
Inner Demons 
 
I lie flat on my back in my padded cell and stare at the insides of my eyelids. I wish I 

were dead. More than dead, to have never been born. Ending my life would not be enough to rid 
me of this nightmare. For that, I would need to be unmade. 

The sound of a key in the lock scrapes across my frontal lobe and I clench my eyes even 
more tightly shut. I do not want to see. I refuse to see. 

“Manage to off yourself yet, Kyle?” asks the overweight attendant with a snicker. 
I will not look. I will not look. I will not look. 
“Dr. Kastor’s coming round in a bit, so I need to make you presentable. Sit up, will you?” 
If I do not look, I will not see. Nothing bad can happen if I do not see. 
“Can’t sit up? What, your straight jacket‘s too tight? Hold on,” grumbles the attendant. 

His thick hands shove themselves under my shoulders and lift me into a sitting position. “Christ. 
You really did a number on the back of your head, didn’t you?” 

I shiver as a cool cloth pats down my grimy hair in a pointless attempt to wash out the 
dried blood. This contact with another human being is so agonizing, so torturous, that visible 
spots of pain sparkle under my eyelids. 

Which remain fiercely closed. 
“You know, they ain’t never had nobody hurt themselves this much in one of these 

padded rooms before,” babbles the attendant. “You’re a damn freak of nature.” 
He does not know. He does not understand. I will not look. I cannot look. 
“Damn, this nasty crap won’t come out. Hold on.” 
Suddenly, a flood of liquid ice rains down upon me and the physical torment of the 

freezing chill overwhelms my discipline. I cry out in shock and surprise and involuntarily open 
my eyes. 

And I see. 
Oh God, I SEE. 
 

** 
 
“You’re mad.” 
“On the contrary, Dean Templeton,” I assured my esteemed guest. “We have been very 

scientific in our methodology. You are welcome to examine the data for yourself.” 
Arthur Templeton, Dean of Rothschild University, frowned, refusing to accept what I was 

telling him. “23 percent? How is that even possible?” 
“But you have it entirely backwards!” I pressed. “The question is not what would allow 

man to use a larger percentage of the brain matter already existing within his skull, but why 
does he not do so already?” 

Templeton frowned yet again, a facial feature of his with which all of us at the University 
were quite familiar. In an attempt to head off what he assumed would be the Dean’s next line of 
questioning, my youngest assistant, Marcus Brighton, stepped forward to provide an answer.  



“Because mankind was not yet ready for the awesome power which doing so would 
yield!” he argued. “God has always intended for his creations to grow into their true inheritance, 
but only when the time was right. When they discovered the means to unlock His secrets.” 

“You claim to know the mind of God, young man?” asked Templeton, raising his 
eyebrows. 

I moved quickly to diffuse the Dean’s incredulity. “No man knows God’s will,” I admitted. 
“What I believe my young protege was attempting to impart was the undeniable possibility that 
man was meant to harness the fullness of his own intellect.” 

Rather than another frown, Dean Templeton furrowed his brow in thought and walked 
past me and my two assistants to stand before the odd collection of gears, toggles, and wires 
seemingly thrown together on the laboratory’s work table. “And this... machine... has allowed 
you to access man’s untapped potential?” he asked. 

“In rats, Sir,” said Dylan Cannonbee with his usual enthusiasm. 
Dean Templeton, however, was not enthused. “Rats? Truthfully?” 
“It is standard practice to test new technologies on lower life forms before proceeding 

with human trials,” I explained. “What we have achieved is nothing short of astonishing.” 
“Rats?” repeated the Dean, his face once again displaying a frown. 
“Yes, damn you, rats!” I slammed my fist on the table in an attempt to regain control of 

the discussion. “And based upon the results of our painstaking research, I assure you that when 
we hook a man up to the Solomon Resonator, he will gain use of a full 23% of his brain! More 
than double that of ordinary men! Think of the possibilities, Dean Templeton! The computing 
power! The ability to regulate one’s natural systems! The sheer volume of memory made 
available!” 

I was both earnest and convincing in my argument. However, the politically-minded 
bureaucrat raised a single eyebrow at my words as one poorly-worded phrase lodged itself 
within his grey matter. 

