
      ISSN: 3049-4338 [Online]  

 Vol. 3, No. 11, April-June 2026 

 

84 

 

Afflatus Creations Peer-reviewed Multidisciplinary Journal 

Dante’s Inferno: Society’s ironic normalization and mindless impetus 
to betrayal 

 
(An abrupt soulful outpouring followed by poetic rendition through deductive reasoning) 

 

Over the last century, society has normalized what should never have become normal. I am not 

speaking about progressive politics, economic policy, or the erosion of civil liberties, though each 

deserves serious debate. I am speaking about something more fundamental: the collapse of integrity. 

Despite unprecedented technological advancement and countless new avenues for wealth, 

convenience, and connection, modern society is producing increasingly unhappy, distrustful, and 

emotionally fragmented people. We have built systems that weaken self-governance, corrode social 

cohesion, and cultivate collective resentment. While many forces contribute to this decline, I 

believe they all stem from a single poisoned root: the normalization of betrayal. 

 

Most people think of betrayal as a private wound rather than a societal one. Yet betrayal is both 

deeply personal and profoundly cultural. At its core, it is the seed from which countless forms of 

social decay emerge. The erosion of trust did not begin in government, commerce, or institutions; it 

began in human character. 

 

The old ideals now sound almost archaic: a handshake that meant something, the belief that “your 
word is your bond,” the instinct to protect one’s family name through honorable conduct. Reliability 
was once a form of wealth. Integrity mattered even when no one was watching, and doing the right 

thing was understood to carry personal cost. Character was not performative; it was cultivated. 

Today, those virtues feel increasingly rare. 

 

We live in a society that requires contracts for the simplest agreements because verbal trust is no 

longer sufficient. We navigate endless legal disclaimers, bureaucratic safeguards, and institutional 

oversight because honesty can no longer be assumed. We have layered complication upon 

complication into modern life because we lack the discipline to govern ourselves through integrity 

alone. 

 

This moral fragmentation extends far beyond politics or commerce. It has infected the family, 

friendship, romance, and even our understanding of love itself. Marriage vows are often treated less 

as sacred commitments and more as temporary arrangements contingent upon convenience and 

emotional satisfaction. Relationships are abandoned at the first sign of discomfort rather than 

strengthened through sacrifice, patience, and repair. 

 

Technology has accelerated this deterioration. Social media creates the illusion of infinite 

alternatives, conditioning us to believe that something—or someone—better is always one swipe 

away. Human beings become interchangeable commodities. Instead of learning communication, 

compromise, accountability, and emotional resilience, we escape discomfort by replacing people 

rather than growing alongside them. 

 

The consequences are everywhere. 

 

We spend more time staring at screens than speaking to the people we love. We text family 

members from other rooms instead of engaging face to face. We numb ourselves with streaming 

services, endless scrolling, online shopping, and temporary dopamine hits, desperately trying to 
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distract ourselves from a profound spiritual emptiness. We seek fulfillment through consumption 

while avoiding the difficult inner work required for genuine peace. 

 

Loneliness has become epidemic not because connection is unavailable, but because mutual 

investment has become rare. Modern relationships often collapse under the weight of unrealistic 

expectations, emotional avoidance, and chronic self-interest. We want intimacy without 

vulnerability, commitment without sacrifice, and validation without accountability. 

Betrayal thrives in precisely this environment. 

 

Rarely does betrayal begin with catastrophic acts. It begins quietly—with omissions, half-truths, 

evasions, and rationalizations. Over time, those distortions evolve into lies, manipulation, and 

emotional destruction. When betrayal becomes commonplace, trust erodes everywhere: between 

spouses, parents and children, employers and employees, citizens and governments. 

And once trust collapses, resentment takes its place. 

 

This is why betrayal is never insignificant. Broken promises fracture more than individual 

relationships; they damage the social fabric itself. A society cannot remain healthy when people no 

longer believe one another’s words carry weight. Without trust, every institution becomes 

adversarial, every interaction defensive, and every relationship conditional. 

 

I do not write this from a position of moral superiority. In my younger years, I too betrayed others. I 

caused pain, witnessed the damage my actions created, and carried the burden of guilt that followed. 

Through remorse and repentance, I came to understand the true gravity of betrayal—not merely as 

wrongdoing, but as the deliberate destruction of another person’s emotional safety and trust. 
 

That realization changed me dramatically. 

 

But life eventually revealed an even harsher truth: every human being possesses the capacity to 

betray. No amount of idealism exempts us from selfishness. When someone we deeply trust wounds 

us deliberately, the consequences can fundamentally alter how we move through the world. 

 

This is what made Dante Alighieri’s vision in the Inferno so psychologically profound. Dante 

placed “those who betray” in the lowest circle of Hell because the treachery of betrayal corrupts the 

very foundation of human connection. Those who are betrayed, when left without repair or 

reconciliation, inevitably transform. They become guarded, cynical, hardened, and less willing to 

trust, love, or participate openly in life. 

 

Betrayal creates a kind of hell on Earth. 

 

It weakens empathy, distorts self-worth, and damages our ability to love vulnerably. It causes us to 

withdraw from others, anticipating disappointment before connection can fully form. Once our best 

qualities—our loyalty, empathy, openness, generosity, and trust—have been weaponized against us, 

self-protection becomes instinctive. 

 

And when enough people adopt that posture, society itself begins to decay. 

 

We are now witnessing the collective consequences of normalized betrayal: widespread alienation, 

distrust of institutions, fractured families, emotional isolation, and growing contempt between 

people. We have become increasingly unwilling to admit fault, endure shame, or engage in the 
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painful work of making amends. Instead, we rationalize harmful behavior, minimize its impact, and 

move on without accountability. 

