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1  
Who, even with untrammeled words and many

2
attempts at telling, ever could recount

3
in full the blood and wounds that I now saw?



 



4  
Each tongue that tried would certainly fall short

5
because the shallowness of both our speech

6
and intellect cannot contain so much.

7  
Were you to reassemble all the men

8
who once, within Apulia's fateful land,

9
had mourned their blood, shed at the Trojans' hands,



 



10  
as well as those who fell in the long war

11
where massive mounds of rings were battle spoils-

12
      even as Livy writes, who does not err-



 



13  
and those who felt the thrust of painful blows

14
when they fought hard against Robert Guiscard;

15
with all the rest whose bones are still piled up

16  
at Ceperano-each Apulian was

17
a traitor there-and, too, at Tagliacozzo,

18
      where old Alardo conquered without weapons;




 




19  
and then, were one to show his limb pierced through

20
and one his limb hacked off, that would not match

21
the hideousness of the ninth abyss.

22  
No barrel, even though it's lost a hoop

23
or end- piece, ever gapes as one whom I

24
     saw ripped right from his chin to where we fart:




 




25  
his bowels hung between his legs, one saw

26
his vitals and the miserable sack

27
that makes of what we swallow excrement.

28  
While I was all intent on watching him,

29
he looked at me, and with his hands he spread

30
his chest and said: "See how I split myself!




 




31  
See now how maimed Mohammed is! And he

32
who walks and weeps before me is Ali,

33
whose face is opened wide from chin to forelock.
34  
And all the others here whom you can see

35
were, when alive, the sowers of dissension

36
and scandal, and for this they now are split.

37  
Behind us here, a devil decks us out

38
so cruelly, re-placing every one

39
      of this throng underneath the sword edge when




 




40  
we've made our way around the road of pain,

41
because our wounds have closed again before

42
      we have returned to meet his blade once more.




 




43  
But who are you who dawdle on this ridge,

44
perhaps to slow your going to the verdict

45
that was pronounced on your self-accusations?

46  
"Death has not reached him yet," my master answered,

47
"nor is it guilt that summons him to torment;

48
but that he may gain full experience,
49  
I, who am dead, must guide him here below,

50
to circle after circle, throughout Hell:

51
      this is as true as that I speak to you."




 




52  
More than a hundred, when they heard him, stopped

53
within the ditch and turned to look at me,

54
forgetful of their torture, wondering.

55  
"Then you, who will perhaps soon see the sun,

56
tell Fra Dolcino to provide himself

57
      with food, if he has no desire to join me




 




58  
here quickly, lest when snow besieges him,

59
it bring the Novarese the victory

60
that otherwise they would not find too easy."
61  
When he had raised his heel, as if to go,

62
Mohammed said these words to me, and then

63
he set it on the ground and off he went.

64  
Another sinner, with his throat slit through

65
and with his nose hacked off up to his eyebrows,

66
and no more than a single ear remaining,

67  
had-with the others-stayed his steps in wonder;

68
he was the first, before the rest, to open

69
      his windpipe-on the outside, all bloodred-




 




70  
and said: "O you whom guilt does not condemn,

71
and whom, unless too close resemblance cheats me,

72
I've seen above upon Italian soil,. 




 




73  
remember Pier da Medicina if

74
you ever see again the gentle plain

75
that from Vercelli slopes to Marcabo. 




 




76  
And let the two best men of Fano know-

77
I mean both Messer Guido and Angiolello-

78
that, if the foresight we have here's not vain,

 


 




79  
they will be cast out of their ship and drowned,

80
weighed down with stones, near La Cattolica,

81
because of a foul tyrant's treachery.

82  
Between the isles of Cyprus and Majorca,

83
Neptune has never seen so cruel a crime

84
committed by the pirates or the Argives. 




 




85  
That traitor who sees only with one eye

86
and rules the land which one who's here with me

87
would wish his sight had never seen, will call




 




88  
Guido and Angiolello to a parley,

89
and then will so arrange it that they'll need

90
no vow or prayer to Focara's wind!"

. 


 




91  
And I to him: "If you would have me carry

92
some news of you above, then tell and show me

93
who so detests the sight of Rimini."

94  
And then he set his hand upon the jaw

95
of a companion, opening his mouth

96
and shouting: "This is he, and he speaks not.




 




97  
A man cast out, he quenched the doubt in Caesar,

98
insisting that the one who is prepared

99
can only suffer harm if he delays."

100  
Oh, how dismayed and pained he seemed to me,

101
his tongue slit in his gullet: Curio,

102
who once was so audacious in his talk!




 




103  
And one who walked with both his hands hacked off,

104
while lifting up his stumps through the dark air,

105
so that his face was hideous with blood, 




 




106  
cried out: "You will remember Mosca, too,

107
who said-alas-'What's done is at an end,'

108
which was the seed of evil for the Tuscans."




 




109  
I added: "-and brought death to your own kinsmen";

110
then having heard me speak, grief heaped on grief,

111
he went his way as one gone mad with sadness.




 




112  
But I stayed there to watch that company

113
and saw a thing that I should be afraid

114
to tell with no more proof than my own self-




 




115  
except that I am reassured by conscience,

116
that good companion, heartening a man

117
beneath the breastplate of its purity.




 




118  
I surely saw, and it still seems I see,

119
a trunk without a head that walked just like

120
the others in that melancholy herd;. 




 




121  
it carried by the hair its severed head,

122
which swayed within its hand just like a lantern;

123
and that head looked at us and said: "Ah me!"




