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A Note on Using This eBook

In this eBook edition of The Purgatorio, you will find two types of hyperlinks.

The first type is embedded in the line numbers to the left of the text: these links allow you to click back and forth between the English translation and the original Italian text while still holding your place.
 
The second type of link, which is indicated by an arrow (→) at the end of a line of poetry, will bring you to an explanatory a note.

You can click on an arrow to navigate to the appropriate note; you can then use the links at the end of each note to return to your location in either the English translation or the original Italian text. You can also click on the note number to return to your location in the English translation.


NOTE ON THE TRANSLATION



Since our goals in translating the second cantica of Dante’s poem are not in substance different from those that animated our translation of the first, the reader is asked to consult the similar notice that precedes our translation of Inferno (Doubleday 2000; Anchor 2002). Purgatorio presents some challenges different from those encountered in Inferno, but we have again attempted to give as accurate a sense of the poetry and meaning of the Italian text as English allows. The language and style of this part of the poem is, in many respects, different from that to which we have become accustomed in the previous cantica. The “harsh and rasping” verse (Inf. XXXII.1) used to describe in particular the bottom reaches of hell is mainly lacking here, for the most part replaced by a more harmonious tone and diction. And the themes we encounter now are by and large quite different, as, entering the realm of the saved, we might expect. We need but think of the opening images of sunlight (unseen in Inferno), of the sense of divine grace operating before our eyes, of the fraternal love that replaces the hatred found in hell, of the light of the stars, of the singing so often heard and the smiling so often seen in this place, and, in general, of the theological virtue of hope (and its color, green), missing in even the best part of hell, Limbo (where, in Virgil’s words, “without hope we live in longing” [Inf. IV.42]).

At the same time, things are not entirely different. The pain undergone by the penitents, it is true, is suffered to a joyous purpose, as Forese Donati makes plain: “I speak of pain but should say solace” (Purg. XXIII.72). Nonetheless, in form it is much as that suffered by the damned; all of these souls, too, have their contrapasso (Inf. XXVIII.142), the punishment that fits their crime, and it functions just as it did in hell, either by mirroring the sin it punishes (as in the choking smoke of wrath) or by being its opposite (as in upward-surging pride being crushed beneath a heavy burden). Also similar to those we found in Inferno are the narratives told by former sinners. The attitudes of these speakers and the resolutions of their lives are vastly different (we might compare Francesca [Inf. V] and Pia de’ Tolomei [Purg. V], as many in fact do); however, the way in which their stories are presented is essentially the same, brief narratives, perhaps best considered Ovidian in origin, of the defining moment in a person’s life. Perhaps no other feature of the Comedy is as reflective of the poetic essence of Dantean art as this one, as Robert Browning realized when he wrote his series of Dantesque monologues.

While surely we must acknowledge that Inferno and Purgatorio are very different poetic places, they nonetheless maintain some arrestingly similar elements. From the vantage point of Paradiso the second canticle looks much more like its predecessor than like its successor. But that is another story.

We are grateful to two friends born in Italy and born to Dante for their willingness to sample our translations and my comments with a knowing eye. Margherita Frankel, formerly a professor of Italian at New York University, was her usual careful and exacting self as she examined our materials. The same must be said of Simone Marchesi, who has studied with me as a graduate student at Princeton and now is about to begin teaching Dante in his own courses to fortunate students. We are pleased to be able here to express our gratitude to them both.

Gerald Howard, in addition to his more significant titles and duties at Random House, has been our editor for some years now. His support made publication of our work possible, and his continuing clearheaded and keen-eyed editorial supervision has helped keep the project on an even keel. And we are grateful as well to all at Random House and Anchor Books (including three former students of mine at Princeton) who have taken such pleasure in their association with this project.

March 2000 (Florence)–January 2002 (Tortola)

This printing includes over one hundred brief and minor emendations.

7 November 2010 (Hopewell)
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INTRODUCTION



(1)  History of Purgatory.

It is important that a contemporary reader realize that the word “purgatory,” as it is used in Dante’s poem, while indicating a location in which suffering occurs, is used to denote the place in which every single soul is in progress toward salvation. Thus the current American slang use of the term to indicate an experience of harsh punishment—as though it were hell—is not a useful indicator of what the reader will find in the second part of Dante’s Comedy. In that world, to come to purgatory is to arrive at the threshold of heaven, and to arrive there in a state of grace.

    The idea of purgation has a far longer history as a concept than as a name for a place. Le Goff1 finds the first use of the noun Purgatorium in a sermon of Petrus Comestor written between 1170 and 1180. Several biblical texts, however, combine to make two notions central: II Maccabees 12:39–45 suggests the efficacy of prayer for the dead, while Matthew (5:25–26, as well as 12:31–32) and Paul (I Corinthians 3:10–17) present at least a general sense of expiation postmortem.2 In Paul’s words (3:13), “Every man’s work shall be made manifest: for the day shall declare it, because it shall be revealed by fire; and the fire shall try every man’s work of what sort it is.” Thus the purgatorial refining fire lay ready for later Christian thinkers as a way of conceptualizing the salvation of souls after the death of the body. This process bridges the time between death and the Last Judgment, a period that essentially remains a lacuna in the Bible itself. By Dante’s time, theologians who attempted to deal with the lack of definition of the precise nature of “particular judgment,” that is God’s judgment of the individual soul upon the death of the body, realized that they needed to establish the nature of the divine decision that separated sinners from the saved immediately after death, since the Bible only posits the final judgment as described in the Book of Revelation. And once posthumous expiation and the prayers of the living became the crucial facts that clarify, for believers, both their own hopes and their responsibility with regard to their loved ones, it was almost inevitable that someone should invent a physical place in which this expiation of the souls of the dead might occur.

    Adding to the store of images for the development of a place to be known as “purgatory” are a series of visions of the otherworld, studied by such scholars as Rajna,3 Le Goff, and Morgan.4 Le Goff demonstrates the lateness of the development of purgatory as a distinct place, beginning perhaps with Petrus Comestor and St. Bernard ca. 1170–80,5 and underlines the major role of Dante in establishing the later sense of the place and of its function.6 Cherchi7 has shown that, among these writers, Gervase of Tillbury in particular presented a separate world of purgation that had a number of salient points in common with Dante’s and which may have in fact suggested themselves to the poet, either because Dante knew his work (Otia imperialia, ca. 1210) or was acquainted with its tradition through other sources.

    It is fair to say that by the thirteenth century Christian thinkers were ready to accept the idea that heaven and hell were not the only otherworldly kingdoms. Le Goff reminds us that, in a sermon in the early thirteenth century, no less a personage of the Church than Pope Innocent III referred to the realm of purgatory and that the Council of Lyons in 1274 called on Christians to believe in its existence. Such understandings surely lie behind Dante’s: “Now I shall sing the second kingdom, / there where the soul of man is cleansed, / made worthy to ascend to heaven” (Purg. I.4–6). Dante’s “second realm” thus accorded with the emerging general sense of exactly how the soul may increase its worthiness between death and the Last Judgment. (While Catholic doctrine allows that those who never actively sinned will bypass purgatory for direct access to paradise, Dante does not deal directly with this question; nonetheless, it seems likely that he shared this view.) We should recognize Dante’s originality in setting the mount of purgatory at the antipodes of Jerusalem, the unique landmass in the southern hemisphere and the site of the birth of humankind. We should also be aware of his involvement in a search common to all Christians for an understanding of the nature of the soul’s life between death and Judgment. Whether or not he may have been prompted, as D’Ovidio believed, by a passage in the Aeneid (VI.567–569), in which Rhadamanthus exacts confession of crimes from anyone who has delayed atonement until the final hours of life,8 it seems clear that Dante is essentially responding to Christian formulations of the soul’s pre-eternal afterlife. What is perhaps most surprising is that this lone poet’s imagination of what this place must look like and how it functions simply became the standard source of information about purgation for many who thought of it after. Purgatory has many creators; its definitive shape, as most ordinary Christians eventually came to think of it, is essentially Dantean.

