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And 
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were our way 
[moved through moving (started)] 
 
 
pathless wood         
marked by a single trail to mark any path at all 
twisted upward from Hell’s broken floor 
 
no leaves 
rather its foliage almost leafage 
nearly color (verdant) 
 
 
twisted/entangled/unhealthy/warped/tangled 
not knotty 
 
but bloomed bore the track 
there were apples only poisoned 
 
 
home 
(open spaces/fertile fields) 
no rough scrubby like this exists 
 
 
men 
 
 
 
 

Orbit 13 
 

Not yet had Nessus reached the other side 
Not yet had Nessus reached the other shore 
Not yet had Nessus reached the other bank 

 
when we were on our way into a forest 

when we moved on into a pathless wood 
when we started moving through a forest 

 
that was not marked by any path at all 

that twisted upward from Hell’s broken floor 
that did not have a single trail to mark it 

 
no green leaves but rather black in  color 

its foliage was not verdant but nearly black 
the leafage was not green but almost black 

 
no smooth branches but twisted and entangled 

the unhealthy branches gnarled and warped and tangled 
the branches not smooth but gnarled and knotty 

 
no fruit but thorns of poison bloomed instead 

bore poison thorns instead of fruit the track 
there were no apples only poisoned thorns 

 
no thick rough scrubby home like this exists 

of those wild beasts that shun the open spaces 
even the wild beasts who hate the fertile fields 

 
not even between Cecina and Cornato 
men till between Cecina and Cornato 

between Cecina and Cornato 
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for those wild beasts that hate the run of farmlands 
runs through no rougher nor more tangled places 

are unacquainted with such thorny clumps 
 

here the repulsive harpies twine their nests 
here nest the odious Harpies of whom my Master 

here the loathsome Harpies make their nests 
 

who drove the Trojans from the Strophades 
wrote how Aeneas and his companions 

who drove the Trojans from the Strophades 
 

with filthy forecasts of their close disaster 
from the Strophades with prophecies of disaster 

with their bleak prophecy of woe to come 
 

wide-winged they are with human necks and faces 
their wings are wide their feet clawed their huge bellies 

with their wide wings human necks and faces 
 

their feet are clawed their bellies fat and feathered 
covered with feathers their necks and faces human 

taloned feet and large and feathered craws 
 

perched in the trees they shriek their strange laments 
they croak eternally in the unnatural trees 

they scream laments among the nameless trees 
 

“before we go on farther” my guide began 
“before going on I would have you understand” 

“before you go further in” the good master 
 

“remember you are in the second round 
my Guide began “we are in the second round 

began to say to me “know that you are 
 

are unacquainted with 
such tangled places 
 
 
harpies twine repulsive 
nest odious (loathsome make) 
of whom my master 
 
 
wrote 
 
 
bleak prophecies to close the prophecy from  
filthy forecasts 
(woe from the Strophades) 
 
wide-winged they 
feet clawed 
huge bellies are clawed 
 
bellies fat/covered with feathers 
necks/faces human/taloned 
 
 
perched 
shriek their strange croak eternally unnatural 
scream among nameless 
 
 
 
“we going farther in further” my good master began 
 
“we know that  
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and shall be till we reach the dreadful sand 
and shall be till we reach the dreadful sand 
in the second ring and will continue to be 

 
now look around you carefully and see 

therefore look carefully and you will see 
until you come to the sands of horror 

 
with your own eyes what I will not describe 

things in this wood which if I told them to you 
look carefully and you shall see things you 

 
for if I did you wouldn’t believe my words 

would shake the confidence you have placed in me 
never would believe if I spoke of them 

 
around me wails of grief were echoing 

I heard cries of lamentation rise and spill 
from every side I heard the shrieks of anguish 

 
and I saw no one there to make these sounds 

on every hand but saw no souls in pain 
yet could not see whom they were coming from 

 
bewildered by all this I had to stop 

in all that waste and puzzled I stood still 
this so bewildered me I had to stop 

 
I think perhaps he thought I might be thinking 
I think perhaps he thought that I was thinking 

I believe that he believed that I believed 
 

that all the voices coming from the stumps 
those cries rose from among the twisted roots 

that all those voices issued from people who 
 

 
 
second ring will continue to around 
 
until the sands of horror 
 
 
 
 
your own eyes will not describe this wood if told 
look carefully and see my words shake the confidence 
 
spoke of them” 
 
