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I dedicate this volume to Albert Herbst born 1959 - † 2025.

Finally, my friend, freedom is yours. 
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This volume, as the previous, is not born from academic study. Rather it is the result of my personal experience and reflection. My desire to better understand myself and others. I trust you too, will find value in this perspective and gain a deeper insight.

In this volume, you will be introduced to a couple of characters. Some human, some not. I will attempt to create them in a way that would enable you to relate to each one. Whether through association or recognition. Perhaps a friend, partner, parent, sibling, or perhaps you will see one of these characters staring back at you in the mirror. 

It is important to understand what motivates others and what methods are most effective to influence one towards improved socially acceptable behavior. It is equally important to understand what motivates you. By understanding your own motivations and values, you could realign your own focus. Do not underestimate the effects and magnitude of self-punishment we unknowingly exert upon ourselves. Be it through anger, self-resentment or nihilism. Through understanding, one could tip the scale through self-reward and motivation. Focusing on the cultivation of positive habits to replace the negative habits. Much of our punishment is self-induced and self-imposed.
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Butch
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The crowd was roaring. The smell of beer, cigar smoke and blood filled the interior of the basement level of the abandoned warehouse. Excitement was running high, as the preceding fights were spectacular. Raw savagery and ferocity. Primal instinct channeled into sheer brutality. Various canine species pitched in mortal combat. Spectators placing their bets on the predicted victors.  

Butch reared up on his hind legs, the thick chain leash pulling him back. His heart was pounding and his blood raced, fueling his big muscles with oxygen. The human steroids and testosterone coursing through his canine veins clouded his mind with pure rage. If it wasn’t for the muzzle on his face, Butch would tear anything and everything apart. 

Tonight, was the night. Butch’s handler had invested a lot of money on Butch. Honing both his physique as well as his temperament into the prize fighter that he is. See Butch has dominated the illegal dog fight arena for two years now. And as long as he continues to win, he can look forward to another sunrise. However, as Butch and his handler knows, every dog has his day. And that day, is short-lived. Soon, Butch will pass his prime. Another, younger, bigger and fiercer dog will replace him as the top-dog. Rendering Butch redundant. 

As butch entered the ring, his huge muscles twitched and tensed. Thick, white strands of drool flung into the air as Butch barked and growled. There was nothing else on his mind, but brutal rage and murder. The only thing that would settle his chemically induced fury, was the taste of blood. 

“Ready?” the ring master checked with the handlers. “FIGHT!” Muzzles were removed and both dogs were released. Immediately they rushed each other in a flurry of teeth and muscle. Their broad chests collided and Butch sunk his teeth into his opponent’s neck.  There it was, the first taste of blood. The taste fueled him like oil on a fire. Deeper he sunk his teeth, biting down with all the force his jaw could muster. He swung his head from side to side, ripping into his opponent. The slightly taller opponent did not hesitate. First, he clawed and scratched at Butch’s frame, then he bit down on the first part of Butch that his mouth could reach, his ear. Butch clinched his eyes shut as the searing pain filled him. His opponent locked his jaw and jerked his head back, ripping Butch’s ear clean off. Blood spurted and Butch let go his grip. 

Both dogs retreated, sizing one another with murderous intent. They slowly circled. Eyes locked. Then it happened... Without his opponent even getting close to him, Butch felt a sharp, deep stabbing sensation in his chest. It felt like a dagger had been plunged into his chest. It hurt. It hurt to move, to breathe. His breathing was shallow and his legs went numb. Butch let out a painful cry and fell to the floor. 

“Get up you mangy mut! Fight, dammit! Fight!” Butch’s handler shouted. Then everything went dark. Dark and silent. 

Shortly after, the veterinarian with very questionable morals stood next to the examination table where Butch lay. He listened to Butch’s heart with his stethoscope. 

“He’s done. The steroids have affected his heart. I am afraid this boy has seen the last fight. He is useless now.”

“He had a good run, I suppose it was bound to happen.” Butch’s handler said. “Good thing I have his replacement already lined up. He made me lots of money, but he is clearly spent.”

Butch lay on the table, shivering. His body was cold and tired. So tired. When the rush of the steroids and testosterone subsided, he always felt sad. He never did want to fight. He would rather befriend the other dogs. He longed for that feeling of belonging. The affection of his handler, something he never experienced. He longed to feel as if he was a part of a pack. Not merely an instrument of destruction. It felt counterintuitive, foregoing his gentle nature for the sake of pleasing his master.

Later that night, Butch’s handler roughly stuffed Butch in the back of an old panel van. He drove for a while and then pulled off the highway. The side door opened and the handler shoved Butch out the door. His tired limbs could hardly support him, never mind protect him against the hard fall.  

“You’re on your own Butch. You either fend for yourself on the streets, or I take you home and end you with a shot to the back of your head.” 

The door slammed shut. Butch just lay there by the side of the road as he watched the van drive off. He didn’t know what next. Fear and confusion rushing through his mind. He felt as if he was being punished for failing his master. His body betrayed him, and now the whole of him is being discarded. See, dogs don’t consider the future. They live in the moment. 

Extract

Too often circumstances beyond our control, land us in situations where we have to do something that we don’t really want to do. Taking whatever job is available versus something that we actually enjoy doing, for example. However, this is but one side of the coin. The fact that we more often than not find our selves in a position of need, especially when one hails from a less affluent background, creates an opportunity for exploitation. 

People have a tendency to exploit one another. Whether it is an employer rewarding his staff with the bare minimum wage, for intense or laborious labor. A drug peddler exploiting the misfortune of others by offering a false and chemically induced escape. Or perhaps the parent that abuses the child as a means of channeling his or her frustration with the world. 

The worst kind is those that create the situation of desperation, with the sole purpose of exploiting the sufferer. Like Butch’s handler. 

Butch resembled the fierce dog that struck fear into anyone that laid eyes on him, but had he grown up in different circumstances, he would have been the loving, caring and gentle pup that everyone wants to pet. 

We are all the result of our past experiences. Our behavior is not all inherent. It is honed and shaped through the lessons learned during crucial developmental stages. This is where that nonexistent parental handbook would come in handy. Many parents, whether through ignorance or as a result of their own circumstance, fail to correct negative behaviors in their children. Perhaps, the child grows up, well rounded and balanced, but through circumstance and lapse of judgement, errs in a socially unacceptable manner. The consequence is that someone else now needs to assume responsibility for correcting said negative behavior.
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