(2)  Ante-purgatory.

Dante’s second cantica (we will learn that name for each of the three parts of the work only at Purg. XXXIII.140, a few lines before the second canticle’s conclusion) is divided into three large pieces: ante-purgatory (Cantos I–IX), purgatory proper (Cantos X–XXVII), and the earthly paradise (Cantos XXVIII–XXXIII). If the second of these has a tradition that predates Dante, the first is essentially his own creation.

    In Dante’s hands, the process of purgation presupposes the notion that some souls may have come farther along on the road to final penance than others, as we learn almost immediately from a comparison of the first two souls we meet who are involved in active purgation, Omberto Aldobrandesco and Oderisi d’Agobbio. It may seem surprising that Oderisi is less afflicted by Pride than Omberto,9 even though he had died some forty years after him and thus had not been purging his pride as long as his companion. However, ante-purgatory itself is based upon a similar conception, one that may have been unique to Dante. While all the saved are, in some real sense, equally exalted (none of them wants more of heavenly bliss than he or she experiences, as we are told by Piccarda Donati),10 their souls are in highly varied states of purification as they enter the afterworld. Indeed, some of them are not yet ready even to begin the process of repentance. And thus Dante has, as far as we can tell, invented this place of “prepurgation.” His decision to do so reflects the notion that some saved sinners were less fully worthy than others and had to spend time on the lower slope of the mountain in order to make up for either of two conditions that impeded their freeing themselves from sin. The first of these groups gathers together the excommunicate, who must spend thirtyfold the amount of time that they were excommunicated in punishment for the insubordination that brought about their severance from the Church. Dante, however, gives back with the other hand what he has taken away with the first. We cannot imagine that many prelates would have acceded to the idea that anyone who had died under the ban of excommunication could possibly be saved. And that the first saved soul we meet after Cato of Utica (whose salvation remains a shock to readers even to this day) is that of the excommunicated, lecherous, murderous Manfred reminds us that Dante is not one readily to be swayed by ecclesiastical (or any other) authority. And Manfred is not here alone, but as the leader of a flock of other excommunicated souls, and the Christian image of a flock of sheep (Purg. III.79–87) that presents Manfred and his fellows itself stands as a reproof of the certainty of certain churchmen—including popes—in the justness of their judgments. Further, we learn from Manfred himself (at Purg. III.140–145) a crucial law of all of purgatory, that prayer from those still alive and in God’s grace may reduce a soul’s time in purgatory. The efficacy of prayer is thus another potential gift bestowed upon reformed sinners.

The second group in ante-purgatory includes all those who were saved despite the belatedness of their repentance. Their period of purgation is thirty times less onerous than that of the excommunicate, a single unit of time for each that they were behindhand on earth, moment for moment, year for year. These souls are themselves divided into three categories: those who were sluggish in their devotion to God; those who died unabsolved; and those who—and the largest group here involves negligent rulers—loved the world too much. Once again Dante is essentially relying on his own authority in the creation of this zone for his poem. And, as though the creation of ante-purgatory were not invention enough, Dante has added another area to purgatory, one even less potentially licensed by the Church, a sort of pre-ante-purgatory alluded to in the second canto. From Casella we learn (Purg. II.94–105) that there is a “staging area” somewhere near Ostia, the seaport of Rome, where saved souls gather before they are selected, with some having to wait their turn longer than others, for their journey through the Gates of Hercules across the seas to the huge mountain-island that stands, the highest point on earth, at the antipodes of Jerusalem.

(3)  Purgatory.

    The mountain’s seven terraces reflect the tradition of the seven capital vices, also referred to as “mortal sins,” or “deadly sins.”11 Pride, Envy, Wrath, Sloth, Avarice (and, in at least one case, Prodigality), Gluttony, Lust: these supply the seven terraces with their crowds. All terraces include the following features, mainly in the same order, as though part of a liturgical ritual for this churchlike place: (1) description of the physical aspect of the terrace, (2) exemplars of the virtue that counters the sin repented here, (3) description of the penitents, (4) recitation of their sins by particular penitents, (5) exemplars of the vice, (6) appearance to Dante of the angel representing the countering virtue. However, not only are there some subtle shifts and changes in the ordering of these elements, but there seems to be an individuated program of involvement for the protagonist. On four of the terraces he is untouched by the physical elements of penitence: he observes the envious, the slothful, the avaricious, and the gluttons without feeling their pain directly. However, among the prideful he himself bends down alongside them, thereby experiencing some of their condition; the smoke of Wrath stings his eyes, not only those of the penitents; and the flames of Lust burn him. Are we to understand that these sins are significantly his? Perhaps so. He is explicit about his pridefulness while claiming the merest touch of envious behavior (Purg. XIII.133–138), but those two other details—the blinding smoke and the afflicting flames—may associate him with Wrath and Lust, as what we know of his life and personality would lead us to believe.

    Dante uses exemplary figures to represent both the virtue that directly opposes the vice repented and, ultimately, as exempla of the vice itself, the second a technique we are familiar with from Inferno. Thus the penitents are at first encouraged to love virtue and finally forced to confront the shame of their former vice. As Wenzel12 and Delcorno13 have established, Dante is heavily indebted to the writings of Peraldus on exemplary figures drawn from biblical texts.14 This middle part of the canticle is the locus of the poem most dedicated to the use of exemplification, a technique of representation associated with ecclesiastical instruction and broadened by Dante to include classical literature and art.

    The experience of purgation centers on a ritual performance of the final act of the sacrament of confession,15 the giving of satisfaction on the part of the penitent sinner, the satisfactio operis (satisfaction by works) that alone may lead to absolution. It is of course true that each sinner who is saved has already, in one way or another, made amends to God for his former sinfulness. Salvation is certainly to be understood as impossible without that. Yet it would seem that Dante considered some amendment as having been tentative (thus accounting for such things as delays at Ostia and stays in ante-purgatory). In any case, the only souls who would seem to be exempt from atonement now are those who were utterly untouched by a given sin and thus do not need to purge themselves on that particular terrace. An individual’s presence in penitence on any terrace indicates that person’s need to proceed in an act of self-reproach, reflecting the contrition and confession that marked his or her freedom from sin on earth, as well as the words spoken to God’s priest in promise of good works to come. And it seems to be only this last element that requires urgent attention here on the seven-storied mountain. Perhaps one way to think of this is that the offer of satisfaction, at least for some sinners, was more of a promise than an accomplishment, and that, for such as them, purgatory offers the opportunity for the fulfillment of that promise.