 

But a civilization cannot endure indefinitely when promises no longer matter. 

 

If we hope to preserve meaningful human connection, we must recover the courage to live 

honorably again. That means telling the truth when lying would be easier. Keeping our word when 

breaking it would be more convenient. Repairing harm rather than fleeing from guilt. Choosing 

responsibility over self-gratification. 

 

Integrity cannot be legislated into existence by governments or enforced through contracts alone. It 

must be chosen individually, practiced consistently, and defended culturally. 

 

We are fostering a civilization bent on self-destruction, born from the normalization of betrayal 

upon the sacrificial altar of broken promises. As a species, are we willing to gamble the 

preservation of the collective on so profound a flaw? Have we become too cowardly to confront the 

shame, guilt, and remorse our actions deserve—too consumed by pride to admit fault and devote the 

time required to heal those we have wounded? 

 

Instead, we evade this difficult reckoning, forging our own cages of misery while conscience cries 

out, “Do better. Be better.” We must pause with intention and make amends before betrayal 

becomes so trivialized that society begins to cannibalize itself—distracted by its darkest impulses 

and intoxicated by a despair of its own creation. 

 

Otherwise, we will continue building a society that appears advanced outwardly while collapsing 

inwardly—a civilization intoxicated by convenience yet spiritually starving; endlessly connected 

yet profoundly alone. 

 

By,  Christina Wilson 
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My Dante’s Inferno: Betrayal  
 

A crimson dawn spills slowly 

across the waking blue, 

and on this weathered porch swing 

my thoughts return to you. 

To promises once sacred, 

to the vows we swore would last, 

fallen now like dominos 

buried beneath the past. 

Your selfish, restless pride, 

your endless hungering for more, 

eroded every tender thing 

our love was once built for. 

“For better or for worse,” we vowed, 
“In sickness and in health,” 

yet you abandoned every oath 

in pursuit of hollow wealth. 

I tried to remain gentle— 

soft-spoken, patient, true— 

but rage, it lived within you, 

betrayal then followed through. 

What we shared was indeed sacred, 

a bond meant to defend, 

yet you only saw yourself, 

your impulses morphed to sin. 

You wore the shape of manhood, 

with the heart of just a boy, 

and I was left to bear the cost 

of watching our love destroyed. 

Your betrayal, it cut so deeply 

I unraveled, I came undone. 

My spirit frayed to fragments 

but no relief from you did come. 

I tried to stitch the damage 

with trembling, weary hands, 

you stood untouched beside me, 

still saying, you’re a good man. 
I pleaded for compassion, 

for honesty, repair, 

every cry was left unanswered, 

increasing distance and despair. 

Your neglect became a prison, 

your cruelty the knife, 

leaving was the only way 

of salvaging my life. 

Still, you play the victim, 

you feigned innocence, surprise, 

while I stood among the ashes 

of your carefully crafted lies. 
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I loved you beyond reason— 

that truth remains unchanged— 

but love cannot survive 

where loyalty decays. 

You envied all my brightness, 

resented what I gave, 

and sought to drag me downward 

into the emptiness you crave. 

Like Jekyll turned to Hyde, 

you became the dark unknown— 

a stranger donned your face, 

such malice was I shown. 

You tried to break my spirit, 

to hollow me like you: 

faithless, bitter, starving, 

emotionally untrue. 

You traded all we built 

for fantasies wrapped in gold, 

silently you left me drowning 

in a grief too deep to hold. 

Even my tears offend you; 

your guilt made you retreat, 

fracturing the remains 

of all we used to be. 

I cannot fully forgive, 

nor forget what you became, 

but I will rise beyond this fire 

while you remain in shame. 

I was loyal, calm, devoted— 

honest through and through. 

I never would have left you 

had you chose me too. 

So lie now in the bed 

your choices have designed, 

know with every passing year 

I leave your gloom behind. 

One day you’ll hear my name again, 

see the light I still became, 

and finally understand the cost 

of losing someone who stayed. 

Fortune, status, borrowed pride— 

none will fill that space; 

no counterfeit affection 

will your masks ever erase. 

Sleep beside your shallow love, 

your mirror made of rage; 

a union forged through ruin 

won’t withstand the weight of age. 

Then perhaps you’ll finally see 

what I offered from the start: 
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a love both fierce and faithful, 

given with an open heart. 

You resisted every grace 

through arrogance and fear, 

and turned our sacred home 

into an endless hellish sphere. 

A million farewells could never 

undo the wounds you made, 

nor soften all the scars I bear 

from the deepest realm betrayed. 

Still, I fight to heal myself, 

to carry onward somehow, 

never again romanticizing 

the man that I see now. 

The cruelest truth is simply this: 

were you ever truly known? 

For not once did I imagine 

the things you would condone. 

So I grieve, and grieve again, 

until the grief runs dry, 

trusting karma’s patient hand 

will meet you by and by. 

Your envy and self-hatred, 

your ego wrapped in lies, 

have locked you in a prison 

from which no soul survives. 

I have no blessings left to give, 

no tenderness to spare— 

only the quiet certainty 

of the day you’ll meet yourself there. 
And when that hour arrives, 

I finally will rest, 

peaceful beyond the torment 

you once placed within my chest. 

For the hell you forged around me 

was born from wrath and pride, 

and someday you will face the flames 

you fought so hard to hide. 

Perhaps another woman 

will suffer in my place, 

enchanted by false stars 

before seeing your true face. 

Then justice will complete itself: 

you’ll stand alone at last, 
with nothing but the memory, 

so haunted by your past. 

So on this final page, 

wisdom I leave behind— 

guard the hearts of those you love, 

for integrity is hard to find.                                                                                    By Christina Wilson 