 




124  
Out of itself it made itself a lamp,

125
and they were two in one and one in two;

126
how that can be, He knows who so decrees.




 




127  
When it was just below the bridge, it lifted

128
its arm together with its head, so that

129
its words might be more near us, words that said:




 




130  
"Now you can see atrocious punishment,

131
you who, still breathing, go to view the dead:

132
see if there's any pain as great as this.




 




133  
And so that you may carry news of me,

134
know that I am Bertran de Born, the one

135
who gave bad counsel to the fledgling king.




 




136  
I made the son and father enemies:

137
Achitophel with his malicious urgings

138
did not do worse with Absalom and David.. 




 




139  
Because I severed those so joined, I carry-

140
alas-my brain dissevered from its source,

141
which is within my trunk. And thus, in me

 




142  
one sees the law of counter-penalty."
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1  
The heavy sleep within my head was smashed

2
by an enormous thunderclap, so that

3
  I started up as one whom force awakens;


 



4  
I stood erect and turned my rested eyes

5
from side to side, and I stared steadily

6
to learn what place it was surrounding me..

7  
In truth I found myself upon the brink

8
of an abyss, the melancholy valley

9
containing thundering, unending wailings.



 



10  
That valley, dark and deep and filled with mist,

11
is such that, though I gazed into its pit,

12
I was unable to discern a thing.



 



13  
"Let us descend into the blind world now,"

14
the poet, who was deathly pale, began;

15
"I shall go first and you will follow me."

16  
But I, who'd seen the change in his complexion,

17
said: "How shall I go on if you are frightened,

18
you who have always helped dispel my doubts?"




 




19  
And he to me: "The anguish of the people

20
whose place is here below, has touched my face

21
with the compassion you mistake for fear.

22  
Let us go on, the way that waits is long."

23
So he set out, and so he had me enter

24
on that first circle girdling the abyss.

:




 




25  
Here, for as much as hearing could discover,

26
there was no outcry louder than the sighs

27
that caused the everlasting air to tremble.

28  
The sighs arose from sorrow without torments,

29
out of the crowds-the many multitudes-

30
of infants and of women and of men




 




31  
The kindly master said: "Do you not ask

32
who are these spirits whom you see before you?

33
I'd have you know, before you go ahead,
34  
they did not sin; and yet, though they have merits,

35
that's not enough, because they lacked baptism,

36
the portal of the faith that you embrace.

37  
And if they lived before Christianity,

38
they did not worship God in fitting ways;

39
and of such spirits I myself am one.




 




40  
For these defects, and for no other evil,

41
we now are lost and punished just with this:

42
we have no hope and yet we live in longing."




 




43  
Great sorrow seized my heart on hearing him,

44
for I had seen some estimable men

45
among the souls suspended in that limbo.

46  
"Tell me, my master, tell me, lord." I then

47
began because I wanted to be certain

48
of that belief which vanquishes all errors,
49  
"did any ever go-by his own merit

50
or others'-from this place toward blessedness?"

51
And he, who understood my covert speech,

52  
replied: "I was new-entered on this state

53
when I beheld a Great Lord enter here;

54
the crown he wore, a sign of victory.

55  
He carried off the shade of our first father,

56
of his son Abel, and the shade of Noah,

57
of Moses, the obedient legislator,




 




58  
of father Abraham, David the king,

59
of Israel, his father, and his sons,

60
and Rachel, she for whom he worked so long,
61  
and many others-and He made them blessed;

62
and I should have you know that, before them,

63
there were no human souls that had been saved."

64  
We did not stay our steps although he spoke;

65
we still continued onward through the wood-

66
the wood, I say, where many spirits thronged.,

67  
Our path had not gone far beyond the point

68
where I had slept, when I beheld a fire

69
win out against a hemisphere of shadows.

70  
We still were at a little distance from it,

71
but not so far I could not see in part

72
that honorable men possessed that place.




 




73  
"O you who honor art and science both,

74
who are these souls whose dignity has kept

75
their way of being, separate from the rest?"




 




76  
And he to me: "The honor of their name,

77
which echoes up above within your life,

78
gains Heaven's grace, and that advances them."

 


 




79  
Meanwhile there was a voice that I could hear:

80
"Pay honor to the estimable poet;

81
his shadow, which had left us, now returns."

82  
After that voice was done, when there was silence,

83
I saw four giant shades approaching us;

84
in aspect, they were neither sad nor joyous. 




 




85  
My kindly master then began by saying:

86
"Look well at him who holds that sword in hand

87
who moves before the other three as lord.




 




88  
That shade is Homer, the consummate poet;

89
the other one is Horace, satirist;

90
the third is Ovid, and the last is Lucan.

. 


 




91  
Because each of these spirits shares with me

92
the name called out before by the lone voice,

93
they welcome me-and, doing that, do well."

94  
And so I saw that splendid school assembled

95
led by the lord of song incomparable,

96
who like an eagle soars above the rest.




 




97  
Soon after they had talked a while together,

98
they turned to me, saluting cordially;

99
and having witnessed this, my master smiled;

100  
and even greater honor then was mine,

101
for they invited me to join their ranks-

102
I was the sixth among such intellects.




 




103  
So did we move along and toward the light,

104
talking of things about which silence here

105
is just as seemly as our speech was there.


 




106  
We reached the base of an exalted castle,

107
encircled seven times by towering walls,

108
defended all around by a fair stream.