    Unlike the denizens of Inferno and Paradiso, those in Purgatorio exist in real, present time. Inhabitants of the other two cantiche are in their eternal condition with one major exception: in both realms souls will receive their bodies to wear for eternity only at the Last Judgment. They are aware of time, but do not act in it (and those in hell are denied knowledge of the present—see Inf. X.97–108). All in ante-purgatory or purgatory are timebound16 until such time as their penance is completed. This accounts for the leisurely sense—they are passing the time—we find in the characters in ante-purgatory, awaiting their turn for expiation, as well as for the intense and concentrated effort we observe in all those who are in active purgation higher up the mountain, pressing against the limits of time in their urgency.

At the core of this theological epic lies insistence on the free will’s directing itself to the proper form of love. That will be the subject of the speeches of Marco the Lombard and of Virgil in the sixteenth and seventeenth cantos of this cantica. Our natural goodness, mirrored in our loving natures, is easily diverted from praiseworthy objects of affection. It is here in purgatory that the free will rediscovers its better affections.

(4)  The Earthly Paradise.

    Once Dante’s will “is free, upright, and sound” (Purg. XXVII.140), he is allowed to enter the sacred space “chosen for mankind as its nest” (Purg. XXVIII.78). The long process that accounts for the correction (initiated in the opening cantos of Inferno) and perfection of his will (announced by Virgil in the closing lines of the previous canto) is finally complete. The rest of the poem will have, at its dramatic center, the correction and perfection of his intellect,17 overseen by Beatrice and finally by St. Bernard. How much his intellect is in need of correction is immediately made clear by his failure to understand the kind of affection offered by Matelda, who, as a modern Leah, represents the active life of virtue, but is misconstrued by the protagonist, who frames her offer of brotherly love in inappropriately carnal terms.

The climax of Purgatorio and, for many readers, of the entire poem occurs in the thirtieth canto when Beatrice, whose presence has been anticipated from the second canto of Inferno onward, finally appears. This scene seems to have been prepared as a kind of prothalamium, the preparation for a ceremony of marriage. But instead of preceding a wedding, it heralds a dressing down of the harshest kind. And now it is the living Dante’s turn to do some urgent ritual purging of his sins, involving the rite of confession, contrition, and satisfaction. It is only then, having owned up to his sins against Beatrice (the nature of these remains less than clear to most readers, but they seem to have involved both sexual and intellectual transgressions), that he is allowed to proceed, under the guidance of the mysterious Matelda, toward his ritual absolution, which is accomplished in the final lines of the final canto of the poem called Purgatory. In this place where “the root of humankind was innocent” (Purg. XXVIII.142), Dante has regained his own lost innocence and is only now prepared to ascend to the stars.

(5)  Measurement of Time in Purgatorio.

The opening of this three-part poem shows us its protagonist, lost in sin, coming back to his senses on a Thursday night in late March or early April of the year 1300. He began his descent, led by Virgil, twenty-four hours later, on Friday evening. The journey to the depths of Inferno takes exactly twenty-four hours, while the ascent back to the surface of the earth requires still another full day. The travelers thus arrive at the shore of purgatory at 6 PM on Sunday, Jerusalem time, or at 6 AM as time is reckoned at the antipodes. Telling the time in the heavenly regions of Paradiso is a less certain enterprise. The poet and his new guide, Beatrice, depart from the earthly paradise at noon of the following Wednesday and seem to spend, as we reckon time on earth, some thirty hours traversing the heavens, with the implicit return to this world occurring roughly one week after the scene in the dark wood with which this theological epic began. Time in purgatory, on the other hand, is frequently measured with elaborate precision.

In the fourteenth century the day was divided into readily remembered large periods, which may seem arbitrary to modern readers equipped with chronometers that are precise to the second. Dawn arrives at 6 AM; “tierce” is the third hour of the day, or 9 AM; the “sixth hour” is noon; “nones,” the ninth hour, falls at 3 PM; the hour of Vespers arrives with the declining sun, between 3 PM and 6 PM (depending on the season); and evening arrives at 6 PM. Most of Dante’s time indications are based on these convenient units.

The opening scene is played against the backdrop of the rising sun of Easter Sunday. In Canto III the early hours of morning brighten the landscape as the poets begin to climb. The meeting with Manfred is over by about 9 AM (Purg. III.15–16) and that with Belacqua at noon (IV.137–139). Virgil’s conversation with Sordello concludes as the sun is moving downward, i.e., after 3 PM (VII.43). It is sunset in the Valley of the Princes (VIII.1–3) and 8:30 PM when Dante falls asleep. His dream occurs just before the dawn of Monday (IX.13) and he awakens just after 8 AM (IX.44). He and Virgil set out upon the first terrace a little after 9 AM (X.14–15) and reach the stairway to the second at noon (XII.81). They reach the third terrace at 3 PM (XV.1–6) and leave it just after nightfall (XVII.70–72). Their stay on the fourth terrace (Sloth) includes time for Virgil’s lengthy discourse on love, which concludes at midnight (XVIII.76–78). Dante’s second night’s sleep and his second dream also occur on this terrace, the latter just before Tuesday’s dawn (XIX.1–6). The dream is ended in the light of the sun, in which the two poets make their way toward the fifth terrace (XIX.38–39), where they stay, witnesses to Statius’s completion of his purgation, until after ten o’clock (XXII.115–120). Since they reach the stairway to the seventh terrace at 2 PM (XXV.1–3), we realize that they have spent four hours among the penitents of Gluttony. Their stay on the seventh and final terrace (Lust) lasts approximately four hours as well, since the sun is setting (XXVII.61–68) as they leave it. They spend their final night in purgatory on the steps between the final terrace and the garden of Eden. It is on these steps that Dante has his third dream, again just before dawn, on Wednesday morning; he awakens with the dawn (XXVII.109). It is noon (XXXIII.103–105) as the description of the events observed in the garden of Eden comes to a close.

Robert Hollander            
Tortola, 2 February 2002
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The Purgatorio: English

OUTLINE: PURGATORIO I

Introduction


1–6   

exordium: metaphor of little ship

7–12   

invocation: holy Muses, especially Calliope



I. The setting at the shore


13–18   

the restored delight caused by the sky before sunrise

19–21   

to the east: Venus in Pisces

22–27   

to the south: the four stars (apostrophe: “widowed hemisphere”)

28–30   

to the north (direction of Ursa Major)



II. Cato the Younger


31–39   

a fatherly figure to be revered, bearded, his face aglow

40–48   

the challenge of this old man (Cato) to their presence

49–51   

Virgil: Dante must kneel and bow his head

52–84   

Virgil’s responses to Cato:


52–57   

I come, guiding this man, by agency of a lady

58–66   

he is still alive, but was almost dead when I was sent to bring him through hell to here

67–69   

my guidance is in turn guided from above

70–75   

he seeks liberty, as you once did, dying for it in Utica on your way to heaven

76–80   

we break no law, since he is still alive and I am not in hell proper but share your wife’s abode

81–84   

for love of Marcia let us proceed; then I will report to her your kindness to us when I return



85–108   

Cato’s rejoinder to Virgil:


85–90   

I loved Marcia in the life below; now the new law that accompanied my release forbids further feeling

91–93   

if a heavenly lady leads you there is no need for flattery

94–99   

gird and bathe him so that he may approach the angel with his vision clear

100–108   

descend to the edge of the sea to the rushes in the mud; then ascend by an easier path, guided by the sun



109–111   

Cato’s departure and Dante’s acquiescence



III. The shore again


112–114   

Virgil urges Dante to descend the slope toward the sea

115–117   

Dante makes out the waves of the sea

118–121   

their going compared to that of a man who finds the path he had lost

122–133   

in a place still moist with dew Virgil cleanses Dante’s face and, at the shore, girds Dante as he had been bidden

134–136   

a wonder: the plant, once plucked, grows back again



PURGATORIO I


               To run its course through smoother water   →

               the small bark of my wit now hoists its sail,

3

3             leaving that cruel sea behind.




