanning ardent longing more aflame.


  49   Bernard, who smiled and signed to me, had thought


  To have me look above although my view


  Was of itself already as he sought


  52   Because, becoming pure, my vision grew


  To enter more and more through all the beams


  Of that high Light which in Itself is true.


  55   From then my vision was more great, it seems,


  Than speech can show, which fails, such sights divined,


  As mem’ry also fails at these extremes.


  58   As one who sees in dreams and wakes to find


  That after sleep the feeling’s print will stay


  But nothing of the rest returns to mind,


  61   So too am I—my vision fades away


  Almost entirely, though the sweetness born


  Of it still drops within my heart today.


  64   Thus does the sun unseal the snow at morn;


  Thus also on light leaves that winds had blown


  The Sibyl lost the sayings they had borne.[761]


  67   Raised high above all mortal concepts known,


  O Highest Splendor, lend my mem’ry some


  Small particle again of what was shown,


  70   And make my tongue yet strong enough to plumb


  Your glory that one spark of it may be


  Left here behind for people still to come;


  73   For, by returning to my memory


  And sounding in these lines a little bit,


  More is conceived of all Your victory.


  76   I bore that living ray so keenly lit


  I think I’d have been lost if from its fount


  I’d turned away and torn my eyes from it.


  79   And, I recall, I was on this account


  More bold to bear it till my gaze, illumed,


  Had joined the Good of infinite amount.


  82   Abounding Grace, by which I had presumed


  To fix my view on that Eternal Light


  So long that all my vision was consumed!


  85   I saw its depths contain, with leaves bound tight


  In but one tome by love, what is dispersed


  Throughout the universe in every site:


  88   Thus substance, accidents, relations first[762]


  Were fused in such a way that what I tell


  Of here is but a simple light disbursed.


  91   That knot’s most universal form as well[763]


  I do believe I saw, for as I strive


  To tell you this, I feel my gladness swell.


  94   One point brings more forgetfulness than five


  And twenty ages brought the quest that dazed


  Old Neptune, seeing Argo’s shade arrive.[764]


  97   In all suspense my mind thus further gazed,


  Remaining fastened, motionless, intent,


  And as it looked the more, the more it blazed.


  100   It is impossible that one consent


  To turn from It to other visions still


  For in that Light the will is so content


  103   Since good, which is the object of the will,


  Is all contained in It, and all the rest


  Defective, which has there its perfect fill.


  106   My speech will fall as short of things possessed


  In memory as that of babes, or more,


  Who have their tongues still bathing at the breast—


  109   Not that the Living Light I looked on bore


  More semblances than one for me to see,


  For It is ever as It was before,


  112   But, through my sight made stronger in degree


  While gazing there, one aspect’s plenitude,


  As I was changing, was transformed for me.


  115   Within that deep and clear Subsistence hued[765]


  With lofty light, three rings were interwreathed[766]


  Of three bright colors but one magnitude.[767]


  118   One seemed, reflected, to the next bequeathed


  As rainbow is to rainbow; fiery bright


  The third appeared, which both there likewise breathed.[768]


  121   How scant is speech, how weak conception’s flight!


  For this is such compared to what I spied


  That it is not enough to call it slight.


  124   Eternal Light, who in Yourself abide,


  As knowing Self and known to Self, You smile


  For, knowing Self, You love the Self descried;


  127   That circling, which, begotten in this style,


  Appeared in You as lights reflected do,


  Now that my eyes had dwelt there for a while,


  130   Seemed in itself and in its very hue


  Depicted with the image of our breed,[769]


  And I set all my sight on it anew.


  133   And as geometers attempt indeed


  To square the circle though they can’t embrace,


  By pondering, the principle they need,


  136   So I was at this newly visioned grace:


  I wished to know how could our image lie


  Within that circle and have there its place.


  139   But with such heights my wings could never vie


  Save that a flash then struck my mind and one


  That brought to it its longing from on high.


  142   High fantasy here failed in strength, undone;


  But as a wheel turns smoothly on a bar,


  My will and my desire around were spun


  145   By Love that moves the sun and every star.


  ENDNOTES


  
    [1] Refer to the Translator’s Note.

  


  
    [2] The One who moves all things: God, understood as the First Unmoved Mover.

  


  
    [3] The reference is to the Empyrean, which burns most brightly with the fire of charity.

  


  
    [4] That for which its yearnings long: the beatific vision of God.

  


  
    [5] Apollo: god of music and poetry as well as of the sun.

  


  
    [6] The longed-for bay: Cupid shot Apollo with an arrow of desire and Daphne, the daughter of the river god, Peneus, with one of aversion. In order to save Daphne from Apollo’s advances, Peneus changed her into a laurel tree (cf. Peneian leafage, v. 31). Apollo’s love was then transferred to the tree, used henceforth to crown emperors and poets.

  


  
    [7] According to some commentators, the one peak of Parnassus (v. 16) is Nisa, assigned to the Muses, the other Cyrrha (cf. v. 36), consecrated to Apollo. Others claim that none of Dante’s sources divide the peaks in this way, since both were sacred to Apollo and Bacchus. The two peaks may thus signify a double portion of inspiration.

  


  
    [8] Marsyas: a satyr of Phrygia who challenged Apollo to a musical contest after having found a flute that played itself beautifully. The Muses declared Apollo the victor, and, as punishment for his presumption, Marsyas was bound to a tree and flayed alive.

  


  
    [9] Your favored tree: the laurel tree.

  


  
    [10] That glad Delphic god: Apollo himself. Delphi was the site of the great temple of Apollo on the southern slope of Mount Parnassus.

  


  
    [11] Cyrrha: the peak of Parnassus dedicated to Apollo and a town on the Gulf of Corinth to the southwest of Delphi connected with his worship.

  


  
    [12] The four circles are the horizon, the celestial equator, the ecliptic, and the colure of the equinoxes. The three crosses are formed by the intersection of the latter three circles with the horizon. The sun rises at this point of intersection in the constellation of Aries (March 21 to April 20), held to be the season when God created the world and thus a particularly propitious time.

  


  
    [13] Evening here (v. 43): the northern hemisphere. Morning there: the southern hemisphere.

  


  
    [14] Leftwards: towards the north.

  


  
    [15] It was thought that the eagle could gaze directly at the sun.

  


  
    [16] That spot: the Garden of Eden, originally created as the proper place for humankind (v. 57).

  


  
    [17] Glaucus: a Boeotian fisherman who, on seeing his catch laid on the grass revive and flop back to sea, ate some of what seemed to be a magic herb and was himself driven to enter the sea, where he was turned into a sea god by Oceanus and Tethys (cf. v. 69).

  


  
    [18] That in me which You created last: the soul.

  


  
    [19] The wheel: the Primum Mobile

  


  
    [20] Harmonies: of the celestial spheres

  


  
    [21] Dante may now rise through the sphere of fire, above that of air, and below that of the moon.

  


  
    [22] The proper site (v. 92) of lightning is the sphere of fire. Homewards: to the Empyrean.

  


  
    [23] If he is still in his body, Dante wonders how he can pass through the nine material spheres (or perhaps those of air and fire).

  


  
    [24] High creatures: angels and men.

  


  
    [25] The sphere of fire is immediately below that of the moon.

  


  
    [26] Becalms that heaven: the Empyrean, which, not revolving, is at rest.

  


  
    [27] The fastest sphere: the Primum Mobile.

  


  
    [28] Minerva: the goddess of wisdom.

  


  
    [29] The Bears: Ursa Major and Ursa Minor, the Big and Little Dipper, guide sailors at night. They indicate the pole of the northern hemisphere.

  


  
    [30] Angels’ bread: wisdom.

  


  
    [31] In Colchis the Argonauts discovered Jason, plowing with fire-breathing oxen and planting a dragon’s teeth that sprouted into men.

  


  
    [32] God’s own realm: the Empyrean.

  


  
    [33] Leaves the string, and flies, and strikes: in Italian, these three actions are reversed, perhaps to indicate their near simultaneity.

  


  
    [34] A wondrous thing: the moon’s physical appearance.

  


  
    [35] This star, the first you see: the moon.

  


  
    [36] The moon’s rarefied matter appears like a cloud.

  


  
    [37] Everlasting: the matter of the heavenly spheres was thought to be in potentiality to one form only and thus incorruptible. Pearl: Dante now seems to realize that the moon is solid and will wonder how two solid bodies can occupy the same space.

  


  
    [38] The miraculous fact that a human and a lunar body simultaneously occupy the same space should make us long to see the even more miraculous union of the human and divine natures in the one person of Christ.

  


  
    [39] We can demonstrate the truth of the hypostatic union from the authority of Sacred Scripture, but we shall see it intuitively in Heaven as we now do the first indemonstrable truths of reason.

  


  
    [40] The spots on the moon were popularly thought to be Cain and his thorns.

  


  
    [41] That eighth sphere: the sphere of the fixed stars, the eighth, counting outwards from the moon.

  


  
    [42] Beatrice’s first argument (cf. vv. 64–72) assumes that the influence of the visible stars produces qualitatively different effects in the sublunar world. This qualitative difference of effects must proceed from a qualitative difference of “virtue” or operative power. And this qualitative difference of virtue must emanate from a qualitative difference of formal principles that determine the natures of the various stars. A purely quantitative difference of dense and rare is therefore insufficient to explain the nature of stellar influence.

  


  
    [43] Vv. 73–78 argue that if we accept the presence of rarer matter in the moon, then layers of such matter would either extend from one side of the moon to the other or would lie on top of denser matter.

  


  
    [44] Vv. 79–81 refute the possibility of layers of rarer matter extending from one side of the moon to the other, since then the sun would shine through them during a solar eclipse, which does not happen.

  


  
    [45] Vv. 82–84 state the logical conditions of proof. If an antecedent entails two mutually exclusive consequents, and if both of those consequents are proved to be false, then the antecedent itself must be false.

  


  
    [46] Vv. 85–90 examine the second consequent. If dense matter lies behind the rare, then it would reflect the light just as if it were on the surface, which does not happen either. Here the mirror’s glass corresponds to the rare matter and its leaden backing to the dense.

  


  
    [47] Vv. 91–93 raise the objection that light is more dimly reflected from the underlying dense matter.

  


  
    [48] Vv. 94–105 refute the objection raised in vv. 91–93 by showing that a more distant reflecting surface will reflect a light with the same intensity as a less distant one.

  


  
    [49] That is, when snow is melted by the sun, water (its substrate, v. 107) is stripped of the white color and crystalline structure of snow.

  


  
    [50] A body: the Primum Mobile, which lies inside the Empyrean (the heaven of divine repose, v. 112) and encompasses the other eight spheres (cf. v. 114).

  


  
    [51] The sphere that follows: the eighth sphere, that of the fixed stars.

  


  
    [52] The power transmitted by the Primum Mobile is distributed by the sphere of the stars to various types of beings.

  


  
    [53] The other spheres: the seven planetary spheres, which continue to differentiate the power of the Primum Mobile.

  


  
    [54] Their ends: the effects of the differentiated stellar influences.

  


  
    [55] Organs: the nine celestial spheres, which are hierarchically ordered (cf. v. 122) such that each receives the influence from the one above and transmits it to the one below (cf. v. 123).

  


  
    [56] The holy movers’ corps: the angels or celestial intelligences that move the spheres.

  


  
    [57] The deep mind: a collective term referring to the order of angels moving the spheres, in this case the Cherubim.

  


  
    [58] The sphere that many lights adorn: the sphere of the fixed stars.

  


  
    [59] Quickened bodies: the mobile and material spheres.

  


  
    [60] The spots on the moon come not from the mixture of the dense and the rare but from the power transmitted from above and diversely mingled with the stellar or planetary (in this case, lunar) body.

  


  
    [61] The sun: Beatrice, who first aroused Dante’s love when he was nine years old.

  


  
    [62] The lovely truth: concerning the spots on the moon.

  


  
    [63] To confess: that he was mistaken about the spots on the moon.

  


  
    [64] Narcissus mistook his reflection for a real person; Dante mistakes real beings for reflections.

  


  
    [65] True substances: real souls. A substance exists in itself, an accident only in another.

  


  
    [66] A virgin sister: a nun.

  


  
    [67] Piccarda: daughter of Simone and sister of Corso and Forese Donati. She was related to Dante by marriage through his wife, Gemma. She is reported to have been forced from the convent of the Clarisse of Monticelli, near Florence, around 1288 by her brother Corso in order to marry Rossellino della Tosa.

  


  
    [68] This slowest sphere: that of the moon, which, being closest to the center of the universe and farthest from the Empyrean, turns most slowly in the daily revolution of the spheres.

  


  
    [69] Wondrous aspects: faces illuminated by the light of glory.

  


  
    [70] A lady: St. Clare (1194–1253), canonized by Pope Alexander IV in 1255. Under the direction of St. Francis, she founded the austere Order of Poor Clare.

  


  
    [71] That Spouse who accepts each vow: Christ.

  


  
    [72] Men: her brother Corso and his associates.

  


  
    [73] The other splendor: the “great Costanza” of v. 118.

  


  
    [74] The great Costanza: Constance (1154–1198), daughter of King Roger II of Naples and Sicily, wife of Emperor Henry VI, mother of Emperor Frederick II, and grandmother of Manfred. She was herself the rightful heir to the Norman throne of Sicily and was thought to have been a nun taken forcibly from the convent to marry Henry VI in 1185 to effect a political alliance.

  


  
    [75] Frederick I (Barbarossa) was the first blast, Henry VI the second blast (v. 119), and Frederick II the third and final might. They are called “blasts” because of their short but violent reigns. Swabia: a duchy in southwestern Germany.

  


  
    [76] Daniel divined both the dream of Nebuchadnezzar (v. 14) and its interpretation when the latter was about to execute the seers who could not do so.

  


  
    [77] In the Timaeus Plato teaches that souls were assigned to a given star at their creation and would return thereto if, after life in the body, they had mastered passion and lived righteously.

  


  
    [78] The one with greater spleen: the position (vv. 23–24) that return to one’s star, rather than the beatific vision of God, is the end of man.

  


  
    [79] The Seraphim are the highest order of angels.

  


  
    [80] Either John: either John the Baptist or John the Evangelist.

  


  
    [81] Gabriel and Michael (v. 45) are archangels as is Raphael, who appears in the Book of Tobit.

  


  
    [82] Timaeus: the chief interlocutor in the Platonic dialogue by the same name.

  


  
    [83] The other doubt: that expressed in vv. 19–21.

  


  
    [84] Beatrice symbolizes the true faith, from which the “other doubt” would not lead Dante astray.

  


  
    [85] A flame not violently blown by the wind in another direction naturally tends upwards.

  


  
    [86] St. Lawrence (v. 83): a native of Huesca, Spain, and a deacon of the Church of Rome, martyred under the Emperor Valerian in 258. When he refused to reveal the location of the Church treasures entrusted to him by Pope Sixtus II and offered the poor and the sick as the true treasures of the Church, he was roasted alive on a gridiron. He mocked his executioners, however, asking to be turned over so that he would roast evenly on both sides. Mucius (three syllables as in Latin): Gaius Mucius Scaevola (“left-handed”), a Roman who attempted to assassinate the Etruscan King Porsena during his siege of Rome (late sixth century BC). When his attempt failed and he was condemned to be burned alive, he first thrust his hand into a sacrificial fire and held it there unflinchingly, as he told of 299 others who had sworn to kill the King. The latter was so impressed by his fortitude that he released him and quit his siege.

  


  
    [87] The argument: according to which God would be unjust for placing Piccarda and Constance in the lowest sphere for having been forced against their wills to break their vows.

  


  
    [88] Another strait: the contradiction explained in vv. 97–99.

  


  
    [89] Alcmaeon (v. 103): slew his mother, Eriphyle, for betraying the hiding place of his father, Amphiaraus, who had foreseen that he would die in the siege of Thebes. Before he died, he enjoined his son to avenge him against his wife.

  


  
    [90] The Fount of every truth: God.

  


  
    [91] My two desires: those suggested in vv. 1–9.

  


  
    [92] That First Love: God.

  


  
    [93] Grace for grace: thanks for favor.

  


  
    [94] That of which it’s made (v. 44): the thing promised (e.g., poverty, chastity, obedience). The covenant: the act of agreement.

  


  
    [95] The white and yellow key: permission of the Church, with the white key symbolizing the judgment of legitimate cause for release from a vow and the yellow key symbolizing the authority to sanction such a release.

  


  
    [96] Jephthah: a judge of Israel (ca. 1143–1137 BC) who sacrificed his own daughter to God to fulfill a vow that, if he defeated the Ammonites, he would sacrifice the first creature that came to meet him on his return.

  


  
    [97] Agamemnon (the Greek chief, v. 69) vowed to Artemis that he would sacrifice to her the most beautiful creature born in his kingdom that year, which turned out to be his daughter, Iphigenia, whom he then refused to sacrifice. Later, when calm winds prevented the Greeks from sailing to Troy, the stillness was attributed to Artemis’ wrath at the broken vow, at which point Agamemnon relented. (Note: Iphigenia counts as four syllables, with -ia as a diphthong.)

  


  
    [98] Evil greed: perhaps that of religious orders in general, or that of the Friars of St. Anthony, who offered a release from vows for money.

  


  
    [99] Bilk the Jews of any laughter: at seeing you say one thing and do another.

  


  
    [100] Its mother’s milk: the Church’s teaching.

  


  
    [101] The second kingdom: the planet Mercury.

  


  
    [102] Splendors: glorified souls.

  


  
    [103] Divinities: here, angels and saints.

  


  
    [104] Mercury is veiled from mortals by the rays of the sun.

  


  
    [105] The sun, hidden by its own light, can only be seen when covered by vapors (v. 134).

  


  
    [106] Constantine (ca. 288–337) carried the Eagle (v. 1), the imperial symbol, from west to east, against the natural motion of the heavens (cf. v. 2), by moving the seat of the Empire from Rome to Constantinople in 324. Aeneas, that ancient whom Lavinia wed, had taken an opposite course in accord with the natural celestial movement by bearing the Imperial Eagle from Troy to Rome. (Note: Lavinia counts as three syllables with -ia pronounced as a diphthong.)

  


  
    [107] The speaker, Justinian (cf. v. 10), became emperor in 527, slightly more than two hundred years after the transference of the seat of the Empire in 324. He returned the seat of the Empire to Western Europe in Ravenna.

  


  
    [108] That is, near Troy.

  


  
    [109] Justinian: Justinian I, emperor of Constantinople (527–565), known for the Codex Iustinianus of 529 and the Digesta and Pandectae of 530–533, compilations of Roman law (cf. v. 12).

  


  
    [110] Justinian supposedly held the Monophysite heresy according to which Christ possessed a single, divine nature and not a human one as well. But it was probably his wife who held this view.

  


  
    [111] Agapetus: Agapetus I, pope from 535–536, sent by Theodat, king of the Ostrogoths in Italy, to make peace at Constantinople with Justinian.

  


  
    [112] In reality, Justinian had completed his reform by 533; Agapetus came to Constantinople in 536.

  


  
    [113] Belisarius: a general (ca. 505–565) of Justinian. He overthrew the Vandals in Africa, reconquered Italy from the Goths, and founded the exarchate of Ravenna. Dante does not mention that he was accused of conspiracy and mistreated. (Note: -ius counts as two syllables.)

  


  
    [114] The reference is to the Ghibellines and Guelphs.

  


  
    [115] Pallas: son of the Latin king Evander. He was slain by Turnus while leading the Latin troops to Aeneas, who killed Turnus and took Latium in revenge.

  


  
    [116] The kingdom of Aeneas was founded at Lavinium, was transferred by his son, Ascanius, to Alba Longa (v. 37), and fell to Rome more than three hundred years later (v. 38) in the reign of Tullus Hostilius (670–638 BC), when the three Alban Curiatii were defeated by the three Roman Horatii. Both the Albans and the Romans came from the Trojans.

  


  
    [117] The first of Rome’s seven kings (v. 40) ordered the abduction of Sabine women to give wives to his men. The others extended Roman territory until Sextus, the son of the last king, Tarquinius Superbus, raped Lucretia (v. 41), which moved the people to destroy the monarchy in 510 BC.

  


  
    [118] Brennus: leader of the Gauls, defeated after besieging the Capitol in 390 BC by Torquatus (v. 46) and one of the Fabii (v. 47). Pyrrhus: king of Epirus, who aided the Tarentine attack on Rome, but was defeated at Beneventum in 275 BC by the Decii (v. 47).

  


  
    [119] Torquatus: Titus Manlius Torquatus, dictator in 353 and 349 BC and consul in 347, 344, and 340 BC. Quinctius (three syllables): Lucius Quinctius Cincinnatus ( = “shaggy-haired”), summoned from his plow to lead as dictator the Romans against the Aequians in 548 BC.