 
 
wails/cries/shrieks  
grief/lamentation/anguish 
echoing/rise/spill 
 
from every side around me 
and I there to make these sounds 
but could not see from whom they were coming 
 
 
stood still in that waste and puzzled me 
 
 
 
believed believe might be believed 
 
 
coming stumps 
cries rose among twisted roots 
people who belonged to people  
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belonged to people hiding there from us 
through which the spirits of the damned were slinking 

concealed themselves from us behind the stumps 
 

and so my teacher said “If you break off 
to hide from us therefore my Master said 
the master said however “If you snap off 

 
a little branch of any of these plants 

if you break off a twig what you will learn 
the smallest twig of any of these plants 

 
what you are thinking now will break off too” 

will drive what you are thinking from your head” 
your speculations will all end abruptly” 

 
then slowly raising up my hand a bit 

puzzled I raised my hand up a bit and slowly 
I then put my hand out a little 

 
I snapped the tiny branch of a great thorn 

broke off a branchlet from an enormous thorn 
and broke a twig from a large thorny growth 

 
and its trunk cried “why are you tearing me? 

and the great trunk of it cried “Why do you tear me? 
and its trunk cried out “Why do you break me? 

 
And when its blood turned dark around the wound 

And after blood had darkened all the bowl 
when it had turned dark with blood it started 

 
it started saying more “why do you rip me? 

of the wound it cried again “why do you tear me? 
to cry out again “why do you tear me? 
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through which spirits of damned were slinking 
concealed themselves behind stumps 
 
 
 
Master the master and teacher: 
“if you snap off little branch 
 
 
if you break off the smallest 
 
 
you will learn off all speculations abruptly 
now break” 
 
 
raising up puzzled 
raised and 
put out a little 
 
I snapped the tiny branch of large branchlet 
from an enormous twig 
 
 
 
the great of it out: “are tearing tear break?” 
 
 
 
its wound darkened around it 
 
 
 
started saying: “more rip of the wound” 
cried to cry out 
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have you no sense of pity whatsoever? 
is there no pity left in any soul? 

Have you no feeling of compassion at all? 
 

men were we once now we are changed to scrub 
men we were and now we are changed to sticks 

once we were men and now we are stumps of trees 
 

but even if we had been souls of serpents 
well might your hand have been more merciful 
surely your hand would have shown more pity 

 
your hand should have shown more pity than it did” 

were we no more than souls of lice and ticks” 
if we had been instead the souls of snakes” 

 
like a green log burning at one end only 

as a green branch with one end all aflame 
in much the same way that a green fire-log 

 
sputtering at the other oozing sap 

will hiss and sputter sap out the other 
blazing at one end whines and whistles 

 
and hissing with the air it forces out 

as the air escapes—so from that trunk there came 
at the other as the wind blows through it 

 
so from that splintered trunk a mixture poured 

words and blood together gout by gout 
so from that splintered limb there issued words 

 
of words and blood I let the branch I held 

startled I dropped the branch that I was holding 
and blood whereupon I let the tip fall to the 

 

 
“is there any sense in feeling compassion at all?” 
 
 
 
stumps of sticks: 
 
 
 
“more! 
more! 
 
your hand should have been snakes” 
 
 
 
 
like fire-log log burning all aflame 
(only in much the same way) 
 
sputtering/oozing/blazing 
hiss/sputter/whistle/whines 
 
 
so from that trunk there came 
hissing 
 
 
and blood (gout by gout) 
a mixture  
 
 
of words 
held/startled/dropped 
whereupon my hand 
 

 
alcuno 

 
 
 

sterpi 
 
 
 

pia 
 
 
 

serpi 
 
 
 

sia 
 
 
 

geme 
 
 
 

via 
 
 
 

insieme 
 
 
 

cima 
 
 

This watermark does not appear in the registered version - http://www.clicktoconvert.com

http://www.clicktoconvert.com


 6 

fall from my hand and stood there stiff with fear 
and stood transfixed by fear half turned about 
ground and stood there like a frightened man 

