
 
Demons Within 
 

 
“Thank you generously for coming on such short notice. Our previous, most treasured boarding 
master has unexpectedly fallen…err…he is incapacitated at this time.” The eyes of the hauntingly 
tall yet poised headmaster stared intensely, with an odd demeanour and commanding tone. “All you 
have to do now is sign on this line.” He reached forward, composed, his hand being revealed from 
the deep pockets of a raven-black suit which hung, limp, off his broad and centred shoulders. As his 
nail drew a line along where the signature was needed, Jonathan sighed hesitantly, unnerved by the 
headmaster’s air of... authority – Jonathan attributed the unsettling aura surrounding the 
gentleman’s intrusive presence to simply a quality of esteem – but yet, a momentary flash of doubt 
reflected externally in a brief darkening of the expression on Jonathan’s vernal features. He watched 
warily as the seemingly presumptuous figure withdrew his hand and combed through the crop of his 
neat hair in a desultory gesture. Jonathan used his prerogative and clasped the pen, doing as 
instructed, feeling a peculiar chill down his spine as he did so. He disregarded it as the prickling 
wind, which whispered through the window and swayed the curtains momentarily. The headmaster’s 
face suddenly became more alight, ambiguously sparked by some unknown thought or instinct, “and 
now for the tour”.  
 
The tour of the college – host for the daughters of the most prestigious and influential of Sydney’s 
elite – and the surrounding grounds progressed as Jonathan expected, with the usual dormitories, 
dining halls, the renowned grand library, school rooms, and courtyard. However, he could not help 
but be struck by a chord of dissonance, a sinister melody perhaps produced by the instinctual 
instrument that was his consciousness. He attributed it to an almost eerie quality possessed by the 
young students, a peculiar yet alluring beauty which surrounded the girls like an ethereal halo, 
making it near impossible for him to draw his eyes away from the almost forceful magnetism the 
figures of the schoolgirls held trapped within their mortal, seemingly emotionless forms.  
 
When Jonathan’s leather boots tapped a rhythmical measure of his growing anxiety along the 
cobblestones surrounding the magnificent architecture of the college, he noted how the ladies would 
pause and curtsey with a knowing glance into the depths of his eyes. He felt like a drunk sailor 
abandoned at sea, intoxicated by the spell of their gaze (rather than the demons of drink), which 
raised in an action of rebellion to meet his. Was it possible this premonition – of schoolgirls as an 
embodiment of the seafarer’s fable of enchanting femme fatales who lured naive men to death with 
the luscious sight of their unclothed skin or the sweet tones of their siren’s song – would come to 
fruition? These uncontrollable feelings of yearning unnerved and plagued him as the tour wore on, 
and as much as he tried to dismiss these unspeakable and satanic thoughts from his mind, he could 
not shake the feeling of longing bubbling and fuelling the fire of intrigue within him. This rather 
sudden uncoerced habit of my imagination is beginning to become unacceptably distracting. 
Jonathan sighed, the thoughts irrepressible – at least for the present. 
 

* 
 
In the dead of night, Jonathan awoke with a start, emerging from the comforting submersion of 
unconsciousness and into the absolute reality of existence. He forgot momentarily of yesterday’s 
pattern of events which had led him to the present, until it rolled over him like the high tide, rushing 
back to him and overriding his senses in a wave of understanding. Once he regained his bearings 
amongst his newly-acquired bedchambers – he scanned his near-empty chambers with a sensation 
of relief – darkness there, and nothing more – first with a pondering feeling of acceptance, second 
with a rising feeling of panic as the flames of his candles re-ignited, causing the blood to rise to a 
pink tone on his fair skin in reaction to the intrusive presence of heat, while he simultaneously laid 
his eyes upon a stark black raven which made the beat of his heart accelerate alarmingly. The 
silence lay unbroken, the dense and pregnant absence of noise growing poignant between this  
  



ebony creature of darkness and its current figure of affliction, until Jonathan’s ears pricked 
unpleasantly as an irksome rhythmical chant rose to a crescendo overhead, the source of the 
insidious utterances provoking him into an internal yet panicked state of hysteria, which to the 
outside perceptions of an outsider would falsely seem as simply a state of appeasement. As the 
perturbing incantations and whispers heightened in pitch, Jonathan’s rising delirium emanated as 
fear caused him to withdraw and he collapsed in shock, fainting as his mind descended, floating into 
the realm of dreams and catacombs of safety, becoming blanketed in blackness. 
 