 




109  
We forded this as if upon hard ground;

110
I entered seven portals with these sages;

111
we reached a meadow of green flowering plants.




 




112  
The people here had eyes both grave and slow;

113
their features carried great authority;

114
they spoke infrequently, with gentle voices.




 




115  
We drew aside to one part of the meadow,

116
an open place both high and filled with light,

117
and we could see all those who were assembled.

118  
Facing me there, on the enameled green,

119
great-hearted souls were shown to me and I

120
still glory in my having witnessed them.




 




121  
I saw Electra with her many comrades,

122
among whom I knew Hector and Aeneas,

123
and Caesar, in his armor, falcon-eyed.




 




124  
I saw Camilla and Penthesilea

125
and, on the other side, saw King Latinus,

126
who sat beside Lavinia, his daughter.



 




127  
I saw that Brutus who drove Tarquin out,

128
Lucretia, Julia, Marcia, and Cornelia,

129
and, solitary, set apart, Saladin.




 




130  
When I had raised my eyes a little higher,

131
I saw the master of the men who know

132
seated in philosophic family.




 




133  
There all look up to him, all do him honor:

134
there I beheld both Socrates and Plato,

135
closest to him, in front of all the rest;




 




136  
Democritus, who ascribes the world to chance,

137
Diogenes, Empedocles, and Zeno,

138
and Thales, Anaxagoras, Heraclitus;

139  
I saw the good collector of medicinals,

140
I mean Dioscorides; and I saw Orpheus,

141
and Tully, Linus, moral Seneca;

142  
and Euclid the geometer, and Ptolemy,

143
Hippocrates and Galen, Avicenna,

144 Averroes, of the great Commentary.

145
I cannot here describe them all in full;

146
my ample theme impels me onward so:

147
what's told is often less than the event.

148
The company of six divides in two;

149
my knowing guide leads me another way,

150
beyond the quiet, into trembling air.

151
And I have reached a part where no thing gleams.
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The Thieves
 


1  
In that part of the young year when the sun 



2  
begins to warm its locks beneath Aquarius 



3  
and nights grow shorter, equaling the days, 



 



4  
when hoarfrost mimes the image of his white 



5  
sister upon the ground but not for long, 



6  
because the pen he uses is not sharp 



 



7  
the farmer who is short of fodder rises 



8  
and looks and sees the fields all white, at which 



9  
he slaps his thigh, turns back into the house, 



 



10  
and here and there complains like some poor wretch 



11  
who doesn't know what can be done, and then 



12  
goes out again and gathers up new hope 



 



13  
on seeing that the world has changed its face 



14  
in so few hours, and he takes his staff 



15  
and hurries out his flock of sheep to pasture. 



 




16  
So did my master fill me with dismay 




17  
when I saw how his brow was deeply troubled, 




18  
yet then the plaster soothed the sore as quickly: 




 




19  
for soon as we were on the broken bridge, 




20  
my guide turned back to me with that sweet manner 




21  
I first had seen along the mountain's base. 




 




22  
And he examined carefully the ruin; 




23  
then having picked the way we would ascend, 




24  
he opened up his arms and thrust me forward. 




 




25  
And just as he who ponders as he labors, 




26  
who's always ready for the step ahead, 




27  
so, as he lifted me up toward the summit 




 




28  
of one great crag, he'd see another spur, 




29  
saying: That is the one you will grip next, 




30  
but try it first to see if it is firm. 




 




31  
That was no path for those with cloaks of lead, 




32  
for he and I he, light; I, with support 




33  
could hardly make it up from spur to spur. 




 




34  
And were it not that, down from this enclosure, 




35  
the slope was shorter than the bank before, 




36  
I cannot speak for him, but I should surely 




 




37  
have been defeated. But since Malebolge 




38  
runs right into the mouth of its last well, 




39  
the placement of each valley means it must 




 




40  
have one bank high and have the other short; 




41  
and so we reached, at length, the jutting where 




42  
the last stone of the ruined bridge breaks off. 




 




43  
The breath within my lungs was so exhausted 




44  
from climbing, I could not go on; in fact, 




45  
as soon as I had reached that stone, I sat. 




 




46  
Now you must cast aside your laziness, 




47  
my master said, for he who rests on down 




48  
or under covers cannot come to fame; 




 




49  
and he who spends his life without renown 




50  
leaves such a vestige of himself on earth 




51  
as smoke bequeaths to air or foam to water. 




 




52  
Therefore, get up; defeat your breathlessness 




53  
with spirit that can win all battles if 




54  
the body's heaviness does not deter it. 




 




55  
A longer ladder still is to be climbed; 




56  
it's not enough to have left them behind; 




57  
if you have understood, now profit from it. 




 




58  
Then I arose and showed myself far better 




59  
equipped with breath than I had been before: 




60  
Go on, for I am strong and confident. 




 




61  
We took our upward way upon the ridge, 




62  
with crags more jagged, narrow, difficult, 




63  
and much more steep than we had crossed before. 




 




64  
I spoke as we went on, not to seem weak; 




65  
at this, a voice came from the ditch beyond 




66  
a voice that was not suited to form words. 




 




67  
I know not what he said, although I was 




68  
already at the summit of the bridge 




69  
that crosses there; and yet he seemed to move. 




 




70  
I had bent downward, but my living eyes 




71  
could not see to the bottom through that dark; 




72  
at which I said: O master, can we reach 




 




73  
the other belt? Let us descend the wall, 




74  
for as I hear and cannot understand, so l 




75  
see down but can distinguish nothing. 




