Devil’s Beast (A Short Story)



I didn’t know what happen to me.  How I came to such a feverish place.  But I will write, though, to keep my sanity.  Because you can so easily lose it in this place, where the mad mourn and cry for the injustice.  Where I sit and wade out my days.  It is so, so very easy to die here, without a tear or anyone to miss me.  Truly!  Truly this is what a devil-man wants; an evil ending to my very life so that, that evil can consume me. But I won’t and will not because I will write.  I will write on this miserable piece of toilet paper.  This is not the ramblings of a mad monster, but a plea and words of an entrapped human.  They still scream, the wall echoes their much shrilled voices.  They call for the “warden” to “let them out!”  But these cries fall on false ears and mad minds.  No one hears them.  For so many nights and days, I have laid in my own filth, using them as sinful warmth.  I have been driven, driven to an animal state.  


This is my letter, my world, my dreams from which I wish to escape and flee…I do. I don’t know the day or time.  My trap is dark, dark and enclosed by black dark.  No light, I see hardly anyone patrol the dark halls outside.  All I know are the voices and screams of those, who I presume, are also trapped. 


I hear them taunting and tempting the dark unknown. I don’t know how I even imagine this journal or my writing it.  I sometimes can’t sleep or even blink because I fear what the evil may do.  HUSH!!!  They come, something comes to quiet me!


It left, it left with the sounds of drums, steadily fleeing.  As a scream curdle then quelled.  He screamed for freedom, for release but he also wanted food and water.  But then I do not know if he received such because his screams died away.  You see, don’t you?  You see how this devil-man treats us?!?  He drags us away into an unknown oblivion, never speaking or telling us our fate.  He comes to quiet us all eventually.  But I know better.  Yes, I do.  I can still hear it, coming down the hall.  Coming to get another and carry them to the unknown.  


I sometimes, sometimes think about what was life about before this darkness.  Was I happy?  Smiling?  All I remember and recall is this!  This place with its walls, the scream and sometimes I wonder why.  Why do these people, Devils!, lock us away until we are driven insane?!  Do they lick their lips in pleasure at the mere successful thought?  Do these devil-men whistle at the torment and take a personal satisfaction in this?  See, see how the trapped howl and cry! I can still hear them, breathing down my back, stealing another man. I sit down in my own filth!  They must be delighted at this.  There’s no other way a human would allow a fellow man to torture themselves in this sense.  I cannot recall my own name.  Did I ever have one?  Was I ever outside these dirty walls?  Sometimes these wardens, though faceless, haunt my dreams.  I can see them smiling toothless and torturing my own poor soul and then complimenting me on its vitality.  I sometimes can see their ugly mute-less faces.  But I mostly wish to never see their faces, for if I do then what will become of me then.  


I have lost a day for I wrote feverishly last journal page without a single comprehensible thought.  Forgive me whoever shall come next, after me.  I believe the madness of this place and its hidden demons have rightly affected my very speech and thoughts.  Maybe this time I can try to recall who I was-


I believe my name was once Eric, yes, Eric.  I once dwelled outside of these damn walls, but I do not know where because I am unsure of my very location.  I lived, I think, peacefully in a stable part of my life.  I think or better recall a family.  An elderly woman with a heart-shaped face, descending hair of gray-brown with wrinkly eyes of green, she must have been my aging mother.  She always wore the same color blue from head to toe and she loved gardenias.  Oh!  I could only smell those flowers in this dark prison!  My father was an active man in the community.  He always was smiling and his broad shoulders always shook with laughter.  He never took things too seriously. He was a man whom I greatly admired.  


I’m sure I had siblings but not quite sure which of the people who I remember were or not. Just names, let me see…April seems to be a prevalent one.  She was a young teenager with brown wavy hair and a bubbly personality.  Maybe a younger sister?  She was always surrounded by friends and family.  Another name which seems to be mostly recalled is Tammie.  She was middle -aged woman, dark skin.  Her looks were impeccable, always wearing the newest clothes and hair. She was so generous. Maybe she was a friend or love since I can remember her with such fondness- 


These devils came again when I was writing of Tammie.  Can they hear my thoughts?  They came with many feet, and then they pounded and knock on my door.  But cleverly I ceased breathing and waited for them to pass. I do not want to meet the unknown, my friend.   They continued, though, knocking louder and louder. I felt them tying to come inside this door of my prison, knocking and knocking, pounding furiously like the mad men who scream constantly.  Then they ceased, stopped and yelled.  Their voices, or maybe it was a language, was an inaudible yelp or cry, maybe a screech. They did this thrice before disappearing again.  If only I could see who these devils are and why they torment my very soul!  But I digress…  


My life was almost a good one.  I recall a car, an apartment and a steady work life.  But the day in question when this all ceased and I became a captive of this hell, I cannot remember.  It is blank, completely.  But I will remember it.  Whilst I do, I will begin instead to write of these rantings of these mad-men. I will assign them with numbers.  


