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Dante’s Inferno Poem (Extra Credit)

I am in a dark and confusing maze,
Been dropped, dragged down here.
I hate it, my worst fears are coming true.
It’s hell.
The ceiling is low,

It’s almost hugging me.

Creek, it’s closing in, crushing me.

Squeak!  It’s lowering….

I see a darkly lit maze, 
It goes into the darkness.

Where does it head?

Where does it lead?

I can’t see anything.

This is my hell,
Ahhh, I scream!

Why am I here?

I can’t smell anything,

My nose is all clogged up.

Can’t breath, there is nothing around.

No way out.

Bang!  Goes a shot!

I duck,

It passes.

Swoosh!  There goes another.

I look around,

There is no way out.

The ceiling is getting lower and lower,
What else can I do?

I taste the salty air,
It’s choking me,

Suffocating me.

I can’t stop it.  “STOP!” I yell.
Whoosh! The wind starts to blow.
I look around.

Where is it coming from?

Where is it going?
I look around,

Open my eyes.

Where am I?

Was it all just a dream?

I am in my bed,

I look around.

It’s just my room.

Nothing happened.

I stay awake for a bit,

Then the darkness closes in.

I drift back to sleep.

The darkness envelops me again.

Once again, I’m in a dark and confusing maze.

5th Draft