  


  
    [120] The Decii (three syllables): father, son, and grandson, all named Publius Decius Mus, who died fighting against the Latins (340 BC), the Samnites (295 BC), and Pyrrhus (280 BC). The Fabii (three syllables): a prominent Roman family that produced Quintus Fabius Maximus Cunctator ( = delayer), who by his delaying strategy saved Rome from Hannibal (v. 50), who had invaded Italy in 218 BC.

  


  
    [121] Arabs: the inhabitants of North Africa, used anachronistically for the Carthaginians.

  


  
    [122] Hannibal: Carthaginian general (247–183 BC) who nearly defeated Rome in the Second Punic War. When Rome declared war on him after he had attacked an allied city in Spain, he crossed the Alps (cf. vv. 50–51) in 218 BC with his elephants and 40,000 troops to win victories at the Trebia River, Lake Trasimene (217 BC), and Cannae (216 BC). The Po (v. 51) descends from Monte Viso in the Piedmont Alps.

  


  
    [123] Scipio Africanus the Elder (ca. 235–ca. 183 BC) defeated Hannibal’s forces in Spain and won final victory over him in Zama in 202 BC. Pompey: Gnaeus Pompeius Magnus (106–48 BC), who celebrated a triumph in 81 BC over the faction of Marius (cf. v. 53).

  


  
    [124] The reference is to Fiesole, which overlooks Florence. It was supposedly destroyed by the Roman forces sent by Cicero (62 BC) to defeat Cataline.

  


  
    [125] Caesar came to power near the divinely appointed time for the Incarnation.

  


  
    [126] Vv. 58–60 allude to Caesar’s Gallic Wars. The Var formed the eastern and the Rhine the northern boundary of Gaul, where the other rivers mentioned here “beheld” his victories.

  


  
    [127] Vv. 61–63 refer to Caesar’s crossing of the Rubicon (v. 62) between Ravenna (v. 61) and Rimini, which started the civil war against Pompey in 49 BC.

  


  
    [128] Also in 49 BC, Caesar vanquished Pompey’s lieutenants in Spain (v. 64), besieged him in Durazzo (modern Durrës on the Adriatic), and soundly defeated him in 48 BC at Pharsalus in eastern Thessaly (v. 65), from which he fled to Egypt, where he was killed by Ptolemy.

  


  
    [129] Vv. 67–72 deal with Caesar’s pursuit of Pompey. Antandros: a coastal town near the Simois River (v. 67), from which Aeneas sailed near Troy, where Hector lay (v. 68). Ptolomy (v. 69): Ptolomy XII, king of Egypt (51–47 BC), who expelled his sister Cleopatra, for whom Julius Caesar won back the kingdom. Juba (v. 70): king of Numidia in North Africa and ally of Pompey, defeated by Caesar in 46 BC. The following year, Caesar defeated the army commanded by Pompey’s sons in Spain at the battle of Munda (vv. 71–72).

  


  
    [130] Augustus, the next chief (v. 74), defeated Marc Antony at Modena in 43 BC; Caesar’s assassins, Brutus and Cassius (two syllables) (v. 73), at Philippi in 42 BC; and Antony’s brother, Lucius, at Perugia the following year.

  


  
    [131] Cleopatra (v. 76) committed suicide with an asp (v. 77) after the final defeat of Marc Antony by Augustus at Actium in 31 BC.

  


  
    [132] It hurried to the Red Sea shore: in Augustus’ conquest of Egypt.

  


  
    [133] The temple of Janus closed its doors only in times of peace, which happened only twice during the entire Republic, but three times during the reign of Augustus (cf. v. 56).

  


  
    [134] That third Caesar: Tiberius, during whose reign Christ satisfied for man’s sin (cf. v. 90).

  


  
    [135] Titus (v. 92): the Emperor Vespasian’s son and successor (79–81 AD), who destroyed Jerusalem, which was interpreted as divine revenge for the Jews’ crucifixion of Christ, whose death constituted vengeance for the sin of old.

  


  
    [136] Great Charlemagne (ca. 742–814), king of the Franks and founder of the Holy Roman Empire, defended the Church when Desiderius, the Lombard king (cf. v. 94), occupied papal lands in 773.

  


  
    [137] Their new Charles: Charles II (1248–1309), count of Anjou and of Provence, king of Naples, son of Charles d’Anjou, and father of Charles Martel.

  


  
    [138] A warning to Charles that his actions may affect his children, particularly Charles Martel.

  


  
    [139] This present pearl: the planet Mercury.

  


  
    [140] Romeo: de Villeneuve (1170–1250), chamberlain of Count Raymond Berenguer IV of Provence (cf. v. 133). According to legend, he was a humble itinerant (cf. v. 135) who attached himself to Raymond’s court, managed his affairs, and arranged the marriages of his daughters (cf. vv. 133–135), all with the highest competence and integrity (cf. v. 138). When a group of jealous nobles accused him of malfeasance (cf. v. 130) and an accounting was demanded (cf. vv. 136–137), he, offended at this ingratitude, left the Count’s service as humbly as he had come (cf. vv. 139–142).

  


  
    [141] When Raymond’s daughter Beatrice married Charles d’Anjou in 1246, Provence came under the stern rule of the Angevins. The Provençals were thus punished for their false accusations.

  


  
    [142] Hosanna: a cry of acclamation, originally meaning “O save us,” given to Jesus on his entry into Jerusalem and preserved in the Sanctus of the Mass.

  


  
    [143] Happy fires: souls. In the original this tercet is in Latin with three words in Hebrew.

  


  
    [144] A double light: the lights of nature and of glory, or of Justinian’s roles as emperor and lawgiver.

  


  
    [145] Bice (two syllables): an abbreviated form of “Beatrice.”

  


  
    [146] That man who knew no birth: Adam. The rein upon his will was the command not to eat from the Tree of Knowledge.

  


  
    [147] This verse refers to original sin.

  


  
    [148] God’s Word: the Second Person of the Trinity incarnate in Jesus Christ.

  


  
    [149] From a righteous court: that of Titus, the duly constituted Roman authority.

  


  
    [150] Beings created directly by God—angels and the human soul—are not subject to the influence of the spheres.

  


  
    [151] Both His ways: God’s mercy and justice (cf. vv. 91–93).

  


  
    [152] Between the final night and primal day: that is, between Creation and Judgment, their order here being reversed.

  


  
    [153] A place: the relation of God’s immediate causality and secondary causality.

  


  
    [154] Air, earth, water, and fire were thought to be the four elements that made up everything in the sublunar world.

  


  
    [155] What is said: in vv. 67–69.

  


  
    [156] The angels and the heavenly spheres (this most pure land, v. 130) were God’s original creation and were created in their full being.

  


  
    [157] The elements and things that they compose undergo the secondary causality of the heavenly spheres, presided over by the angelic intelligences.

  


  
    [158] Prime matter and the power of the spheres were created directly by God.

  


  
    [159] The vegetative and nutritive souls of plants and the sensitive and locomotive souls of animals are educed from matter in potentiality to the reception of such forms.

  


  
    [160] God creates the human soul directly and inspires it with a natural love for Him as its first origin and final end.

  


  
    [161] One fair Cyprian: the goddess Venus, born in Cyprus and thought to inspire men with mad love.

  


  
    [162] In Ptolemaic astronomy, an epicycle is the movement of a planet in a small circle whose center moves around the earth in a larger circle called the “deferent.”

  


  
    [163] Ancient errors: paganism.

  


  
    [164] Dione: the daughter of Oceanus and Tethys, and mother of Venus. Cupid: the son of Venus.

  


  
    [165] In the form of Aeneas’ son, Ascanius, Cupid (v. 8) sat in Dido’s lap and inspired her love for Aeneas. That one: Venus.

  


  
    [166] The star: the planet Venus, the last of the three planets touched by the shadow of the earth.

  


  
    [167] At its nape: as the evening star. At … its brow: as the morning star.

  


  
    [168] Other lanterns: souls who come to meet Dante. That light: of the planet Venus.

  


  
    [169] When lit: ignited winds were supposedly visible as lightning.

  


  
    [170] The round: that is, a round dance

  


  
    [171] The lofty Seraphim: the highest of the angels. They preside over the Primum Mobile.

  


  
    [172] Hosanna: here a cry of greeting.

  


  
    [173] Princely suite: the Principalities, the angelic order presiding over the sphere of Venus.

  


  
    [174] The first verse of a Canzone in Dante’s Convivio. The angelic intelligences were thought to make the spheres revolve by intellection alone. But in Dante’s earlier work it is the Thrones, not the Principalities, who perform this office with respect to Venus.

  


  
    [175] Son of Charles II of Naples and Mary of Hungary, the speaker is Charles Martel (1271–1295), himself king of Hungary from 1292 (cf. vv. 64–66), who died of cholera at the age of twenty-four. The citation of v. 37 and the tone of vv. 55–57 suggest that he and Dante were friends. They may have met on his visit to Florence in 1294.

  


  
    [176] Much ill … which yet shall be: a reference to ill-government by the house of Anjou, which resulted in the revolt known as the Sicilian Vespers (cf. vv. 67–75) and the abuses of the rule of Charles’ brother, Robert (cf. vv. 75–84).

  


  
    [177] The Rhone (v. 58) and Sorgue (v. 59) rivers mark the western boundary of Provence, acquired through marriage by Charles I d’Anjou and passed on to Charles II and Charles Martel.

  


  
    [178] The horn of Italy (v. 61): the kingdom of Naples and Apulia, bounded on the east, west, and south by Bar(i), Gaëta, and Catona (v. 62) respectively, with Naples separated on the east and west from the papal states by the Tronto and Verde (modern Liri and Garigliano) rivers.

  


  
    [179] The geographical reference is to Hungary.

  


  
    [180] Trinacria: Sicily.

  


  
    [181] Typhoeus: a hundred-headed giant conquered by Jupiter and buried under Mt. Aetna. His struggles to free himself were thought to cause the Mountain’s volcanic eruptions. Dante attributes the eruptions to solar heat on the formation of sulphur.

  


  
    [182] The gulf: the Gulf of Catania in Sicily. Eurus: an ancient name for the south wind.

  


  
    [183] Pachynus (Cape Passero) is the southeast and Pelorus (Cape Faro) the northeast point of Sicily.

  


  
    [184] Rudolph: of Hapsburg, father-in-law of Charles Martel. Charles: I d’Anjou, Charles Martel’s grandfather.

  


  
    [185] Evil lordship: the repressive government of Charles I.

  


  
    [186] A reference to the rebellion in 1282 known as the Sicilian Vespers, which resulted in a transfer of Sicily from the house of Anjou to that of Aragon.

  


  
    [187] My brother: Charles Martel’s brother, Robert, chosen as successor to his father, Charles II, before 1300, actually succeeded him in 1309. He may have adopted the miserliness of the Catalans while serving among them as a hostage for his father, or he may have appointed miserly Catalan officials to important posts in his government of Naples and Sicily. Cf. vv. 77–78.

  


  
    [188] A mold more generous: probably Robert’s grandfather Charles I d’Anjou.

  


  
    [189] That is, how did the avaricious Charles II and Robert descend from the generous Charles I?

  


  
    [190] You’ll turn your face … as now your back: you will understand what you do not understand.

  


  
    [191] The Good: God. The kingdom: the heavenly spheres.

  


  
    [192] The Intellects that move the stars: the angelic intelligences. The First One: God.

  


  
    [193] Nature: includes God as natura naturans and the total order of creation as natura naturata.

  


  
    [194] Your Master: Aristotle.

  


  
    [195] Solon (v. 124): an Athenian legislator, one of the Seven Wisemen of Greece. Xerxes (v. 124): king of Peroria (485–465 BC), who continued the war of his father, Darius I, against Greece and destroyed Athens in 480 BC but suffered defeat at Salamis and Plataea in 479 BC. Melchisedek (v. 125): in the Book of Genesis, a king of Salem and priest of God. He whose zeal for flying … would lose a son: Daedalus, whose son fell to his death after flying too near the sun with wings his father had fashioned.

  


  
    [196] Though Essau and Jacob (v. 130) of the Book of Genesis were twins, they possessed very different characters. Quirinus (v. 131), or Romulus, was of such lowly birth that the incredulous Romans ascribed his paternity to Mars.

  


  
    [197] Fair Clemence: either Clemence of Hapsburg, the wife of Charles Martel, or Clemence of Anjou, the daughter of Charles Martel.

  


  
    [198] His seed: Charles Robert (Carobert) (1288–1342), son of Charles Martel and Clemence of Hapsburg, and king of Hungary from 1308, but deprived of his right of succession to the throne of Naples by his uncle, Robert, the son of Charles II, in collaboration with Pope Clement V.

  


  
    [199] The deaths of Robert’s brother and nephew in the battle of Montecatini in 1315 may be meant.

  


  
    [200] Its fulfilling Sun: God

  


  
    [201] Another splendor: another soul.

  


  
    [202] The March of Treviso in northeast Italy lies between the island of Rialto (v. 26), indicating the city of Venice, and the Brenta and Piava rivers, which rise in the Alps.

  


  
    [203] A mound: the hill of Romano, where the Ezzelino family had a castle.

  


  
    [204] A torch: Ezzelino III da Romano (1194–1259), the brother of Cunizza (v. 32).

  


  
    [205] Cunizza: the sister (ca. 1198–after 1279) of Ezzelino III da Romano. She had seven husbands in all but, upon the death of the fourth, seems to have devoted herself to works of mercy.

  


  
    [206] That is, until five hundred years have passed.

  


  
    [207] Another: a life of posthumous fame deriving from a first life of excellence.

  


  
    [208] Adige and Tagliamento: rivers bounding the March of Treviso on the west and east.

  


  
    [209] The stream: the Bacchiglione River. Vicenza: a town in northeast Italy, northeast of Verona and northwest of Padua.

  


  
    [210] The Guelphs conquered Vicenza in 1265 but refused allegiance to the Emperor Henry VII. Cangrande della Scala, imperial vicar of the city, and the Ghibellines expelled them in 1314.

  


  
    [211] The Sile (two syllables) and the Cagnan(o) (modern Botteniga) are two small rivers that unite at Treviso.

  


  
    [212] Vv. 50–51 refer to Riccardo da Cammino who succeeded his father Gherardo as Lord of Treviso. It seems that, for having seduced his wife, Alteniero degli Azzoni had him murdered in his own palace while he was playing chess.

  


  
    [213] Its godless shepherd: Alessandro Novello da Treviso, Bishop of Feltre (1298–1320), accepted under his protection in 1314 a group of Ghibellines of Ferrara who had failed in a conspiracy against King Robert’s Ferrarese vicar, Pino della Tosa, and then gave them up to be put to death.

  


  
    [214] Malta: the name of various prisons, one on Lake Bolsena, one in Viterbo, and one in Padua.

  


  
    [215] His party zeal: his zeal for the Guelph party.

  


  
    [216] Thrones: the angelic intelligences directing the seventh sphere, that of Saturn, and thought to execute Divine Judgment.

  


  
    [217] That other joy: the soul mentioned in v. 37.

  


  
    [218] Some fine ruby: specifically the balas ruby, thought to protect one from lustful thoughts.

  


  
    [219] Here: on earth. Below: probably in Hell.

  


  
    [220] Every pious fire: the Seraphim.

  


  
    [221] With its six wings: a detail taken from the Book of Isaiah.

  


  
    [222] The greatest valley: the Mediterranean.

  


  
    [223] The waters garlanding the earth: the Atlantic, which was thought to surround all the land.

  


  
    [224] Its each opposing shore: the shores of Africa and Europe.

  


  
    [225] Against the sun: from east to west.

  


  
    [226] The Mediterranean was thought to cover ninety degrees of longitude (instead of its actual forty-two) so that what from one extremity is the celestial horizon is from the other extremity the zenith or meridian.

  


  
    [227] The Ebro: a river rising in the Cantabrian Mountains in the north of Spain and flowing southeast to the Mediterranean. The Macra: or Magra river, which formed part of the boundary between Genoese and Tuscan territory in Dante’s day (v. 90).

  


  
    [228] Bougie (stressed on the second syllable): an Algerian town on a gulf bearing the same name. That from which I came: Marseilles, on the same meridian as Bougie, where, in 49 BC, the forces of Caesar and the partisans of Pompey fought a naval battle in its harbor (cf. v. 93).

  


  
    [229] Folco: Folquet de Marseille, a Provençal troubadour (ca. 1160–1231), son of a wealthy Genoese merchant. Devoting himself to pleasure and involving himself in amorous affairs, he frequented the various courts. Around 1195, however, he entered the Cistercian order, becoming abbot of Torronet in 1201 and bishop of Toulouse in 1205. Dante does not mention that he was also involved in the Albigensian Crusade in 1209 but may have taken his zealousness in that endeavor as evidence of a true repentance.

  


  
    [230] Belus’ daughter: Dido, who wronged both Sichaeus, her dead husband, and Creusa (v. 98), the dead wife of Aeneas, by her passion for the latter.

  


  
    [231] When it fit my locks: before I turned grey.

  


  
    [232] The Rhodopean maid (v. 100): the princess Phyllis of Thrace, near the Rhodope Mountains. She hanged herself, believing she had been abandoned on her wedding day by Demophoon (v. 101), the son of Theseus. Hercules (v. 101): son of Jupiter and Alcmene. When he abducted Iole (v. 102) from her home in Thessaly, his wife, Dejanira, sent him a cloak dipped in the blood of the centaur Nessus in order to win back his affections. It killed him, however, rather than charmed him.

  


  
    [233] The meaning of this tercet, particularly of the last verse, is disputed. It may mean “the world below is turned by that above.”

  


  
    [234] Rahab: a prostitute who hid two of Joshua’s spies sent to reconnoiter the land of Canaan and the city of Jericho. For this kindness to Israel she was spared when the city fell.

  


  
    [235] Our globe’s conical shadow supposedly touched Venus when it was nearest to the earth.

  


  
    [236] One palm and the other: either the palms of Christ’s hands, which, nailed to the cross, won the lofty victory (v. 122) of our redemption, or those of Joshua, who raised his arm to brandish a javelin against the city of Jericho.

  


  
    [237] Joshua: son of Nun, successor of Moses, and leader in the conquest of Canaan.

  


  
    [238] Your city: Florence

  


  
    [239] The reference is to Lucifer.

  


  
    [240] The bloom accurst: the florin, a Florentine coin stamped with a lily.

  


  
    [241] Decretals: a compilation of papal laws and decrees forming a part of canon law. They were issued by Gregory IX in 1234, Boniface VIII in 1298, and Clement V in 1324.

  


  
    [242] Nazareth: in northern Israel, lower Galilee, where the angel Gabriel (v. 138) announced the Incarnation to Mary.

  


  
    [243] Vatican (v. 139): the hill on the right bank of the Tiber in Rome, where St. Peter’s basilica and the Vatican palace now stand, presumed to be the site of the martyrdom of St. Peter. The prophecy may refer to the removal of the papal court to Avignon, the death of Pope Boniface VIII, the coming of the emperor Henry VII, or to an anonymous redeemer.

  


  
    [244] The reference is to the sun’s daily revolution along the celestial equator and yearly revolution along the celestial ecliptic, which cross each other in the constellation of Aries.

  


  
    [245] The ecliptic or zodiac slants across the equator at Aries.

  


  
    [246] The greatest minister of Nature: the sun.

  


  
    [247] Latona’s girl: Diana, the moon, whose halo is referred to in vv. 68–69.

  


  
    [248] Dominic: St. Dominic, founder of the Dominican Order.

  


  
    [249] Albert of Cologne: St. Albert the Great (ca. 1193–1280), the Universal Doctor, Dominican provincial, bishop of Regensburg, prolific author, and teacher of Aquinas (cf. my master, v. 98).

  


  
    [250] Thomas of Aquino: St. Thomas Aquinas (ca. 1225–1274), the greatest Catholic philosopher and theologian, called the Angelic Doctor.

  


  
    [251] Gratian: Franciscus Gratianus, 12th-century Benedictine founder of the science of canon law.

  


  
    [252] Peter: Lombard (ca. 1100–1160), known as the Master of the Sentences from his Book of Sentences, a work of his that collected the opinions of the Fathers on God, creation, the Incarnation, redemption, the seven sacraments, and eschatology.

  


  
    [253] The widow’s mite: the small but sincere offering of a poor woman in Luke’s Gospel.

  


  
    [254] The fifth light: Solomon, reputedly the wisest man and author of the Song of Songs, Proverbs, Ecclesiastes, and Wisdom. His eternal fate was a matter of dispute (cf. v. 111)

  


  
    [255] That candle’s shining hue: Pseudo-Dionysius the Areopagite, the convert of St. Paul in Athens, to whom were ascribed certain very influential fifth or sixth-century Neoplatonic works.