 
“O wounded soul” my sage replied to him 

to my Master who replied “O wounded soul 
“If he had been able to believe before 

 
“If he had only let himself believe 

could he have believed before what he has seen 
what he had seen only in my poetry 

 
what he had read in verses I once wrote 

in my verses only you would yet be whole 
he would not have put his hand upon you 

 
he never would have raised his hand against you 

for his hand would never have been raised against you 
O bruised spirit” said my sage in answer 

 
but the truth itself was so incredible 

but knowing this truth could never be believed 
“but the incredible nature of the thing 

 
I urged him on to do the thing that grieves me 

till it was seen I urged him on to do 
made me urge him to that act which grieves me too 

 
but tell him who you were he can made amends 

what grieves me now and I beg to know your name 
but tell him who you were that he may make amends 

 
and will by making bloom again your fame 

that to make you some amends in the sweet world 
by reanimating your fame in the world 

 

stiff with transfixed 
half turned like a frightened man 
 
 
Master who sage him: 
“if he 
could have believed  
 
in my poetry 
 
 
 
 
(my only hand) 
 
 
 
O bruised spirit 
 
 
he could never be knowing 
this nature of 
thing the thing 
 
till it was seen 
 
urge made act 
 
 
which grieves me now and I beg to 
 
 
 
make bloom sweet reanimating 
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in the world above where his return is sure” 
when he returns he may refresh your fame” 

to which he is permitted to go back” 
 

and the trunk “so appealing are your lovely words 
and the trunk “so sweet those words to me that I 

and the trunk “You tempt me so with your sweet words 
 

I must reply be not displeased if I 
cannot be still and may it not annoy you 

that I cannot keep silent may it not 
 

am lured into a little conversation 
if I seem somewhat lengthy in reply 

burden you if I succumb and talk a while 
 

I am that one who held both of the keys 
I am he who held both keys to Frederick’s heart 

I am he who held both keys to the heart 
 

that fitted Frederick’s heart; I turned them both 
locking unlocking with so deft a touch 
of Frederick and so gently turned them 

 
locking and unlocking with such finesse 

that scarce another soul had any part 
locking and unlocking that I removed 

 
that I let few into his confidence 

in his most secret thoughts through every strife 
almost everybody from his confidence 

 
I was so faithful to my glorious office 
I was so faithful to my glorious office 

such was my loyalty to that high office 
 

 
in the world where his return returns.” 
 
 
 
“you are appealing to lovely with tempt 
 
 
must reply 
and keep silent 
(displeased if annoy you) 
 
you succumb? 
am lured into 
somewhat lengthy little conversation 
 
 
I fitted Frederick’s heart 
 
 
locking/unlocking with deft a touch 
of Frederick 
 
 
had such finesse 
I scarce removed any part 
 
 
 
I let few into most secret thoughts 
 
 
 
 
such loyalty 
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I lost not only sleep but life itself 
that for it I gave up both sleep and life 
that for it I lost both my sleep and life 

 
that courtesan who constantly surveyed 

that harlot Envy who on Caesar’s face 
that harlot whose meretricious eyes 

 
Caesar’s household with her adulterous eyes 

keep fixed forever her adulterous stare 
were never turned away from Caesar’s house 

 
mankind’s undoing the special vice of courts 

the common plague and vice of court and palace 
that common death and vice of royal courts 

 
inflamed the hearts of everyone against me 

inflamed all minds against me these inflamed 
inflamed every mind against me and those 

 
and these inflamed inflamed in turn Augustus 

so inflamed him that all my happy honors 
who were inflamed so inflamed Augustus 

 
and my happy honors turned to sad laments 

were changed to mourning then unjustly blamed 
that all my happy honors turned to mourning 

 
my mind moved by scornful satisfaction 
my soul in scorn and thinking to be free 

my spirit in a temper of disdain 
 

believing death would free me from all scorn 
of scorn in death made me at last though just 

believing it could flee disdain by dying 
 

not only gave up my courtesan 
 
 
 
 
but constantly surveyed Caesar’s face 
whose eyes 
 
keep fixed eyes 
with stare 
never turned away from 
 
mankind’s undoing 
special plague/court/palace 
death royal 
 
 
 
and in turn 
 
all my happy honors 
were unjustly blamed 
 
 
 
 
sad laments were 
 
moved by thinking to 
 
 
 
 
 
flee disdain by dying 
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made me unjust to me who was all just 
unjust to myself by the new roots of this tree 

made me unjust to my own self 
 

by these strange roots of my own tree I swear 
I swear to you that never in word or spirit 

