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A mia madre.

La cui assenza fisica è la più forte e costante delle presenze.

Per la mano invisibile che ancora mi guida nel cammino
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No part of this book may be reproduced, stored, or transmitted in any form or by any means — electronic, mechanical, photocopying, recording, or otherwise — without the prior written permission of the author.

The images, texts, and analyses contained in this work are the product of the author's creative ingenuity.

For any legal dispute arising in relation to this publication, the competent Court shall be exclusively the Italian Court.

​PREFACE

Dante wrote his Inferno in the fourteenth century. This is ours.

This is not a commentary, not a tribute, not an academic analysis. It is an update — a dialogue between a soul from the Middle Ages and our own, lost in the labyrinth of the present. A present Dante would not have recognized, but would have understood perfectly.

The journey you are about to take does not unfold in a theological afterlife. No eternal flames, no divine judges, no geography of the underworld to map. What you will find instead is a psychological here-and-now — the inner territory of the human mind, with its chasms, its dead ends, its rooms locked from the inside.

The protagonist is an eight-year-old girl. This is not a random choice. Eight is the age at which the world still exists in its most direct form: you see what is there, you feel what hurts, you call things by their name. The layers adults build to avoid looking are not yet in place. There is only her — serious, upright, with a faint heart-shaped light glowing on her chest — and the courage to keep going anyway.

You will find in these pages vices such as Pride, Envy, Sadness. In Dante's world, governed by faith, these belonged to Purgatory — tendencies to be purified, not condemned. In the modern hell, things are different. True damnation is not an eternal punishment for something done in the past. It is a state of being we inflict upon ourselves, every day, in the middle of our lives. Inaction becoming a cage. Doubt paralyzing every choice. Fear growing until it fills every available space. Shame convincing us we do not deserve light.

It is not guilt that damns us. It is the choice — conscious or not, deliberate or slipped into one day at a time — to remain trapped. To inhabit these conditions as if they were home. To stop looking for the door.

This is a journey into the hell we carry within us. Not to celebrate it, not to indulge in the darkness — but to understand it. To give it a name, a shape, a boundary. Because only what we can see, we can choose to leave behind.

Our little guide already knows this.

We are still learning.

KARMEN-ITA

​The Map of Hell 20.25: A Journey Through the Soul

This is not a geographical place, but a psychological path. The circles are not concentric rings, but inner states that intertwine with one another.

THE DARK FOREST: The Loss of Self


●  Canto I: Introduction – The entrance into the non-place, where the nameless journey begins.
●  THE LIMBO OF THE SOUL: The Prisons of Passivity Where the soul does not act, but endures or withdraws.


●  Canto II: Sadness – The silent surrender and the fire that fades.


●  Canto III: Doubt – The paralysis of the mind and the choice not to choose.


●  Canto IX: Indifference – The choice of nothingness instead of contact.


●  Canto X: Inaction – The denial of living, stillness as refuge.


●  Canto XI: Flight – The abandonment of the path.


●  Canto XX: Abandonment – The absence of gaze, the past that does not return.


●  Canto XXI: Shame – Self-condemnation and the inability to forgive oneself.


●  Canto XXII: Rejection – The frost of not being chosen.


●  Canto XXVI: Despair – Extinguishing the light before the end.


●  Canto XXVII: Silence – The choice to remain silent when a cry was needed.


●  Canto XXXI: Emptiness – The renunciation even of one's own pain.



THE DARK HEART: The Prisons of Ego and Relationship Where the self becomes distorted and corrupts the bond with the world.


●  Canto IV: Lust – Making the other only a mirror.
●  Canto V: Greed – Making the world only prey.


●  Canto VI: Envy – Making the other only a measure.


●  Canto VII: Pride – Making the self a tower that isolates.


●  Canto VIII: Hypocrisy – The falsehood spoken with gentle voice.


●  Canto XXIII: Narcissism – Closing the heart and extinguishing every reflection.


●  Canto XXIV: Manipulation – Making goodness a means to dominate.


●  Canto XXIX: Deceit – Making speech a game of smoke.


●  Canto XXX: Alienation – Losing the boundary, ceasing to be.



THE RIVER OF FIRE: The Prisons of Violent Action Where the soul does not withdraw, but attacks and wounds.


●  Canto XIII: Betrayal – Breaking the sacred pact.
●  Canto XIV: Guilt – Betraying the gift of self.