* 
 
Jonathan was pacing around the school grounds in the frigid dawn air, the colours of the blushing 
eastern sun greeting him in a dance of acknowledgement. The revitalising charge of the morning 
sun seeped into his bones, nourishing like the life-milk of a mother’s breast to child as he roamed 
amongst the forest-green oaks and crisp dew leaves. The abundance of nature surrounding him did 
not however alleviate the feeling of paranoia that clawed at the edges of his awareness, providing 
him no solace as he struggled to determine the truth of what occurred the night before. It was 
easier, simpler to assume the nightmarish events were merely a figment of his wild imagination but 
he continued to be plagued by horrors of realistic and vivid memories in which an ebony raven 
croaked by his window and the moans of incomprehensible beings haunted him. As if in response to 
his darkening state of mind, a thick fog dropped upon the path as he began the return journey to 
Shubra Hall (the location of his quarters as newly appointed boarding master, surrounded by the 
girls dormitories), the fog concealing his vision slightly as he became lost in thought rather than 
location, blurring the lines between reality and false visions once again.  
 
It seemed an eternity later (though in reality merely minutes had passed) when Jonathan 
distinguished what appeared to be the outline of a figure up ahead at the foot of Shubra Hall. As he 
advanced towards it, quickening his pace in concern, he felt as if slapped by horror as he 
recognised the fractured body of a young girl occupying the space at his feet, her angelic face as 
white as the frost which settled upon the leaves of the oak trees, the knowledgeable branches the 
sole witness to this cataclysm. If it was not for the twisted entanglement of limbs surrounding the 
girl’s slender and proportionate frame, she could have been deep in pleasant sleep, this state 
emphasising her fragility. A gurgle of cherry-pigmented blood fell from grace from the once-plump 
contour of lips, - now blue in hue and paling like the sheet of her milky skin – the only indication that 
life had once lay habit in her humanly form. It occurred to Jonathan that paradoxically, while death 
had selfishly claimed this girl of her mortality, it was also death that had preserved her, immortal in 
her prime, in a state of almost ethereality. The malaise weighed down upon his heart like lead as he 
cursed death and the divine for robbing the world of those so innocent! Yet, God has not said a 
word! As if Jonathan had summoned Death himself, an almost demonic fantasy appeared in 
response, candid as ever – he thought of opening her lids again, of loving her (not in vain), 
imagining the spark of life that would appear in her irises, worshipping him, her cheeks blushing 
bright beneath a burning kiss, her smiling head granted his darling’s wish.  
 
He renounced the repulsive imaginations as he gained his senses, and felt the guilt prickle upon his 
skin as it occurred he’d been staring at the scene of death before him for quite some time now, 
hypnotized by the unbelievable terror of the lifeless beauty. He was almost certain the situation was 
one of a fall from the heights of Shubra – but suicide... or murder? – the sickening thought crossed 
his mind ominously. Before he turned on his heel to raise the alarm, however, Jonathan caught a 
glimpse of a chain nestled upon the cleavage above her chest- a necklace, broken off her slim neck 
by the fall, an unknown and intricate charm hanging upon the binds of the trinket. With an 
overwhelming sense of urgency he could not suppress any longer, he swept the necklace into the 
cup of his palm, took a deep breath – his breathing ragged from the adrenaline rushing through the 
core of his veins – and ruefully hurried to the headmaster, wanting to forewarn him of the tragic 
circumstances before the other ladies awoke to start their cursed day of studies. 
 
  



Jonathan felt on edge in the presence of the headmaster, and what was more concerning was his 
abhorrent lack of interest in the devilish circumstances which Jonathan described to him, “Driven 
mad with love,” the headmaster responded unwaveringly, his cool tone almost dismissive as he 
blamed it as “simply suicide”. It was disturbing, and yet the headmaster and the emotionless yet 
delicately lovely aesthetics of the students seemed astoundingly untroubled by the loss of a 
classmate into oblivion.  An oppressive atmosphere of secrecy descended upon the school, with no 
one willing to contact any external authorities. In fact, if one had not been so lost in thoughts of guilt 
as Jonathan was, due to his sinful transgression earlier that morning, it would have occurred to him 
with alarm that the inhabitants of the school were rather unsurprised by the sudden death of the 
young student …almost as if it were expected. Nevertheless, Jonathan completed his daily duties as 
boarding master in blind ignorance, until the typical obscurity of night subverted into a crystallisation 
of his culpable feelings, driving him to action.  
 