               Now I shall sing the second kingdom,   →

               there where the soul of man is cleansed,

6

6             made worthy to ascend to Heaven.




               Here from the dead let poetry rise up,   →

               O sacred Muses, since I am yours.

9

9             Here let Calliope arise




               to accompany my song with those same chords

               whose force so struck the miserable magpies

12

12           that, hearing them, they lost all hope of pardon.




                   Sweet color of oriental sapphire,   →

                   hovering in the calm and peaceful aspect   →

15

15           of intervening air, pure to the horizon,




               pleased my eyes once more

               as soon as I had left the morbid air

18

18           that had afflicted both my chest and eyes.




                   The fair planet that emboldens love,   →

               smiling, lit up the east,

21

21           veiling the Fishes in her train.




                   I turned to the right and, fixing my attention   →

               on the other pole, I saw four stars

24

24           not seen but by those first on earth.




               The very sky seemed to rejoice

                   in their bright glittering. O widowed   →

27

27           region of the north, denied that sight!




               Once I had drawn my gaze from them,

                   barely turning toward the other pole   →

30

30           where the constellation of the Wain had set,




                   I saw beside me an old man, alone,   →

                   who by his looks was so deserving of respect   →

33

33           that no son owes his father more.




                   His beard was long and streaked with white,   →

               as was his hair, which fell

36

36           in double strands down to his chest.




               The rays of those four holy stars   →

               adorned his face with so much light

39

39           he seemed to shine with brightness of the sun.




               ‘What souls are you to have fled the eternal prison,   →

               climbing against the dark and hidden stream?’

42

42           he asked, shaking those venerable locks.




               ‘Who was your guide or who your lantern

               to lead you forth from that deep night

45

45           which steeps the vale of hell in darkness?




               ‘Are the laws of the abyss thus broken,   →

               or has a new decree been made in Heaven,

48

48           that, damned, you stand before my cliffs?’




               My leader then reached out to me   →

               and by his words and signs and with his hands

51

51           made me show reverence with knee and brow,




               then answered him: ‘I came not on my own.   →

               A lady descended from heaven and at her request

54

54           I lent this man companionship and aid.




               ‘But since it is your will that I make plain

               the true condition of our presence here,

57

57           it cannot be that I deny your wish.




               ‘This man has not yet seen his final sunset,   →

               but through his folly was so close to it

60

60           his time was almost at an end.




               ‘I was sent to him, as I have said,

               for his deliverance. No other way

63

63           but this could he be saved.




               ‘I have shown him all the guilty race

               and now intend to let him see those spirits

66

    66           who cleanse themselves within your charge.   →




               ‘How I have led him would take long to tell.

                   Descending from on high a power aids me   →

69

69           to bring him here that he may see and hear you.




               ‘May it please you to welcome his arrival,

                   since he’s in search of liberty, which is so dear,   →

72

72           as he well knows who gives his life for it.




               ‘You know this well, since death in Utica

               did not seem bitter, there where you left

75

    75           the garment that will shine on that great day.   →




               ‘Not by us are the eternal edicts broken,

                   for this man lives and Minos does not bind me,   →

78

    78           but I am of the circle where your Marcia   →




               ‘implores with her chaste eyes, O holy breast,

               that you still think of her as yours.

81

81           For love of her, then, I beseech you,




               ‘allow us passage through your seven kingdoms.

               I will report to her your kindness—

84

84           if you deign to be mentioned there below.’




               ‘Marcia so pleased my eyes while I still lived,’   →

               he said, ‘that whatever favor

87

87           she sought of me, I granted.




               ‘Now that she dwells beyond the evil stream

               she cannot move me any longer,

90

90           according to the law laid down at my deliverance.




               ‘But if, as you say, a lady from Heaven

               moves and directs you, there is no need of flattery.

93

93           It is enough you ask it in her name.




               ‘Go then, make sure you gird him   →

               with a straight reed and bathe his face,

96

96           to wipe all traces of defilement from it,




               ‘for it would not be fitting to appear,

               his eyes still dimmed by any mist,

99

99           before the minister, the first from paradise.




               ‘This little island, at its lowest point,   →

               there where the waves beat down on it,

102

102         grows reeds in soft and pliant mud.




               ‘There no other plant can leaf,

               or harden to endure,

105

105         without succumbing to the battering waves.




               ‘After you are done, do not come back this way.

               The sun, now rising, will disclose   →

108

108         an easier ascent to gain the peak.’




                   With that he vanished, and I stood up,   →

               speechless. Coming closer to my leader,

111

111         I turned my eyes to him.




               He began: ‘My son, follow my steps.

               Let us turn around, for this plain slopes

114

114         from here, down to its lowest edge.’




                   Dawn was overtaking the darkness of the hour,   →

               which fled before it, and I saw and knew

117

117         the distant trembling of the sea.




               We went along the lonely plain,   →

               like someone who has lost the way

120

120         and thinks he strays until he finds the road.




               When we came to a place where the dew   →

               can hold its own against the sun

123

123         because it is protected by a breeze,




               my master gently spread   →

               his hands upon the grass.

126

126         And I, who understood what he intended,




               raised my tear-stained cheeks

               and he restored the color

129

129         hell had obscured in me.




               Now we came to the empty shore.   →

               Upon those waters no man ever sailed

132

132         who then experienced his return.




               There he girded me as pleased Another.   →

               What a wonder it was that the humble plant

               he chose to pick sprang up at once

136

136         in the very place where he had plucked it.



    OUTLINE: PURGATORIO II

I. The arrival of a ship


1–9   

the position of the sun, seen first from the northern hemisphere, then from where the travelers now are

10–12   

they are, like reticent travelers, still near the ocean

13–18   

simile: Mars red in dawn sky and light moving over sea

19–24   

the light grows larger as it approaches: its whiteness

25–30   

Virgil makes out the steersman and has Dante kneel

31–36   

Virgil’s enthusiastic appreciation of this angelic being

37–42   

Dante’s eyes cannot bear the brightness of the angel, but he apparently can see the ship, nearing shore

43–48   

the angel stands at the stern, the seated “passengers” sing the entirety of the 113th Psalm

49–51   

the angel signs them with the cross; they come ashore; he departs as swiftly as he had come



II. Casella and his song


52–54   

the crowd’s puzzled reaction to their new surroundings

55–60   

as the sun rises, they ask for directions to the mount

61–66   

Virgil: we are pilgrims, too, and came here a hard way

67–69   

the souls realize, from his breathing, that Dante lives

70–75   

simile: people crowding to a messenger of peace

76–78   

one of them (Casella) is so eager to embrace Dante that he feels similarly moved

79–81   

Dante fails three times to embrace this soul

82–87   

the interplay between them and Dante’s recognition of him

88–90   

Casella’s love for him and a question: why is Dante here?