●  Canto XV: Fear – Remaining prisoner of one's own dread.


●  Canto XVI: Rage – Answering the world with blows and resentment.


●  Canto XVII: Revenge – Making evil what was once justice.


●  Canto XXV: Violence – Making the body an instrument of war.



THE FINAL THRESHOLD: The Liberation Where the journey is completed and the soul finds its way out.


●  Canto XXXII: Recognition – Rediscovering one's own essence.
●  Canto XXXIII: Choice – Choosing the path without chains.


●  Canto XXXIV: Exit – Seeing oneself, choosing, walking.
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​CANTO I
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​– Introduction –

She walked where daylight fades and dissolves,
for here begins the journey without name,
through dreams extinguished and truths that evolve.

The souls stand still, no longer holding form,
and time falls silent as if turned to stone,
for every step is already worn within.

The girl, her heart retreating into fear,
felt in her chest an echo calling out,
and followed him, like one who seeks the glass.

​CANTO I 

​INTRODUCTION

The journey begins not with a step, but with a dissolution. The protagonist, a young girl who moves as an archetype of the pure soul, does not cross a defined threshold but ventures into a non-place where the very boundaries of reality become fluid and uncertain. It is a liminal space, a twilight of being that precedes all definition.

She walked where daylight fades and dissolves,
for here begins the journey without name,
through dreams extinguished and truths that evolve.
The opening of her path is marked by this powerful image: "daylight that dissolves". It is not simply the coming of night, but the crumbling of certainties, of the coordinates we use to measure the world. Light does not yield to darkness but transforms into another dimension, an atmosphere of suspension. It is in this state of dissolution that the journey can begin "without name", devoid of a pre-established identity, a declared destination, or an imposed purpose. It is a baptism into the unknown, an act of stripping oneself bare to truly begin. In this realm, dreams are "extinguished", not because they have been annihilated by despair, but because they have been silenced, waiting. They are latent potentials, awaiting a new dawn or a revelation. Similarly, truth is not a dogma to be discovered, a fixed goal to be reached, but a living creature that "evolves", changing form and meaning with every step, with every new awareness acquired along the way.

As the girl moves, guided by an intention still inscrutable, the human landscape surrounding her is defined by absolute stasis. The other presences do not act, do not interact; they are purely passive existences, defined not by what they do, but by what they have lost.

The souls stand still, no longer holding form,
and time falls silent as if turned to stone,
for every step is already worn within.
The key verb describing these figures is "stand". It is the antithesis of the protagonist's "walking". They are immobile, prisoners of an eternal condition. They are "no longer holding form", deprived of their earthly substance, of their ability to occupy space, to have impact. They have become incorporeal essences, echoes of past lives. They live immersed in a time that "falls silent as if turned to stone", a time that no longer flows, that brings neither change nor healing. It is geological time, not biological, an eternity made of immobility. The reason for this stasis lies in their complete submission to fate: every step they took, even the smallest and now ceased, "is already worn within". There is no longer room for free will; their existence is a role already written, a garment they wear without questioning, a drama in which they play a part without knowing the script or the purpose.

In this scenario of sealed destinies and petrified time, the girl stands out for her ability to feel, to perceive a vibration that the other souls no longer grasp. Her reaction to the unknown is not one of terror, but of deep and intimate resonance.

The girl, her heart retreating into fear,
felt in her chest an echo calling out,
and followed him, like one who seeks the glass.
Her "heart retreating" is not a gesture of fear. It is a more complex interior movement, a tremor provoked not by threat, but by memory. Not the memory of a specific event, but an ancestral knowing, a deep connection that binds her to that place and its mystery. It is in this motion of the heart that she perceives "an echo calling out", a voice without sound, a subtle summons that urges her to advance, to follow an invisible trace. And here the deepest nature of her search is revealed. She does not seek Truth (the "truths that evolve" of the first verse), understood as a solid and definitive system. She "seeks the glass", transparency. Hers is not a search for possession of knowledge, but for perception. The "glass" is that fragile point where the world allows itself to be crossed by the gaze, where the veil between things grows thin. It is the search not for an answer, but for a perspective; not for a doctrine, but for a way to "see through", to grasp the essence beyond forms. This act of seeking transparency, and not truth, is the founding act of her journey: a path based on listening and receptivity, not on imposition and conquest.
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​CANTO II
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​– Sadness –

She walked where the sky becomes weeping,
for here the light no longer knows how to shine,
and every thought is cloaked in mourning.