 




76  
The only answer that I give to you 




77  
is doing it, he said. A just request 




78  
is to be met in silence, by the act. 




 




79  
We then climbed down the bridge, just at the end 




80  
where it runs right into the eighth embankment, 




81  
and now the moat was plain enough to me; 




 




82  
and there within I saw a dreadful swarm 




83  
of serpents so extravagant in form 




84  
remembering them still drains my blood from me. 




 




85  
Let Libya boast no more about her sands; 




86  
for if she breeds chelydri, jaculi, 




87  
cenchres with amphisbaena, pareae, 




 




88  
she never showed with all of Ethiopia 




89  
or all the land that borders the Red Sea 




90  
so many, such malignant, pestilences. 




 




91  
Among this cruel and depressing swarm, 




92  
ran people who were naked, terrified, 




93  
with no hope of a hole or heliotrope. 




 




94  
Their hands were tied behind by serpents; these 




95  
had thrust their head and tail right through the loins, 




96  
and then were knotted on the other side. 




 




97  
And there!-a serpent sprang with force at one 




98  
who stood upon our shore, transfixing him 




99  
just where the neck and shoulders form a knot. 




 




100  
No o or i has ever been transcribed 




101  
so quickly as that soul caught fire and burned 




102  
and, as he fell, completely turned to ashes; 




 




103  
and when he lay, undone, upon the ground, 




104  
the dust of him collected by itself 




105  
and instantly returned to what it was: 




 




106  
just so, it is asserted by great sages, 




107  
that, when it reaches its five-hundredth year, 




108  
the phoenix dies and then is born again; 




 




109  
lifelong it never feeds on grass or grain, 




110  
only on drops of incense and amomum; 




111  
its final winding sheets are nard and myrrh. 




 




112  
And just as he who falls, and knows not how 




113  
by demon's force that drags him to the ground 




114  
or by some other hindrance that binds man 




 




115  
who, when he rises, stares about him, all 




116  
bewildered by the heavy anguish he 




117  
has suffered, sighing as he looks around; 




 




118  
so did this sinner stare when he arose. 




119  
Oh, how severe it is, the power of God 




120  
that, as its vengeance, showers down such blows! 




 




121  
My guide then asked that sinner who he was; 




122  
to this he answered: Not long since, I rained 




123  
from Tuscany into this savage maw. 




 




124  
Mule that I was, the bestial life pleased me 




125  
and not the human; I am Vanni Fucci, 




126  
beast; and the den that suited me Pistoia. 




 




127  
And I to Virgil: Tell him not to slip 




128  
away, and ask what sin has thrust him here; 




129  
I knew him as a man of blood and anger. 




 




130  
The sinner heard and did not try to feign 




131  
but turned his mind and face, intent, toward me; 




132  
and coloring with miserable shame, 




 




133  
he said: I suffer more because you've caught me 




134  
in this, the misery you see, than I 




135  
suffered when taken from the other life. 




 




136  
I can't refuse to answer what you ask: 




137  
I am set down so far because I robbed 




138  
the sacristy of its fair ornaments, 




 




139  
and someone else was falsely blamed for that. 




140  
But lest this sight give you too much delight, 




141  
if you can ever leave these lands of darkness, 




 




142  
open your ears to my announcement, hear: 




143  
Pistoia first will strip herself of Blacks, 




144  
then Florence will renew her men and manners. 




 




145  
From Val di Magra, Mars will draw a vapor 




146  
which turbid clouds will try to wrap; the clash 




147  
between them will be fierce, impetuous, 




 




148  
a tempest, fought upon Campo Piceno, 




149  
until that vapor, vigorous, shall crack 




150  
the mist, and every White be struck by it. 




 




151  
And I have told you this to make you grieve. 
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The Simoniacs
 1  
O Simon Magus! O his sad disciples! 



2  
Rapacious ones, who take the things of Cod, 



3  
that ought to be the brides of Righteousness, 



 



4  
and make them fornicate for gold and silver! 



5  
The time has come to let the trumpet sound 



6  
for you; your place is here in this third pouch. 



 



7  
We had already reached the tomb beyond 



8  
and climbed onto the ridge, where its high point 



9  
hangs just above the middle of the ditch. 



 



10  
O Highest Wisdom, how much art you show 



11  
in heaven, earth, and this sad world below, 



12  
how just your power is when it allots! 



 



13  
Along the sides and down along the bottom, 



14  
I saw that livid rock was perforated: 



15  
the openings were all one width and round. 



 




16  
They did not seem to me less broad or more 




17  
than those that in my handsome San Giovanni 




18  
were made to serve as basins for baptizing; 




 




19  
and one of these, not many years ago, 




20  
I broke for someone who was drowning in it: 




21  
and let this be my seal to set men straight. 




 




22  
Out from the mouth of each hole there emerged 




23  
a sinner's feet and so much of his legs 




24  
up to the thigh; the rest remained within. 




 




25  
Both soles of every sinner were on fire; 




26  
their joints were writhing with such violence, 




27  
they would have severed withes and ropes of grass. 




 




28  
As flame on oily things will only stir 




29  
along the outer surface, so there, too, 




30  
that fire made its way from heels to toes. 




 




31  
Master, I said, who is that shade who suffers 




32  
and quivers more than all his other comrades, 




33  
that sinner who is licked by redder flames? 




 




34  
And he to me: If you would have me lead 




35  
you down along the steepest of the banks, 




36  
from him you'll learn about his self and sins. 