  


  
    [256] The flamelet: the 4th-century Spanish priest and historian, Paulus Orosius, who compiled historical evidence against the pagan assertion that the world had worsened since Christianity. St. Augustine (354–430) employed it (cf. v. 120) to support his City of God.

  


  
    [257] This blest soul: Boethius (ca. 480–524), translator and commentator on Greek works, who wrote The Consolation of Philosophy in prison before execution on false charges by Theodoric the Ostrogoth, whom he served as consul. He is buried in Ciel d’Oro (Cieldauro, v. 127).

  


  
    [258] Isidore: St. Isidore of Seville (ca. 570–636), converter of the Visigoths from Arianism, archbishop of Seville, father of the Western Church, and author of Etymologiae, an encyclopedia.

  


  
    [259] Bede: the Venerable Bede (ca. 673–735), Anglo-Saxon monk, doctor of the Church, and author of a history of the Church in England. Richard: of St. Victor (d. 1173), a Scottish philosopher, theologian, mystic, and author of De contemplatione.

  


  
    [260] Siger: de Brabant (d. 1281–1284), professor of the University of Paris and Averroistic interpreter of Aristotle opposed by Thomas Aquinas and condemned by Bishop Étienne Tempier.

  


  
    [261] The hour: that of Matins. The Bride of God: the Church.

  


  
    [262] Sings matins (mattinar): means, in secular usage, “to court.” Her Groom: Christ.

  


  
    [263] Hippocrates: Greek physician, the “Father of Medicine” (ca. 460–377 BC), author of various works, including the Aphorisms, used as a textbook in medicine in the Middle Ages.

  


  
    [264] The light: that of St. Thomas Aquinas.

  


  
    [265] The spouse: the Church.

  


  
    [266] Her Belovèd One: Christ.

  


  
    [267] Two princes: these will prove to be St. Francis and St. Dominic.

  


  
    [268] Seraphic zeal: the ardor of charity, as had by the Seraphim.

  


  
    [269] A splendor of cherubic light: the lucidity of knowledge, as had by the Cherubim.

  


  
    [270] The first: St. Francis.

  


  
    [271] Vv. 43–51 serve to locate the Umbrian town of Assisi, the birthplace of St. Francis, which lies between the Tupino (v. 43) and Chiascio rivers, the latter flowing into the former and running down a hill near the hermitage of St. Ubaldo, later the bishop of Gubbio (1129–1160) (v. 44). To the southeast of the town is the fertile slope of the lofty peak (v. 45), the west side of Monte Subasio, which faces Perugia (v. 46) and its city gate Porta Sol(e) (v. 47). To the east of the mountain range lie Gualdo (v. 47) and Nocera (v. 48), both towns under the harsh dominance of Perugia (cf. v. 48).

  


  
    [272] In Dante’s day, Assisi was called Ascesi, which happens to mean “I have risen.” The Poet considers this too little for the birthplace of St. Francis and prefers to call it the Orient, where the sun rises.

  


  
    [273] His father: Pietro di Bernardone (cf. v. 89), a wealthy wool merchant, who did not approve of his son’s desire for poverty. A maid: Lady Poverty. Cf. v. 74.

  


  
    [274] Et coram patre: in the presence of his father, a biblical expression.

  


  
    [275] Her first Husband: Christ.

  


  
    [276] Amyclas: a poor fisherman with nothing to lose, who was therefore unafraid when Caesar knocked at his door.

  


  
    [277] Francis: St. Francis of Assisi, born Giovanni Francesco Bernardone (ca. 1181–1226), pursued a life of pleasure as a youth and was interested in bearing arms but, after a first illness ca. 1201 and a second ca. 1206, embraced a religious way of life. When his father brought him before the bishop of Assisi to compel him to give up his inheritance, he not only did so gladly but even stripped naked to don a robe of sackcloth, vowing himself to poverty (cf. vv. 61–62). A couple of years later, upon hearing Mt 10, 9–10 in church, he renounced his shoes, staff, and girdle, and tied around his waist the hemp cord that became characteristic of his order (cf. v. 87). He rapidly attracted followers, for whom in 1209 he drafted a rule, which received the verbal sanction of Pope Innocent III (cf. vv. 91–93). In 1212, Santa Maria degli Angeli, the little church in Porziuncola near Assisi given to him by the Benedictines of Monte Subasio, became the center of his order. In the same year, he directed St. Clare in the founding of an order of nuns. After a fruitless attempt in 1219 at converting the sultan in Egypt (cf. vv. 100–102), he returned to Italy (cf. vv. 103–105) to found a tertiary order of both men and women in 1221. In 1223, his order was confirmed by a bull of Pope Honorius III (cf. vv. 97–99). In 1224, he received the stigmata, the wounds of Christ, in his hands, feet, and side, and died two years later on October 4 (cf. vv. 106–108). He was canonized by Pope Gregory IX in 1228, the day of his death serving as his feast day.

  


  
    [278] Bernard (stress on the first syllable): Bernardo da Quintavalle, a wealthy merchant of Assisi, the first disciple of St. Francis.

  


  
    [279] Blessed Giles (Aegidius) of Assisi (d. 1262) and Sylvester (d. ca. 1240) were both early followers of the Saint.

  


  
    [280] The Spouse: either St. Francis or Christ Himself. The Bride: Lady Poverty, or the Church.

  


  
    [281] Went his way: to Rome.

  


  
    [282] Innocent: Pope Innocent III (1198–1216) gave the Franciscan order its first seal (v. 93) of approval, somewhat reluctantly sanctioning the Rule of St. Francis.

  


  
    [283] The poor: the followers of St. Francis were originally known as “the poor of Assisi”; later they were called the Friars Minor.

  


  
    [284] Would sound much better yet in Heaven’s glory-song: by the Seraphim before God’s throne.

  


  
    [285] Honorius: Pope Honorius III, who in 1223 officially sanctioned the Rule of St. Francis, the archimandrite (v. 97), a Greek term meaning “head of the fold.”

  


  
    [286] In 1219, St. Francis went with the Fifth Crusade to Egypt and, at the risk of his life, entered the camp of the Sultan al-Malik al-Kámil to preach the Gospel to him. The Sultan listened courteously but was not persuaded to embrace the faith.

  


  
    [287] In 1224, while fasting at a shelter built by his followers on the Monte della Verna, between the source of the Tiber and the upper Arno (v. 106), St. Francis received the stigmata from Christ as the final seal (v. 107) of his mission. He died two years later in Porziuncola.

  


  
    [288] St. Francis asked his followers to strip his body naked after his death and let it lie upon the ground before burial.

  


  
    [289] The helmsman of Peter’s bark (the Church, v. 119) and the worthy colleague (v. 119) of St. Francis is St. Dominic.

  


  
    [290] His flock: the Dominican Order.

  


  
    [291] New nourishment: worldly power, honor, and wealth.

  


  
    [292] The plant: the Dominican Order.

  


  
    [293] The holy mill: the circle of spirits.

  


  
    [294] Her handmaid: Iris, messenger of Juno and personification of the rainbow.

  


  
    [295] One who wandered (v. 14): the nymph Echo, who used to divert Juno with her chatter, while Jupiter sported with the nymphs. When Juno found out, she deprived Echo of speech except for the power to repeat the last syllables of others’ words. Echo later pined away with unrequited love for Narcissus, until nothing was left of her but her voice.

  


  
    [296] Our Emperor, who always rules below: God.

  


  
    [297] Two champions: St. Francis and St. Dominic.

  


  
    [298] The geographical reference is to Spain, where the Zephyr or west wind rises.

  


  
    [299] Weeds: used here in rhyme with the double meaning of “plant stems and leaves” and of “clothes.” No negative connotation is intended.

  


  
    [300] Calaroga: the Spanish Calaruega in the province of Burgos in Old Castile is, compared with Italy, not far from the crashing waves (v. 49) of the Atlantic, where the sun sets due west of Italy in the vernal equinox (cf. vv. 50–51).

  


  
    [301] The shield of Castile bore in one quarter a lion below a castle, in another a lion above a castle.

  


  
    [302] The Christian faith’s most ardent lover: St. Dominic (ca. 1170–1221), who studied theology at the University of Palencia, became canon of the cathedral of Osma in 1195, accompanied his bishop on a diplomatic mission ending in Rome in 1203, took part in the Albigensian crusade in Languedoc on his return in 1205 (cf. v. 100), escorted Folquet de Marseille, bishop of Toulouse, to the Lateran Council in 1215, founded that same year the Order of Preaching Friars recognized by Pope Honorius III in 1216 (cf. v. 98), and was then appointed master of the sacred palace at Rome, where he resided until his death.

  


  
    [303] Before his birth Dominic’s mother dreamed that she would bear a black and white dog holding a torch in its mouth. Black and white are the Dominican colors. The flaming torch represents zeal. And the Latin name Dominicani sounds like Domini canes or “dogs of the Lord.”

  


  
    [304] Since St. Dominic was baptized as an infant, his godmother assented for him (cf. v. 64). She too had a dream about the Saint in which she saw a star on his forehead, symbolizing his wisdom, which illuminated the world.

  


  
    [305] The possessive of his Lord: in Latin, Dominicus (“the Lord’s”) is the possessive adjective of Dominus (“the Lord”).

  


  
    [306] That very counsel given first by Christ: probably the first beatitude, “Blessed are the poor in spirit.” But poverty, as the first among itself, chastity, and obedience, may also be meant.

  


  
    [307] Felice: means “happy” in Italian.

  


  
    [308] Giovanna: means “the grace of the Lord” in Hebrew.

  


  
    [309] The Ostian: Enrico Bartolomei da Susa, the cardinal bishop of Ostia (1261–1271) in Latium, some twenty miles southeast of Rome, and the author of a commentary on the decretals. Taddeo: probably Taddeo d’Alderotto da Bologna (ca. 1235–1295), a physician, reputed founder of the school of medicine at the University of Bologna, and author of commentaries on Hippocrates and Galen; but possibly Taddeo dei Pepoli, a contemporary specialist in canon law and jurisprudence.

  


  
    [310] He: Boniface VIII.

  


  
    [311] The four and twenty plants: the double circle of the wise surrounding Dante and Beatrice.

  


  
    [312] That is, the wine cask of the Franciscan Order is now covered with the mold of their bad wine, rather than with the crust of their good wine.

  


  
    [313] Acquasparta: Matteo d’Acquasparta (d. 1302), appointed general of the Franciscan Order (1287), and elevated to the dignity of cardinal by Nicholas IV (1288), relaxed the discipline of the Order, making it prey to abuses. Casale: Ubertino da Casale (1259–?), who headed the Franciscan Spirituals but entered the Benedictines in 1317, when Pope John XXII condemned the reform movement. He fled on being accused of heresy in 1325, after which date nothing further of him is known.

  


  
    [314] Bonaventure: born Giovanni di Fidanza (1221–1274) in Bagnoregio (v. 128) near Orvieto, and known as the Seraphic Doctor. He was miraculously cured of a childhood disease by St. Francis, who, on hearing of his recovery, exclaimed, “Buona ventura!” at which his mother changed his name. He entered the Franciscan Order in 1238 (or 1243), being made doctor and general of the Order in 1257 and cardinal bishop of Albano in 1274, the year in which he died at the Council of Lyons. He was canonized in 1482 by Pope Sixtus IV.

  


  
    [315] The left-hand cares: temporal concerns.

  


  
    [316] Illuminato da Rieti and Augustine d’Assisi were two early followers of Francis.

  


  
    [317] Hugh of St. Victor: famous mystic and theologian (ca. 1097–1141).

  


  
    [318] (Pietro) Mangiador: Petrus Comestor (d. 1179), priest and chancellor of the University of Paris, who wrote on sacred and secular history. (Pietro) Spano: Petrus Hispanus (ca. 1225–1277), a grammarian and logician, who became Pope John XXI.

  


  
    [319] Prophet Nathan: the prophet sent by God to rebuke King David for causing the death of Uriah the Hittite so that he might marry his beautiful wife, Bathsheba.

  


  
    [320] The Patriarch Chrysostom: (ca. 345–407), Patriarch of Constantinople and Greek father of the Church. Anselm (1033–1109): theologian and archbishop of Canterbury (1093). (Aelius) Donatus: 4th-century Roman scholar and rhetorician.

  


  
    [321] Rabanus: Maurus Magnentius (ca. 776–856), archbishop of Mainz and author of scriptural commentaries and theological works.

  


  
    [322] Abbot Joachim: Joachim de Floris (ca. 1158–ca. 1202), of Celico in Calabria, founder of the monastery San Giovanni in Fiore. He was widely regarded as a prophet (cf. v. 141), and is best known for his doctrine of the dispensation of the Father (the Old Testament), that of the Son (the New Testament), and that of the Holy Spirit yet to come (a period of perfection and freedom). He was opposed by St. Bonaventure, and his theories condemned by the Church in 1215 and 1245.

  


  
    [323] A paladin: St. Dominic.

  


  
    [324] This company: the eleven souls just named by St. Bonaventure.

  


  
    [325] The fifteen stars: of the first magnitude in Ptolemaic astronomy.

  


  
    [326] The Wain: the Big Dipper, always visible in the northern hemisphere (cf. vv. 8–9), possesses seven stars, bringing the imagined total to twenty-two.

  


  
    [327] The bell-mouth of the Horn: the two stars of the Little Dipper farthest from the polestar, which forms the pointed end of the Horn (atop the axle we behold, v. 11), around which the Primum Mobile (v. 12) supposedly revolved. The total of imagined stars is now twenty-four.

  


  
    [328] The constellation made … by Minos’ daughter: the Corona Borealis. When Minos’ daughter, Ariadne, died, the crown she wore at her wedding to Bacchus was changed into this constellation, also known as “Ariadne’s Crown.”

  


  
    [329] The Chiana: an east-Tuscan and southwest-Umbrian river that was extremely sluggish.

  


  
    [330] Bacchic songs: songs to Bacchus, the Roman god of wine and fertility. Paeans: hymns in honor of Apollo, the Greek and Roman god of the sun and justice as well as of music and poetry.

  


  
    [331] The fifth light refers to Solomon.

  


  
    [332]  Blaze (v. 56), Light (v. 55), and Love are the Father, Son, and Holy Spirit. (Cf. vv. 79–80.)

  


  
    [333] Nine essences: the nine orders of angels guiding the nine celestial spheres.

  


  
    [334] God directly formed Adam from the dust (vv. 82–83) and Christ within the womb of Mary.

  


  
    [335] Aristotle asked this question; that in vv. 98–99 is whether an absolute conclusion can follow from a set of premises, one of which is conditional; that in v. 100 is whether there is any uncaused motion; that in vv. 101–102 was posed by Euclid. The answer to all three is “no.”

  


  
    [336] Rose: a form of the verb used in Par X, 114.

  


  
    [337] Our first father: Adam. Our Delight: Christ.

  


  
    [338] Parmenides: Greek philosopher of Elea (fl. ca. 475 BC), who denied the reality of multiplicity and change. Melissus: a philosopher of Samos (fl. ca. 441 BC) and Parmenides’ follower, who held that being is unlimited in space and time and therefore a plenum. Bryson: a Greek philosopher Aristotle mentions as having attempted to square the circle by spurious means.

  


  
    [339] Sabellius: a heretic (d. ca. 265) from Pentapolis in North Africa who held that the three Persons of the Trinity are merely different modes of the manifestation of the one God. He was excommunicated by Pope Callistus I for this heresy known as “modalism.” Arius: a presbyter of Alexandria (ca. 260–336), who taught that the Divine Word or Logos was the first of created beings and a half-god or demiurge, and that the Holy Spirit was created by its power. Arius was condemned by a synod at Alexandria (318–319 or 323) and by the Council of Nicaea (325).

  


  
    [340] Instead of reflecting the truth of Scripture accurately like a mirror, they twist it like the distorted reflection of a face in a sword blade.

  


  
    [341] Dame Bertha and Sir Martin: the equivalent of the English “Tom, Dick, and Harry.”

  


  
    [342] The eternal dew: the outpouring of God’s grace.

  


  
    [343] Divinest light: the light of Solomon.

  


  
    [344] The angel’s glad decree: that of the angel Gabriel at the Annunciation.

  


  
    [345] The light: of glory, by which the blessed are made able to look on God.

  


  
    [346] Like the horizon growing bright and clear: when the sun rises.

  


  
    [347] The sight: of the new stars.

  


  
    [348] That smiling planet’s fiery face: that of the planet Mars, which normally has a reddish hue.

  


  
    [349] The speech that lies in every race: the conception of the thing understood, called the “word of the heart, ” logically prior to and signified by the spoken word.

  


  
    [350] Holocaust: an offering of thanks to God.

  


  
    [351] Helios: the sun, here interpreted spiritually as God.

  


  
    [352] The Milky Way: considered part of the heaven of the fixed stars.

  


  
    [353] The honored sign: the cross, here in the form of a Greek cross (cf. v. 102).

  


  
    [354] The true account: that Dante did not deem Beatrice’s eyes of less beauty than the hymn because he had not looked into them yet in this sphere. He accuses himself of doing so only to excuse himself.

  


  
    [355] Dulcet lyre: the cross made of souls, as if they were the strings (v. 5) on a musical instrument.

  


  
    [356] In each fire: in the splendor of each soul.

  


  
    [357] A sudden fire: a shooting star (cf. v. 16).

  


  
    [358] Radii: recall that the cross is formed by the quadrant bars of a circle.

  


  
    [359] Anchises: the father of Aeneas.

  


  
    [360] Our greatest “Musa”: Virgil.

  


  
    [361] “O blood of mine, O overflowing grace of God! To whom was Heaven’s gate ever twice opened as to you?”

  


  
    [362] That great tome: the book of the future. Black and white: the writing in the book.

  


  
    [363] God is the principle of the speaker’s knowledge just as unity is the principle of number.

  


  
    [364] A glass: God, in whom, as in a mirror, all things are seen.

  


  
    [365] The First Equality: God, in whom all attributes are one with His being.

  


  
    [366] Topaz, living flame: perhaps the yellow sapphire, the most precious of topazes, which turns red when heated.

  


  
    [367] Diadem: simply “jewel” in the original, referring to the cross of gemlike souls.

  


  
    [368] The family name referred to in vv. 92–93 is “Alighieri.” Alighiero was the son of Cacciaguida (ca. 1091–1147) (cf. v. 94) and derived the name from his mother. Cf. v. 138. The first ledge of the mountain spire (v. 92) refers to the circle of pride on Mount Purgatory. Commentators cite documentary evidence that this Alighiero was alive in 1201 and therefore could not have been in Purgatory a hundred years or more (v. 93) in 1300.

  


  
    [369] Ancient walls: the city walls built by the Romans, or the 9th-century walls built on the same location by the Florentines. A second ring was built in 1173 and a third begun in 1284.

  


  
    [370] The hours of tierce and nones: the third and the ninth canonical hours, at 9:00 a.m. and 3:00 p.m., rung by the bells of the abbey of Badia.

  


  
    [371] That is, the age for marriage was not so low, nor the dowry so high.

  


  
    [372] That is, the houses were not emptied by exile and death owing to party strife, or else houses were not built on a scale exceeding the needs of those who lived in them. Note that families must be pronounced with two, not three, syllables in this verse.

  


  
    [373] Sardanapalus: the last king of Assyria (667–626 BC), known for wantonness and effeminacy.

  


  
    [374] Florence, seen from the Uccellatoio (v. 109), a hill offering a view from the north, had not yet surpassed the splendor of Rome, seen from the Montemalo (v. 110, modern Montemario), a hill to the north of the city. As Florence was quicker in its rise, so shall it be in its fall.

  


  
    [375] Bellincione Berti: an honorable Florentine of the second half of the twelfth century, member of the ancient Ravignani family, son of Cacciaguida, and father of the “good Gualdrada.”

  


  
    [376] With bone and leather girt: wearing a simple leather belt with a bone buckle.

  


  
    [377] De’ Nerli: an ancient noble family of Florence, knighted by the “mighty Baron” Hugh of Brandenburg. Del Vecchio: an ancient noble Guelph family, expelled from Florence in 1248 and exiled in 1260 after the Ghibelline victory at Montaperti.

  


  
    [378] Unlined skins: bare leather without a cloth lining.

  


  
    [379] That is, each was sure that she would not die in exile.

  


  
    [380] That is, their husbands had not gone to France as merchants. Dante may also be alluding to his separation from his own wife when he was exiled at the advent of Charles de Valois.

  


  
    [381] The language: baby talk.