91–93   

Dante’s journey is prelude to a second; but why has Casella had to wait to come here after his death?

94–105   

Casella: if God has often denied him this passage, there was no harm in that; but in the last three months all can choose to come from Tiber’s mouth, where the angel has returned

106–111   

Dante: if no new law forbids it, sing a love song to soothe my soul, wearied with its bodily journey to this place

112–117   

Casella begins his song, so sweet that Dante can still taste its sweetness; Virgil and the others are all completely rapt



III. Cato’s rebuke


118–123   

the rapt listeners are rebuked by Cato and told to climb

124–132   

simile: doves at feeding, frightened, fly away; pilgrims, listening, chastised, run toward hillside

133   

Dante and Virgil leave just as hastily



PURGATORIO II


               The sun was nearly joined to that horizon   →

               where the meridian circle at its zenith

3

3             stands straight above Jerusalem,




               and night, circling on the other side,

               was rising from the Ganges with the Scales

6

6             she drops when she is longer than the day,




               so that, where I was,

               the white and rosy cheeks of fair Aurora

9

9             were turning golden with time’s ripening.




               As yet we tarried by the seashore, like those   →

               who think about the way and in their hearts go on—

12

12           while still their bodies linger.




               And now, as in the haze of morning,   →

               Mars, low on the western stretch of ocean,

15

15           sheds reddish light through those thick vapors,




               there appeared to me—may I see it again!—

               a light advancing swiftly on the sea:

18

18           no flight can match its rapid motion.




               And in the moment I had turned away   →

               to ask a question of my leader,

21

21           I saw it now enlarged and brighter.




               Then on either side of it appeared

               a whiteness—I knew not what—and just below,

24

24           little by little, another showed there too.




               Still my master did not say a word

               while the first whiteness took the shape of wings.

27

27           Then, once he saw the nature of the steersman,




               he cried: ‘Bend, bend your knees! Behold

               the angel of the Lord and fold your hands in prayer.

30

30           From now on you shall see such ministers as these.




               ‘Look how he scorns all human instruments   →

               and wants no oar, nor other sail

33

33           beside his wings, between such distant shores.




               ‘Look how those wings are raised into the sky,

               fanning the air with his eternal pinions

36

36           which do not change like mortal plumage.’




               Then, as the heavenly bird approached,

               closer and closer, he appeared more radiant,   →

39

39           so that my eyes could not sustain his splendor,   →




               and I looked down as he came shoreward

               with a boat so swift and light

42

42           the water did not part to take it in.   →




               At the stern stood the heavenly pilot—

               his mere description would bring to bliss.   →

45

45           And more than a hundred souls were with him.   →




               ‘In exitu Isräel de Aegypto’   →

               they sang together with one voice,

48

48           and went on, singing the entire psalm.




               Then he blessed them with the sign of Holy Cross.   →

               They flung themselves upon the beach,

51

51           and he went off as swiftly as he came.




               The crowd that stayed there had the look   →

               of strangers to the place, gazing about

54

54           as though encountering new things.




               Having driven Capricorn down from mid-heaven,   →

               the sun, darting his rays in all directions,

57

57           brought on the day with his unfailing arrows




               and the new people raised their faces

               toward us, saying: ‘If you know,

60

60           show us the road that leads up to the mountain.’   →




               Then Virgil answered: ‘Perhaps you think

               we are familiar with this place,

63

63           but we are strangers like yourselves.   →




               ‘We came but now, a little while before you,

               by another road so rough and harsh   →

66

66           that now the climb to us will seem a pastime.’   →




               The souls, who at my taking breath

               could see that I was still alive,

69

69           turned pale with wonder,   →




               and as people crowd to hear the news   →

               around a messenger who bears an olive-branch,

72

72           and no one minds the crush,




               so all these fortunate souls

               kept their eyes fastened on my face,

75

75           as though forgetful of the road to beauty.




               I saw one of them come forward   →

               with such affection to embrace me

78

78           that I was moved to do the same.




               Oh empty shades, except in seeming!   →

               Three times I clasped my hands behind him

81

81           only to find them clasped to my own chest.




               Surprise must have been painted on my face,

               at which the shade smiled and drew back   →

84

84           and I, pursuing him, moved forward.




               Gently he requested that I stop.   →

               Then I knew him. And I asked him

87

87           to stay a while and speak with me.




               ‘Even as I loved you in my mortal flesh,’ he said,

               ‘so do I love you freed from it—yes, I will stay.

90

90           And you, what takes you on this journey?’




               ‘O Casella, I make this voyage to return   →

               another time,’ I said, ‘here where I’ve come.

93

93           But why did it take you so much time to get here?’   →




               To which he answered: ‘No wrong is done me   →

               if he, who takes up whom it pleases him and when,

96

96           has many times denied me passage,




               ‘for righteous is the will that fashioned his.

               It is three months now that he has taken,

99

99           acquiescent, all who would embark.




               ‘And I, finally moving toward the shore

               where Tiber’s waters take on salt,

102

102         was kindly gathered in by him.




               ‘To that estuary he now sets his wings,

               for there the souls collect

105

105         that do not sink to Acheron.’




               And I: ‘If a new law does not take from you   →

               memory or practice of the songs of love

108

108         that used to soothe my every sorrow,




               ‘please let me hear one now to ease my soul,

               for it is out of breath and spent,

111

111         joined to my body coming here.’   →




               ‘Love that converses with me in my mind,’   →

               he then began, so sweetly   →

114

114         that the sweetness sounds within me still.




               My master and I and all those standing

               near Casella seemed untroubled,

117

117         as if we had no other care.




               We were spellbound, listening to his notes,   →

               when that venerable old man appeared and cried:

120

120         ‘What is this, laggard spirits?




               ‘What carelessness, what delay is this?

               Hurry to the mountain and there shed the slough

123

123         that lets not God be known to you.’   →




               As when doves, gathered at their feeding,   →

               pecking here and there at wheat or tares,

126

126         without their usual display of pride—




               should something suddenly make them afraid—

               will all at once forget their food

129

129         because they are assailed by greater care,




               thus I saw these new arrivals, their song cut short,

               fleeing toward the mountain’s slope

               like those who take an unfamiliar road.

133

133         And we, with no less haste, departed.   →



    OUTLINE: PURGATORIO III

I. Leaving the shore


1–4   

the new crowd scatters toward the mountain, leaving Dante and Virgil running behind them

5–6   

the poet’s reflection on his dependency upon Virgil

7   

Virgil is stricken with remorse

8–9   

apostrophe: the poet’s praise of Virgil’s conscience

10–15   

Virgil and Dante stop running; Dante’s curiosity

16–21   

the rising sun at Dante’s back and his shadow

22–24   

Virgil reproves Dante for his lack of faith

25–30   

Virgil speaks of his body, interred at Naples

31–33   

Virgil adverts to the mystery of his “aerial body”

34–45   

Virgil criticizes those who want such things explained



II. At the foot of the mountain


46–51   

the cliff is as steep as those near Genoa

52–63   

Virgil’s doubts about how to ascend; Dante sees souls above them and draws Virgil’s attention to these

64–66   

Virgil, reassured, suggests they approach the souls

67–69   

after they walk a mile, those souls are still distant

70–72   

the souls stop, seeming puzzled by Dante and Virgil

73–78   

Virgil’s captatio, appealing for their help

79–87   

simile: the bellwether and his flock

88–93   

further puzzlement of the souls: Dante’s shadow

94–96   

Virgil answers their unasked question: Dante is alive

97–99   

Virgil’s insistence on Dante’s divine authorization

100–102   

the souls advise the travelers to turn and precede them



III. Manfred


103–105   

the “bellwether” asks Dante if he recognizes him

106–108   

description of his features and his cleft eyebrow

109–111   

Dante does not know him; he shows a wound in his chest

112–117   

Manfred reveals his identity and asks that Dante tell his daughter that he is saved once he returns to earth

118–135   

Manfred’s narrative of his death, burial, and salvation

136–141   

the sentence of the excommunicate: thirty for one; it may be reduced by agency of prayer from below

142–145   

Manfred again asks Dante to seek out Constance once he has returned and to enlist her prayers for him



PURGATORIO III


               Their sudden flight had scattered them   →

               along the plain, toward the mountain

3

3             where Justice tries our souls,




               and I drew closer to my true companion.