 




37  
And I: What pleases you will please me too: 




38  
you are my lord; you know I do not swerve 




39  
from what you will, you know what is unspoken. 




 




40  
At this we came upon the fourth embankment; 




41  
we turned and, keeping to the left, descended 




42  
into the narrow, perforated bottom. 




 




43  
My good lord did not let me leave his side 




44  
until he'd brought me to the hole that held 




45  
that sinner who lamented with his legs. 




 




46  
Whoever you may be, dejected soul, 




47  
whose head is downward, planted like a pole, 




48  
my words began, do speak if you are able. 




 




49  
I stood as does the friar who confesses 




50  
the foul assassin who, fixed fast, head down, 




51  
calls back the friar, and so delays his death; 




 




52  
and he cried out: Are you already standing, 




53  
already standing there, o Boniface? 




54  
The book has lied to me by several years. 




 




55  
Are you so quickly sated with the riches 




56  
for which you did not fear to take by guile 




57  
the Lovely Lady, then to violate her? 




 




58  
And I became like those who stand as if 




59  
they have been mocked, who cannot understand 




60  
what has been said to them and can't respond. 




 




61  
But Virgil said: Tell this to him at once: 




62  
'I am not he not whom you think I am.' 




63  
And I replied as I was told to do. 




 




64  
At this the spirit twisted both his feet, 




65  
and sighing and with a despairing voice, 




66  
he said: What is it, then, you want of me? 




 




67  
If you have crossed the bank and climbed so far 




68  
to find out who I am, then know that I 




69  
was one of those who wore the mighty mantle, 




 




70  
and surely was a son of the she-bear, 




71  
so eager to advance the cubs that I 




72  
pursed wealth above while here I purse myself. 




 




73  
Below my head there is the place of those 




74  
who took the way of simony before me; 




75  
and they are stuffed within the clefts of stone. 




 




76  
I, too, shall yield my place and fall below 




77  
when he arrives, the one for whom I had 




78  
mistaken you when I was quick to question. 




 




79  
But I have baked my feet a longer time, 




80  
have stood like this, upon my head, than he 




81  
is to stand planted here with scarlet feet: 




 




82  
for after him, one uglier in deeds 




83  
will come, a lawless shepherd from the west, 




84  
worthy to cover him and cover me. 




 




85  
He'll be a second Jason, of whom we read 




86  
in Maccabees; and just as Jason's king 




87  
was soft to him, so shall the king of France 




 




88  
be soft to this one. And I do not know 




89  
if I was too rash here I answered so: 




90  
Then tell me now, how much gold did our Lord 




 




91  
ask that Saint Peter give to him before 




92  
he placed the keys within his care? Surely 




93  
the only thing he said was: 'Follow me.' 




 




94  
And Peter and the others never asked 




95  
for gold or silver when they chose Matthias 




96  
to take the place of the transgressing soul. 




 




97  
Stay as you are, for you are rightly punished 




98  
and guard with care the money got by evil 




99  
that made you so audacious against Charles. 




 




100  
And were it not that I am still prevented 




101  
by reverence for those exalted keys 




102  
that you had held within the happy life, 




 




103  
I'd utter words much heavier than these, 




104  
because your avarice afflicts the world: 




105  
it tramples on the good, lifts up the wicked. 




 




106  
You, shepherds, the Evangelist had noticed 




107  
when he saw her who sits upon the waters 




108  
and realized she fornicates with kings, 




 




109  
she who was born with seven heads and had 




110  
the power and support of the ten horns, 




111  
as long as virtue was her husband's pleasure. 




 




112  
You've made yourselves a god of gold and silver; 




113  
how are you different from idolaters, 




114  
save that they worship one and you a hundred? 




 




115  
Ah, Constantine, what wickedness was born 




116  
and not from your conversion from the dower 




117  
that you bestowed upon the first rich father! 




 




118  
And while I sang such notes to him whether 




119  
it was his indignation or his conscience 




120  
that bit him he kicked hard with both his soles. 




 




121  
I do indeed believe it pleased my guide: 




122  
he listened always with such satisfied 




123  
expression to the sound of those true words. 




 




124  
And then he gathered me in both his arms 




125  
and, when he had me fast against his chest, 




126  
where he climbed down before, climbed upward now; 




 




127  
nor did he tire of clasping me until 




128  
he brought me to the summit of the arch 




129  
that crosses from the fourth to the fifth rampart. 




 




130  
And here he gently set his burden down 




131  
gently because the ridge was rough and steep, 




132  
and would have been a rugged pass for goats. 




 




133  
From there another valley lay before me. 
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 1  
So many souls and such outlandish wounds

2
had made my eyes inebriate-they longed

3
to stay and weep. But Virgil said to me:. 



 



4  
"Why are you staring so insistently?

5
Why does your vision linger there below

6
among the lost and mutilated shadows?



 



7  
You did not do so at the other moats.

8
If you would count them all, consider: twenty-

9
two miles make up the circuit of the valley.



 



10  
The moon already is beneath our feet;

11
the time alloted to us now is short,

12
and there is more to see than you see here."



 



13  
"Had you," I answered him without a pause,

14
"been able to consider why I looked,

15
you might have granted me a longer stay."



 




16  
Meanwhile my guide had moved ahead; I went

17
behind him, answering as I walked on,

18
and adding: "In that hollow upon which




 




19  
just now, I kept my eyes intent, I think

20
a spirit born of my own blood laments

21
the guilt which, down below, costs one so much."