“The ‘Solomon’ Resonator? Really, Professor, does your hubris know no bounds?” 
“Call it the Templeton Resonator, if you wish!” I bellowed. “I don’t care, just allow me to 

proceed!” 
The Dean walked around my Resonator, tracing his finger along the many coils and 

gears. He stopped in front of Brighton and poked a finger against the young boy’s chest. “You 
believe you are on the cusp of history, do you not Mr. Brighton?” 

Marcus shuffled a look over to me. 
“I am not asking Professor Solomon, young man. I am asking you.” 
Poor Marcus dropped his gaze to the floor. “Yes, Sir,” he mumbled. 
“I see.” Dean Templeton pasted his patented frown onto his face and marched towards 

the door. “You are wrong. You are all wrong. There will be no history, because there will be no 
further experimentation.” 

His pronouncement hit us all hard. Dylan visibly shivered. Marcus dropped his head and 
played his fingers lovingly along the wires and gears he’d spent so many nights oiling.  

Seeing the past three years of my life evaporating before my eyes, I leapt after the Dean, 
grabbing him by the arm. “Don’t be so small-minded, Arthur!” I pleaded. “There’s no reason to 
fear-” 



“I fear nothing!” roared Dean Templeton, drowning out my protest. “What have you 
accomplished, Kyle? Rats ran a maze in record time? Ate more cheese? I have said this project 
was a waste of the University’s resources and you have proven me correct. No more! Your 
funding ends as of today. I expect you to be out of this room within the hour.” 

The Dean spun on his heels and made for the exit, and deep within my bowels I felt the 
steel bars of scientific ignorance slam shut upon my dreams. 

And then the world went mad. 
My skull squeezed down to the size of a flea while my brain erupted with gleeful 

euphoria. I shoved one or more of my hands over my eyes to keep them from melting out of 
their sockets as everything around me expanded and contracted at the same time. I felt myself 
falling, yet could not be certain in which direction I fell. A cacophony of noise assaulted the very 
blood vessels of my brain. And I became aware of something… horrible. Cruel. Evil. 

“Burning! I’m it stop sake! God’s for it stop!” 
The words reverberated around me and through me, though I did not hear them so much 

as sense them. As if they had not, in fact, been uttered aloud. This horrid, non-vocal sensation 
was followed by the fetid stench of a rose garden in bloom which itself was pierced through by a 
terrible scream. 

Something wet splashed against my face, yet still I held my many, many hands over my 
eyes. The evil I was sensing seemed to multiply logarithmically until it surrounded every fiber of 
my being. 

“What have! Done God! My you!” 
The jumble of words pounded against my frontal lobe in a useless attempt to puncture 

the veil of insanity currently wrapped around my existence. I was not of this state of matter, not 
of this version of reality, not of this dimension. 

Somewhere deep inside, I knew my Resonator had been switched on. Without even 
thinking, I knew Marcus had done so, and what’s more I knew how he had jimmied the audio 
feedback to broadcast the frequency externally rather than transmit it through the wires and 
cables as we had done when experimenting on the rats. I also knew without a shadow of a 
doubt that he had eaten a liverwurst sandwich earlier in the afternoon, that one of his molars 
was loose, and that his head was going to explode within four seconds. 

“Get them me off! Get me them off!” 
It was Dylan. There was a level of panic in his cry- and this time I felt it had been an 

audible cry- beyond anything of which man ought to be capable. My blood boiled in terror as I 
saw the words in my mind, saw them dripping with carnal fear, saw the unimaginable horrors 
causing them to charge hoarsely from my assistant’s throat. 

It occurred to me that the madness within my mind was settling into a new normal. A 
strange calm enveloped me, even as I detected the grotesque popping sound of Malcolm’s skull 
bursting forth, unable to contain the mounting pressure within. As the quivering contents of his 
mind splashed against my face, I comprehended- I’d already experienced this moment but an 
instant before. And in that realization came the knowledge of time’s fluidity, and how that primal 
force of creation bound me no longer. 

“My God! What have you done!” 



That was Dean Templeton. I had heard him earlier, but now my mind placed the words in 
the correct order. I had found equilibrium. I rose to my feet and moved to lower my hands (there 
were only two at the moment) from my eyes. 