I swear to you by the new roots of this tree 
 

to you that never once did I break faith 
did I break faith to my lord and emperor 

that I never violated the trust 
 

with my lord who was so worthy of all honor 
who was so worthy of honor in his merit 

of my master who merited such honor 
 

if one of you should go back to the world 
if either of you return to the world speak for me 

and if one of you returns to the world 
 

restore the memory of me who here 
to vindicate in the memory of men 

may he revive the memory of me 
 

remain cut down by the blow that Envy gave” 
one who lies prostrate from the blows of Envy” 

which still lies fallen from the blows of envy” 
 

my poet paused awhile then said to me 
the Poet stood then turned “Since he is silent” 
the poet waited for a while and then said to me 

 
“Since he is silent now don’t lose your chance 

he said to me “do not you waste this hour 
“now that he is silent waste no time 

 

my new self 
the roots of this tree 
 
 
 
strange that 
never once violated 
 
my lord and emperor 
 
 
 
 
(master merited such honor) 
 
 
 
 
speak for me 
 
 
 
revive 
 
 
 
one cut down by envy” 
 
 
my Poet paused/waited/turned: 
“since he is silent 
 
don’t lose time 
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ask him if there is more you wish to know” 
if you wish to ask about his life or torment” 
speak up and ask him anything you please” 

 
“Why don’t you keep on questioning” I said 

and I replied “question him for my part 
but I replied “question him some more yourself 

 
“and ask him for my part what I would ask 

or whatever you think I would do well to hear 
about anything you believe would interest me 

 
for I cannot such pity chokes my heart” 

I could not such compassion chokes my heart” 
I cannot my heart is too full of pity” 

 
he began again “that this man may fulfill 
the Poet began again “that this man may 
with that he started once again “As freely 

 
generously what your words cry out for 

with all his heart do for you what your words 
as that man may do what you have asked 

 
imprisoned soul may it please you to continue 

entreat him to imprisoned spirit I pray 
may it please you O imprisoned spirit 

 
by telling us just how a soul gets bound 
tell us how the soul is bound and bent 

to tell us further how the soul is tied up 
 

into these knots and tell us if you know 
into these knots and whether any ever 

in these knots and tell us if you can 
 

there is more to know about 
life and torment” 
 
 
 
said: 
“why don’t you keep my part yourself 
 
and ask him whatever about anything? 
 
 
 
my think is too full of 
not compassion” 
 
 
 
 
the Poet started: 
 
“cry out with that man 
 
 
 
 
 
entreat him 
 
to further gets tied up 
and 
 
 
whether any know 
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whether any soul might someday leave his branches” 
frees itself from such imprisonment” 

if any ever frees itself from such limbs” 
 

at that the trunk breathed heavily and then 
at that the trunk blew powerfully and then 

with that the tree trunk started to blow hard 
 

the breath changed to a voice that spoke these words 
the wind became a voice that spoke these words 

and then that wind was changed into a voice 
 

“Your question will be answered very briefly 
“briefly is the answer given when 

“The answer shall be given you in brief 
 

the moment that the violent soul departs 
out of the flesh from which it tore itself 

whenever a wild spirit leaves the body 
 

the body it has torn itself away from 
the violent spirit comes to punishment 

from which it has been wrenched by its own hand 
 

Minòs sends it down to the seventh hole 
Minos assigns it to the seventh shelf 

Minos commits it to the seventh gorge 
 

it drops to the wood not in a place allotted 
it falls into the wood and landing there 
it falls in the wood not in a given place 

 
but anywhere that fortune tosses it 

wherever fortune flings it it strikes root 
but wherever Fortune catapults it 

 

if limbs/soul might someday leave 
branches” 
 
 
 
 
tree became breath 
 
and then was into: 
 
 
 
 
 