 




22  
At this my master said: "Don't let your thoughts

23
about him interrupt you from here on:

24
attend to other things, let him stay there;

25  
for I saw him below the little bridge,

26
his finger pointing at you, threatening,

27
and heard him called by name -Geri del Bello.




 




28  
But at that moment you were occupied

29
with him who once was lord of Hautefort;

30
you did not notice Geri-he moved off."




 




31  
"My guide, it was his death by violence,

32
for which he still is not avenged," I said,

33
"by anyone who shares his shame, that made




 




34  
him so disdainful now; and-I suppose-

35
for this he left without a word to me,

36
and this has made me pity him the more."




 




37  
And so we talked until we found the first

38
point of the ridge that, if there were more light,

39
would show the other valley to the bottom.




 




40  
When we had climbed above the final cloister

41
of Malebolge, so that its lay brothers

42
were able to appear before our eyes,




 




43  
I felt the force of strange laments, like arrows

44
whose shafts are barbed with pity; and at this,

45
I had to place my hands across my ears..




 




46  
Just like the sufferings that all the sick

47
of Val di Chiana's hospitals, Maremma's,

48
Sardina's, from July until September




 




49  
would muster if assembled in one ditch-

50
so was it here, and such a stench rose up

51
as usually comes from festering limbs.

52  
And keeping always to the left, we climbed

53
down to the final bank of the long ridge,

54
and then my sight could see more vividly




 




55  
into the bottom, where unerring Justice,

56
the minister of the High Lord, punishes

57
the falsifiers she had registered..




 




58  
I do not think that there was greater grief

59
in seeing all Aegina's people sick

60
(then, when the air was so infected that




 




61  
all animals, down to the little worm,

62
collapsed; and afterward, as poets hold

63
to be the certain truth, those ancient peoples




 




64  
received their health again through seed of ants)

65
than I felt when I saw, in that dark valley,

66
the spirits languishing in scattered heaps.




 




67  
Some lay upon their bellies, some upon

68
the shoulders of another spirit, some

69
crawled on all fours along that squalid road.




 




70  
We journeyed step by step without a word,

71
watching and listening to those sick souls,

72
who had not strength enough to lift themselves..




 




73  
I saw two sitting propped against each other-

74
as pan is propped on pan to heat them up-

75
and each, from head to foot, spotted with scabs;




 




76  
and I have never seen a stableboy

77
whose master waits for him, or one who stays

78
awake reluctantly, so ply a horse

79  
with currycomb, as they assailed themselves

80
with clawing nails-their itching had such force

81
and fury, and there was no other help.. 




 




82  
And so their nails kept scraping off the scabs,

83
just as a knife scrapes off the scales of carp

84
or of another fish with scales more large.




 




85  
"O you who use your nails to strip yourself,"

86
my guide began to say to one of them,

87
"and sometimes have to turn them into pincers,




 




88  
tell us if there are some Italians

89
among the sinners in this moat-so may

90
your nails hold out, eternal, at their work."




 




91  
"We two whom you see so disfigured here,

92
we are Italians," one said, in tears.

93
"But who are you who have inquired of us?"




 




94  
My guide replied: "From circle down to circle,

95
together with this living man, I am

96
one who descends; I mean to show him Hell." 




 




97  
At this their mutual support broke off;

98
and, quivering, each spirit turned toward me

99
with others who, by chance, had heard his words..




 




100  
Then my good master drew more close to me,

101
saying: "Now tell them what it is you want."

102
And I began to speak, just as he wished:




 




103  
"So that your memory may never fade

104
within the first world from the minds of men,

105
but still live on-and under many suns-


 




106  
do tell me who you are and from what city,

107
and do not let your vile and filthy torment

108
make you afraid to let me know your names."




 




109  
One answered me:"My city was Arezzo

110
and Albero of Siena had me burned;

111
but what I died for does not bring me here..




 




112  
It's true that I had told him-jestingly-

113
'I'd know enough to fly through air'; and he,

114
with curiosity, but little sense,




 




115  
wished me to show that art to him and, just

116
because I had not made him Daedalus,

117
had one who held him as a son burn me..




 




118  
But Minos, who cannot mistake, condemned

119
my spirit to the final pouch of ten

120
for alchemy I practiced in the world."




 




121  
And then I asked the poet: "Was there ever

122
so vain a people as the Sienese?

123
Even the French can't match such vanity."




 




124  
At this, the other leper, who had heard me,

125
replied to what I'd said: "Except for Stricca,

126
for he knew how to spend most frugally;, 




 




127  
and Niccolo, the first to make men see

128
that cloves can serve as luxury (such seed,

129
in gardens where it suits, can take fast root);

130    and, too, Caccia d'Asciano's company,

132 with whom he squandered vineyards and tilled fields,

133 while Abbagliato showed such subtlety.

134 But if you want to know who joins you so

135 against the Sienese, look hard at me-

136 that way, my face can also answer rightly-

136    and see that I'm the shade of that Capocchio

137   whose alchemy could counterfeit fine metals.

138   And you, if I correctly take your measure,,

139    recall how apt I was at aping nature."
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)
1  
"Pape Satan, Pape Satan aleppe!"

2
so Plutus, with his grating voice, began.


The gentle sage, aware of everything,



 



4  
said reassuringly, "Don't let your fear

5
defeat you; for whatever power he has,

6
he cannot stop our climbing down this crag.": 



 



7  
Then he turned back to Plutus' swollen face

8
and said to him: "Be quiet, cursed wolf!