The baritone I will call 13, is very quiet and seems to be farther away from the rest.  There are three others I call them 3-1, 3-2 and 3-3.  Their voices seem alike all young men and are dangerously insane.  There are two others, one is soft spoken, closer to my prison cell.  He talks sporadically and sometimes seems to drift in and out the lines of reality.  The last one seems to be across the way, if there is one.  He talks mostly and very sane since the one human was taken away.  He speaks truthfully.  He is number 5 and the other, I will make 20.  

20:  Where do you think we are?  I mean they could be aliens like Martians and want to eat us. Or maybe we are still on earth,  maybe Area 51. 

5:  Shut up!  All you say is aliens this, alien Martian that.  Do you even think we could possibly be on earth?!

3-2: Yeah!  Yeah!  We must be in space because…because?!

3-3:  The government would send military.  They would!  They would kill these bastards.  Eradicate them all!

3-1:  Maybe they are government and we are lab rats for them to test, ya know.

5:  Sweet Jesus!  You’re all insane. It doesn’t make sense.  Why would the government go through the trouble?

20:  Ever heard of Roswell?  How ‘bout Pearl harbor?

5:  Those are theories.  Where’s the proof?

3-3:  We’re going to die, aren’t we fellas?  They’re killing us all off one by one!  

13: Quiet, they’re coming again!

3-1:  Oh man!  Oh man!


I listen they went farther away this time but they took another one, dragging the screaming man away.  He yelled for his kids and wife.  He wanted to go home.  Why do they torture us?  We receive meager meals every day; water, bread, bread, water.  All we eat once everyday day with pills.  These strange colored pills that sit beside our plates; it makes me think they want to drug us in some way.    Certainly, they do not wish to eat us or they would have fatten us up.  But imprisoned with nothing else but waning minds.  Sometimes, I can breathe voices of many men, screaming aloud for different begging for food, water, families and friends.  Sometimes they scream for the end, a quick one, because someone doesn’t care for them here.  I want to know what happens, they never talk only carry us away.  


Are they human or otherwise something foreign, something evil?  I wonder if I too will be dragged away, will I die or be let go.  I don’t know.  It grows colder each day, I am begging to notice.  The men have quiet down and I believe they have fallen to sleep, in fear of madness.  But I can’t remember last when we all quieted so profoundly.  Maybe because this one cried for people who he loved and loved him.  


They came in the middle of my sleep, knocking on my door.  They shouted at the cold cell door. Maybe, maybe I thought, they would go away.  I stayed still, not breathing.  But still they knocked harder and harder, these creatures would not go away.  They would have to go away. I would not be taken, dragged away, not me! NO!  Not me!  The door it opens, it OPENS-  


“Howard Evans, it’s time for daily evaluation.”  The orderly grabbed the raving man from his dark corner of his cell.


He screamed, “Beasts!  Devils!  All of you!”  The bullish orderly waved towards the open door.  


A nurse came in brandishing a needle filled syringe, “Hold him, Ivan!”  


“Beasts!  Devils!  You all, you all won’t be taking me!  NO!  Not me!  You won’t carry me away!”  “Howard” felt the padded wall behind him, looking searching for escape from the bullish man and small nurse.  They wanted to drag him away, just like the others and he fought back. His face contorted in a strange mask of pain and disgust.

An elderly man came into the room, his long nose poking from underneath his dark glasses as he was reading from a chart in his hands, “Mr. Howard is still having delusions, is he?”


“Yes, sir.”  The nurse took a step aside.


The man nodded to himself, “Please place him in isolation, away from the others.  I am afraid he excites the others down the hall.  Let this be until I can find a more suitable treatment for his schizophrenia.”  With that, the man left, writing more notes down on the chart he held.


The orderly nodded gingerly to the nurse, “Call the guys back here to help me with him.”


“Alright, but be careful.  You remember last time.”  She turned and left out the door, “I think Jenkins is still having nightmares.”


“BEASTS!  ALL OF YOU DEVILS!”  The man gripped the walls, with white knuckles, “Why are you doing this to me?  Why do you do this to us?”


“Calm down, Howard.”  The orderly paced the room carefully, “We are not going to hurt you.”


“LIES!  ALL LIES!”


“You remember, Howard, where we are?  The Meadows Hospital and Sanitarium, right?”  As Ivan began talking calmly to the man, other orderlies entered the room. 


Now, they put me in this meager cell.  The devils came and took me away, just like the others.  They dragged me and did something to me; I don’t know what, my friend.  But there is no light…no comfort.  Just these walls!  These damn walls!  I saw the devils; they look like that of my own.  But I know better, they are not human!  Not human!  Now I have to wait, wait for what they will do to me…(

