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Debauchery of my World 

  Black Acres, Take me… 

My temple of winds—take me there—candles paralyze pressure creating 

debauchery of compensation—first-hand care of entitlement and faded linens of 

of clothes that grew in holes, ripped in the process, overall benefit of my celebrations [6]. 

Bended mind—wake of curtain—parachute of another’s love since I couldn’t ever love myself. 

I considered continuous coincidental content that self-absorbed, like the marathon I ran in my 

mind—bomber of pleasure—withdrawal from pressuring external sources. I don’t know who I 

am. My elevator pitch of myself towards another piece ran like the Diamondback—wading over 

waters I never knew—wisecrack of my good self—I riddled myself dry [6]. 

Monsters composed of bloodshed—piled like the mountains of food that acted as deadstock to 

the black metal shelves shaving itself away from the pressure of its weight—inflated in 

proportion all over the place, sticky and scratched—my announcement of courage came way too 

late. I am a piece of decoration hung up in a house—somewhere grand and far out in the distance 

with stone slabs that had vines grow over it—epicalyx being the last chance of hope for myself. 

 

I hear about it all the time—we are living in an age that’s rapidly losing the consciousness of sin 

[1]. Sin is the rebellion against god—bringing forth no good, but only evil—a condition that is 

worse than that of the unconscious brute—a bloodthirsty creature who does nothing but destroy 
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himself [1]. Though, sin is inevitable—isn’t it? Some may say that Dante reached beyond 

Christianity within his Inferno Canto’s pieces [1]. What are the facts of the moral world, and 

how does one understand themselves? Well, the “Divina Commedia” is the outcome of such an 

exhaustive reflection upon the facts of the moral world—culminating this finitude of classes to 

the unity of an inclusive process that is both very complicated and nuanced [1]. He, who stands 

over the gate of hell—lies an inscription of this gate that reads “Through me is the way into the 

doleful city; through me the way into the eternal; through me the way among the people lost. 

Justice moved my high Maker; Divine Fower made me; Wisdom Supreme and Primal Love.” 

(Blow 5)  [1]. My personal hell lies in the many theoretical levels that hell supposedly sits on—

where deep hell refused to accept me just like it did to Dante—and I’m not rebellious nor faithful 

enough [1]. 

 

  Devour 

Gradient of water—but it hides poisonous expertise in the percentage 

 attitude like a dictator, you’re going to get what you want 

  I am the plaintiff standing in front of anxiety 

   fastidious yet waiting for the momentum to shatter 

    winter could’ve destroyed your desire 

     primary care could’ve taken over 

      you’re lucky that others could track you 

       explicit and central to the problem 

        conception of getting the hell out 

         dilemma became entertained 



Brown 3 
 

          insistence  

           I’m a hostage 

            to it. 

 

Just like Dante, I try to escape my own terrible plight and pity on both of the hands [2]. To be 

viewed in a different light, to be confused to myself—but I’m just as afraid as the higher power 

compassionately watching over my journey [2]. I speak in contrast to it, I weep at the sight of 

myself, though I have done my best to change, I confront my tears of pity into the great horrors 

of sight that I hope I never have to see—but the afterlife is inevitable, after all [2]. I am selfish, 

as I am more concerned with my own fate rather than that of other sinners who surround me—

cruelty in my questioning and in the way that I handle things, contaminating and endangering 

others around me without realizing it until after the fact [2]. Sins compound onto each other like 

my emotions do when I’m in such a dangerous state of change—one that’s disdained, more so 

because of my own curiosity to see what other sinners are doing [2]. It’s not the fact that I have 

become cleansed of human pity like Dante could’ve become—I’ve become so hardened through 

contamination of sin to the point where even the most pathetic of humans failing can’t even 

phase me, emotionless to the bone, normalized to this cycle of misery [2]. Curiosity kills the 

cat—but I am not the cat, and I am instead a human being subject to this world and the God who 

rules it—insatiable curiosity eating me away and destroying me once I’ve really delved into it—

the cat cannot sin, as the acknowledgment of sin is only of awareness to the human at hand [2]. 

 

   Structured with and without—reason. 

I am a hostage to this world that we’re all in. 
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Designers hiding devilish gems and brimstones in fashion boutiques  

laborers being forced to make  the things we wear on our bodies for digits that aren’t even 

double. Spare change becomes in quantity instead of quality 

monopoly becomes synonymous with profits the same ones making the lower-class 

more poorer and bloodier on the amount they have on their hands  constitutional 

becoming regression  lifestyles becoming thrifted  I wish I could afford a house 

one day information being sold to countries  where we’ve never even  been. 

Yes, I am a part of the guerilla that logs a force behind it  sticks lots of stickers in place 

where perhaps they shouldn’t be, but I also serve as an icebreaker in those I converse 

with 

 eagle in the sky that keeps practicing and turning for the right moment to come down 

economics not being my forte   but certainly those aircrafts that kill hundreds of people 

aren’t on their hands—the same hands that own thousands of employees under their belts 

 yet they still lay people off   seemingly for entertainment  to reinstate 

their loyalty  to press on their hierarchy in a way that’s like a cassette player they only play 

you for so long until the march for another exclusive cassette is eventually played 

I am eternal. I am upset. I am not intermediate in my knowledge. I am not for your 

entertainment. My knowledge—along with all of ours—will become our own empire of desire. 