               How would I have come this far without him?

6

6             Who would have led me up the mountain?




               He seemed beside himself with self-reproach.   →

               O pure and noble conscience,

9

9             how bitter is the sting of your least fault!




               When he had slowed the hectic pace   →

               that mars the dignity of any action,

12

12           my mind, at first withdrawn into itself,   →




               now eagerly took in the wider landscape.

               I fixed my gaze upon the highest hill

15

15           rising from the sea into the sky.   →




               The sun, its rays like red flames at my back,   →

               was cut off by my body

18

18           and threw the shadow of my shape before me.




               Quickly I turned to look beside me,   →

               afraid that I had been abandoned,

21

21           since the ground was dark in front of me alone.




               And my comfort, turning, then began to speak:   →

               ‘Why are you still distrustful?

24

24           Do you not believe I am with you and guide you?




               ‘Evening has fallen there, where the body   →

               that cast my shadow while I lived is buried.

27

27           Taken from Brindisi, Naples holds it now.   →




               ‘Do not wonder if I cast no shadow,   →

               no more than that the heavenly spheres

30

30           do not cut off their rays from one another.




               ‘The Power that fits bodies like ours   →

               to suffer torments, heat, and cold

33

33           does not reveal the secret of its working.




               ‘Foolish is he who hopes that with our reason   →

               we can trace the infinite path

36

36           taken by one Substance in three Persons.




               ‘Be content, then, all you mortals, with the quia,   →

               for could you, on your own, have understood,   →

39

39           there was no need for Mary to give birth,




                   ‘and you have seen the fruitless hope of some,   →

               whose very longing, unfulfilled,

42

42           now serves them with eternal grief—




               ‘I speak of Aristotle and of Plato

               and of many others.’ And here he lowered his brow,

45

45           said nothing more, and seemed perturbed.




                   We now had come to the mountain’s base.   →

               There we found the cliff so steep

48

48           that nimble legs could not have climbed it.




               The roughest, most deserted landslide   →

               between Lèrici and Turbìa, compared with it,

51

51           seems a wide and easy stairway.




               ‘Who would know where the hill slopes gently,’   →

               mused my master, coming to a halt,

54

54           ‘where someone without wings might climb?’




               And while, his eyes cast down,

               he was searching in his mind to find the way,

57

57           and I was looking up among the rocks,




               there to the left I saw a company of souls   →

               moving their steps in our direction,

60

60           not seeming to approach, they came so slow.




               ‘Raise your eyes, master,’ I said, ‘look,   →

               there are some who can offer us advice

63

63           if you can’t puzzle out the way yourself.’




               He looked up then and, reassured, replied:

               ‘Let us go toward them, for they come slowly,

66

66           and you, dear son, hold to that hope.’




               Even after we had walked a thousand steps

               these souls were still quite far away—

69

69           about the distance a strong arm could throw—




               when they all pressed against the solid wall

               of the high bank, standing still and close together,

72

72           as men stop, taking stock, when they are puzzled.   →




               ‘O you who have come to a happy end,   →

               spirits already chosen,’ Virgil began,

75

75           ‘by that peace which, I think, awaits you all,




               ‘tell us where the mountain rises gently

               so that we may begin the long ascent.

78

78           The more we know, the more we hate time’s waste.’




               As sheep come from the fold, first one,   →

               then two, then three, and the rest stand timid,

81

81           bending eyes and muzzle to the ground,




               and what the first one does the others copy,

               pressing up behind it if it stops,

84

84           simple and quiet, not knowing why,




               so, of that fortunate flock, I saw

               the ones in front move shyly forward,

87

87           with solemn bearing and with modest looks.




               As soon as those in front could see the light

               upon the ground was broken to my right, so that

90

90           my shadow stretched up to the cliff,




               they stopped, drew back a little,

               and all the rest that came behind,

93

93           not knowing why, did just the same.   →




               ‘Without your asking I declare to you   →

               this is a human body that you see,

96

96           which now divides the sun’s light on the ground.




               ‘Do not be amazed, but think

               that not without a power sent from Heaven

99

99           does he attempt to scale this rocky wall.’




               Thus the master. And those worthy souls replied:

               ‘Turn, then, and go on before us,’   →

102

102         showing the way with the backs of their hands.




               And one of them began: ‘Whoever you are,   →

               as you continue walking, turn to look at me,

105

105         and think if ever you have seen me in the world.’




               I turned and fixed my gaze on him.

               He was blond, handsome, and of noble aspect,   →

108

108         but a blow had cleft one of his eyebrows.




               When I had courteously disclaimed

               ever to have seen him, ‘Look here!’ he said,

111

111         and showed me a wound high on his breast,   →




               then, smiling: ‘I am Manfred,   →

               grandson of the Empress Constance.   →

114

114         Therefore I beg of you, when you return,




               ‘make your way to my fair daughter,

               mother of the pride of Sicily and Aragon,

117

117         and tell the truth if another tale is told.   →




               ‘After my body was riven

               by two mortal blows, I turned

120

120         in tears to Him who freely pardons.




               ‘Horrible were my sins,   →

               but Infinite Goodness with wide-open arms

123

123         receives whoever turns to it.




               ‘If the pastor of Cosenza, sent by Clement   →

               on the hunt to take me down,

126

126         had read that page in God with greater care,




               ‘my body’s bones would still be sheltered

               at the head of the bridge near Benevento

129

129         under the cairn of heavy stones.




               ‘Now the rain washes and the wind stirs them,   →

               beyond the Kingdom, near the Verde’s banks, there   →

132

132         where he brought them with his torches quenched.




               ‘By such a curse as theirs none is so lost

               that the eternal Love cannot return

135

135         as long as hope maintains a thread of green.




               ‘It is true that one who dies in contumacy

               of Holy Church, even though repentant at the end,

138

138         must still endure outside this wall—




               ‘for every year he spent in his presumption—   →

               thirty, unless that sentence

141

141         is reduced by holy prayers.




               ‘Now you know how you can make me happy:

               reveal to my good Constance where you’ve seen me   →

               and how long I am excluded—

145

145         for here much can be gained from those on earth.’