  


  
    [382] That is, tales of the founding of Rome by the Trojans, and then of the founding of Fiesole and Florence by the Romans, which indicates the piety of the Florentines who told them.

  


  
    [383] (Lapo) Salterello: a prominent politician, but corrupt lawyer and judge, and White Guelph exiled with Dante. Cianghella: a notorious Florentine woman of ill-repute (d. ca. 1330).

  


  
    [384] Cincinnatus: a farmer called from the plow to be dictator during the Roman republic. He defeated the Aequians (458 BC) and then returned to his farm. Cornelia (three syllables): daughter of Scipio Africanus the Elder, mother of Tiberius and Gaius Gracchi, Roman tribunes who died in the service of their country. In vv. 127–129, Dante is saying that the evil Salterello and Cianghella would have surprised the good Florentines of the past as much as the virtuous Cincinnatus and Cornelia would the wicked Florentines of the present.

  


  
    [385] The Blessed Virgin was invoked by women in labor.

  


  
    [386] Cacciaguida was baptized and christened in the Baptistery of San Giovanni in Florence as were most children of the time, Dante included.

  


  
    [387] Moronto and Eliseo were noble Ghibellines, exiled several times from Florence.

  


  
    [388] Val di Po: perhaps the city of Ferrara is meant, where, from the eleventh to the thirteenth centuries, there was an Aldighieri family. My wife: Alighiera degli Alighieri, from whose son, Alighiero, future descendants took their family name. Cf. v. 138.

  


  
    [389] Conrad: the Emperor Conrad III of Swabia (1093–1152), who embarked upon the ill-fated Second Crusade with King Louis VII of France.

  


  
    [390] Girt me as a knight: being girt with a sword belonged to the ceremony in which knighthood was conferred. Dante may have confused Conrad III with Conrad II (1024–1039) since there is no record of the former having knighted any Florentines.

  


  
    [391] That evil law: the religion of the Mohammedans.

  


  
    [392] Your own pastors: Boniface VIII and other popes.

  


  
    [393] Crusaders dying in the Holy Land were considered martyrs, who went directly to Heaven after death.

  


  
    [394] The Latin plural vos was supposedly first used to address a single person during the reign of Julius Caesar.

  


  
    [395] In the Old French romance, Lancelot du lac, the Lady of Malehaut coughs when Lancelot first avows his secret love for Guinevere in order to indicate her awareness of their illicit love.

  


  
    [396] The sheepfold of St. John: Florence, of which John the Baptist was the patron saint.

  


  
    [397] The day when ‘Ave’ first was said: the day of the Annunciation.

  


  
    [398] Between the Conception of Christ and the birth of Cacciaguida, the planet Mars had returned to the constellation Leo 580 times. Since a revolution of Mars takes 687 days, a total of 398,460 days, or 1091 years, have passed. Cacciaguida was therefore born in 1091.

  


  
    [399] Horse races were run annually on June 24, St. John’s day, beginning at the west boundary of the city and continuing along the Corso to enter the farthest ward, that of Porta San Piero.

  


  
    [400] Fit to strive at arms: fit for military service. The number of such men has been calculated at about 6,000, representing one-fifth of the Florentine population in 1300 (cf. v. 48). Between Mars and the Baptist: from the statue of Mars, on the Ponte Vecchio, in the south of the city up to the Baptistery of San Giovanni, in the north of the city.

  


  
    [401] Campi (v. 49), Certaldo, and Fegghine were small towns around Florence.

  


  
    [402] Trespiano and Galluzzo are villages to the north and south of Florence.

  


  
    [403] Aguglione’s churl (v. 56): Baldo d’Aguglione. That one of Signa: Bonifazio de’ Morubaldini da Signa. Both were scheming lawyers and priors of Florence.

  


  
    [404] That is, if Church officials had not been hostile to the emperor and the Holy Roman Empire.

  


  
    [405] One, made Florentine: an uncertain allusion. Simifonti (v. 62): a fortress southwest of Florence.

  


  
    [406] Montemurlo: a fortress between Prato and Pistoia of the Conti Guidi, who, unable to defend it against the Pistoians, were forced to sell it to Florence in 1254.

  


  
    [407] The Cerchi from Acone’s parish (v. 65) in the Val di Sieve and the Buondelmonti from the Valdigreve (four syllables) were forced to yield their castles and move to Florence, where they led the Guelphs.

  


  
    [408] Luni on the border between Liguria and Etruria, Urbisaglia (four syllavles) in the March of Ancona (cf. v. 73), Chiusi in the Val di Chiana between Tuscany and Umbria, and Sinigaglia (four syllables) on the Adriatic at the mouth of the Misa in the March of Ancona were all decaying cities in Dante’s day.

  


  
    [409] The influence of the moon was thought to cause tides.

  


  
    [410] All the families mentioned in vv. 88–93 were once great but had either declined or become extinct by Dante’s day.

  


  
    [411] The gate: Porta San Piero, where in 1280 the Cerchi, who instigated much of the party strife in Florence, purchased the houses that the Conti Guidi had inherited from the Ravignani (v. 97).

  


  
    [412] The bark: Florence, which will jettison its freight, by exiling the White Guelphs in 1302.

  


  
    [413] Bellincione Berti led the Ravignani (v. 97), an ancient family extinct in Dante’s day. He was the father of Gualdrada, the wife of Count Guido Guerra IV (v. 98), grandfather of Guido Guerra.

  


  
    [414] Vv. 100–111 catalogue various aristocratic families. In v. 103, the strip of vair refers to the arms of the Pigli family.

  


  
    [415] The gilded hilt and pommel: signs of nobility.

  


  
    [416] A reference to the Chiaramontesi, one of whom committed fraud in the salt trade.

  


  
    [417] Curule seats: offices of magistrates.

  


  
    [418] Those undone by proud conceits: the Uberti, the family of Farinata in Inf X.

  


  
    [419] Balls of gold: against a blue background on the shield of the Lamberti family. Mosca de’ Lamberti was behind the murder of Buondelmonte, which started the Guelph-Ghibelline feud.

  


  
    [420] The Visdomini and the Tosinghi, administering the moneys of the Florentine see, profited from its vacancy.

  


  
    [421] That haughty breed: the Adimari family. Bellincione Berti first married one of his daughters to the son of Ubertin(o) Donati (v. 119), then another to an Adimari, to which Donai objected.

  


  
    [422] This tercet mentions three more Ghibelline families, now decayed.

  


  
    [423] Della Pera’s crew: an ancient noble Florentine family that gave its name to the Porta Peruzza, now unimportant.

  


  
    [424] Baron Hugh: the Marquis Hugh of Brandenburg came from Germany with the Emperor Otto III to Florence, where he conferred knighthood on six families (cf. v. 130), who adopted his coat of arms with variations. He died there December 21, 1001, the feast of St. Thomas (cf. v. 129).

  


  
    [425] He who fringed his shield (v. 131): Giano della Bella, one of those knighted by Hugh of Brandenburg, and who bordered Hugh’s coat of arms with a fringe. His Ordinamenti di giustizia introduced populist reform measures against the nobles in 1293; he was banished in 1295.

  


  
    [426] The Gualterotti (v. 133) and the Importuni (v. 134) were Guelph families excluded from the magistracy in 1211. They lived in the Borgo Santi Apostoli (v. 134). Their new neighbors were the Buondelmonti, who moved to Florence after the destruction of Montebuono in 1135.

  


  
    [427] The house (v. 136) of the Amidei in 1215 murdered Buondelmonte de’ Buondelmonti (v. 140) for breaking his engagement to an Amidei to marry one of the Donati (cf. vv. 140–141) on the advice of Gualdrada Donati (cf. v. 141). Its companions (v. 139): the Uccellini and the Gherardini.

  


  
    [428] Ema’s streams: between Florence and the Buondelmonti castle of Montebuono.

  


  
    [429] Buondelmonte was murdered on Easter morning in 1216 at the foot of the broken statue of Mars (cf. v. 146), the original patron of Florence, on the Ponte Vecchio.

  


  
    [430] In 1251, after the Ghibellines had been expelled, the Guelphs reversed the colors of the Florentine standard, changing the white lily on a red field to a red lily on a white field. But the line may suggest that the original white lily is stained with blood, or perhaps with shame, or it may refer to the custom of dragging the banner of a defeated enemy in the dust, which happened to Florence after her loss at Montaperti.

  


  
    [431] When Phaethon was told by his companion Epaphus that Apollo was not really his father, he ran to his mother, Clymene (three syllables) (v. 1), to be reassured, and she sent him to his father. He induced the latter to let him drive the chariot of the sun as proof of his divine filiation, which led to his death.

  


  
    [432] Dante had heard grave words when he was upon the mount (v. 20) from Corrado Malaspina and Oderisi da Gubbio and before while descending to the dead world (v. 21) from Ciacco, Farinata, Brunetto Latini, and Vanni Fucci.

  


  
    [433] Phaedra, the stepmother of Hippolytus (v. 46), made improper advances towards him. When he refused her, she accused him to his father, Theseus, of having attempted to defile her virtue. Theseus cursed his son, forcing him to flee from Athens (v. 46) and to meet his death.

  


  
    [434] As early as April 1300, Pope Boniface VIII and the Roman curia were plotting the Black-Guelph takeover of Florence with Corso Donati. In October of 1301, Dante went to Rome as part of an embassy to seek a change in papal policy towards the city, but in his absence Charles de Valois entered the city as a papal envoy under the pretext of reconciling the opposing factions. Soon thereafter, the Blacks staged a coup, and, on January 27, 1302, Cante de’ Gabrielli da Gubbio, the podestà, issued the first sentence of exile against Dante and other Whites. Dante never returned to his city. Where Christ is daily bought and sold: Rome, the seat of the papacy and the curia.

  


  
    [435] Vengeance: perhaps, the violent death of Corso Donati, or the shameful end of Boniface VIII.

  


  
    [436] Sometime around 1304 Dante disassociated himself from the White Guelphs, termed here an evil, senseless crew (v. 62), who attempted to enter Florence by force.

  


  
    [437] That great Lombard: probably Bartolomeo della Scala (d. 1304), a captain of Verona, whose coat of arms depicted an imperial eagle upon a golden ladder (cf. v. 72).

  


  
    [438] This tercet refers to the younger brother of Bartolomeo, Cangrande della Scala (1291–1329), who in 1308 was associated in the lordship of Verona with another brother, Alboino, with whom in 1311 he was made by the Emperor Henry VII joint imperial vicar, a position he held alone from his brother’s death in the same year until his own. Being born on March 9, 1291, he was under the influence of the strong star (v. 77) of Mars and was known for his military exploits.

  


  
    [439] Henry VII (v. 82) was at first supported in his expedition to Italy by the Gascon Pope Clement V (v. 83) but later opposed.

  


  
    [440] Glosses: Cacciaguida has now provided the gloss which Virgil foretold Beatrice would give.

  


  
    [441] Dante lived long beyond the deaths of Corso Donati and of Pope Boniface VIII.

  


  
    [442] My dearest place: Florence.

  


  
    [443] My Comfort: Beatrice.

  


  
    [444] Another: God, as are the Eternal Joy (v. 16), the Good (v. 99), the Sun (v. 105), and the Mind (v. 117).

  


  
    [445] The spheres of the nine material heavens are here imagined as tiers of branches growing down along a trunk from the Empyrean as the treetop. Mars would be the fifth of such tiers.

  


  
    [446] The cross’s arms: both the horizontal and vertical axes of the Greek cross.

  


  
    [447] That is, each spirit will shoot through the cross like lightning through a cloud.

  


  
    [448] Joshua: associate of Moses, and his successor, who conquered the land of Canaan.

  


  
    [449] Great Maccabeus: Judas Maccabaeus (d. ca. 166 BC), son of Mattathias. He defended Judaism against the Syrian kings Antiochus IV Epiphanes and Demetrius and restored the Jerusalem Temple (164 BC). He was defeated and slain by the Syrians under Bacchides at Elasa (160 BC).

  


  
    [450]  Charlemagne (ca. 742–814): king of the Franks, founder of Holy Roman Empire, and legendary hero of the Chansons de geste. He was canonized in 1165. Roland: hero of the French epic The Song of Roland, supposedly the nephew of Charlemagne and one of the twelve peers, ambushed by the Saracens with the complicity of the traitor Ganelon, and slain at Roncesvalles in 778. (Pronounce both names as in English, not French.)

  


  
    [451]  Renouard (pronounce as in French): a Saracen giant, baptized a Christian, who was the brother-in-law and comrade of William. William: count of Orange, hero of a group of Old French epics. He fought the Saracens in southern France. Duke Godfrey: of Bouillon (1058–1100), duke of Lorraine, leader of the First Crusade (1096), and first Christian king of Jerusalem.

  


  
    [452] Robert Guiscard (pronounce as in French): Norman conqueror (1015–1085), Duke of Apulia and Calabria, who defended Pope Gregory VII against the Emperor Henry IV and recovered much of southern Italy and Sicily from the Saracens.

  


  
    [453] The arc (v. 62) of each sphere is greater than that of the previous one. That miracle: Beatrice.

  


  
    [454] That temperate star: Jupiter, as are the torch of Jove (v. 70) or simply Jove (v. 98), and the sweet star (v. 115).

  


  
    [455] Godly Pegasea: an unspecified Muse associated with Pegasus, the winged horse that opened up the fount Hippocrene on Mount Helicon with a blow of its hoof.

  


  
    [456] Diligite iustitiam … qui iudicatis terram: “Love justice you who judge the earth.”

  


  
    [457] The lights that descend on top of the middle stem (v. 97) of the M shape it into a heraldic lily, to which various symbolic interpretations have been given. Cf. vv. 112–114.

  


  
    [458] In some parts of Italy, children would strike a burning log in winter and play that the number of sparks would be the number of a given desired thing they would some day possess.

  


  
    [459] That is, the bird that builds its nest without any prior pattern imitates God who creates without any model other than His ideas as the exemplars of all things.

  


  
    [460] That is, now wars are waged by excommunications and interdicts, which exclude one from the sacraments, particularly the Eucharist, the bread the tender Father bars from none.

  


  
    [461] You: perhaps Pope John XXII (1316–1334), who accumulated a large fortune by issuing and revoking excommunications.

  


  
    [462] The addressee has his heart so set on the Florentine florin, a gold coin bearing the image of John the Baptist (cf. vv. 134–135), that he has forgotten both Peter (the Fisherman) and Paul.

  


  
    [463] In this tercet, Dante refers to the angelic order of the Thrones, who guide the sphere of Saturn, and, as mirror for God’s justice (v. 29), reflect the Divine Judgment.

  


  
    [464] The first proud being: Lucifer.

  


  
    [465] The First Mind: God, as is the First Principle (v. 56).

  


  
    [466] Flesh’s shadow: ignorance. Its poisoned bane: vice.

  


  
    [467] The far Indus: the Indus river in northern India.

  


  
    [468] The sign: the Imperial Eagle, which once enjoyed worldwide respect. Cf. v. 102.

  


  
    [469] The Ethiope (v. 109) and the Persians (v. 112) both stand for pagans in general.

  


  
    [470] That open tome: the book of life.

  


  
    [471] Albert of Austria (1248–1308) invaded the kingdom of Bohemia, with its capital in Prague (v. 117), ruled by his brother-in-law Wenceslaus IV (cf. v. 125). In vv. 118–120, Philip the Fair (1268–1314), defeated at Courtrai in an attack on Flanders, debased the French coin to raise money. He died by falling from his horse when a wild boar ran between its legs. In vv. 121–123, the Scot Sir William Wallace (ca. 1272–1305) rebelled against the English King Edward I (1239–1307) and his compatriot, Robert Bruce (1274–1329), against Edward II (1284–1327), winning Scottish independence in 1328. V. 124 refers to Ferdinand IV, king of Castile and León (1295–1312); vv. 125–126 to Wenceslaus IV (1270–1305); vv. 127–129 to Charles II of Naples, titular king of Jerusalem, whose one good quality was liberality, marked with the Roman numeral “I” and opposed to his thousand vices, indicated by the Roman numeral “M”; and vv. 130–135 to Frederick II of Sicily (1272–1337). In v. 137, his uncle is James of Majorca, king (1262–1311) of the Balearic Islands; his brother, James II, king of Sicily (1285–1295) and of Aragon (1291–1327). In vv. 139–141, Norway’s king is probably King Haakon V Magnusson (1299–1319), whose reign was spent at war with Denmark. Portugal’s king is Diniz (1279–1325), generally considered a good ruler but accused of avarice. The king of Rascia, medieval Serbia, is Stephen Urosh II (1275–1321), who counterfeited the Venetian coin, the grosso, with a debased metal (cf. v. 141). In vv. 142–144, Andrew III usurped the throne of Hungary (v. 142) in 1292. Navarra was annexed to France in 1304 on the death of Queen Joanna, the wife of Philip the Fair. In vv. 145–148, Nicosia and Famagosta are two Cyprian towns that suffered under the corrupt rule of Henry II of Lusignan (1285–1324), the beast of v. 147.

  


  
    [472] Vv. 115–141 contain an anaphora in which the first three tercets begin with Right, the second with And, and the third with Then, the first letters of which spell rat (Italian lue = “pest”).

  


  
    [473] The sixth of stars: the planet Jupiter.

  


  
    [474] It was thought that eagles could stare directly into the sun.

  


  
    [475] That singer: David, who transferred the ark of the covenant to Jerusalem (cf. v. 39) and composed the Book of Psalms by the inspiration of the Holy Spirit, who did not, however, stifle the contribution of its human author (cf. vv. 40–41).

  


  
    [476] The one: Trajan (98–117), who showed justice to a widow for the murder of her son (cf. v. 45). Though he had persecuted Christians, legend had it that, through the intercession of Gregory the Great, he was allowed after his death as a pagan to return to life long enough to be converted to Christianity (cf. vv. 46–48).

  


  
    [477] The next one: King Hezekiah of Judah, who prayed and repented when the prophet Isaiah told him of his imminent death and was granted fifteen more years of life. He eradicated idolatrous practices and restored the temple worship.

  


  
    [478] The next one: Constantine, who moved the capital of the Empire to Byzantium, thus ceding Rome to the pope (cf. v. 55), and making himself, the laws, and the Imperial Eagle Greek (cf. v. 56). His alleged donation, though made with good intent, nevertheless proved very harmful to the Church and the Empire (cf. v. 57).

  


  
    [479] William II of Hauteville, the Good (1154–1189), Norman king of Naples and Sicily from the death of his father, William I, the Bad, the sovereign from 1154–1166. He spent the moneys left by his father on the foundation and endowment of religious institutions.

  


  
    [480] Charles and Frederick: the kings of Naples and Sicily reproached in the previous canto.

  


  
    [481] Ripheus of Troy: a hero who fell in the sack of Troy. Virgil described him as “one most just … and most zealous for the right” (iustissimus unus … et servantissimus aequi).

  


  
    [482] Quiddity: the “whatness” or essence of a thing.

  


  
    [483] From Hell: that is, from Limbo, outside of Hell proper.

  


  
    [484] One: Pope St. Gregory the Great (590–604).

  


  
    [485] The other one: Ripheus.

  


  
    [486] Those three maids: the three theological virtues appearing at the right wheel (v. 128) of the chariot of the Church in the pageant in the Garden of Eden.

  


  
    [487] An image so divine: the Imperial Eagle.

  


  
    [488] Semele (three syllables): daughter of Cadmus, and mother of Bacchus, was burned to death when she beheld Jupiter in all his glory.

  


  
    [489] The seventh splendor: the planet Saturn.

  


  
    [490] The burning Lion: the constellation of Leo, thought to be hot and dry like fire.

  


  
    [491] That is, the cold influence of Saturn is raying downwards mixed with the warm influence of Leo.

  


  
    [492] This mirror: the planet Saturn, into which Dante and Beatrice have now entered.

  


  
    [493] That is, by weighing the pleasure in obeying Beatrice against the pleasure in seeing her.

  


  
    [494] The crystal sphere (v. 25) is the planet Saturn, named for the god (the famous leader, v. 26) who supposedly reigned during the Golden Age, when all wickedness lay dead.

  


  
    [495] A ladder: Jacob’s ladder, in Genesis, traditionally interpreted as the ladder of contemplation.

  


  
    [496] Such splendors: the lights of souls. Each bar: each rung of the ladder.

  


  
    [497] The Seraph: a member of the Seraphim, the highest order of angels and those closest to God.

  


  
    [498] The reference is to the Apennines near Gubbio, not too far from Florence.

  


  
    [499] Both shores of Italy: the Adriatic and the Tyrrehnian shores.

  


  
    [500] (Monte) Catria: one of the Apennine mountains, located between Umbria and the Marches, some ten miles to the northeast of Gubbio.