“your question is you in brief 
 
when violent soul 
leaves out of moment 
from which it tore itself 
 
spirit comes to punishment 
by its own hand 
 
 
Minòs sends down hole 
assigns shelf 
commits gorge 
 
 
 
and landing 
 
anywhere Fortune flings 
strikes root 
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there like a grain of spelt it germinates 
and there it sprouts lusty as any tare 

and there it starts to sprout as from a seed 
 

soon springs into a sapling then a wild tree 
shoots up a sapling and becomes a tree 

from a sprig it grows into a woody plant 
 

at last the harpies feasting on its leaves 
the Harpies feeding on its leaves then give it 

the Harpies then by biting off the leaves 
 

create its pain and for the pain an outlet 
pain and pain’s outlet simultaneously 

cause pain and make a window for that pain 
 

like the rest we shall return to claim our bodies 
like the rest we shall go for our husks on Judgment Day 

like the others we shall come for our bodies 
 

but never again to wear them—wrong it is 
but not that we may wear them for it is not just 

but not to reassume them for it is not just 
 

for a man to have again what he once cast off 
that a man be given what he throws away 

that men should have what they take from themselves 
 

we shall drag them here and all along the mournful 
here shall we drag them and in this mournful glade 

we shall drag them down here and all over 
 

forest our bodies shall hang forever more 
our bodies will dangle to the end of time 

this melancholy wood our bodies shall hang 
 

like seed of lusty 
 
 
 
sprig soon springs wild 
shoots up 
and becomes woody plant 
 
 
 
harpies give it biting 
 
create pain’s window 
 
 
 
 
 
others come/go to claim 
 
that we may never reassume 
 
 
 
 
to cast off once from ourselves 
 
 
 
 
along this mournful 
 
end of time dangle. 
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each one on a thorn of its own alien shade” 
each on the thorns of its tormented shade” 

each from the tree of its injurious shade” 
 

we were standing still attentive to the trunk 
we waited by the trunk but it said no more 

we were still listening to the tree trunk 
 

thinking perhaps it might have more to say 
and waiting we were startled by a noise 

thinking that it wanted to say something more 
 

when we were startled by a rushing sound 
that grew through all the wood just such a roar 

to us when we were startled by a noise 
 

such as the hunter hears from where he stands 
and trembling as one feels when the boar and chase 
the way men are when they sense a boar hunt near 

 
first the boar then all the chase approaching 

approach his stand the beasts and branches crashing 
and hear the beasts yelp and the branches rustle 

 
the crash of hunting dogs and branches smashing 

and clashing in the heat of the fierce race 
and lo there on the left two naked and 

 
then to the left of us appeared two shapes 
and there on the left running so violently 

lacerated souls were fleeing with such speed 
 

naked and gashed fleeing with such rough speed 
they broke off every twig in the dark wood 

they shivered every sapling in that wood 
 

a tree tormented from 
thorn/own/alien” 
 
 
waited by standing 
but it said 
no more listening 
 
 
perhaps startled by 
a something 
 
rushing through the wood 
roar/noise 
to us 
 
 
trembling and sense 
 
 
approach approaching 
first hear yelp 
then crashing 
 
branches smashing/clashing 
lo 
hunting dogs in fierce heat 
 
two shapes appeared 
running so lacerated 
violently with speed 
 
naked and gashed 
 
the dark shivered 
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they tore away with them the bushes’ branches 
two torn and naked wraiths went plunging by me 

the one ahead cried out “come quickly death” 
 

the one ahead: “come on come quickly death!” 
the leader cried “come now, O death!  Come now!” 

the other who seemed to him to be too slow 
 

the other who could not keep up the pace 
and the other seeing that he was outrun 

was shouting “your legs were not so willing 
 

screamed “Lano, your legs were not so nimble 
cried out “your legs were not so ready Lano 

Lano at the jousts of Toppo” 
 

when you jousted in the tournament of Toppo!” 
in the jousts at the Toppo!”  and suddenly in his rush 

perhaps because he had run out of breath 
 

and then from lack of breath perhaps he slipped 
perhaps because his breath was failing him 

he tried to hide himself behind a bush 
 

into a bush and wrapped himself in thorns 
he hid himself inside a thorny bush 

in back of them the wood was overrun 
 

behind these two the wood was overrun 
and cowered among its leaves then at his back 

with black bitches ravenous and swift 
 

by packs of black bitches ravenous and ready 
the wood leaped with black bitches swift as greyhounds 

as greyhounds that have broken from their chains 
 

tore torn naked plunging 
by me 
one cried out: “come quickly death 
 
now O now” 
 
 
 
 
other one shouting: 
“your legs were so nimble 
 
at the jousts of jousted jousts” 
 
