
G.B. Marino, Il Camerone, 1598 
 
A / ll. 1-10, 28-36 

 
 

 
 

 
 
 

Your magnanimous Lordship, it has already 
been a month since I was imprisoned in this 
hell, which – by what I grasp – is a filthy 
environment. I suffer from pains so terrible 
that – if I am not mistaken – were not 
included by either Aeacus, or Rhadamanthus, 
or Minos in their lists of punishments. In 
good faith, I swear that I cannot bear 
anymore the vast mass of torments that the 
heavens – as it seems – have been making me 
go through. If I had recanted the holy 
Sacrament, 

 
even if I had violated an abbess, even if I had 
set an altar on fire, or devastated a citadel, or 
even murdered a Capuchin wearing his mass 
paraments, even if I had adulterated the holy 
Scripture, mocked the Pope or even God, and 
even if I had offended the world, heavens, and 
nature, I believe that the pains I am feeling 
would be excessive and I think – if I am not 
mistaken – that my punishments would outgo 
my faults. 

 
B / ll. 36-42 
 

 

 
 
I suffer of hoarse voice, and I became thin, 
skinny, and emaciated, my beard and hair are 
so unkempt and untidy that I resemble a billy 
goat. Your Lordship, at the sight of me in my 
current appearance, while I am all alone and I 
battle with my thoughts, you would certainly 
burst into laughter.  
 

 
C / ll. 46-57 
 

 

 
 
 
The cell I have been assigned to is the 
Camerone, where all the outlaws that will be 
hanged are usually designated to. The room is 
neither comfortable nor luxurious, and it is 
both hot and cold, hence one shivers and, at 
the same time, suffocates from the heat. 
Green plants germinate and grow without any 
rain or seed on the central part of the walls, as 
well as on the ceiling and on the floor. The 
room is all sketched with carbon drawings in 
such a way that it seems the Sybil’s grotto, 
and it is all broken, wrecked, and smoked out. 



 
D / ll. 139-156 
 

 
 
 

 
 
 

Here neither prayers nor praises are of any 
help; if you do not possess any money, you 
will starve; here is no room for piety or 
courtesy. Do you think that one might benefit 
by stating “I am a poet; may I dedicate you a 
sonnet or a canzone”? The only and true 
sonnet is the sound of money. You could well 
be another Salomon, a Bembo, a Patriarch, a 
Cardinal. You will die of hunger like a loafer. 
In the end, this would not even be so bad as it 
always makes me behave righteously and 
helps me maintain the Lenten Fast. But go 
and ask the jailer to bring you a missive, a 
written piece, or that he borrows you the 
inkpot. Although you look pale and 
discouraged, the first thing he will do is to 
observe your dress, in order to note if your 
mantle is of good fabric, if it is an ordinary or 
a festive one. 

 
E / ll. 334-344 
 

 

 
 
 

As I have no other support to rely on, but the 
hope founded in you, in whom I firstly 
sacred my life and then my spirit, may, your 
Lordship, remember what I once was and 
that I always brought to fruition your 
patronage, not having ever served others. 
Since I have talked your head off, I end here 
my letter; I am reaching the end of my ink, 
too. From the Camerone, the month of June 
’98, Marino, who was and will be yours. 



 
G.B. Marino, Letter to Ludovico d’Aglie, 1612 
 
X / The Bible and I 
 

 
 
 
 

 
 

 
 
 

 

 
 

De profundis clamavi ad te, Domine. When will the 
angel, who liberated St. Peter in chains, arrive to free me 
from this prison? Or to open my cell with The Key of 
Salomon? Master Noah, who was the first engineer to 
invent the vessel, spent forty days and forty nights inside 
his Ark; but, after that time, he peeked outside and saw 
that the flood was over. Joseph, the poor man, was 
thrown down a well full of quagmire and resided there 
for some time with the frogs; yet, in the end, even 
though bogged down, he was taken out from there. 
Daniel was lowered into the lions’ den; but the prophets 
flew towards him through the air to bring him the wicker 
wine bottle and a loaf of bread. Jonas, who was among 
those who lived according to the customs of the 
forefathers, got undressed and let the ogre swallow him. 
He spent a ton of days within in her inside, but he then 
was expelled from the ogre’s anus onto a beach. What is 
more? God himself did not want to spend more than a 
few hours in the sepulcher; how then do you think I may 
face my condition, I who am but a common man, 
imprisoned in a cave for nine months? 
 
 
I have wanted to bring to your attention the examples of 
these men, who were all righteous people; still, I believe 
that if they had had to suffer longer their condition, they 
would have screwed up their sanctity. That unfortunate 
Job was the most patient of them all, as the chroniclers 
of the old junk report: nevertheless, he complained far 
and wide and screamed: “Miseremini mei, miseremini 
mei, saltem vos, amici mei”. And why? Why so? “Quia 
manus Domini tetigit me”. If he made a racket just to be 
touched by the finger of God, what would he have done 
had he been beaten by closed fists, or had his naked 
body whipped with a leather lash, as it happened to me?  
 
 
“Quale gaudium erit mihi – used to say Tobias, - qui in 
tenebris sedeo et lumen coeli non video?” But that was a 
blindness of little import nor seriousness, outed with the 
shit of a bird and cured with fish bile. What have such 
hallucinations to do with abysses of eternal darkness and 
more palpable than those of Egypt? In sum, take all the 
other ancient travails, and you will find them to have 
been mere pastimes and amusements compared to mine. 
Boats, basins, lakes, whales, dunghills, tombs and 
cataracts, of which I earlier spoke, amount to null in 
comparison. 
 
 
 
 
 
 



 
Y / The call from Jesus 
 

 
 
 

 
 
As a king, wishing to show that he favours one of his 
courtiers, offers him to drink wine from his royal goblet 
and makes him wear the royal livery; so, when Christ 
wants to give grace to a human being, He gives him to 
taste His bitter chalice and shares with him part of His 
burden, so much so that the pains are privileges and 
favours, and one can recognize the greatness in 
hardship. Pretty words: I would like for the Lord God to 
raise me up towards Him by means of some other – 
more pleasant – vocation. Instead, He should go and pay 
a visit to the Turks, to the renegades and those who do 
not know him nor want to recognize him: not to poor 
me, who believes in Him, loves, fears, and adores Him. 

 
 
Z / The poets who visited Hell 
 

 
 
 
 
 
 

 
The poets used, once, to be exempt of any toll when 
they visited Hell; and may it be true, Dante went there 
alive and well under the guidance of another poet. 
However, do not believe that he was in the same small 
infernal circle where I am now. To see Barbariccia grind 
his teeth and Farfarello use his own ass like a bugle, 
Dante hid himself behind a log, but believe me for sure: 
had he come earlier in my Hell, he would – from fear – 
have left an omelette in his socks. Orpheus descended 
there with a Spanish guitar, and was appreciated and 
caressed. I can tell you that, if playing simple tunes was 
useful here, I would play the accordion, the violin, the 
bagpipes, and even the asspipe. Speaking of which, the 
time has passed when Pluto, Astarotte and the other 
satanic demons reduced themselves to a sauce of melon, 
as they heard the drawing of a bow or a caudate sonnet. 
What, then, o Lord, is left for me to do? What side will I 
take? 
 

 