    OUTLINE: PURGATORIO IV

I. Introductory retrospection


1–12   

sense impressions and the human soul: a Scholastic introduction

13–18   

three hours and more have passed since they arrived and only now have the travelers reached ante-purgatory



II. The ascent


19–24   

pseudosimile: the cleft in the rock as hole in a hedge

25–30   

pseudosimile: the steepness of the path upward compared to that of mountainous sites in Italy

31–35   

the narrow, rising path through the rock

36–39   

Dante’s question and Virgil’s answer: hoping for aid

40–45   

on the steep, Dante is outpaced by Virgil and wants rest

46–51   

Virgil urges him to make a final effort

52–60   

a moment of repose; view of the shore and the sun’s path

61–75   

Virgil clarifies the astronomical situation

76–84   

Dante’s understanding of their relation to the equator

85–87   

Dante wants to know how much farther they must climb

88–96   

Virgil says that this mountain gets easier as it rises



III. Belacqua


97–99   

a voice of one who has been listening to Virgil’s words

100–108   

the travelers find souls at rest behind a boulder

109–111   

Dante’s gently mocking remark about one soul’s sloth

112–114   

the soul’s return shot

115–120   

Dante recognizes Belacqua, approaches him, and is greeted by the soul’s laconic, if friendly, rebuke

121–126   

Dante names Belacqua, whom he is surprised to find here, and chides him for his customary laziness

127–135   

Belacqua explains his unhurried attitude



IV. Coda: Virgil’s urgency


136–139   

Virgil notes the time (noon) and wishes to move on



PURGATORIO IV


               When one of our faculties is given over   →

               to pleasure or to pain,

3

3             our soul will focus on that one alone




               and seem to pay no mind to any of its other powers—

               revealing the error in the doctrine that maintains

6

6             among the souls within us one is more aflame.




               And therefore when we see or hear a thing

               that concentrates the soul,

9

9             time passes and we’re not aware of it,




               for the faculty that hears the passing time

               is not the one that holds the soul intent:

12

12           the one that hears is bound, the other free.




               This I truly understood,

               listening to that spirit in amazement,

15

15           for the sun had already climbed fifty degrees




               and I had failed to notice, when we came   →

               to where these souls cried out as one:

18

18           ‘Here is the place you asked for.’




               Often, at the time the grapes are darkening,   →

               a peasant, with a pitchfork full of thorns,

21

21           will plug a larger opening




               than the gap through which my leader

               and I behind him climbed alone,

24

24           after the troop went on without us.




               One may go up to San Leo or descend to Noli

               or mount to the summits of Bismàntova or Cacùme   →

27

27           on foot, but here one had to fly—




               I mean with the swift wings and plumage

               of great desire, following that guidance

30

30           which gave me hope and showed me light.




               We climbed into a fissure in the rock.

               The stony walls pressed close on either side.

33

33           We had to use our hands to keep our footing.




               When we had reached the crag’s high upper ledge,

               out on the open hillside, ‘Master,’ I said,

36

36           ‘which path shall we take?’




               And he to me: ‘Do not fall back a single step.   →

               Just keep climbing up behind me

39

39           until some guide who knows the way appears.’




               The summit was so high that it was out of sight,

               the slope far steeper than the line   →

42

42           drawn from midquadrant to the center.




               Exhausted, I complained:

               ‘Belovèd father, turn around and see

45

45           how I’ll be left alone unless you pause.’




               ‘My son,’ he said, ‘drag yourself up there,’

               pointing to a ledge a little higher,

48

48           which from that place encircles all the hill.




               His words so spurred me on

               I forced myself to clamber up   →

51

51           until I stood upon the ledge.




               There we settled down to rest, facing   →

               the east, where we had begun our climb,

54

54           for often it pleases us to see how far we’ve come.




               First I gazed upon the shore below,   →

               then raised my eyes up to the sun and was amazed

57

57           to see its rays were striking from the left.




               The poet understood I was astounded   →

               to see the road that chariot of light

60

60           was taking in its path between the north and us.




               And so he said: ‘If the mirror that moves its light   →

               to either side of the equator

63

63           were in the company of Castor and of Pollux,




               ‘the red part of the zodiac would show

               still closer to the Bears

66

66           unless it were to leave its ancient track.




               ‘If you would understand how this may be,   →

               with your mind focused, picture Zion

69

69           and this mountain positioned so on earth




               ‘they share the same horizon

               but are in different hemispheres.

72

72           Then you shall see how, to his misfortune,




               ‘the highway Phaeton failed to drive

               must pass this mountain on the one side,

75

75           Zion on the other, if you consider it with care.’




               ‘Indeed, my master,’ I said,   →

               ‘I did not understand what now is clear,

78

78           the point for which my wit was lacking:




               ‘the mid-circle of that celestial motion,

               which a certain science calls “Equator,”

81

81           and which always lies between the sun and winter,




               ‘for the very reason you have given

               is as far to the north from here   →

84

84           as the Hebrews saw it toward the torrid parts.




               ‘But, please, tell me just how far   →

               we have to go, for the hill rises

87

87           farther than my eyes can climb.’




               And he to me: ‘This mountain is so fashioned

               that the climb is harder at the outset

90

90           and, as one ascends, becomes less toilsome.




               ‘When climbing uphill will seem pleasing—

               as easy as the passage of a boat

93

93           that lets the current float it down the stream—




               ‘at that point will this trail be done.

               There look to rest your weariness.

96

96           This I know for truth. I say no more.’




               As soon as he had said these words

                   a voice close by called out: ‘Perhaps   →

99

99           you’ll feel the need to sit before then.’




               Hearing this, both of us turned around,

               and saw to our left an enormous rock

102

102         that neither he nor I at first had noticed.




               When we approached, we saw some people

               resting in the shade behind the boulder

105

105         as men will settle down in indolence to rest,   →




               and one of them, who seemed so very weary,

               was sitting with his arms around his knees,

108

108         his head pressed down between them.




               ‘O my dear lord,’ I said, ‘just look at him.

               He shows himself more indolent

111

111         than if sloth had been his very sister.’




               Then he turned and fixed his eyes on us,

               barely lifting his face above his haunch,

114

114         and said: ‘Go on up then, you who are so spry.’




               At that I realized who he was,   →

               and the exertion that still kept me short of breath

117

117         now did not keep me from his side.




               When I reached him he barely raised his head

               to say: ‘Have you marked how the sun

120

120         drives his car past your left shoulder?’




               His lazy movements and curt speech   →

               slowly shaped my lips into a smile, and I began:   →

123

123         ‘Belacqua, no longer need I grieve for you.




               ‘But tell me, what keeps you sitting here?   →

               Are you waiting for an escort,

126

126         or have you gone back to your old lazy ways?’




               And he: ‘Brother, what’s the good of going up?   →   →

               The angel of God who sits in the gateway

129

129         would not let me pass into the torments.




               ‘I must wait outside as long as in my lifetime   →

               the heavens wheeled around me

132

132         while I put off my sighs of penance to the end,   →




               ‘unless I’m helped by prayers that rise   →

               from a heart that lives in grace.

135

135         What good are those that go unheard in Heaven?’




               And now, not waiting for me, the poet began   →

               to climb the path, saying: ‘Come along.

               Look, now the sun is touching the meridian,

139

139         and on Morocco’s shore night sets her foot.’



