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Inhuman Humanity 

    I remember from my earliest moments the sensation, the feeling of existence, the tingle of 

being emanating from the very depths of my soul, the steady throb of my newly beating heart, 

the surge of warm blood through my chilled, decaying veins, the explosion of senses travelling 

along my nerves, the essence of life. With the strike of lightning, charge flowed freely through 

my form, and I awoke from nothingness, my lungs tenaciously grasping at the tendrils of air. I 

was alive. 

I probed my existence, feeling the spark of understanding as I realized my consciousness, 

and began burrowing into its folds, searching for memories to learn of myself, but only a 

distorted view of the past remained. I will never know to whom my flesh belonged, or how long 

they had been deceased; however, I did learn the nature of my brain. As I attempted to salvage 

knowledge, I encountered a barrier that I could not pass, the decay of my mind, and I realized my 

mental inadequacy. I possessed the articulation of a child. After my brief moment of 

introspection, I began my examination of the world to which I thus belonged. My eyes opened, 

and I perceived the world through sight, letting my gaze wander until it rested upon another 

figure. The being was watching over me with apprehension, and even with my primitive mind I 

could still comprehend his countenance. Deeply etched lines of horror reflected his emotions, 



and as my body convulsed once more from the remnants of electricity arcing through my flesh, 

he fled the room.  

At the time, I could not comprehend most of what I saw, so, ignoring the scenes 

surrounding me, I alighted upon the most interesting specimen available, my own form. Thin 

web of veins formed webs across my dorsum, and I beheld the delicacy of the skin, stroking it, 

struggling to comprehend its texture with my addled brain, and I felt the compacted fiber of 

muscle, the chords still taught from my electric creation, lastly reaching the underlying rigidity 

of bone, realizing the true beauty of my structure. Then I extended my thoughts, scouring the 

eruption of feeling. I reached along my nerves, learning my senses, attempting to perceive the 

nature of perception. I tasted the metallic flavor of charge, a remnant from my resuscitation, 

followed by the stench of singed flesh rising in swaying columns from my frame. The sudden 

comprehension brought me a primitive delight, as of a wolf discovering lost provisions. With 

newfound confidence, I continued my quest, discovering the allure of sound, hearing the low 

rumble of a brewing storm and the roar of precipitation lashing against the walls. And from this 

motion of the coming storm, a fierce desire began forming within me. I wished to execute the act 

of movement.   

A dim awareness sparked in my mind as I took what meager portions of memory and 

instinct I had and applied them to motion. I strained at first, the intricate system of muscles and 

sinew in my hand slowly responding to my thoughts, and the ends of my long, spider-like fingers 

began to twitch, at first slowly, increasing in vigor as I urged them on until I only saw blinding 

blurs. Then I began to articulate the motion of my whole hand, spending nigh on one hour 

recovering how to clench my fist. Eventually I attained the skill to primitively move my entire 



body and articulately move my hands, and after my previous success, I endeavored to walk. I 

progressed as a babe would, slowly crawling, until eventually instinct and the undamaged 

memories I had lead me to stand erect like man as I knew from my distorted past and the figure I 

had seen.  

With my newly recovered knowledge, I explored further, indulging my senses and 

satiating my curiosity. I explored the room in which I awoke, alighting on wires and tubes and 

objects I could not even begin to comprehend, yet my thoughts kept drifting to the figure whom I 

had seen earlier. So I pursued his path and entered the next room. In the corner lay an object that 

I recalled, a bed. I proceeded to the bed’s edge and pulled back the curtain, revealing the figure. 

A primal grin spread across my face at finding my query, and I reached for the being. Suddenly, 

his eyes fluttered open, startling me into releasing a cry, and I once more saw the horror descend 

upon his countenance. With lightning speed, he rose and jumped past me, running straight out of 

the room. This deeply disturbed me and I turned to follow him, slowly lumbering out the door, 

down the stairs, and into the night. 

The first thing I noticed was an abundance of other figures prowling the streets, and I 

stood in awe observing them, trying to glean as much knowledge as I could. Walking forward, I 

went straight to one of the figures and started staring directly into its eyes. I saw this human 

recoil just as the first one had but more mildly so and the surprise was soon replaced with an 

emotion I could not understand, and then he uttered something that I also could not comprehend. 

When I did not respond, he looked at me queerly, then slowly walked away. I noted every slight 

move, every action trying to learn how to be human. I repeated this process many times, 

eventually learning that direct confrontation yielded few results, so I changed my manner, 



instead walking beside them and viewing their interactions. Dawn approached as tendrils of light 

seeped into the street, and with it I felt a sudden weariness. I had the sudden urge to sleep, and so 

I descended into the shadows, leaving the streets for the cover of bushes, where I slumbered.  

Upon awakening, I noticed the sun which was at its peak in the sky. Once I returned to 

the street, I saw a much greater abundance of people bustling along its length, and I resumed my 

exploration. Throughout the days and weeks to come, I came to understand the various natures of 

humans through my power of observation. I learned the difference of genders, the concept of 

clothing, food, shelter, and the general behavior, and emotions of humans. However, I could not 

grasp language and the refined studies of man, which eluded me because of the incompleteness 

of my brain and resources. I sustained myself by residing in the wild expanses beyond the road 

and killing the animals as I had learned from observing a hunter. I made shelter from branches 

and a thatch work of leaves and the pelts of the animals. However, I learned then that winter was 

approaching from the sudden drop in temperature, and realized that my sanctuary would soon 

bring no comfort. The two problems I faced, one of knowledge and one of survival plagued me 

day and night, and I spent more time prowling the streets than ever before. Then, near the start of 

winter one act solved both of these conundrums.  

One night, I decided to follow a man back to his home in order to understand its nature. 

The man appeared to grow increasingly agitated as I strode behind him, until we reached his 

residence, at which point he abruptly turned around and yelled something that I could not 

understand. When I just stared blankly at him, he raised his fist to strike a blow and attacked. As 

soon as I felt the pain, I recoiled, but he relentlessly battered me until, using my impressively 

greater stature, I knocked him aside. The man’s head then collided with the wall, and he moved 



no more. I had killed him. Unsure of how to react, I entered his home, carrying him with me. 

Knowing the consequence of murder, I hid the body in a closet and familiarized myself with the 

house, discovering a library in which I absorbed myself. Through his stores I educated myself in 

language for three years’ time, when finally I left to explore the world, for I had truly become a 

human.  