 
 
and his breath 
rush failing him 
 
 
 
tried to hide behind 
a lack of bush 
 
wrapped in thorns 
 
 
 
cowered among leaves 
then his back overrun 
with black bitches 
 
(ravenous/ravenous) 
 
broken from their broken chains 
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like hunting dogs just broken from their chains 
escaping from their leash and all the pack 

they sank their teeth into the one who crouched there 
 

they sank their fangs in that poor wretch who hid 
sprang on him with their fangs they opened him 

they tore him limb from limb and then 
 

they ripped him open piece by piece 
and tore him savagely and then withdrew 

they carried off his pitiful remains 
 

ran off with mouthfuls of his wretched limbs 
carrying his body with them limb by limb 

my escort now took me by the hand and led me 
 

quickly my escort took me by the hand 
then taking me by the hand across the wood 

to the bush that was weeping all in vain 
 

and led me over to the bush that wept 
my Master led me toward the bush lamenting 

through its bleeding gashes 
 

its vain laments from every bleeding sore 
all its fractures blew out words and blood 

“O Giacomo da Sant’ Andrea” it said 
 

“O Giacomo da Sant’ Andrea” it said 
“O Jacomo da Sant’ Andrea” it said 

“what did it profit you to hid behind me? 
 

“what good was it for you to hide in me? 
“what have you gained in making me your screen? 

why should I be blamed for your wicked life?” 
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sank teeth 
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what fault have I if you led an evil life?” 
what part had I in the foul life you led?” 

when the Master had stopped in front of him 
 

my master standing over it inquired 
and when my Master had drawn up to it 

he said “who were you that through so many wounds 
 

“who were you once that now through many wounds 
he said “who were you who through all your wounds 

breathe out such melancholy words with blood?” 
 

breathes a grieving sermon with your blood?” 
blow out your blood with your lament sad spirit?” 

and he to us “O spirits have come 
 

he answered us “O souls who have just come 
and he to us “you who have come to see 

in time to see the shameful mutilation  
 

in time to see this unjust mutilation 
how the outrageous mangling of these hounds 

that has severed all my leaves from me 
 

that has separated me from all my leaves 
has torn my boughs and stripped my leaves from me 

collect them at the foot of this sad bush! 
 

gather them round the foot of this sad bush 
O heap them round my ruin!  I was born 

I was of the city which changed its first patron 
 

I was from the city that took the Baptist 
in the city that tore down Mars and raised the Baptist 

for the Baptist in consequence of which 
 

 
rea 

 
 
 

fermo 
 
 
 

punte 
 
 
 

sermo 
 
 
 

giunte 
 
 
 

disonesto 
 
 
 

disgiunte 
 
 
 

cesto 
 
 
 

Batista 
 
 

 
 
Master of master and Master 
 
inquired: 
 
“wounds now breathe 
 
words and blood?” 
 
 
 
 
 
a grieving sermon spirit 
 
answered: 
 
“mutilation in time to mangling 
 
has severed my me 
 
 
 
 
collect all torn/stripped boughs 
at the foot of this sad 
 
heap my ruin 
 
 
 
 
I was from Mars 
and raised 
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questo 

 
 
 

trista 
 
 
 

Arno 
 
 
 

vista 
 
 
 

rifondarno 
 
 
 

rimase 
 
 
 

indarno 
 
 
 

case 
 

in exchange for her first patron who for this 
on that account the God of War has sworn 

he will always bring her grief with his arts 
 

swears by his art she will have endless sorrow 
her sorrow shall not end and were it not 

and if some vestige of his image 
 

and were it not that on Arno’s bridge 
that something of his image still survives 

did not still remain on the Arno bridge 
 

some vestige of his image still remains 
on the bridge across the Arno some have thought 

those citizens that later reconstructed her 
 

those citizens who built anew the city 
those citizens who of their love and pain 

from the ashes that Attila left behind 
 

on the ashes that Attila left behind 
afterwards rebuilt it from the ashes 

would all have done their work in vain 
 

would have accomplished such a task in vain 
left by Attila would have worked in vain 

I made a gallows for me of my home” 
 

I turned my home into my hanging place” 
I am one who has no tale to tell 

 
I made a gibbet of my own lintel” 

 

in exchange for grief arts 
 
 
 
 
 
some vestige of endless end 
 
 
 
still survives 
 
 
 
on the bridge across 
 
 
 
love and ashes 
 
 
 
rebuilt it in Attila from pain 
 
my task accomplished 
I made my home 
into a gibbet 
 
 
a hanging tale 
no one has to tell 
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