  


  
    [501] A sacred cloister: the monastery of Santa Croce di Fonte Avellana.

  


  
    [502] Peter Damian: Pietro Damiano (ca. 1007–1072), a zealous advocate of Church reform, who, though of humble beginnings, studied at Ravenna, Faenza, and Parma, acquired notoriety as a teacher, entered the Benedictine monastery of Fonte Avellana, became its abbot in 1043, served a number of popes in that capacity from Gregory VI to Gregory VII, and was made cardinal bishop of Ostia in 1057. Leo XII proclaimed him a doctor of the Church in 1828. Dante may have chosen Peter because of his indignation at the Church’s avarice and usurpation of temporal power.

  


  
    [503] The Italian has “Peter Sinner” (Pietro Peccator), with which he is said to have signed his name.

  


  
    [504] The house beneath Our Lady’s care: the monastery of Santa Maria in Porto, not far from Ravenna.

  


  
    [505] The hat: that of a cardinal, which, however, was not instituted until 1252 by Pope Innocent IV.

  


  
    [506] Cephas: Aramaic for Peter, with reference to the leader of the twelve apostles.

  


  
    [507] The Holy Ghost’s great vessel: St. Paul.

  


  
    [508] Two beasts: the cleric and his mount. Beneath one pelt: the rider’s fur-lined cloak.

  


  
    [509] This thunder will be explained in the next canto.

  


  
    [510] Vengeance: perhaps the humiliation and death of Boniface VIII in 1303 or the death of Clement V in 1314.

  


  
    [511] Cassino lies on the slope of Monte Cassino, between Rome and Naples, near Aquino.

  


  
    [512]  A center of pagan worship, Monte Cassino had a temple of Apollo and a sacred grove of Venus.

  


  
    [513] I am he: St. Benedict of Nursia (ca. 480–547). He spent his earlier years as a hermit near Subiaco, Italy. Around 529 he founded the monastery of Monte Cassino. His rule, which prescribed prayer, manual labor, study, and instruction of the young, established the pattern of monastic life from the seventh century on. He is considered the father of Western monasticism.

  


  
    [514] The name of Him: the name of Christ.

  


  
    [515] The heat: the ardor of charity.

  


  
    [516] Macarius: either St. Macarius the Elder of Egypt (301–391), who spent the last sixty years of his life in prayer and manual labor in the Libyan desert, or St. Macarius the Younger of Alexandria (d. ca. 404), who established the monastic rule in the East as St. Benedict did in the West. Romuald (ca. 950–ca. 1027): founder of the Camaldolese, a reformed branch of the Benedictines, that dedicated itself to a purely contemplative life. The order received the sanction of Pope Alexander II in 1072. St. Peter Damian authored his biography.

  


  
    [517] That last sphere: the Empyrean.

  


  
    [518] The nine material heavens always revolve; the Empyrean is ever at rest, being immutable.

  


  
    [519] This tercet refers to Jacob’s dream at Bethel.

  


  
    [520] When Moses led the Israelites out of Egypt.

  


  
    [521] When Joshua led the Israelites into the Promised Land.

  


  
    [522] You could not stick your hand in fire and pull it out so quickly: in the original these actions are reversed as an example of hysteron proteron to indicate their near simultaneity.

  


  
    [523] The sign behind the Bull: that of Gemini, called the Eternal Twins in v 121. Dante was born in this sign between May 21 and June 21, 1265.

  


  
    [524] He who is the father of each mortal kind: the sun.

  


  
    [525] This high ether’s rounds: the spheres were held to be made of ether.

  


  
    [526] The seven spheres: the moon, Mercury, Venus, the sun, Mars, Jupiter, and Saturn.

  


  
    [527] This globe: the planet Earth, as also in v. 151.

  


  
    [528] The daughter of Latona: the moon.

  


  
    [529] Aglow without the shade (v. 140): the far side of the moon was thought to be free of dark spots. The opinion cited here was that of Dante himself on entering the heaven of the moon.

  


  
    [530] Your son, Hyperion: the sun.

  


  
    [531] Maia: the mother of Mercury. Dione: the mother of Venus. They both standing for their children.

  


  
    [532] Jove: Jupiter, whose son and father (v. 146) were Mars and Saturn respectively.

  


  
    [533] The sun moves more slowly at the meridian than it does on the horizon. Since Dante and Beatrice are above the sun, she does not literally look up to the sun’s meridian in expectation of the coming of Christ, but only “above.”

  


  
    [534] The circling of the spheres is the primary motion of which time is the measurement. Having been predisposed to salvation by the influence of their particular sphere, which mediates the light of the heaven of the fixed stars, the blessed appearing with Christ are the fruit (v. 20) that has been garnered out of time for eternal reward.

  


  
    [535] Trivia: a name meaning “goddess at the three ways,” applied to Diana, the goddess of the moon, whose temples were often built at the intersection of three roads.

  


  
    [536] Eternal nymphs: stars.

  


  
    [537] As the stars were thought to reflect the light of the sun (cf. v. 30), so the blessed reflect the light of Christ, the Sun.

  


  
    [538] In scholastic terminology, the Substance of the glorified Christ shines through the accident of the living light (v. 31).

  


  
    [539] The Wisdom and the Power: Christ, who opened the way to Heaven (cf. v. 38) for the virtuous on earth and in Limbo, who had waited after the sin of Adam up to His coming (cf. v. 39).

  


  
    [540] Fire: lightning, thought to occur when compressed vapors expand in a cloud, explode, and ignite. The explosion produces thunder, the ignition lightning.

  


  
    [541] It was thought that the natural tendency of fire is to rise.

  


  
    [542] The book in which the past is writ: the book of memory.

  


  
    [543] Polimnia: Polyhymnia, the Muse of singing, rhetoric, and mime. And sisters: the other Muses.

  


  
    [544] The fair garden (v. 71) is made up of the blessed souls flourishing beneath the rays of Christ.

  


  
    [545] The Rose: the Blessed Virgin Mary (cf. v. 88).

  


  
    [546] The Word of God was once made flesh: Christ, the Second Person of the Trinity made man. The lilies: the Apostles.

  


  
    [547] Splendid troops: the blessed.

  


  
    [548] The higher source: Christ, the sun.

  


  
    [549] Vv. 79–87 describe the Ascension of Christ.

  


  
    [550] That fair bloom’s name: the name of Mary (cf. v. 73), whose flame, now that Christ has ascended, is the greatest (cf. v. 90).

  


  
    [551] The living star: another appellation of Mary.

  


  
    [552] Mary is the greatest light in heaven just as she was the greatest creature on earth.

  


  
    [553] A torch: the Angel Gabriel.

  


  
    [554] The music of that lyre: the song of Gabriel.

  


  
    [555] This lovely sapphire: Mary.

  


  
    [556] The brightest heaven: the Empyrean.

  


  
    [557] Our Desire: Christ.

  


  
    [558] Vv. 106–109 describe the Assumption of Mary into Heaven. Cf. v. 120.

  


  
    [559] That regal mantle of each sphere: the Primum Mobile.

  


  
    [560] The Flame thus crowned: Mary.

  


  
    [561] Her Seed: Christ, the offspring of Mary.

  


  
    [562] Regina coeli: “Queen of Heaven,” sung to the Blessed Virgin Mary in the Office at Easter.

  


  
    [563] The Babylonian exile stands for earthly life.

  


  
    [564] Councils new and old: the saints of the Old and New Testaments.

  


  
    [565] That one who to so great a glory holds the key: St. Peter

  


  
    [566] God’s blest Lamb: Christ.

  


  
    [567]  Carols: a round dance accompanied with song.

  


  
    [568] The reference in this tercet is to St. Peter.

  


  
    [569] In Matthew’s Gospel, Peter and the disciples saw Christ walking on the water towards their boat during a storm. In self-revelation, Christ summoned Peter to walk to him on the water.

  


  
    [570] That place where there is seen each thing that is: the mind of God.

  


  
    [571] In the medieval examination for the doctorate in theology, the masters (v. 47) would pose the questions and the bachelors (v. 46) or doctoral candidates would argue both sides, leaving it to the examiners to decide the issue.

  


  
    [572] Your dear brother: St. Paul, thought to have written the Epistle to the Hebrews, from which the following definition of faith is taken.

  


  
    [573] The quiddity is the “whatness” or essence of a thing and the object of definition.

  


  
    [574] Old and … new parchments: the Old and the New Testaments.

  


  
    [575] A “God We Praise”: the Te Deum. Throughout each sphere: by each ring of souls.

  


  
    [576] The Baron: St. Peter. The term is a title of nobility often designating a great man.

  


  
    [577] In John’s Gospel, Peter enters Christ’s tomb before the younger John, who reached it first.

  


  
    [578] Moses, Prophets, Psalms: stand here for the entire Old Testament.

  


  
    [579] The writ you (plural) were to leave: the other New Testament writings.

  


  
    [580] One can speak of the one Essence or the three Persons in the Trinity with equal propriety.

  


  
    [581] For years so long: Dante is thought to have written the Divine Comedy between 1310 and 1320.

  


  
    [582] Tthe Black Guelphs exiled Dante in 1302 and never allowed him to return.

  


  
    [583] The sheepfold: of San Giovanni.

  


  
    [584] The first fruit … of those whom Christ as vicars left behind: Peter as the first pope.

  


  
    [585] The Baron: the term is here applied to St. James the Apostle, the son of Zebedee and Salome and the brother of John the Apostle. He was martyred by Herod Agrippa I in 44 AD. Legend has it that he preached in Spain and that, after his death in Jerusalem, his remains were miraculously transferred to Santiago de Compostela, the contemporary capital of Galicia (v. 18).

  


  
    [586] Those two great princes: St. Peter and St. James.

  


  
    [587] Coram me: in my presence.

  


  
    [588] Our basilica: the Court of Heaven (cf. v. 43). Many hold that the Epistle was not written by James the Apostle, but by James the brother of the Lord.

  


  
    [589] You three: Peter, James, and John, to whom Jesus vouchsafed a special revelation of His Person at the Transfiguration, the agony of the Garden, and the raising of the daughter of Jairus.

  


  
    [590] Our Sovran Ruler: God.

  


  
    [591] His nobles: the saints.

  


  
    [592] Egypt: a symbol of earthly life.

  


  
    [593] Jerusalem: a symbol of life in Heaven.

  


  
    [594] From many stars: from many wise and holy people.

  


  
    [595] Highest singer of the Highest Lord: David.

  


  
    [596] Let those who know Your name … with hope in You be filled: Ps 9, 11.

  


  
    [597] Your epistle: that of James.

  


  
    [598] Your rain: the possessive is plural, referring to both David and St. James.

  


  
    [599] The palm: the victory of martyrdom. The field: the battlefield of earthly life.

  


  
    [600] The reference is probably to Is 61:7, 10.

  


  
    [601] Your brother: St. John, in the Book of Revelation.

  


  
    [602] Sperent in te: “may they hope in you.” Cf. the Psalm verse cited in vv. 73–74.

  


  
    [603] One light: that of St. John.

  


  
    [604] The Crab: the constellation of Cancer, which shines all night long for a month in mid-winter.

  


  
    [605] He who lay upon the breast of Christ (vv. 112–113): St. John, at the Last Supper. Christ, our Pelican (v. 113): the pelican was thought to be able to resuscitate its dead offspring with its own blood and was thus made a symbol of the Redeemer. Chosen for so great an office, from the Cross addressed: from the cross Jesus entrusted John with the care of Mary.

  


  
    [606] There was a legend that the Beloved Disciple would not die but would be taken up bodily into Heaven. Dante is trying to see through St. John’s radiance to determine whether or not it was so.

  


  
    [607] Two lights alone: Christ and Mary. Two garments: the glory of the soul and of the body.

  


  
    [608] The effulgent flame: of St. John.

  


  
    [609] Ananias: the disciple at Damascus who cured St. Paul of his blindness.

  


  
    [610] Alpha (A) and Omega (Ω) are the first and last letters of the Greek alphabet.

  


  
    [611] The very voice: that of St. John.

  


  
    [612] Him: Aristotle, for whom the Unmoved Mover originates motion as the primary object of desire.

  


  
    [613] The Truthful Author: God, who divinely inspired the human authors of Sacred Scripture.

  


  
    [614] Ex 33, 19 in the Vulgate.

  


  
    [615] This tercet probably refers to the Prologue to John’s Gospel.

  


  
    [616] Christ’s Eagle: St. John.

  


  
    [617] The image formed on the pupil by light and color was thought to be transmitted along a nerve running from the pupil to the brain by the optic spirit (v. 71).

  


  
    [618] A fourth such blaze: Adam.

  


  
    [619] As the father of the human race, Adam is the common ancestor of every bride and groom.

  


  
    [620] The truthful Glass: God.

  


  
    [621] The lofty plot: the Garden of Eden.

  


  
    [622] Such stairs: the ladder of contemplation. She: Beatrice.

  


  
    [623] Full suns: solar years. This great council: of the blessed. There: Limbo

  


  
    [624] All the lights: all the signs of the zodiac.

  


  
    [625] Nine hundred times and thirty: if, according to Genesis, Adam lived on earth 930 years and, according to Dante, spent 4,302 years in Limbo, then there were 5,232 years between his creation and the Crucifixion. If Christ was crucified in 34 AD, then a further 1,266 years have passed between His death and the fictional date of the journey, yielding a total of 6,498 years between the creation of Adam and the present of the poem.

  


  
    [626] Nimrod: traditionally considered the builder of the Tower of Babel.

  


  
    [627] The letter I is the first letter of the tetragrammaton transliterated as Jehovah or Yahweh. Further, as the Roman numeral I, it symbolizes the Divine Unity and the unicity of the one true God of Jewish monotheism. El is the Hebrew word for God from which the name Elohim derives.

  


  
    [628] The heights that run most high above the sea: the Garden of Eden on top of Mount Purgatory.

  


  
    [629] From that first hour up to the sixth plus one: from 6:00 a.m. to 1:00 p.m., thus a total of seven hours. Dante follows the most conservative estimate, that of Petrus Comestor.

  


  
    [630] That is, just when the sun had passed through the first quadrant at 90°, straight overhead.

  


  
    [631] Four bright torches: Peter, James, John, and Adam. The one that first came in: Peter.

  


  
    [632] That is, if the planets Jupiter and Mars were birds that had molted and exchanged their feathers, the silvery Jupiter would turn red and the ruddy Mars white.

  


  
    [633] He who usurps my place: Pope Boniface VIII.

  


  
    [634] My sepulcher: Rome, where St. Peter was martyred.

  


  
    [635] That Perverted One: Satan

  


  
    [636] A reference to the darkening of the skies at the Crucifixion.

  


  
    [637] Linus: second pope (64 or 67–76 or 79), beheaded by a certain Saturninus. Cletus: third pope (76 or 79–90), martyred under Domitian.

  


  
    [638] Vv. 44–45 name four martyr popes of the early Church: Sixtus I (ca. 115–125), Pius I (ca. 140–155 or 157), Calixtus I (217–222), Urban I (222–230).

  


  
    [639] Thus, with pro-papal Guelphs treated like sheep and pro-imperial Ghibellines treated like goats.

  


  
    [640] In 1229 the papal troops known as chiavisegnati (“those signed with the keys”) marched wearing the figure of keys upon their shoulders against Frederick II.

  


  
    [641] The image of St. Peter lies on the papal seal.

  


  
    [642] The Gascons: a people infamous for avarice, from whom there came Pope Clement V (1305–1314). Cahorsines: citizens of Cahors in southern France, known for their usury, from whom there arose Pope John XXII (1316–1334).

  


  
    [643] Scipio: Scipio Africanus the Elder (236–184 BC), who conquered Hannibal in the Second Punic War, thereby saving Rome from Carthage (cf. v. 62).

  


  
    [644] That is, when, in midwinter, the sun is in Capricorn

  


  
    [645] Wet vapors were thought to produce rain, snow, and hail at different temperatures.

  


  
    [646] From the time my gaze would first descend: when Dante was in the sphere of Saturn.

  


  
    [647] The distance from India to Spain was considered 180°. Dante has moved from mid to end of that whole arc (v. 80) and therefore covered the 90° from the meridian of Jerusalem to the Strait of Gibraltar since his first downward look. This distance represents a quarter of the earth’s circumference and would be covered in six hours. Medieval cartographers divided the northern hemisphere into seven horizontal climates parallel to the equator, each with a longitudinal extension of 180°. The first of climates was thought to correspond to Gemini, the constellation in which Dante now finds himself, and which was considered the most noble.

  


  
    [648]  Cádiz (v. 83): a seaport in southwestern Spain. The shore (v. 83): the coast of Phoenicia, from where Europa rode Jupiter disguised as a white bull back to the island of Crete.

  


  
    [649] Taurus lies between Dante in Gemini and the sun in Aries, blocking his view, so that he cannot see all the way to the Phoenician coast (cf. vv. 83–84).

  


  
    [650] Leda’s lovely nest: Gemini, the constellation of Castor and Pollux, the sons of Leda.

  


  
    [651] Heaven’s swiftest sphere: the Primum Mobile.

  


  
    [652] The nature of the universe (v. 106) is such that the spheres turn around an immobile earth.

  


  
    [653] God’s own mind: here synonymous with the Empyrean.

  


  
    [654] That is, the motion of the other eight spheres is measured (v. 116) or generated by the Primum Mobile, just as ten is generated by the multiplication of five and two.

  


  
    [655] Time is the measure of motion. The roots (v. 118) of time are hidden in the Primum Mobile, whose motion is invisible since it contains no planet or star that can be seen. The leaves (v. 119) of time, however, which sprout from it, can be observed in the motions of the other spheres.

  


  
    [656] The lovely maid (v. 137) is probably Circe, daughter of the sun (him who leaves at dusk and brings dawn back). She is perhaps to be identified with the witch in the second dream of Purgatory, where she stands for the sins of Upper Hell. Here she represents greed for worldly goods. There are, however, other interpretations.

  


  
    [657] Before Gregory XIII corrected the Julian calendar in 1582, the solar year gained a day every century. January would thus have shifted from winter to spring in some 90 centuries. Through hyperbole Dante is ironically indicating a short period of time.

  


  
    [658] That is, as singing blends with the musical accompaniment.

  


  
    [659] That revolving sphere: the Primum Mobile, as also in vv. 27 and 70.

  


  
    [660] Juno’s messenger: Iris, the rainbow. Complete: as a complete circle rather than an arc.

  


  
    [661] The circle: of the Seraphim, the highest order of angels.

  


  
    [662] This wondrous and angelic reign: the ninth sphere is, for Dante, the heaven of the angels.

  


  
    [663] When all its parts bear like perfection: as does the ninth heaven, which is entirely uniform in every part.

  


  
    [664] That small ring which knows and loves the best: that of the Seraphim.

  


  
    [665] That is, the greater material spheres are governed by orders of angels with greater knowledge and love, the smaller by those with less.

  


  
    [666] The hemisphere of air: the earth’s atmosphere.

  


  
    [667] Boreas (v. 80), as the god personifying the north wind, could blow from due north, the northwest, or the northeast. The lattermost breath was thought to avert clouds and rain and is intended here.

  


  
    [668] Every diocese: every region.

  


  
    [669] Sparkles: the visible symbol of the angels.

  


  
    [670] Supposedly, the inventor of the game of chess asked the king of Persia for a reward consisting of a single grain of corn on the first square of the chessboard to be doubled on every successive square. The total comes to 18½ million trillion.

  


  
    [671] Aries’ nighttime chill: from September 21 to October 21, when Aries is opposite the sun.

  


  
    [672] Divinities: angels.

  


  
    [673] Dionysius (four syllables): Pseudo-Dionysius the Areopagite, a Neoplatonic writer or group of writers authoring treatises on the divine names, mystical theology, ecclesiastical hierarchy, and celestial hierarchy. He was thought in the Middle Ages to be the prominent Athenian converted to Christianity by St. Paul and the first bishop of Athens, martyred ca. 95.

  


  
    [674] Pope (590–604) St. Gregory the Great ordered the angelic hierarchies differently.

  


  
    [675] One who saw it here: St. Paul, who was caught up to the third heaven, i.e., the Empyrean.

  


  
    [676] The two children of Latona: Apollo and Diana, who stand for the sun and the moon.

  


  
    [677] That is, when the sun is in Aries (the Ram) and the moon in Libra (the Scales).

  


  
    [678] No longer than the zenith holds them bound in balance: no longer than the sun and moon are both on the horizon, as if resting in a pair of scales suspended from the zenith, which is about a minute.

  


  
    [679] Till they’re both unbalanced from their girdles: till one sinks below the horizon and one rises above it.

  


  
    [680] The Center of each “when” and “where”: God, insofar as all times and places depend on Him.