“No, Professor!” screamed Dylan, who reacted beyond instantly. Reacted before I even 
began to move. He had launched himself from across the room, bounding to my side with the 
plasticity of a rubber ball, and draped his arms over my face. “Don’t look! As God as my witness, 
don’t open your eyes!” 

And then he was gone, replaced by… more evil. More cruelty. More horror. 
I kept my eyes shuttered and backed away. 
“Dylan! Marcus! Arthur!” I finally found my voice and called out. That I called out for 

Marcus, when I knew pieces of his brain were even now dripping off my face, was testament to 
the chaos of the moment. 

“Get them of me! Get them off me!” screamed Dylan and I knew, as certain as I knew the 
speed of my beating heart, that his death was imminent. 

“The Resonator!” I cried. “Turn off the Resonator!” 
Using my memory of the laboratory as a third eye, I rushed across the room towards the 

machine. As I ran, a part of me noticed that my feet were not, in fact, making contact with the 
floor- that I was for lack of a better word flying. I did not have time to contemplate the 
implications of this miracle however, for a sudden inferno consumed me as I reached the 
Solomon Resonator. I felt fire on my skin- each individual flame a separate torture- and recoiled 
in horror. 

“Stop it! For God’s sake, stop it! I’m burning!” 
I was only mildly surprised to learn those words had been mine. 
There was an explosion. Though not part of this reality, it nonetheless threw me 

backwards against the wall, inadvertently putting out my flames. The impact drew a gasp from 
somewhere deep inside my physical being and I lost control of my eyelids for an instant. 

It was only an instant. 
But in that instant I went mad. 
In the half-second before I landed face-down on the floor and once again eliminated any 

and all visual stimulation, I spied the impossible. Using, according to my instantaneous 
calculations, over 32% of my brain’s capacity, I snapped a digital image of the room with my 
mind’s eye for later study. Lying prone on the floor, arms covering my head, I took the time for 
that study. 

There had been two Dylans, each one smothered in vibrantly-dark, bulbous entities with 
multiple mouths and rows of jagged teeth. The look on my young assistant’s face had been 
beyond simple terror. It had been filled with loss, defeat, and inevitable horror. I discovered an 
ability to read his very thoughts through this snapshot of his facial expression, and knew he 
wished for death even as he struggled to remain alive. 

Of Dean Templeton, I had seen nothing in my half-second exposure. I wanted to believe 
he had already been put out of his misery, but his scent wafted into my nostrils from behind. It 
was soaked with desperation and fear, and I instinctively knew he faced a most unfortunate fate 
that did not include the mercy of oblivion. 



And then, somehow, in this digital image implanted within my mind, the horrid entities 
which had been devouring Dylan turned towards me. I could feel their hunger as they swarmed 
forward within my mind, mouths open, teeth bared. 

A scream escaped my lips then- a guttural, primal scream from the core of my being. I 
feared those nasty things, feared them like I’d never feared anything in my life. 

And then a second explosion, this time in the physical realm, and everything stopped. 
I felt my own essence shrinking, attempting to regain normalcy. Yet like an elastic band 

which has been pulled too thin, I was unable to fit squarely within the normal reality in which we 
live. It felt confining. Insufficient. 

At some point I opened my eyes, I do not know exactly when. The bulbous monstrosities 
no longer appeared to be inhabiting the room, and I found myself breathing deeply with 
gratitude. My gratitude turned to horror upon spying the body of poor Marcus lying on the floor, 
eyes wide open, blood seeping from his ears. Turning towards the door, I saw Dean Templeton 
in a similar state, except no blood was to be seen. But the look on his pale, dead face was the 
same. 

The laboratory was much as it had been before this Hellish experience had occurred, but 
for one difference. The Solomon Resonator was nowhere to be found. Dylan, too, I realized, 
was shockingly absent. 

Then I heard the scratching, saw the bending of time and space in front of me, witnessed 
a single tooth force its way through the fabric of reality. 

I closed my eyes and screamed. 
 

** 
 
I force my eyelids shut as the cold water runs down my back and pray they did not notice 

my lapse. As long as I do not look they maintain their distance, as well as the illusion that they 
are unobserved. 

There are three of them in the room. Three grotesque, eyeless, oddly-concave beings 
dripping some sort of primordial ooze from their many mouths. God help me, did I close my eyes 
in time? 

We all have our demons. 
We were never meant to see them. 
 