 

The Bible obviously has lots of importance when it comes to the shaping of medieval thought 

and culture—certainly on Dante, who was one of the greatest poets of the Middle Ages, with 

some arguing of all time [3]. Though, how comical is it to be given chance after chance, just to 

deny Christ for a third time [3]? It’s intriguing how careful and deliberate he is within his 
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manner and critical thinking—even with Dante thinking back to the aprons that Adam and Eve 

wore when they fell down from God’s grace and never really recovered—like one’s manner of 

speech towards that one’s native city and culture [3]. It’s as if you know what you’re doing, but 

you’re still so naive towards falling towards sin—how does one recognize something so obvious 

about sin, but you desire vengeance to correct everyone around themselves and to maintain 

justice [3]? Praise turns into irony and irony turns into self-contradiction—a pattern that Dante 

keeps mistaken himself for his nature, though it is kind of wrong to expect Dante to be so 

knowledgeable about the education of the Pilgrim as it is unrealistic and ignores the basic logical 

premise of his poem—the Inferno Cantos series [3]. Though, what constitutes as logical and as 

illogical? Could it be fair to say that religion is technically—in real-world contextualization’s—

illogical due to the fact that it can’t be proved? Would it be fair to consider the character of 

Dante to be directly correlated to a lot of the characters that are currently out there in the world? 

How exactly is knowledge gained in heaven and hell—if any? Why does the Bible have so much 

recognition in the world, and how has its influence truly evolved in contrast with Dante and his 

work over the past many centuries? The richness of meaning is just the sprinkle on top of 

Dante’s poetic series—and I certainly have a lot of feelings and things to say from my own 

personal experiences and questions. 

 

  An Ode to my Self-Descruction 

Demonstrator of signs across the many regions of the country, 

implications of ingredients that harm your body and put it into a shock 

interference like a sword that disagrees with yourself as you try to pierce it [8] 

though you don’t want that to be known, a mist that serves as more of a lesson 
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peeling pureness into a rotten disaster of a concert 

negligent of the steep ingredients falsifying the product at hand [8] 

if you were to try to scan it into a variety of fading news stations and magazines front-covers 

but I wish I could’ve just pulled them into a bargain binned storage hell like the clothes racks 

you see at the thrift-stores, though you may find fortunes, like a job opportunity in stacks of 

leaflets integrated into a collection of unordinary isolations 

this time, I’m stepping out of those documents and conventions that try to echo  

the oil spillage that’s seen on the side of information of many boxes across the world 

no comment, no more deflection. 

 

Terrifying myself into suppression became my new obsession, just like Virgil who’d terrified the 

sinners into confession [4]. I am a part of the flock of birds that have massed together from deep 

to the land—being thought of as sentient beings and actively suffering [4]. Could love, courtesy, 

and honesty touch the hearts of the noble that make suffer through these hard times? Is labor 

only committed by the ones who don’t have as much money or power—nearly as much as those 

who reign over the top? The Cantos provides an intriguing power relationship in how Dante 

never again felt he had much more power over any of those who were already damned—he never 

pressed himself forward and was tempted to take over from Virgil [4]. As Dante slowly ascends, 

it seems as if his thinking gets more critical yet forgotten—forgetting the lovers story and what it 

means to be loved—he is in as much agony as we would expect one to be at this stage [4]. 

 

  Downhill Lullaby 



Brown 7 
 

Left me open didn’t have time to draft a statement of weakness prevail pause like an exotic 

frog coming out of a pond   aviation wailing in the air [9] essential for those on board 

 bad for those who suffer with the gases on the ground  an ant whose view of 

the world distorted watching their friends go up and down the very hill people stomp on 

 seriousness never being considered for them  undermined femininity  when 

the government commerce out of foreign countries [10]  a miracle we’re still able to 

survive an outlaw of weed more worried about those damn books that instill a sort of 

plague  in our children’s minds just like how they mutter hatred under their  breath 

 personal hell being who represents our country secretive in how they execute 

decisions on our behalf  tasteless in the amount they’ve hurt [9]  noiseless I 

wish the scanned blue and white noises around me were  infamous I wish couldn’t 

have been this extreme  heal I wish to those who are stuck in other places [10] 

 a big sigh anger boiling  sympathy for those affected by the devil

 ambitious we had to become in order to live  not to thrive   to live 

 bending our mind sent to hell and back with debauchery [9]  we are done, 

aren’t we? 

 

My writing is an instrument of stability, yet a tool of turmoil and transience that transcends what 

one would typically think of the fashion of poetry [5]. Just as in Canto XXIV, I instantaneously 

reduce myself to ashes in order to be restored and to start all over again—cyclical, if you will [5]. 

Writing is of permanence and emblematic of the instability of our unredeemed mortal human 

identity [5]. Writing is my identity—one of the means that human beings seize upon in order to 

try to establish their identity and to confer eternity upon themselves [5]. My writing can be bent, 
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manipulated, repentant, confessional—everything and anything in between. I am human, I am as 

fragmented, torn, and as big of a mess as Dante is when he was scolded by Virgil in the 

beginning of Canto XXIX [5]. My authority ultimately becomes my demise, and fraud becomes 

a word that I unintentionally embody—we are all sinners who are punished and have tried to 

become self-proclaimed prophets [5]. Although I, am as fragmented and as limited in this world 

as God has intended for all—I am only human, after all. 
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