  


  
    [681] That in reflections of His splendor He might utter: ‘I SUBSIST’: that creation might share in His being.

  


  
    [682] New loves: the angels.

  


  
    [683] Both form and matter—pure or mingled: pure form refers to the angels, pure matter to prime matter, and the commingling of form and matter to the heavens.

  


  
    [684] The diffusion of light through a translucent medium was thought to be instantaneous.

  


  
    [685] They, in whom there was produced pure act: the angels. Although God alone is pure act of being, the angels, not having the potentiality of matter, are fully actualized in intellect and will, always knowing and loving, at least habitually if not in actual exercise, the truth and good proportionate to their nature.

  


  
    [686] As pure potency for form, prime matter lacks in and of itself the actuality of form.

  


  
    [687] The forms of the heavenly bodies were thought to perfect their respective matters in such a way that there remains in them no potentiality with respect to being, but only to place.

  


  
    [688] Jerome: Father of the Church (c. 347–c. 420), largely responsible for the Vulgate, a Latin translation of the Bible.

  


  
    [689] The Holy Spirit’s scribes: the human authors of Scripture.

  


  
    [690] Him whom you have seen of late: Satan.

  


  
    [691] Understanding, memory, and will: these are the three Augustinian powers that Dante believed the separated human soul to possess. According to him, angels have no need of memory.

  


  
    [692] Lapi … Bindi: nicknames for Jacopo and Ildebrando, apparently common names at the time.

  


  
    [693] His first company: the apostles.

  


  
    [694] Anthony: St. Anthony of the Desert (ca. 250–356), Egyptian hermit and founder of monasticism, whose symbol was a hog lying at his feet to show his overcoming the temptations of the devil. The monks of the order of St. Anthony kept swine, which the people fattened out of religious superstition. Beatrice is reproving preachers who grow fat on the credulity of the people.

  


  
    [695] Unminted coins: false indulgences.

  


  
    [696] The text referred to is Dn 7, 10.

  


  
    [697] Mirrors: the angels, who reflect the light of grace and glory.

  


  
    [698] As the sun rises, the conical shadow cast by the earth inclines towards the horizon. Noon follows approximately six hours after sunrise, during which interval the earth rotates one quarter (or 5,100 miles) of its total circumference (estimated at 20,400 miles). If noon is six thousand miles ahead (v. 1), it is thus 900 miles, or a little over one hour, before dawn.

  


  
    [699] The brightest handmaid of the sun: Aurora, the dawn.

  


  
    [700] The fairest one: probably Venus, the brightest heavenly body near dawn.

  


  
    [701] Greatest sphere: the Primum Mobile. Heaven of pure light: the Empyrean.

  


  
    [702] The one and other host: souls of the just and good angels, as is the twofold court (v. 96).

  


  
    [703] Optic spirits: the sense of sight.

  


  
    [704] The Love that calms this heaven: the nine material heavens revolve; the Empyrean does not.

  


  
    [705] The Sunlight of my eyes: Beatrice, of course.

  


  
    [706] My eyelids’ eaves thus drowned: my eyelashes thus bathed in light.

  


  
    [707] The First Moved Sphere: the Primum Mobile.

  


  
    [708] The spring Sun: God.

  


  
    [709] High Henry: Emperor Henry VII (1308–1313), who unsuccessfully attempted to restore the imperial authority in Italy.

  


  
    [710] You (plural): the people of Italy.

  


  
    [711] The prefect of God’s forum: Pope Clement V, who originally supported the claim of Henry to the imperial throne, but later withdrew his support out of fear of Philip the Fair of France.

  


  
    [712] Where Simon Magus lies: among the Simoniacs in circle eight, ditch three, of Hell.

  


  
    [713] Alagna’s son: Pope Boniface VIII.

  


  
    [714] The saintly host: the souls of the blessed.

  


  
    [715] The other host: the angels.

  


  
    [716] So many leaves: so many seats in the amphitheater of the Celestial Rose.

  


  
    [717] Its Love: God.

  


  
    [718] Such people, old and new: Old Testament Jews and New Testament Christians.

  


  
    [719] Threefold Light of but one star: God as a Trinity of Persons.

  


  
    [720] Helice (three syllables): the nymph who was transformed into the Big Dipper just as Arcas or Boötes (her son, v. 33) was into the Little Dipper. The site (v. 31) referred to is the North.

  


  
    [721] Lateran: the old papal palace in Rome, supposedly given to Pope Sylvester by the Emperor Constantine. It was destroyed by fire in 1308.

  


  
    [722] Your bounty most profuse: literally, the Aristotelian virtue of “magnificence.”

  


  
    [723] Bernard (stressed on the second syllable): St. Bernard of Clairvaux (1091–1153), French theologian and mystic, founder of the Cistercian abbey of Clairvaux along with sixty-eight religious houses, instrumental force in the condemnation of Abelard, preacher of the ill-fated Second Crusade, and adviser to popes, kings, and bishops. His work De consideratione provides the allegorical basis for Dante’s ascent through Paradise to the beatific vision. Because of his devotion to Mary (cf. vv. 100–101), he is called the alumnus familiarissimus Dominae Nostrae (“the student and closest friend of our Lady”).

  


  
    [724] Croatian: stands here for any foreigner.

  


  
    [725] Veronica: the “true image” (vera icona) of Christ’s face supposedly left on a cloth a woman had given Him to wipe his face with on the way to Calvary. It drew many pilgrims to Rome.

  


  
    [726] The Queen: the Blessed Virgin Mary, titled the “Queen of Heaven.”

  


  
    [727] The team (literally, the pole) that Phaethon misled: when driving the chariot of the Sun.

  


  
    [728] The peaceful Oriflamme: Mary, figured as a standard featuring a red flame against a golden background, supposedly given to the ancient kings of France by the Angel Gabriel to preserve them from defeat.

  


  
    [729] All the sainted throng: the souls of the blessed.

  


  
    [730] His pleasure: the Blessed Virgin Mary. That contemplative: St. Bernard.

  


  
    [731] The wound: of original sin. That Mary salved and closed again: by giving birth to Christ.

  


  
    [732] One so lovely at her feet: Eve.

  


  
    [733] In the original, Dante uses the rhetorical device hysteron proteron, putting the closing before the salving in v. 4 and the opening before the piercing in v. 6. Who pierced it and who opened it: by sinning herself and by inducing Adam to sin.

  


  
    [734] Rachel: wife of Jacob, mother of Joseph and Benjamin, and a figure of contemplation.

  


  
    [735] Sarah: wife of Abraham and mother of Isaac. Rebecca: daughter of Bethuel, sister of Laban, wife of Isaac, and mother of Jacob and Esau. Judith: the protagonist of the book of Judith, known for her piety, beauty, chastity, and courage in delivering the Jews from the armies of Nebuchadnezzar under his general Holofernes.

  


  
    [736] That great grand-dam to the bard of grief for sin: Ruth, the wife of Boaz and the great-grandmother of David. Grief for sin refers to David’s adultery with Bathsheba and orchestration of the death of her husband, Uriah. Miserere: part of the first line of Ps 51 in the Vulgate.

  


  
    [737] The flower’s tresses: the tiers of seats, termed the sacred stairs in v. 21 and the petals in v. 23.

  


  
    [738] Upon this side: to Mary’s left, Bernard’s right.

  


  
    [739] On that side: to Mary’s right, Bernard’s left.

  


  
    [740] St. John: the Baptist.

  


  
    [741] Francis: of Assisi. Benedict: of Nursia. Augustine: of Hippo.

  


  
    [742] Through another’s: those of Christ, the Church, and their parents.

  


  
    [743] Absolved from wrong: cleansed from original sin.

  


  
    [744] The reference is to Jacob and Esau in the Book of Genesis. The latter had red hair (cf. v. 72).

  


  
    [745] The face that most resembles Christ: that of Mary, who is full of grace (cf. v. 95).

  


  
    [746] In holy minds: in the angels.

  


  
    [747] The love: the angel Gabriel. The words cited in the next verse are those of the Annunciation.

  


  
    [748] The teaching of that one: of St. Bernard, called a “teacher” in v. 2.

  


  
    [749] The morning star: Venus.

  


  
    [750] Those two who sit upon the highest tier: St. Peter (Holy Church’s father, v. 124) and Adam (our father, v. 122), who have the two highest seats after Mary (the Empress, v. 120).

  


  
    [751] Upon the right: of Mary, in a position of greater honor.

  


  
    [752] A comely Bride: the Church.

  


  
    [753] Vv. 127–129 refer to St. John, the author of the Book of Revelation.

  


  
    [754] Vv. 130–133 refer to Moses.

  


  
    [755] Anna: the mother of Mary.

  


  
    [756] Lucy: who interceded for Dante with Beatrice (your Lady) and bore Dante in sleep up the Mount of Purgatory to the gate.

  


  
    [757] Compared to eternity, time is like drowsiness, and the time allotted for the journey is short.

  


  
    [758] One who will relieve your need: Mary, whose intercession initiated the entire journey.

  


  
    [759] The eyes that God reveres and loves the best: Mary’s eyes.

  


  
    [760] That pleader: St. Bernard.

  


  
    [761] In her cave the Cumaean Sibyl, who accompanied Aeneas on his descent to Hades, wrote her oracles on leaves, which the wind blew off whenever the door was opened.

  


  
    [762] Being is divided by the category of substance and the nine categories of accidents. A “substance” is what exists in itself, an “accident” what exists not in itself but in a substance. Relations, as one category of accidents, signifies the order of one thing to another. The Italian term costume, however, may be better rendered by “disposition.”

  


  
    [763] That knot’s most universal form: the Divine Idea of the entire universe.

  


  
    [764] That is, it is easier to remember the voyage of the Argo after twenty-five centuries than it is for Dante to recall his experience immediately after it has happened. The Argo, manned by Jason in his quest for the Golden Fleece, was the first ship to sail the seas. On its way to Colchis, its shadow passed over Neptune and stunned the sea-god who had never seen such a thing before.

  


  
    [765] Subsistence: the mode of existence proper to a substance, said pre-eminently of God.

  


  
    [766] Rings: the Italian giri means “circlings” as well (cf. v. 127), thus symbolizing God as Pure Act.

  


  
    [767] Three bright colors but one magnitude: the Trinity of Persons in the unity of nature.

  


  
    [768] The second ring symbolizes the eternal generation of the Son, the third the procession or “spiration” of the Holy Spirit.

  


  
    [769] The second circle representing the Son appears in the image of our breed, that is, in the human nature of Christ in the Incarnation.

  


  CONCLUDING ESSAY:

  DANTE’S SELF-PRESENTATION AS POET


  Between 1304 and 1306 Dante wrote a work entitled De vulgari eloquentia, in which he argues for the use of the vernacular languages in serious literature. This unfinished systematic treatise of linguistic philosophy and literary criticism informs us of some of Dante’s views on poetry. But if we wish to learn Dante’s view, not of the art, but of himself as the artist, we must turn to the Divine Comedy, an epic work of autobiographical fiction. Through narrative description of himself as a character and through authorial comment on his composition, he reveals much of his own self-understanding.


  Dante knew himself to be endowed with great natural talent. In the heaven of Venus, the Hungarian king Charles Martel explains that God’s providence, operating through the secondary causality of the spheres, provides for the nature and well-being of all people according to the principles of divine art (3.8.97–111). Consequently, when Dante enters his own constellation, Gemini, a sphere thought propitious to the pursuit of art and letters, he sees that he derives his native genius from its workings (3.22.112–114). Brunetto Latini, the Florentine encyclopedist and poet, can therefore prophesy that if Dante follows his star, he will “reach a splendid port” (1.15.55–57). Acknowledging both his favorable stellar influence and his gifts of lofty grace,[1]  Beatrice, who rebukes Dante on the top of Mount Purgatory, claims that by virtue of his youthful potencies “every rightful disposition would have made in him a proof of wondrous gain,” had he not strayed from her in his young adulthood (2.30.109–145). Now that, through his descent into Hell, ascent of Mount Purgatory, and flight through Paradise, Dante has accomplished his return to her, those innate potencies stand ready for full actualization in the mature Poet, who will recount that journey.


  To come to fruition, however, native endowment requires training and practice. On almost every page of the Divine Comedy Dante gives evidence of his great erudition in mythology, geography, history, literature, astronomy, physics, metaphysics, epistemology, ethics, and politics, as well as in biblical and dogmatic theology. Dante hints at his moral and intellectual formation when, according to a generally accepted allegorical interpretation, he crosses “the streams” of eloquence in Limbo “as if on solid ground” to pass through the “seven lofty walls” of the cardinal moral virtues (prudence, justice, fortitude, and temperance) and the speculative intellectual virtues (understanding, science, and wisdom) in order to enter the “seven portals” of the liberal arts, comprising the trivium (grammar, logic, and rhetoric) and the quadrivium (arithmetic, geometry, astronomy, and music), so that he may arrive at the inner courtyard of the “noble castle” of philosophy (1.4.106–111).


  Dante’s vast education prepares him for the exercise of art in the Divine Comedy. Aware of the enormity of the undertaking, he proclaims that “it is not a sporting enterprise to paint the depths of all the universe” nor one for the tongue of a child still crying Mama and Papa (1.32.7–9). Likewise, to sail such “seas” as the celestial spheres “is no voyage for a little boat” nor one for “helmsmen who would spare themselves afloat” (3.23.67–69). Thomas Aquinas, following Aristotle, defines the practical intellectual virtue of art as “right reasoning about things to be made.” One cannot believe, therefore, given the impressive architecture of the work, that Dante simply wrote things down as they came to him; he must have carefully thought out the construction of each canto and its place within the whole.[2]  What Dante says of the second canticle certainly holds as well for the first and third: he has “plotted” its number of pages and the “curb of art” prevents him from going further (2.33.136–141). Thus, in the Inferno, Dante cannot depict all the virtuous pagans he sees within the noble castle of Limbo since his “lengthy theme” urges him on, leaving his “words” to fall short of the “facts” (1.4.145–147), and when he comes upon the false counselors in the eighth ditch of Malebolge, Dante stays “his genius” that it “may not run where virtue does not guide” (1.26.21–24). In the Purgatorio, having described the four living creatures representing the Gospels in the Pageant of Revelation, Dante declares that he “cannot waste another rhyme” portraying them, “constrained to spend henceforth on other needs” (2.29.97–99). And in the Paradiso, Dante announces that he must soon “bring the flight of [his] hard subject to an end” (3.30.35–36).


  The principles of art guide Dante in both the selection and the expression of his subject matter, for, in the sphere of Saturn, Beatrice has taught him “the how and when of speech and silence” (3.21.46–47). At times, an omission stems from a sense of propriety, as when, traveling to the noble castle, Dante, Virgil, and the other poets talk of “things that silence here should grace as much as speaking there of them was right” (1.4.104–105). At other times, practical limitations come into play. For example, moving from the circle of the gluttonous to that of the avaricious and the prodigal, Dante and Virgil converse, “saying more than [he] can here relate” (1.6.113). At still other times, artistic preference decides, as when, passing from the ditch of the diviners to that of the barrators, they discuss matters “of which [his] Comedy cares not to sing” (1.21.1–2). Of the Pilgrim’s arrival at the gate of Purgatory proper, however, the Poet writes: “You clearly see, O Reader, how I will to lift my theme, but if with greater art I now sustain it, do not marvel still” (2.9.70–72).[3]  The reader immediately senses something of what Dante’s “greater art” entails. No sooner does Dante arrive on the first terrace of Purgatory than he beholds carved in bas-relief three examples of humility: the Blessed Virgin Mary at the Annunciation, King David dancing before the ark, and the Emperor Trajan heeding a poor widow, all wrought with such skill that the greatest human sculptor and “even Nature” herself “would be put to shame” (2.10.31–33). So lifelike do they appear that Dante describes them as a divinely fashioned “speech for sight” never seen on earth (2.10.94–96).[4]  When Dante the poet invents such pieces of art for Dante the pilgrim and then as poet represents what the pilgrim has witnessed, he seems to be presenting himself as nothing less than a vehicle of divine art. In these three examples of humility Dante “lifts his theme” with respect to content; in the twelve examples of humbled pride he does so with regard to form as well. Here each of the first four tercets begins with the letter “V,” each of the second four with the letter “O,” and each of the final four with the letter “M,” spelling the Italian word uom (man), with the three lines of the thirteenth tercet repeating the acrostic, in order to emphasize pride as the fundamental human vice (2.12.25–63).[5]  His artistic virtuosity displays itself in an entirely different way when, on the terrace of the lustful in Purgatory, Dante has Arnaut Daniel introduce himself, describe his condition, and request Dante’s prayers, all in his native language, Provençal or, as it is generally called today, Old Occitan (2.26.140–147).[6] 


  Natural talent, moral and intellectual discipline, and the exercise of artistic skill would not, however, have sufficed to produce the Divine Comedy. Experience, Dante writes, is “the fount that feeds the streams of art” (3.2.94–96), and Virgil speaks with hyperbolic understatement when he terms Dante’s experience a “different journey” (1.1.91), as does Dante himself, who calls it “quite outside the modern mode” (2.16.37–42). Undergoing “alone the coming war of pity to be felt and journey made” (1.2.3–5), Dante shows himself well aware that in traversing Hell, Purgatory, and Paradise he is charting a course on “untraveled sea” (3.2.1–15). To whom—his ancestor Cacciaguida, in the sphere of Mars, asks in Latin—was the gate of Heaven ever twice opened as to Dante (3.15.28–30)? The answer, for Dante, is “only two”: Aeneas, who surveyed the underworld from Tartarus to the Elysian Fields, and St. Paul, who was snatched up to the third heaven. When, balking at the proposed journey, Dante protests to Virgil, “Aeneas I am not, nor Paul am I” (1.2.32), he ostensibly considers himself less than either of his forebears, but in the course of the poem he will nevertheless show himself to be greater: he alone descended through all the rings of Hell, climbed all the terraces of Purgatory, and ascended through all the spheres of Paradise to behold God face to face.[7]  Few readers would be willing to take Dante’s experience of the afterlife literally. Yet there may be a sense in which Dante’s study of literature and history, his dealings with people and cities, and his prayer and contemplation gave him an “experience” of damnation, moral purgation, and salvation, to which he has given narrative expression in his poem.[8] 


  Whatever the case, Dante claims to owe his extraordinary experience—as he tells the father of his friend and fellow poet, Guido Cavalcanti, in the circle of heretics— not to his genius but to a heavenly calling (1.10.61–63). It is at the instigation of the Blessed Virgin Mary, the mother of mercy, and of St. Lucy, patroness of the blind, that Beatrice, Dante’s childhood love, symbolizing grace, revelation, and poetical theology, sends Virgil to lead him through Hell and Purgatory (1.2.52–126),[9]  whereas Beatrice herself raises Dante by her eyes from the Garden of Eden to Paradise (3.17.113–115), clothing him with “plumes enough to make the lofty flight” (3.15.53–54).[10]  Just as the Blessed Virgin initiated Dante’s journey out of the dark woods, so St. Bernard, a figure of mystical contemplation, brings it to a close with a prayer, on Dante’s behalf, to Mary for the grace of the beatific vision (3.33.1–39). These human figures serve, of course, as mere instruments of an amazing, even unique, divine grace; consequently, in the sphere of the moon Dante devoutly offers thanks to God Himself, “who raised [him] from the mortal world” (3.2.46–48).[11]  So assured, in fact, does Dante feel of his special grace that he prophesies his own final salvation no fewer than six times.[12] 


  Dante both attributes his experience to grace and prays for the grace to express that experience. With the first of his four major invocations,[13]  however, one wonders whether, in opening the Inferno proper, Dante does not yield to a temptation to pride when he invokes the aid not only of the Muses as images of poetic inspiration but also of his own “high genius” and “memory” (1.2.7–9). Be that as it may, as he begins the Purgatorio, Dante strikes a clear note of humility, beseeching the “Holy Muses” and requesting the accompaniment of Calliope in particular, the Muse of epic poetry, who transformed the daughters of Pierus into magpies for their pride in having challenged her sister Muses to a choral contest, in which the human women suffered defeat (2.1.1–12). For a moment, at the start of the Paradiso, Dante appears to lapse into his former pride, imploring Apollo, the god of music and poetry, and a figure of higher inspiration than the Muses, to make him worthy of the bay-leaf crown. But Apollo is also the god of the sun, the planet “that steers men straight on each and every road” (1.1.18), whence Dante accordingly recalls that, like the daughters of Pierus, the Phrygian satyr Marsyas had presumptuously challenged Apollo to a flute contest and, when the Muses declared Apollo the victor, was bound to a tree and flayed alive (3.1.13–36). Having learned humility from these classical examples, Dante, in the last canto of the poem, entreats the Light Supreme to lend to his memory some small part of how it appeared to him and to make his tongue “strong enough to plumb [God’s] glory that one spark of it may be left here for people still to come” (3.33.67–75).