The souls stand still, no longer speaking,
with eyes cast down and hands without strength,
and the heart falls silent, no longer singing.

"Here are punished those who, through long retreat,
extinguished the fire and chose surrender,"
said a voice that holds no reprieve.

The girl, with hesitant steps,
felt in her chest a weight calling out,
but did not yield: she sought her ascent.
​CANTO II 

​SADNESS

After crossing the threshold of the unknown, the girl's journey leads her into an interior landscape where the external world is no longer a neutral backdrop, but a faithful mirror of a condition of the soul. It is the realm of Sadness, a place where every natural element bends to reflect a state of profound melancholy, where the very vitality of the cosmos seems to have withdrawn.

She walked where the sky becomes weeping,
for here the light no longer knows how to shine,
and every thought is cloaked in mourning.
Her path continues in an atmosphere where "the sky becomes weeping". This is not simple rain, but the transfiguration of the firmament into a suffering entity. It is the world itself that weeps, participating in a universal sorrow. In this realm, light has forgotten its function: it "no longer knows how to shine", leaving space for a darkness that is not merely the absence of sun, but a metaphor for a loss of hope and inner clarity. The light of reason and feeling has dimmed, and consequently "every thought is cloaked in mourning". Every reflection, every idea, is born already weighed down by a veil of darkness, incapable of momentum or lightness. The mind itself wears mourning, making every act of thinking a grim and burdensome exercise.

The figures that populate this place are the incarnation of this interior surrender. They are not souls tormented by external punishment, but spirits who have stopped fighting, consumed by a weariness that has emptied them from within.

The souls stand still, no longer speaking,
with eyes cast down and hands without strength,
and the heart falls silent, no longer singing.
Here too, as in the previous canto, the souls "stand still", immobile. But their stasis is different. It is not submission to an imposed fate, but a chosen resignation. They are "no longer speaking", because silence has become the only possible language for a pain that no longer has words to be expressed. Their "eyes cast down" and "hands without strength" are powerful symbols of their condition: they have lost the ability to look forward, to hope, and have renounced the power to act, to create, to touch the world. Their heart, the epicentre of life and feeling, "no longer sings". Joy, expression, the melody of existence have been extinguished. There is no longer voice, nor gesture; only a "hollowed presence", an existence that continues by inertia but has lost all purpose and vitality.

In this silence heavy with surrender, a voice resonates that does not judge with anger, but states with an ineluctable truth. It is a voice that no longer has energy to condemn, but only to describe the nature of the fault.

"Here are punished those who, through long retreat,
extinguished the fire and chose surrender,"
said a voice that holds no reprieve.
The voice of judgement is "without reprieve", devoid of strength, almost as weary as the souls it judges. And its sentence is of profound psychological lucidity. The punishment is not for sadness itself, which is a human condition and sometimes inevitable. The true fault, the sin, lies in a deliberate act: having "extinguished the fire and chosen surrender". Fire is the symbol of passion, of will, of the vital spark that animates us. The sin is not to fall, but to choose not to rise again; not to feel pain, but to allow that pain to extinguish every inner flame. It is "unquestioned surrender", the passive acceptance of defeat without seeking meaning or a path to salvation. It is the choice to stop fighting, to stop living.

Yet, in this landscape of desolation, the girl moves with a different intention. She does not run, does not flee. Her step is an act of profound emotional wisdom, a way of honouring pain without being overwhelmed by it.

The girl, with hesitant steps,
felt in her chest a weight calling out,
but did not yield: she sought her ascent.
Hers is a "hesitant step". It is not the passive waiting of one without hope, but an active, conscious waiting. It is a profound "respect for pain", her own and others'. She does not rush, does not seek to escape, but moves with a delicacy that recognises the sacredness of suffering. She feels "a weight calling out", the gravitational force of sadness that would drag her into the abyss, the temptation of surrender. But here she performs the contrary act that defines her: "she did not yield". And her resistance is not a violent struggle, not a frontal opposition. It is something more subtle and powerful: "she sought her ascent". She does not seek a horizontal escape, but a vertical elevation. Her goal is not to ignore or repress pain, but to use it as a step to climb, to rediscover that "fire that falls silent" and that the other souls have let extinguish. Her ascent is the search for a higher perspective, a way to transform the weight of sadness into a force that pushes her upward.
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