
Story 1 

 

My sanctum resembles reality on first examination but delving deeper reveals it to be 

a stranger affair indeed. Resembling the layout of my own home this world also 

harbours a basement, accessed via a staircase between my kitchen cabinets. Entering, 

I witness the room bathed in depressing darkness; whatever it contains intends me 

extraordinary suffering. Its origin occasionally catches the light but never long enough 

to properly discern the truth. Assimilated within, silky slippery voices beckon to me, I 

fear venturing forth determines my demise. At the creatures’ hand or maw, I do not 

know. But what weapon can I employ to resist the seduction of my soul? 

Returning to reality, I face a seemingly insurmountable trial. Realising I have 

no real choice, I decide to marry perseverance, as my surrender would only feed the 

darkness. This determination may be the key to vanquishing this evil.  

Returning to my innermost terror, I throw open the door. Immediately the voices 

invade my eardrums. They rip and slash everything within their vicinity. Fearing the 

oncoming madness, I take a deep breath quelling the voices, I creep forward. Though 

I know not what may lay ahead, I am filled with confidence. I find my way to the 

third step, the last before being consumed by the inky depths. I strain my eyes but 

cannot penetrate the void. I conjure a flaming torch and aim it into the abyss, without 

success. Tossing it aside, I concede a momentary defeat but I am determined, I won’t 

yield to this monster. I lunge forward, consumed fully by the darkness. 

It’s darker than I’ve ever endured, as if light has been completely banished 

from this realm. I expected to feel something crossing the threshold, much like 

entering a pool of tepid water yet I remain bone dry and unburdened. No longer 

simply disembodied voices, these abominations have taken on corporeal form. 



Beyond my reach they watch, waiting for my desperate bended knee so they may 

begin their assault. I grope about but find nothing beyond what is underfoot, so I 

continue my descent. The door creaks close, capturing and stilling the foul air. 

Fear ripples forth and stiffens my spine, causing my hair to stand on end. The 

physical manifestation of my paranoia is imminent. I venture on and the safety of the 

basement door slowly vanishes into the abyss yet my prize feels no nearer. I’m no 

longer in command and continuing as I am, wandering this wasteland for eternity will 

be my fate. I believe changing direction would be wise. I stop and turn to my right 

side, extending the same foot further into the dark pool. I lower it into what feels like 

a thick warm, soup. It is unmistakable, this place intends to deceive my mind and if 

my senses are not mistaken, this is the same substance I consumed before entering 

this place. As if to mock me, it acknowledges my realisation and melts away leaving 

nothing but a brief moment of that familiar and comforting tavern smell; seasoned 

meat, steamed vegetables and exotic spices. I could swear that maiden had followed 

me and was now assisting me with my endeavours. I’m no fool however, and 

something so trite will not lure me into the unseen grasp of Lucifer so easily.   

Continuing onwards, my footsteps echo like a leaky faucet and like a disturbed 

lake’s surface, light ripples outward in unending circles. However, a few hundred 

metres ahead, something ends the journey in this direction. As I approach, the 

oppressive stares only worsen the loneliness, languishing on this place. I now notice 

the wails but  they are not tortured as I predicted. These voices resonate with 

unrepentant rage and contain a recognisable bittersweet twang. This feeling tickles the 

back of my being much like an assaulting swarm of flies on a balmy summer day. The 

air grows warmer luring me towards a moment’s reprieve. I reluctantly resist the 

desire as it could be yet another of the demons’ devilish tactics. Regardless, I am 



certain this place has wrested control of my mind. The journey’s toll has grown heavy 

and I believe the distance from my goal is at its greatest. I fear I am on the edge of 

being consumed by silent oblivion.  

I have become my greatest foe. Perceptions of time are muddled and the 

direction of home is even less certain. Shaking, I seize the moment and steel myself 

and something darts into the corner of my vision. It’s the light I saw at the entrance; I 

sprint without caution. I lock my gaze on the mysterious sheen, determined not to 

blink, fearful it may be lost forever. Without warning, I collide with an impenetrable 

obstacle. 

Feeling a searing pain in my entire being, I collapse in a heap like a carriage 

crashing into a stone wall; I’m lucky to live. Facedown, I push myself onto my knees 

and pivot onto my hind quarters. Immediately, I attempt to assess the damage; no 

blood and nothing appears broken. I cautiously stand and reach out; at arm’s length I 

feel something solid. Smooth, likely manmade but I couldn’t be certain of anything in 

this place. Running my hands all over, I try to get a sense of the dimensions; the body 

is cylindrical and I am able to wrap my arms completely around it. Where my hands 

meet, a hole the size of a tankard contains a different kind of smoothness, I believe 

may be glass. Tracing it skyward, I’m unable to reach its peak but notice several 

appendages projecting outwards in many directions. Here I feel a zephyr gliding 

across my arms at regular intervals. I sidle around until I reach the other side and 

immediately something crashes into me, I then feel it swing away again. Stepping 

back, I discover the object marking the end of my quest. I prepare to catch it upon its 

return. Feeling the breeze once more, I lunge forward clutching onto the cool surface. 

Feeling no resistance, I loosen my grip and it lazily sways in front of me. Before I can 

examine it further, the object unleashes a blinding light, overwhelming my senses. 



 

Lowering my hands and opening my eyes, I’m amazed to see the two objects 

are now visible. The tallest, a tree forged from the finest interconnected jewels. The 

inner trunk matches my earlier assessment but I now see that it houses what resembles 

a flowing river defying gravity. Inside are inclined stripes of the purest whites and the 

bloodiest reds. The latter object hangs from the tree’s tallest branches, suspended by 

two ropes ten feet in length, a rectangular floor mirror big enough for me to step 

inside; the frame beautiful and ornate as any work by Michelangelo. Examining the 

glass, I discover it has failed to reflect its surroundings but instead portrays a scene 

not unlike that of Dante and Virgil with my visage replacing the two men. The former 

bathed in light, the other darkness; this discovery must be fate. Upon caressing the 

painting the world becomes an explosion of light. 

My eyes adjust and I discover the shroud of darkness that once blanketed my 

surroundings has lifted. The tree and mirror remain but I now find myself on a small 

island surrounded by a bubbling lake of lava. Above me is a brilliant azure sky, 

crashing with thunder and crackles of lightning. The creeping dread dispels and in its 

place a normalcy brought on by the world’s natural inhabitants. On the towering cliffs 

above, bunnies and deer roam the emerald plains, below beasts of abnormal shapes 

and sizes float above and through the magma. Most do not attend to my presence, 

others look over, some nod in greeting then return to their business. These creatures 

seem to live in harmony with one another. I now hear the gentle thump of an unseen 

xylophone and a violin’s pluck, baffled the feeling of familiarity returns. I am certain 

I have visited this place previously but I cannot recall when. A tapping interrupts my 

reverie, the source is within the newly transmogrified mirror. Staring back is my 



identical twin, smiling and motioning for my embrace. I comply and reach inside the 

mirror. My hand passes through and the mirror melts away into mercury.  

The mercury reforms into a staircase leading back to the kitchen entrance. The 

meaning of this place is now crystal clear. I no longer fear the unknown, I now see 

that this wasn’t a beast to be banished. It is and always has been an integral part of 

myself. A far off memory, that I alone chose to ignore. No longer will this be a 

weakness, I found what I once lost. The ultimate weapon I once used to combat the 

demons out there. Smiling, I sit at the bottom of the staircase and look upon my 

conquered realm, ready to face whatever may lay ahead and my soul finally at peace.      