  Dante saw his prayers for inspiration abundantly answered. On the terrace of the envious, he poses the question to fantasy, as the power of imagination, “What moves you if the senses show you naught?” and answers, “Light formed in Heaven moves you, either willed by One who sends it down, or else star-brought” (2.17.13–18). As a keen of observer of people and things, Dante certainly put his imagination to work on the materials provided by sense experience and, in doing so, proved exceptionally sensitive to the impulses of his own natural temperament, which he considered influenced by the light of the celestial spheres and, especially, his own constellation, Gemini. But Dante also thought himself divinely inspired, christening his poem “a sacred song, to which both earth and heaven set their hand” (3.25.1–2).[14]  When the poet Bonagiunta, on the terrace of gluttony in Purgatory, asks whether he sees before him the author of the new rhymes beginning with “O maids who have intelligence of love,” Dante makes this important declaration on the source of his inspiration: “When Love has breathed in me, I’ve been a man who notes it well and, at his lead, goes setting forth what he dictates within” (2.24.52–54). At this stage, before he has passed through the purifying fires on the final terrace of Purgatory, the love inspiring Dante may still resemble the refined romantic love known as fin’amors of the Provençal poets or the spiritually noble love of the stilnovisti Italian poets. But by the time Dante comes to the heaven of the fixed stars, he confesses unequivocally that God “is the Alpha and Omega of all writ that Love may read [him], whether loud or low” (3.26.16–18). Dante, then, ultimately feels himself inspired by God, the “Love that moves the sun and every star” (3.33.145).


  With his great natural endowment, his formidable education, his masterful artistry, his singular experience, and his sublime inspiration, Dante sets about recording his journey, “which now unerring mem’ry tells once more” (1.2.6), leading him to exclaim in his first invocation: “O memory that wrote what I descried, here your nobility shall be displayed!” (1.2.8–9).[15]  Dante’s recollections, moreover, often come with a powerful emotional charge. The mere thought of the dark woods renews his fear (1.1.6). He is drenched with sweat, recalling the earthquake at the banks of the Acheron (1.3.130–132). He shakes, remembering the blood-red color of the river Phegethon (1.14.76–78). His heart quakes in fear on recollecting the grappling of a barrator (1.22.31–36). His blood chills on calling to mind the snakes in the circle of thieves (1.24.82–84). He grieves to think of the false counselors (1.26.19–20). He shudders to see a frozen ford, reminding him of traitors to kindred, frozen to the neck in ice (1.32.71–72). He versifies with fear the sight of traitors to benefactors, fully immersed in ice (1.34.10). Finally, he cannot forget his own shame at Virgil’s rebuke of his idle curiosity (1.30.133–135). Negative feelings, however, are not the only kind that accompanies his memories. He still exults at the scene of the virtuous pagans in Limbo (1.4.120). He hears the sweetness of Casella’s melody on the shores of Purgatory sounding within him even now (2.2.112–114). He has never been without the desire to hear again the Hosanna of the souls in the sphere of Venus (3.8.29–30). He has written the words of the Imperial Eagle on his heart (3.20.28–30). His thanks for his Lady’s smile will “never fade out of the book in which the past is writ” (3.23.46–54). He has recorded in his memory the reflection of the deiform point of light in Beatrice’s eyes, which “imparadise [his] mind,” so that by them “Love made the cord to capture [him]” (3.28.1–12). Lastly, the sweetness of his fading vision of the Divine Light “still drops within his heart” (3.33.61–63).


  Yet memory cannot exist without experience. He confesses, for example, that he “did not see and therefore cannot tell” how the angels in the Valley of Princes took to flight (2.8.103–105).[16]  If his attention was initially distracted, his memory falters: he does not remember what else Virgil said when the hellish Furies suddenly appeared at the gates of Dis (1.9.34–38) or whether Matelda spoke further in the Garden of Eden once he saw his beloved Beatrice again (2.32.91–93). Most often, however, his memory fails utterly when its object exceeds its capacity, be it the suffering of the maimed sowers of discord (1.28.1–21), the sweetness of the Asperges me sung at the river Lethe (2.31.97–99), the loveliness of Beatrice’s smile, transporting him to the sphere of Mars (3.14.79–81), his ecstasy at the vision of Christ among the Church Triumphant (3.23.37–45), his vision of the Divine Light, remaining only like the feeling impressed by a forgotten dream (3.33.55–66), or his view of the entire universe in the Divine Mind, more difficult to recall immediately after it happened than the voyage of the Argo twenty-five centuries later (3.33.94–96).


  Speech, and thus poetic expression, ultimately depends on sense experience no less than memory. Thus, Dante finds himself unable to depict his falling asleep after the Pageant of Revelation since, precisely at the moment of drifting off, conscious experience fades away, whence Dante concludes: “But whosoever can, let him paint sleep” (2.32.64–69). For the same reason, understood metaphorically, Dante cannot retell how, in his morally somnolent state, he forsook the true path and entered the dark woods (1.1.10–12). The insufficiency of sense, as opposed to its absence, has an equally stifling effect when Dante’s sight proves too weak to follow the re-enactment of Christ’s ascension (3.23.79–87) and Mary’s assumption into Heaven (3.23.118–120). Referring to both inadequacies, “since the time now flees that makes [him] drowse,” St. Bernard exhorts Dante to turn his eyes to God, the “First Love,” and to “penetrate His splendidness” as far as he is “able to” (3.32.139–144).


  Even when sense experience occurs, understanding may remain unable to penetrate it, leaving little, if anything, for poetry to express. Since the “pathways” of his “school” lie as far from the divine as earth from the highest sphere, Beatrice’s words soar far beyond the straining vision of Dante’s mind, even though it has received their stamp “like wax beneath the seal” (2.33.79–84). Dante does not shy from revealing that he saw “such things” in the Empyrean “as none return with either wits or power to recite” (3.1.4–12) and makes a similar confession with regard to the song of the soldiers of faith in the sphere of Mars (3.14.118–126), Cacciaguida’s initial speech (3.15.37–48) and the holy love of Beatrice’s eyes in the same sphere (3.18.7–12), the song of the Imperial Eagle in the sphere of Jupiter (3.19.97–99), and, in the sphere of Saturn, the contemplatives’ cry of righteous indignation over ecclesiastical corruption (3.21.139–142). Confronted by the mystery of the hypostatic union of the divine and human natures in Christ, Dante finds himself like geometers trying to square the circle, “though they can’t embrace, by pondering, the principle they need” (3.33.133–138).


  Dante’s artistic frustration runs highest when he cannot adequately express an experience he has understood to some degree. “How hard to say what it was like back then—that savage wood, that rough and rugged lair!” he exclaims already in the second tercet of the poem (1.1.4–5). He does not have “harsh and grating rhymes” befitting the “dismal pit” of Cocytus (1.32.1–3) and finds it “hard to tell” of Caina, the ring for the “ill-born crowd” of traitors to kindred (1.32.13–15). On seeing Lucifer for the first time, he pleads: “O Reader, do not ask me now to write how faintness then and freezing gripped my frame—I can’t: all words fall short of such a plight” (1.34.22–24). When Beatrice finally appears ten years after her death, revealing to Dante the first beauty of her eyes and then the second beauty of her mouth, he consoles himself with the thought of the classical poets, asking her: “Who, having paled beneath Parnassus’ shade, or drunk out of its cisterns’ depths in turn, would not have had his mind quite overweighed to render you in your appearance where the harmonies of heaven veiled a maid who stood disclosed now in the open air?” (2.31.139–145). Speaking of the light of the saints in the sphere of the sun, Dante concedes, “Were I to call on genius, art, and skill, my words could never image it, but one may yet believe and long to see it still,” while he hastens to add that “if our fancy is too low to run to such a height, the marvel is not great, for eye has never gone beyond the sun” (3.10.43–48). The song of the theologians resembles a jewel too precious to export from its native land, so that “he who dons no wings to reach that goal may wait for tidings of it from the dumb” (3.10.70–75). And since his “memory outstrips his wit,” Dante can find no fitting comparison for the cross of Christ flaming in the sphere of Mars, though, trusting in his readers, he writes: “he who takes his cross and follows Christ will yet forgive me that which I omit, beholding in that dawn the flashing Christ” (3.14.103–105).[17]  In a similar way, “were [his] speech as much in wealth increased as [his] imagining,” he would not dare attempt to describe the beauty of the Blessed Virgin Mary atop the Celestial Rose. Finally, his speech falls at least as far short of his memory of the Most Holy Trinity as that of babes “who have their tongues still bathing at the breast” (3.33.106–108), so that it is not enough to call both his conception and his speech “slight” (3.33.121–123).


  At this point, one may have the impression that Dante was simply not poet enough to rise to the challenge; yet the deficiency lies not so much in Dante as in human language itself. Since words cannot tell of Dante’s “trans-human change” on rising to Paradise, he can only allude to the myth of Glaucus, a mortal transformed into a sea god (3.1.67–72). The song and dance of the theologians in the heaven of the Sun exceeds all that “our muses and sirens” can do as far as a direct ray of light does a reflected one (3.12.7–10). Were all the poets inspired by Polyhymnia, the Muse of song, together with her sisters, to aid Dante with their art in singing Beatrice’s blest smile, it still would not reach the “one thousandth part” of the truth (3.23.55–60). And “fancies, not to mention words, appear of far too light a hue” to paint “folds so deep” as St. Peter’s song of greeting to Beatrice (3.24.22–27).


  Since human language expresses first and foremost our understanding of the things of experience, it necessarily falls short in speaking of what transcends ordinary experience, such as the two rings of theologians in the heaven of the Sun, whose brilliance surpasses our brightest stars as much as the swiftest sphere the sluggish Chiana river (3.13.1–24). In like manner, Gabriel’s song to Mary in the sphere of the fixed stars stands to earthly music as our sweetest melody does to raucous thunder (3.23.97–102). Conversely, all that Nature has wrought in human flesh or art in portraiture compares as nothing to Beatrice’s smiling face (3.27.91–96). In fact, Dante, as an artist at his utmost reach, goes so far as to claim: “Her beauty seen not only does not fall in human measures, I’d expect none but her Maker who enjoys it all. At such a pass I must concede defeat, more than a bard outdone by any themes the comic or the tragic poets treat” (3.30.16–36). Although Dante frequently exposes sense, memory, imagination, understanding, expression, and human language itself as inadequate to a transcendent object, the very expression of his inability to express the inexpressible somehow captures it, increasing rather than decreasing our respect for him as a poet.


  Just as the virtue of humility does not preclude a just appreciation of one’s worth, so Dante’s humble supplications for inspiration and admissions of inability to express the transcendent do not rule out a consciousness of his own greatness. True, Dante does confess to Sapìa that his besetting sin is not envy but pride (2.13.133–138), but he also seems to participate at least symbolically in the purgation of pride when he walks with Oderisi da Gubbio, completely bent over, like the proud beneath their burdens (2.11.77–78), going with him “pace by pace, just as two oxen go beneath their yoke” (2.12.1–2). This just appreciation of his own artistic excellence may come into play when Dante the pilgrim praises a character in the poem for the clarity and precision of a discourse which Dante the poet has just composed. We find such praise lavished on Virgil for explaining the nature of Upper Hell (1.11.91–93), detailing the structure of Lower Hell (1.11.67–69), relating the terraces of Purgatory to the purification of disordered love (2.18.10–12), and expounding the nature of love itself (2.18.85–86). Likewise, he praises Marco Lombardo for rooting human depravity, not in astral influence, but in free will and the lack of civil and ecclesiastical leadership (2.16.130–131); Cacciaguida for showing that divine foreknowledge does not impose necessity on contingent events such as Dante’s impending exile (3.17.31–36); and Beatrice for revealing the true relation of the material to the spiritual universe (3.28,79–87).


  Whereas the vice of pride desires excellence inordinately, the virtue of magnanimity seeks honor according to right reason, and since “poet” ranks as a “most lasting and most honored name” (2.21.85), it is perhaps in this spirit that Dante prays to win the bay-leaf crown merited by his inspiration and theme (3.1.13–36) and hopes to be crowned poet in his native Florence (3.25.7–9). Recognizing that his “name as yet makes no great sound” (2.14.21), Dante gives the unmistakable impression that some day it will, and if he fears that his poem will leave a bitter taste in the mouths of many of his contemporaries, he ultimately fears even more to lose his life of fame “with those who’ll call the present ancient times” (3.17.112–121). Dante voices his gratitude to Brunetto Latini for letting him see “how man may find eternity” in everlasting earthly renown (1.15.82–87) and shows himself already well on the way thereto. No sooner has Dante the pilgrim professed his poetic credo to Bonagiunta than Dante the poet has the latter acknowledge him as superior to himself as well as to Giacomo da Lentini, a member of the Sicilian school, who helped establish the poetry of courtly love in Italy, and to Guittone d’Arezzo, who aided in transplanting the Sicilian style of poetry to Tuscany (2.24.55–62). Likewise, though Dante the pilgrim addresses Guido Guinizelli, the founder of the “sweet new style,” as his poetic “father” and thus as his superior (2.26.97), Dante the poet immediately has Guido call him “brother” and thus his equal (2.26.115). But that is not all. On the terrace of pride, Oderisi had said that Dante’s first friend, Guido Cavalcanti, had stolen “the glory of our tongue” from Guido Guinizelli but clearly implies that Dante himself will chase them both “from their nest” (2.11.97–99). And if Guido Guinizelli points to Arnaut Daniel as “a better craftsman of the mother tongue” in both the verses of love and the prose of romance, outdoing even Giraud de Borneil, the master of the troubadours (2.26.115–120), then Dante, as the poet of divine love, outstrips even him—a fact he perhaps intends to demonstrate a few lines later when he composes Provençal verse and places it in the mouth of Arnaut Daniel himself (2.26.140–147).[18] 


  Dante’s hope for poetic glory ranges far into the future. “As long as modern use shall last,” Dante tells Guido Guinizelli, Guido’s verse “will render dear their very ink” (2.26.112–114) whereby he imagines a period perhaps as long as the 500 years of fame that Cunizza prophesies for the troubadour Folquet de Marseille (3.9.37–42), though probably no longer than the 1,000 years that Oderisi says will obliterate the difference in fame between the man who dies of old age and the child who meets death while still prattling (2.11.103–108). Yet Dante hopes to be the “spark” that will ignite “great flames” (3.1.34–36), just as the “godlike flames” of Virgil’s Aeneid lit the poetic fires of the silver-age Latin poet Statius and a thousand others (2.21.94–99). If in Limbo Dante has Virgil, Homer, Horace, Ovid, and Lucan salute him and invite him to join their ranks, so that he “among such minds was sixth in line” (1.4.97–102), and if at that time Virgil’s fame had already lasted over 1,300 years and Homer’s over 2,200, can Dante have expected his to endure less?


  Not only does Dante imply his superiority to his near contemporaries and place himself on a level equal to those he considered the greatest classical poets; in narrating the transformations of human into snake and of snake into human in the circle of thieves, he commits what to his contemporaries must have seemed poetical blasphemy, crying: “Let Lucan hence be still,” “Let Ovid too be still,” for neither ever told of such a metamorphosis as he was about to describe (1.25.94–102).[19]  In the same spirit, he claims five times that what he witnessed exceeds what Ovid wrote in his Metamorphoses: the disease that destroyed the population of Aegina raged less than that which afflicts the counterfeiters in Malebolge (1.29.58–66); no Fury at Thebes or Troy ever inflicted such madness as that which he saw among the impersonators there (1.30.1–27); Erysichthon, who cannibalized himself out of hunger, did not see his skin so shriveled as those on the terrace of the gluttonous (2.23.25–27); Matelda in the Earthly Paradise shone more aglow with love than Venus, pricked by Cupid’s arrow, did for Adonis (22.28.64–66); and Dante’s readers will not feel such amazement as the Argonauts felt to see Jason plowing with fire-breathing oxen and planting dragon’s teeth that sprouted into men (3.2.16–18). Similarly, he trumps Lucan in his Pharsalia once, for the Tarpeian rock did not so loudly echo the gates of the temple of Saturn when Julius Caesar seized its treasury as the pivots of the gate of Purgatory grated when Dante passed through it (2.9.136–138), and he tops even Virgil in the Aeneid twice, for Rome never celebrated the triumph of an Africanus or an Augustus with a chariot so fine as the one he portrays in the Pageant of Revelation (1.29.115–120), and the sturdy oak is uprooted by the winds from the North-African lands of King Iarbus with less resistance than Dante’s chin was raised at Beatrice’s rebuke (2.31.70–73.


  Dante’s outperformance of Virgil necessitates a brief examination of his complex relation to his classical forebear. On a certain level, Virgil figures as one of the “wise” (1.4.110), honoring “science and all art” (1.4.73), and thus as one of the “worthy” and “honorable people” detained in Limbo (1.4.44, 72), whose honor “gains Heaven’s grace, advancing thus their fame” insofar as it counts as the natural reward of virtue (1.4.76–78). Both a “singer of bucolic strains” (2.22.57) in the Eclogues and the poet of the founding of Rome (1.1.73–75) in the Aeneid, he preeminently deserves the name of “poet,” by which “they do him honor, and it’s well they do” (1.4.91–93). Hence, the Italian poet Sordello exalts Virgil as “the glory of the Latin race, through whom this tongue of ours has shown its might” (2.7.16–17), so that through him “Pietola would be more famed than Mantua” (2.18.82–83), and, at their meeting in the dark woods, Dante goes even further, dubbing Virgil “honor of all poets, light so clear” (1.1.82). Although Virgil deferentially terms Homer the “sovran poet of the band” assembled in Limbo (1.4.88) and later, from the heights of Mount Purgatory, admiringly deems him “that Grecian wit whom Muses suckle more than all down low” (2.22.101–103), Homer himself venerates Virgil as “the bard most high” (1.4.80). Dante, therefore, may well intend Virgil when he writes: “I thus beheld the goodly school unite around the lord of songs of highest style, who soars above the rest in eagle’s flight” (1.4.94–96), though he may have Homer in mind instead. In either case, as “that fount which pours so broad a stream of speech to hear” (1.1.79–80), Virgil utters in “embellished speech” (1.2.67) an “honest word” that “honors [him] and all who’ve heeded it” (1.2.113–114). Indeed, Statius does not shrink from claiming that Virgil not only turned him from the sin of prodigality (2.22.37–45) but—“like a man who goes by night, himself unhelped, his lamp behind him when he makes those wise who follow in his light”—also made him first a poet and then a Christian (2.22.64–93). To have lived when Virgil did, Statius would even have been willing to spend another year in Purgatory (2.21.100–102).


  Given Virgil’s supereminent position among poets, his role in Dante’s life becomes more comprehensible. “With lengthy zeal and love of great degree” Dante searched the volume of Virgil’s work (1.1.83–84) and perhaps thought himself the first after many centuries to listen to him “who, from long silence, now seemed hard to hear” (1.1.63). As a result of his study, during which he may even have learned the Aeneid by heart (1.20.114), Dante can say to Virgil: “You are my master and my author, he from whom alone the comely style I took that since has brought such honor unto me” (1.1.85–87). One extremely short scene in the Purgatorio may perhaps body forth the ultimate importance of Dante’s readerly relationship to Virgil. When Virgil, Statius, and Dante have mounted to the sixth terrace, we read: “They went in front, and I alone behind; and I was listening to words they spoke, which gave poetic keenness to my mind” (2.22.127–129).


  But just as we must reckon with both Dante the poet and Dante the pilgrim, so we must consider not only Virgil the historical figure but also Virgil the character in Dante’s poem. Nothing summarizes Virgil’s role in the Divine Comedy better than Dante’s declaration to him at the end of the second canto of the work: “‘Now go, the will of both of us is one, my Leader, Master, Lord,’ I thus could say; and when his forward movement had begun, I entered on the rugged, savage way” (1.2.139–142). In passages too numerous to cite, Virgil, whether walking in front, taking him by the hand, or carrying him in his arms, leads Dante “with intellect and art” (2.27.130) down all the rings of Hell and up all the terraces of Purgatory, now allowing him to delay, now urging him on, but always mindful of their divinely allotted time. He directs Dante when, where, and how long to look, as well as when to turn away or close his eyes; he instructs him when to speak, and with whom, and when to keep silence; he tells him when to approach and when to withdraw, when to lie down to sleep and when to rise again, when to kneel in reverence and when to flee danger. He consoles Dante in his grief, encourages him in his fear, comforts him in his doubts, and soothes him in his anger, but also rebukes him in his faults, then heals him in the pain of contrition. He answers Dante’s questions, explains what he sees, reads his mind, predicts the future, tells time by the position of stars invisible in Hell, refers to Aristotelian and Scholastic philosophy, appeals to sacramental theology and Christian eschatology, quotes Sacred Scripture, and even adapts a Christian hymn to his own purposes.


