Original Sonnet:
All my thoughts are telling me of love;

they have in them such great diversity

that one thought makes me welcome all his power,

another thinks Love’s power is insane,

another  makes me hope and brings delight,

another moves me oftentimes to tears.

Only in begging pity all agree, 

and tremble as they do with fearful heart.

Now I know not from which to take my cue;


I want to speak but known not what to say.


Thus do I wander in a maze of love!


And if I want to harmonize these thoughts,


to do so I must call upon my foe,


by asking Lady Pity for defence.

(Taken from Chapter XIII of Vita Nuova.)

Using “ABBA ABBA” method of sestets to rewrite this sonnet, this is my version of Dante’s confusion.

Revised Sonnet:

Confusion with Love is all that plagues my mind;


Love contains a power that is so strong,


But perhaps it makes one become wrong,

The truth about love is all for which I wish to find.

Love of course plays with human emotion;


It may harbor happiness if one were to try,


But can also dangerously make one cry.

Due to fear, one cannot make a stern notion.
Frazzled, I still cannot decide what is best.


Wishing to speak, but I cannot indulge,


Viewing Love’s maze within I shall divulge,

For this I must have confidence; I must not be stressed.

If my thoughts were to resound throughout all cities,


there is only one way for which this can be attained.


Calling upon someone, defence will only remain,
However, this is only if I am to ask upon my foe, Lady Pity.
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