All seemed silent at Shubra Hall, except for the shuffling of Jonathan’s bare feet against the cool 
mahogany floorboards of the dormitory and the swaying of the girl’s trinket, worn by Jonathan as a 
symbol of fate. He ascended the stairs and approached the rooftop, the gong of the ancient 
grandfather clock causing him to jump with fright, and in a sigh of relief he tried to amuse himself 
with the irony of the clock: its ticking sounds of breathing one which is ignored during the hasty 
activity of day, but the measurement of a home in the arms of slumber during the stillness of night. 
In mere moments Jonathan was upon the rooftop of Shubra Hall, the crisp bite of night’s breeze 
gnawing at his heels and dropping his temperature exponentially. He approached the edge with 
intention, his figure a shadow where the Lady Moonlight shone. He felt the euphoric presence of 
adrenaline charging him, almost erotic as he glanced downward at the bed of distant earth. He was 
insignificant in the space of history, a faint star not unlike those hanging in the air above his head, 
existing in the past, already gone. He took a shallow breath, but was interrupted by the throb of a 
mass of footsteps, reverberating through Jonathan’s lanky frame and spurring him to conceal 
himself in the veil of darkness by kneeling at the edge where he waited, trembling.  
 
The girls’ exquisite frames were emphasised by the glow of moonlight, which brought vitality to their 
bare limbs and toes and made them appear as damsels bright, dressed in silken night robes of 
white. They marched hauntingly as if in a promenade, their eyes staring into the emptiness of space 
ahead of them and as if commanded by some unseen force or entity, they glided into a circle, 
stamping rhythmically, and lit a drum of flame like nature’s fireplace, welcoming them home. 
Jonathan gasped in alarm as he felt the rooftop’s reactionary groans and creaks to the multitude of 
limbs it was accommodating, the ritualistic vibrations reverberating throughout him. The sweet girls’ 
voices began faint, until with unforeseen potency the head of each schoolgirl seemed to snap back 
in unison, an entanglement of hair as their bodies swayed provocatively and a guttural howl 
channelled from the depths of their afflicted souls. The inhuman quality of their movements were 
hellish, and as they began to dance Jonathan imagined the devil’s choreography, their laughter 
transforming to a bloodthirsty snarling as a demonic choir of moans conducted as if by Satan 
himself. 
 
With panic, Jonathan rushed into the centre of the circle and attempted to renounce the diabolical 
forces controlling these poor, delicate beings in the name of the divine creator Himself. But, in a 
malevolent gesture of ill fortune, the girls’ heads slowly and painstakingly turned his way, their eyes 
rolled in the back of their youthful heads before coming to rest on Jonathan, staring deeply and 
purposely into him. Their chanting reached a feverish climax as his eyes widened in absolute 
apprehension and to his horror, the trinket began to rise rancorously and he was gripped by an 
imperceptible and vengeant force that knocked the air out of his lungs, leaving him gasping. As he 
attempted to recover his breath with a deep breath of life-giving air, Jonathan realised with dread 
the constriction around him continued, leaving him breathless and struggling to hold on to the 
certainty of existence. The mantra of the beauties continued as he was raised from the ground on 
which he stood and into the dense air, the increasing restriction around his throat stealing him from 
life with each moment. In a final act of desperation, Jonathan used his remaining strength to lift his 
trembling hands, painstakingly slowly, and rip the cursed necklace from the cradle of his warm  
  



throat, flinging it into the roaring flame. With an ear splitting scream of agony the schoolgirls’ halted 
and paused, blinking vaguely as the demons of hypnosis that had controlled them for the 
immeasurable past were now absent, their tormented souls freed. The strangling pressure upon 
Jonathan vanished too late and as Jonathan fell, the light fading in his eyes, he cursed nature, the 
cosmos, humanity and the divine and was welcomed into the arms of an old comrade named Death, 
his mortal body transforming into a disarray of limbs with a soft thud onto the bed of earthly terrain, 
where it would lay for eternal slumber. 
 
God has not said a word. 