9
Let your vindictiveness feed on yourself



 



10  
His is no random journey to the deep:

11
it has been willed on high, where Michael took

12
revenge upon the arrogant rebellion." 



 



13  
As sails inflated by the wind collapse,

14
entangled in a heap, when the mast cracks,

15
so that ferocious beast fell to the ground.



 




16  
Thus we made our way down to the fourth ditch,

17
to take in more of that despondent shore

18
where all the universe's ill is stored. 




 




19  
Justice of God! Who has amassed as many

20
strange tortures and travails as I have seen?

21
Why do we let our guilt consume us so?




 




22  
Even as waves that break above Charybdis,

23
each shattering the other when they meet,

24
so must the spirits here dance their round dance. 




 




25  
Here, more than elsewhere, I saw multitudes

26
to every side of me; their howls were loud

27
while, wheeling weights, they used their chests to push.. 




 




28  
They struck against each other; at that point,

29
each turned around and, wheeling back those weights,

30
cried out: "Why do you hoard?" "Why do you squander?"




 




31  
So did they move around the sorry circle

32
from left and right to the opposing point;

33
again, again they cried their chant of scorn; 




 




34  
and so, when each of them had changed positions,

35
he circled halfway back to his next joust.

36
And I, who felt my heart almost pierced through,




 




37  
requested: "Master, show me now what shades

38
are these and tell me if they all were clerics-

39
those tonsured ones who circle on our left." 




 




40  
And he to me: "All these, to left and right

41
were so squint-eyed of mind in the first life-

42
no spending that they did was done with measure.




 




43  
Their voices bark this out with clarity

44
when they have reached the two points of the circle

45
where their opposing guilts divide their ranks.




 




46  
These to the left-their heads bereft of hair-

47
were clergymen, and popes and cardinals,

48
within whom avarice works its excess."




 




49  
And I to him: "Master, among this kind

50
I certainly might hope to recognize

51
some who have been bespattered by these crimes."




 




52  
And he to me: "That thought of yours is empty:

53
the undiscerning life that made them filthy

54
now renders them unrecognizable.




 




55  
For all eternity they'll come to blows:

56
these here will rise up from their sepulchers

57
with fists clenched tight; and these, with hair cropped close.




 




58  
Ill giving and ill keeping have robbed both

59
of the fair world and set them to this fracas-

60
what that is like, my words need not embellish.




 




61  
Now you can see, my son, how brief's the sport

62
of all those goods that are in Fortune's care,

63
for which the tribe of men contend and brawl;. 




 




64  
for all the gold that is or ever was

65
beneath the moon could never offer rest

66
to even one of these exhausted spirits."




 




67  
"Master," I asked of him, "now tell me too:

68
this Fortune whom you've touched upon just now-

69
what's she, who clutches so all the world's goods?"




 




70  
And he to me: "O unenlightened creatures,

71
how deep-the ignorance that hampers you!

72
I want you to digest my word on this. 




 




73  
Who made the heavens and who gave them guides

74
was He whose wisdom transcends everything;

75
that every part may shine unto the other,




 




76  
He had the light apportioned equally;

77
similarly, for wordly splendors, He

78
ordained a general minister and guide. 




 




79  
to shift, from time to time, those empty goods

80
from nation unto nation, clan to clan,

81
in ways that human reason can't prevent; 




 




82  
just so, one people rules, one languishes,

83
obeying the decision she has given,

84
which, like a serpent in the grass, is hidden.




 




85  
Your knowledge cannot stand against her force;

86
for she foresees and judges and maintains

87
her kingdom as the other gods do theirs.




 




88  
The changes that she brings are without respite:

89
it is necessity that makes her swift;

90
and for this reason, men change state so often.




 




91  
She is the one so frequently maligned

92
even by those who should give praise to her-

93
they blame her wrongfully with words of scorn. 




 




94  
But she is blessed and does not hear these things;

95
for with the other primal beings, happy,

96
she turns her sphere and glories in her bliss.




 




97  
But now let us descend to greater sorrow,

98
for every star that rose when I first moved

99
is setting now; we cannot stay too long."




 




100  
We crossed the circle to the other shore;

101
we reached a foaming watercourse that spills

102
into a trench formed by its overflow.. 




 




103  
That stream was even darker than deep purple;

104
and we, together with those shadowed waves,

105
moved downward and along a strange pathway.




 




106  
When it has reached the foot of those malign

107
gray slopes, that melancholy stream descends,

108
forming a swamp that bears the name of Styx.




 




109  
And I, who was intent on watching it,

110
could make out muddied people in that slime,

111
all naked and their faces furious.




 




112  
These struck each other not with hands alone,

113
but with their heads and chests and with their feet,

114
and tore each other piecemeal with their teeth. 




 




115  
The kindly master told me: "Son, now see

116
the souls of those whom anger has defeated;

117
and I should also have you know for certain. 




 




118  
that underneath the water there are souls

119
who sigh and make this plain of water bubble,

120
as your eye, looking anywhere, can tell. 




 




121  
Wedged in the slime, they say: 'We had been sullen

122
in the sweet air that's gladdened by the sun;

123
we bore the mist of sluggishness in us:




 




124  
now we are bitter in the blackened mud.'

125
This hymn they have to gurgle in their gullets,

126
because they cannot speak it in full words."




 




127  
And so, between the dry shore and the swamp,

128
we circled much of that disgusting pond,

129
our eyes upon the swallowers of slime.