    OUTLINE: PURGATORIO V

I. Introductory retrospection


1–6   

one of the negligent souls behind Dante notes his shadow

7–9   

Dante’s apparent pleasure in so being noticed

10–18   

Virgil’s rebuke, directing him to keep to his purpose

19–21   

Dante’s blush of shame



II. The late-repentant as a group


22–30   

the new souls see that Dante is in body; two come forward to inquire of the condition of the two travelers

31–36   

Virgil tells them Dante is indeed alive and may help them

37–40   

simile: they return to their group as quickly as meteors or lightning

41–42   

the entire group now races toward Dante and Virgil

43–45   

Virgil urges Dante to keep moving while they entreat him

46–57   

the souls, as one, hope that Dante will bring news of any that he knows back to earth; their last-minute salvation

58–63   

Dante does not recognize any, but agrees to help them



III. The late-repentant as individuals


64–84   

narrative of Jacopo del Cassero:

a) captatio (64–66)

b) homeland and hope for prayers from there (67–72)

c) place and cause of death (73–81)

d) moment of death (82–84)

85–129   

narrative of Buonconte da Montefeltro:

a) captatio (85–87)

b) homeland: no hope for prayers from there (88–90)

Dante’s interruptive question: how was your body lost?

c) place and cause of death (94–99)

d) moment of death (100–102)

e) postlude: the battle of the angels (103–108)

f) postlude: the great storm (109–123)

g) postlude: his burial in the Arno (124–129)

130–136   

narrative of Pia de’ Tolomei:

a) captatio (130–131)

b) hope for prayer, name, homeland, and place of death (133–134)

c) cause of death (135–136)



PURGATORIO V


                   I had already parted from those shades,   →

               following the footsteps of my guide,

3

3             when one behind me, pointing with his finger,




               cried: ‘Look how the sun’s rays on the ground   →

               are cut off to his left

6

6             and how he moves and seems like one alive.’




               Hearing these words, I turned to look at them   →

               and saw that they were staring in amazement

9

9             at me, at me and at the interrupted light.   →




               ‘Is your mind so distracted,’ asked the master,   →

               ‘that you have slowed your pace?

12

12           Why do you care what they are whispering?




               ‘Just follow me and let the people talk.

               Be more like a sturdy tower

15

15           that does not tremble in the fiercest wind.




               ‘For any man who lets one thought—

               and then another—take him over

18

18           will soon lose track of his first goal.’




               What could I answer but ‘I come’?   →

               I said it, blushing with such shame

21

21           as might make one worthy of his pardon.




               And all this time in front of us

               a group of shades advanced across the slope,   →

24

24           chanting Miserere line by line.




               When they perceived my body stopped   →

               the rays of the sun from shining through,

27

27           their voices faded to a hoarse and drawn-out ‘Oh!’




               and two of them, as messengers,   →

               ran out to meet us and insisted:

30

30           ‘Tell us what you can of your condition.’




               My master answered: ‘When you go back   →

               you may report to those who sent you:

33

33           this man’s body is true flesh.




               ‘If they stopped because they saw his shadow,

               as I suppose, they have their answer.

36

36           It may profit them to do him honor.’




               Never have I seen falling stars streak   →

               across the placid sky nor, at nightfall,

39

39           lightning pulse within the clouds of August




               as swiftly as these two ran upward

               and, when they reached the others, they all,

42

42           like an unruly band, turned and charged toward us.




               ‘These people crowding us are many

               and they have come to seek your favor,’ said the poet,

45

45           ‘but keep on walking, listening as you go.’   →




               ‘O soul who go to blessedness

               in the body you were born to,’ they called

48

48           as they came up, ‘here pause a while




               ‘to see if one of us is known to you

               that you may carry news of him into the world.

51

51           Ah, why do you go on? Why don’t you stop?




               ‘Sinners to the final hour,

               we were all at the point of violent death   →

54

54           when a light from Heaven brought us understanding,




               ‘so that, repenting and forgiving,   →

               we parted from our lives at peace with God,

57

57           who with desire to see Him wrings our hearts.’




               And I replied: ‘However hard I gaze into your faces,   →

               none do I recognize. But if in anything

60

60           I can please you, spirits born for bliss,




               ‘by the very peace I seek

               from world to world, following the steps

63

63           of such a guide, that I will do.’




               And one of them began: ‘Each of us trusts   →

               in your good offices without your oath,

66

66           provided lack of power does not thwart your will.




               ‘Therefore, speaking before the others do,

               I beg you, should you ever see the region

69

69           between Romagna and King Charles’s land,   →




               ‘that you be kind enough to seek in Fano

               heartfelt prayers for me   →

72

72           to help me purge my grievous sins.




               ‘There I was born, but the deep wounds

               that poured my blood out with my life   →

75

75           were given me among the sons of Antenor,




               ‘where I most thought myself secure.

               He of Este had it done, who was incensed   →

78

78           against me more than justice warranted.




               ‘Had I but gone on to La Mira,   →

               leaving Oriago, where I was found and taken,

81

81           I would still be back there where men breathe.




               ‘I fled to the marsh. Entrapped in reeds

               and mire I fell, and in that mud   →

84

84           I watched a pool of blood form from my veins.’




               Then another spoke: ‘Pray, so may the desire

               be satisfied that draws you to this mountain,

87

87           do you with gracious pity help with mine.




               ‘I was of Montefeltro, I am Buonconte.   →

               Not Giovanna nor another has a care for me,   →

90

90           so that I move among the rest with downcast brow.’




               And I to him: ‘What force or chance   →

               took you so far from Campaldino

93

93           that your burial-place was never found?’




               ‘Ah,’ he replied, ‘at Casentino’s border   →

               runs a stream called Archiano

96

96           that springs above the Hermitage among the Apennines.




               ‘To where its name is lost I made my way,

               wounded in the throat, fleeing on foot,

99

99           and dripping blood across the plain.




               ‘There I lost sight and speech.

               I ended on the name of Mary—there I fell,

102

102         and only my flesh remained.




               ‘I will tell the truth—you tell it to the living.

               God’s angel took me, and he from hell cried out:   →

105

105         “O you from Heaven, why do you rob me?




               ‘ “You carry off with you this man’s eternal part.

               For a little tear he’s taken from me,

108

108         but with the remains I’ll deal in my own way.”




               ‘Surely you know how a column of moist air,   →

               rising to colder heights, condenses

111

111         and once again is changed to water.




               ‘That evil will, seeking only evil, he joined   →

               with intellect, and with his natural powers

114

114         he roused the fog and wind.




               ‘Then, when the day was spent, he shrouded

               the valley from Pratomagno to the alps   →

117

117         in mist, and darkened the sky with clouds   →




               ‘so that the pregnant air was turned to water.

               The rain fell and the overflow that earth

120

120         could not absorb rushed to the gullies




               ‘and, gathering in surging torrents, poured

               headlong down the seaward stream   →

123

123         with so much rage nothing could hold it back.




               ‘At its mouth the blood-red Archiano found

               my frozen corpse and swept it down the Arno,

126

126         undoing at my chest the cross   →




               ‘my arms had made when I was overcome by pain.

               It spun me past its banks and to the bottom,   →

129

129         then covered and enclosed me with its spoils.’




               ‘Pray, once you have gone back into the world   →

               and are rested from the long road,’

132

132         the third spirit followed on the second,




               ‘please remember me, who am La Pia.   →

               Siena made me, in Maremma I was undone.   →

               He knows how, the one who, to marry me,   →

136

136         first gave the ring that held his stone.’
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