  Virgil is not omnipotent, of course. He fails to obtain from the demons entrance to the city of Dis (1.8.115–120), and, unable to see through the black air and thick fog, listens at first for the delivering angel but soon seems to waver in faith and grow impatient (1.9.4–9). Nor is Virgil omniscient. Even in Hell he gets duped by the demons in the ditch of the barrators concerning the way to take (1.21.106–117), misinterprets the grinding of their teeth (1.21.133–135), does not know where the slope descends to the next ditch (1.23.31–32), must ask the hypocrites for directions (1.23.128–132), and turns angry when he learns of his demonic deception (1.23.146). In Purgatory Virgil’s ignorance only increases: he does not know the way (2.2.61–63),[20]  must either ask directions (2.3.73–78)[21]  or wait for an escort (2.4.39), thinks the ascent will be easy (2.2.64–66), wonders that none can ascend by night (2.7.49–63), does not at first recognize the proud beneath their boulders (2.10.117), does not understand that the mountain shook at a soul’s release (2.21.34–36), can no longer guide Dante once they arrive at the Earthly Paradise (2.27.127–129), and marvels stupefied at the Pageant of Revelation (2.29.55–57). Able to show Dante the way only as far as his “school” of reason and poetry leads (2.21.31–33), he must in all matters of faith defer either to Statius (2.25.22–30) or Beatrice (2.6.43–48).[22]  Nor, as a consequence of his ignorance, is Virgil infallible. On one occasion he prophesies to Dante that Beatrice will discover his life’s way to him (1.10.130–132), but Dante’s ancestor, Cacciaguida, does so in fact (3.17.43–90). On a similar occasion he foretells that Beatrice will explain how spiritual goods, contrary to material ones, enrich their possessors when distributed (2.15.76–78), whereas it is Piccarda Donati who actually enlightens the pilgrim (3.3.58–90).


  Virgil’s successes and failures in the Divine Comedy result not so much from his personal strengths and weaknesses as from his allegorical status as natural reason without the aid of supernatural grace. As a result, Dante perhaps feels justified in handling the text of the historical Virgil somewhat roughly. Thus, for example, after Virgil says in the very first canto: “I was a poet, and my singing turned around Anchises’ righteous son, who went from Troy when haughty Ilium was burned” (1.1.73–75), presenting his Aeneid as a historically accurate epic, Dante, in the second canto, targets its factually most vulnerable point, the descent of Aeneas to the underworld, and counters: “You say the sire of Silvius, while he was yet corruptible, went cross the sill to the immortal world—and bodily” (1.2.13–15), implicitly contrasting Aeneas’ journey as mere story-telling with his own as literal truth. A second example comes from the similarity of two events in their respective works. At one point in Virgil’s poem, when, to adorn an altar, Aeneas plucks shrubs in a Thracian grove from the grave of Polydorus, blood issues from the torn roots, and a voice speaks from the mound, just as, when Dante snaps off a twig from a thorn tree in the ring of suicides, the branch darkens with blood and utters a reproach of his cruelty. At this juncture, Dante the poet narrates Virgil’s words to the plant: “‘Had he been able to believe before, O wounded soul,’ my Sage replied, ‘what he had never seen but in my verses’ store, he’d not have stretched his hand against a tree’” (1.13.46–51), implying that the prior episode in the Aeneid does not merit belief, whereas the present one in the Inferno does.


  In the preceding two examples, though Dante impugns their veracity, he leaves Virgil’s stories intact. Not so in the ditch of the diviners, where Dante the poet puts the story of the founding of Mantua into the mouth of Virgil and then has Virgil say: “I charge you that, if you should hear abroad my land originated differently, don’t let the truth succumb to lying fraud” (1.20.97–99), obviously referring to the different account in his own Aeneid. Immediately thereafter, as if to add insult to injury, Dante writes: “Your reasons bear such certainty, O Master, and such is the trust they earn that all the rest would be dead coals to me” (1.20.100–102)—an unmistakable allusion to the historical Virgil’s work.[23]  Later, in the same canto, according to Dante’s Virgil, both Calchas and Eurypalus launched the Greek ships sailing from Aulis to Troy, whereas in Virgil’s Aeneid Eurypalus only reports the oracle of Apollo that human sacrifice must accompany the return from Troy just as it had before on the voyage to Troy. No sooner does Dante make Virgil misquote himself than he impudently has him say: “That this is so my lofty tragedy has sung somewhere, as you who know the whole of it well know” (1.20.112–114).[24]  What justifies Dante in this irreverent revisionism? Perhaps two scenes towards the end of the Purgatorio provide a clue. In the first, Matelda, after explaining the breeze and the streams of the Earthly Paradise, adds this corollary: “The poets who in olden times appear to sing the happy state and Age of Gold perhaps dreamt on Parnassus of this tier,” at which Virgil and Statius smile to Dante as if to indicate that they indeed had only dreamed of what Dante has now seen with his own eyes (2.28.136–147). In Virgil’s next and final scene in the poem, Dante writes at the advance of the Pageant of Revelation: “And filled with wonderment, I turned to eye good Virgil’s face, and, no less stupefied in looks than I had been, he made reply” (2.29.55–57). Here, though Dante’s stupefaction stems from finally seeing what he has always believed, Virgil’s comes from witnessing things that he had never even imagined. If these two scenes represent Dante’s last word on Virgil, he seems to be suggesting the superiority of the public revelation of Christianity and of his private revelation as graced individual to the merely natural wisdom of Virgil.


  Dante dramatizes his implied superiority to Virgil when, though he has followed behind him throughout the whole poem,[25]  as soon as he has completed his purgation and Virgil has crowned and mitered him lord of himself (2.27.142), he sets out on his own, eager to explore the Earthly Paradise, without waiting for Virgil to lead (2.28.1–6). Even more telling, when Dante stops to listen to Matelda a number of lines later, we realize that Virgil and Statius have followed behind him, for Dante is now standing in front of them (1.28.82).[26]  What consequence does this reversal of positions have for Dante’s status as poet? Towards the beginning of the Inferno, Virgil relates that Beatrice had addressed him as the “kindly soul of Mantua, whose fame still lasting in the world shall persevere as long as earth itself endures the same” (1.2.58–60) and had promised even to praise him to the Lord when she returned to Heaven (1.2.73–74). Now, towards the end of the Purgatorio, we are left wondering whether Dante, as he raises himself higher than Virgil, believes that his fame will last, not only for all time, but also for all eternity, being proclaimed, not only to God, but to all the angels and saints as well.


  Regardless of whether Dante consciously drew such conclusions from the implications of his work, he further enhances his authority as a religious poet by other means. In his theological examination in the heaven of the fixed stars, Dante presents himself as the ideal Christian: he holds a perfect “coin” of faith in his “purse” (3.24.82–87); “the whole Church Militant has no one quite so full of hope as he” (3.25.52–54); and he has withdrawn from “the sea of wrongful love” to “the rightful love’s safe shore” (3.26.55–63). Just as no one less than St. Thomas Aquinas had praised his theological opinion (3.13.85), so now St. Peter approves Dante’s examination in faith, singing his blessings and circling him three times (3.24.148–154), as does St. James his examination in hope, joining in to chant the psalm Sperent in te (3.25.97–99), and St. John his examination in love, crying out “Holy, holy, holy” with Beatrice and all the rest of Heaven (3.26.67–69). Having recovered from his temporary blindness during his final examination, Dante finds his spiritual vision improved (3.26.79) and soon beholds the angelic hierarchies supposedly witnessed by St. Paul (3.28.136–139), the divine light of God illuminating his own infinite goodness (3.33.79–81), the universal order of all things in Him (3.33.85–93), the Trinity of three divine persons in one divine essence (3.33.115–120), and the hypostatic union of the human and divine natures in Christ (3.33.127–132), so that Dante now beholds immediately by intuitive vision the deepest mysteries, which the rest of the Church holds only by faith.


  The grace of vision, however, comes accompanied by a mission. Apart from renewing the fame, as well as the shame, of the damned in Hell and securing intercession for the souls in Purgatory, Dante asks Marco Lombardo on the terrace of the wrathful the cause of human depravity in order to “show [it] forth to men” (2.16.61–63). On the top of Mount Purgatory, Beatrice first commands Dante to watch and record what he sees in the Pageant of the Church—the heresies, schisms, corruptions by wealth, and adulterous relations with the temporal power—that he “might aid the world not living well” (2.32.103–105), then further orders him to show “those who lead a life that is a race to death,” if not “in words,” at least “in sketches,” that violation of the tree of divine law constitutes an act of blasphemy against God (2.33.52–78). Such commissions continue in Paradise, where, for example, Cacciaguida counsels Dante to “make all [his] vision manifest; and then, where lies an itch, there let them scratch,” for he has been shown the most famous souls in Hell, Purgatory, and Heaven precisely so that his “cries will be just like the flurries when they strike the highest peaks most hard below” (3.17.124–142).[27]  In the same vein, St. Peter, fulminating against avaricious and blood-thirsty popes, adjures Dante not to hide his denunciations of the Pontiff’s unworthy successors (3.27.64–66).[28]  Throughout his journey, but especially in Paradise, Dante has gone like a “pilgrim,” noting all he sees in the hope of retelling it on his return (3.31.43–48). Now that he has returned, he records it like a “scribe,” thus laying out a feast for his reader (3.10.25–27), though anyone who has not yet tasted the “angels’ bread” of philosophical and theological wisdom had better turn back to shore than attempt to follow Dante, only to be stranded at sea (3.2.1–15).


  With his position as poet elevated by his supernatural vision and celestial commission, Dante does not hesitate to assume the office of teacher. Readers accustomed to seeing in poetry the lyrical expression of personal feeling may find his didactic discourses strange or even offensive. But Dante makes no apologies. For him, poetry is as much a vehicle for communicating truth as for expressing feeling, if not more so, and such discourses constitute a major part of the Divine Comedy. Whoever the speaker—be it Virgil, Marco Lombardo, Statius, Matelda, Beatrice, Piccarda, Justinian, Charles Martel, Thomas Aquinas, Bonaventure, Solomon, Peter Damian, or Bernard of Clairvaux—Dante the poet speaks through all of them, and the list of his didactic discourses reads like an epic catalogue. He holds forth on


  geography: the origin of the fluvial system of Hell (1.14.94–138) and the passage from the northern to the southern hemisphere (1.34.106–132);


  astronomy: the path of the sun (2.4.61–75), the spots on the moon (3.2.64–105), the stellar influences (3.2.106–148), and the primum mobile (3.27.106–120);


  history: the founding of Mantua (1.20.58–99), the Roman Empire (3.6.31–96), the lives of St. Francis (3.11.43–117) and St. Dominic (3.12.46–111), the former simplicity of Florence (3.15.97–129) and its present degeneracy (3.16.49–154);


  ethics: the moral structure of Hell (1.11.16–90), the sin of usury (1.11.97–111), the attainment of fame (1.24.46–51), spiritual and material goods (2.15.49–75), the nature of love (2.17.85–139), the origin of action (2.18.16–39), free will (2.18.49–75), and monarchical prudence (3.13.88–108);


  epistemology: the knowledge of the damned (1.10.100–108), reasoning from effect to cause (2.3.34–39), the sources of imagination (2.17.13–18), and the need for making distinctions (3.13.109–142);


  metaphysics: the relation of soul and body (2.25.34–108; 3.14.37–60), the principle of universal order (3.1.103–141), the destiny of souls after death (3.4.28–63), the immortality of the soul (3.7.121–144), stellar influence and heredity (3.8.97–148), and primary and secondary causality (3.13.52–87);


  and theology: the condition of the damned after the universal judgment (1.6.94–111), fortune as the minister of divine providence (1.7.70–96), intercessory prayer (2.11.31–36), Limbo (2.7.28–36), the Garden of Eden (2.28.91–144), submission to the divine will (3.3.70–87), vows and satisfaction for broken vows (3.4.64–114; 3.5.19–63), the Crucifixion (3.7.25–51), redemption (3.7.55–120), divine justice (3.19.40–105), predestination (3.20.88–138; 3.21.64–102), the theological virtues (3.24–26), the angelic orders and hierarchies (3.28.41–139), and the creation, fall or perseverance, and number of the angels (3.29.10-69, 130–145).


  To find a more impressive list in the history of Western poetry would not be easy.


  Dante’s mission extends, however, beyond that of teacher of scientific, philosophical, and theological knowledge to that of prophet (understood biblically less as foretelling the future than as pronouncing the divine judgment on situations and events). Granted, Dante does prophesy his own exile after the fact,[29]  the advent of a godlike redeemer,[30]  and future ills for Florence (2.23.106–111). But much more often he thunders with the best of the Old Testament prophets in his apostrophes to Florence (1.16.73–75; 1.26.1–12), Pistoia (1.25.10–12), Pisa (1.33.79–90), and Genova (1.33.151–157); in his short invectives against cupidity and rage (1.12.49–51), simony (1.19.1–6), pride (2.12.70–72), envy (2.14.86–87), avarice (2.20.10–15, 82–84), vain desires (3.11.1–12), haughty Christians (2.10.121–129), and immodest Florentine women (2.23.97–105); and in his stern verdict that the chariot of the Church “once was and now is not” (2.33.34–35) as well as that the See of Peter is “now vacant in the sight of Christ, God’s Son” (3.27.22–24). Dante exercises his prophetic function most forcefully in a series of longer discourses against the simony of Pope Nicholas III (1.19.90–117) and other Church officials (3.18.118–136), the political disorder in Italy (2.6.76–151; 3.9.43–63), vows lightly taken (3.5.64–84), Guelph and Ghibelline feuding (3.6.97–111), ecclesiastical avarice (3.9.127–142) and greed (3.22.73–96), lax Dominicans (3.11.124–142) and Franciscans (3.12.112–126), unjust rulers (3.19.106–148), opulent prelates (3.21.127–135), unworthy popes (3.27.19–66), human cupidity (3.27.121–148), popular preachers (3.29.70–129), and the rejection of the Emperor Henry VII by Pope Clement V and Italy (3.30.133–148).


  In view of all that we have seen, we may say that Dante presents himself in the Divine Comedy as a man endowed with great natural talent by the heavenly spheres and divine grace. He develops this talent through extensive training in the liberal arts, philosophy, and theology and through the acquisition of the intellectual and moral virtues. Guided by this comprehensive education, he selects his materials and shapes both their matter and form in accord with the principles of art. He draws these materials, not only from his academic study, but first and foremost from his deep experience of human nature in its possibilities of damnation, purgation, and salvation—an experience that Dante sees as ultimately guided by divine providence and whose communication he views as divinely inspired, however much his human memory, understanding, and expression may be limited. Acutely conscious of human limitations, Dante is no less aware of his personal greatness as a poet who not only surpasses his classical forebears and the best of his contemporaries but whose fame will also endure through the ages, though this greatness stems from a spiritual vision given through the grace of faith, hope, and charity. It is this vision that imposes upon Dante the sacred office of teacher and prophet to the nations. All of these factors taken together may justify the conclusion that Dante ultimately wishes to present himself—rather than another—as the altissimo poeta (1.4.80).

  


  ENDNOTES


  
    [1] In 1.26.23 Dante also speaks of “some kind star or better grace.”

  


  
    [2] On no fewer than four occasions does Dante refer to the canto as a compositional unit: 1.20.1–3; 3.5.16, 139; 3.8.10.

  


  
    [3] I count a total of thirteen such addresses to the reader: 1.8.94–96; 1.9.61–63; 1.16.124–136; 1.20.19–24; 1.22.118; 1.25.46–48; 1.34.22–24; 2.8.19–21; 2.9.70–72; 2.10.106–111; 2.17.1–9; 2.29.97–105; 2.31.124–126; 2.33.136–141; 3.2.1–18; 3.5.109–114; 3.10.7–27; 3.22.106–111; 3.23.64–69. Although an address to the reader by definition involves a self-conscious employment of the principles of art to stimulate the reader’s interest or engage his or her sympathies, in five cases (1.9.61–63; 2.8.19–21; 2.9.70–72; 2.29.97–105; 2.33.136–141) Dante explicitly calls attention to the exercise of his art: in the first two, in order to announce a hidden sense; in the last two, in order to refer to the requirements of composition; and in the middle one to declare an artistic intention.

  


  
    [4] The same holds for the examples of humbled pride sculpted on the ground. There “the living seemed alive, the dead seemed dead” (2.12.67).

  


  
    [5] Dante also employs an acrostic in the sphere of Jupiter, where he denounces unjust rulers (3.19.115–141).

  


  
    [6] In a perhaps related vein, at several points of 1.14, Dante imitates the convoluted style of Pier della Vigna.

  


  
    [7] For summaries of Dante’s journey, see 1.1.112–123; 2.23.118–131; 2.26.58–60; 3.33.22–24. Perhaps because neither Aeneas nor Paul traveled through Purgatory, Guida del Duca can say to Dante: “Such a thing has never been before” (2.14.15).

  


  
    [8] In 2.15.117 Dante terms his visions of the examples of gentleness “not-false errors.” Perhaps the term applies to the fictional elements in the poem as a whole.

  


  
    [9] Dante stresses several times that Beatrice sent Virgil. See 1.12.88–89; 2.1.52–54; 2.7.22–24; 3.26.120; 3.31.79–81

  


  
    [10] See also 3.25.49–50, where Dante calls Beatrice the one “who had led my feathered wings to such high flight.”

  


  
    [11] See also 3.25.40–42, where St. James says to Dante that “of His grace our Emperor now wills that you confront His nobles and resort to His most secret halls before death’s chills.” For other references to the grace operative in Dante, see 2.8.65–66; 2.14.14–15, 79–80; 2.20.42; 2.23.41–42; 2.26.59; 3.10.82–87; 3.32.145–150.

  


  
    [12] See 1.3.91–93; 2.2.91–92; 2.21.23–24; 2.24.76–81; 2.32.100–102; 3.10.85–90.

  


  
    [13]  There are also five minor invocations. See 1.32.10–12; 2.29.37–42; 3.18.82–87; 3.22.121–123; 3.30.97–99.

  


  
    [14] See 3.23.62 for a similar expression.

  


  
    [15] Dante’s claim to present his lived experience as he remembers it strains credulity to the breaking point, of course, in 1.16.124–136 and 1.28.112–117.

  


  
    [16] For similar instances, see 2.18.127–129 and 2.24.100–108.

  


  
    [17] Dante makes a like statement in 3.23.64–66.

  


  
    [18] These facts help to explain why Dante considers his own previous works worthy of quotation three times (2.2.112; 2.24.51; 3.8.37) and of allusion once (2.23.115–117).

  


  
    [19] A similar claim is implicit in 1.24.85–90. Here Dante may have in mind his more incredible subject matter rather than his greater technical skill. At the conclusion of this episode he strangely excuses himself for the “straying” of his pen (1.25.144).

  


  
    [20] See also 2.10.21; 2.13.10–12.

  


  
    [21] See also 2.11.37–45; 2.18.106–111; 2.19.76–78.

  


  
    [22] See also 2.6.34–48; 2.15.76–78; 2.18.46–48, 73–75.

  


  
    [23] Whereas in this canto Dante places Manto, for whom Mantua was named, in the ditch of diviners, in 2.22.113 he inexplicably puts her in Limbo. Given Dante’s revision of Virgil, one wonders whether this self-revision was merely a slip or a deliberate self-irony.

  


  
    [24] In like manner, in 1.31.103–105 Dante has his Virgil correct the Aeneid’s description of the giant Briareus.

  


  
    [25] There are two minor exceptions to this rule. See 1.12.14 and 1.17.43.

  


  
    [26] Similarly, when Virgil has disappeared from the scene, Statius will still follow Dante. See 2.33.14–15, 133–135.

  


  
    [27] From a purely literary point of view, the famous add interest to the work, as Cacciaguida recognizes in 3.18.28–33.

  


  
    [28] Likewise, St. Peter Damian would have Dante warn the world against searching out the secrets of divine providence (3.21.97–99), and St. John would have him suppress the superstition that he was taken bodily into Heaven (3.25.127–129).

  


  
    [29] For such vaticinia ex eventu, see 1.6.64–75; 1.10.77–81; 1.15.61–78; 1.24.142–151; 2.8.133–139; 2.11.139–141; 3.17.43–99.

  


  
    [30] See 1.1.100–111; 2.33.43–45; 3.9.139–142; 3.22.14–15; 3.27.63, 142–148.
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