 




130  
We came at last upon a tower's base.
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The Heretics
1  
Along the upper rim of a high bank 



2  
formed by a ring of massive broken boulders, 



3  
we came above a crowd more cruelly pent. 



 



4  
And here, because of the outrageous stench 



5  
thrown up in excess by that deep abyss, 



6  
we drew back till we were behind the lid 



 



7  
of a great tomb, on which I made out this, 



8  
inscribed: I hold Pope Anastasius, 



9  
enticed to leave the true path by Photinus. 



 



10  
It would be better to delay descent 



11  
so that our senses may grow somewhat used 



12  
to this foul stench; and then we can ignore it. 



 



13  
So said my master, and I answered him: 



14  
Do find some compensation, lest this time 



15  
be lost. And he: You see, I've thought of that. 



 




16  
My son, within this ring of broken rocks, 




17  
he then began, there are three smaller circles; 




18  
like those that you are leaving, they range down. 




 




19  
Those circles are all full of cursed spirits; 




20  
so that your seeing of them may suffice, 




21  
learn now the how and why of their confinement. 




 




22  
Of every malice that earns hate in Heaven, 




23  
injustice is the end; and each such end 




24  
by force or fraud brings harm to other men. 




 




25  
However, fraud is man's peculiar vice; 




26  
God finds it more displeasing and therefore, 




27  
the fraudulent are lower, suffering more. 




 




28  
The violent take all of the first circle; 




29  
but since one uses force against three persons, 




30  
that circle's built of three divided rings. 




 




31  
To God and to one's self and to one's neighbor 




32  
I mean, to them or what is theirs one can 




33  
do violence, as you shall now hear clearly. 




 




34  
Violent death and painful wounds may be 




35  
inflicted on one's neighbor; his possessions 




36  
may suffer ruin, fire, and extortion; 




 




37  
thus, murderers and those who strike in malice, 




38  
as well as plunderers and robbers these, 




39  
in separated ranks, the first ring racks. 




 




40  
A man can set violent hands against 




41  
himself or his belongings; so within 




42  
the second ring repents, though uselessly, 




 




43  
whoever would deny himself your world, 




44  
gambling away, wasting his patrimony, 




45  
and weeping where he should instead be happy. 




 




46  
One can be violent against the Godhead, 




47  
one's heart denying and blaspheming Him 




48  
and scorning nature and the good in her; 




 




49  
so, with its sign, the smallest ring has sealed 




50  
both Sodom and Cahors and all of those 




51  
who speak in passionate contempt of God. 




 




52  
Now fraud, that eats away at every conscience, 




53  
is practiced by a man against another 




54  
who trusts in him, or one who has no trust. 




 




55  
This latter way seems only to cut off 




56  
the bond of love that nature forges; thus, 




57  
nestled within the second circle are: 




 




58  
hypocrisy and flattery, sorcerers, 




59  
and falsifiers, simony, and theft, 




60  
and barrators and panders and like trash. 




 




61  
But in the former way of fraud, not only 




62  
the love that nature forges is forgotten, but 




63  
added love that builds a special trust; 




 




64  
thus, in the tightest circle, where there is 




65  
the universe's center, seat of Dis, 




66  
all traitors are consumed eternally. 




 




67  
Master, your reasoning is clear indeed, 




68  
I said; it has made plain for me the nature 




69  
of this pit and the population in it. 




 




70  
But tell me: those the dense marsh holds, or those ; 




71  
driven before the wind, or those on whom 




72  
rain falls, or those who clash with such harsh tongues, 




 




73  
why are they not all punished in the city; 




74  
of flaming red if God is angry with them? 




75  
And if He's not, why then are they tormented? 




 




76  
And then to me, Why does your reason wander 




77  
so far from its accustomed course? he said. 




78  
Or of what other things are you now thinking? 




 




79  
Have you forgotten, then. the words with which 




80  
your Ethics treats of those three dispositions 




81  
that strike at Heaven's will: incontinence 




 




82  
and malice and mad bestiality? 




83  
And how the fault that is the least condemned 




84  
and least offends God is incontinence? 




 




85  
If you consider carefully this judgment 




86  
and call to mind the souls of upper Hell, 




87  
who bear their penalties outside this city, 




 




88  
you'll see why they have been set off from these 




89  
unrighteous ones, and why, when heaven's vengeance 




90  
hammers at them, it carries lesser anger. 




 




91  
O sun that heals all sight that is perplexed, 




92  
when I ask you, your answer so contents 




93  
that doubting pleases me as much as knowing. 




 




94  
Go back a little to that point, I said, 




95  
where you told me that usury offends 




96  
divine goodness; unravel now that knot. 




 




97  
Philosophy, for one who understands, 




98  
points out, and not in just one place, he said, 




99  
how nature follows as she takes her course 




 




100  
the Divine Intellect and Divine Art; 




101  
and if you read your Physics carefully, 




102  
not many pages from the start, you'll see 




 




103  
that when it can, your art would follow nature, 




104  
just as a pupil imitates his master; 




105  
so that your art is almost God's grandchild. 




 




106  
From these two, art and nature, it is fitting, 




107  
if you recall how Genesis begins, 




108  
for men to make their way, to gain their living; 




 




109  
and since the usurer prefers another 




110  
pathway , he scorns both nature in herself 




111  
and art her follower; his hope is elsewhere. 




 




112  
But follow me, for it is time to move; 




113  
the Fishes glitter now on the horizon 




114  
all the Wain is spread out over Caurus; 




 




115  
only beyond, can one climb down the cliff. 


