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The street is deserted with the moon hanging so low over the horizon, I feel like I could reach out to tug on its crescent end. I look back to stare at my home with nostalgia, I don't know why I feel nostalgic every time I get out on some important errand to keep the house running. The first thing you notice about the strange aloof building standing eerily at the very edge of town, alias my house, is that it is a two-story building without any visible access to getting into the apartment. Both downstairs and upstairs. The apartment downstairs have been shut off since Marian, my only sibling since society underwent three sixty degrees going totally absurd, had an accident in her lame attempt to escape the madness alive and sane in a frugal search for better climes to raise her son, Trevor, who now lives with me and whilst I love that boy to pieces, he reminds me every day why I never opted to have kids of my own. 

I burned off the stairs at the side of the building that allows external access to the apartment upstairs because it was the only logical thing to do to keep the bloody scavengers off my property, myself and loved possessions in the identity of felines. My cats balance the madness of raising an energetic mischievous as hell troublesome kid like Trevor.

I was forty when the government made the dreadful announcement on a live broadcast, like the bird of bad omen perching on a million lives, we all got our lights switched off collectively. And as required of darkness, things happen and everyone finds a new way to adapt. People chose scavenging apparently as the city has now become a waste land filled with debris made out of animal left over, blood and dirt that can't be washed away no matter what. I hate going out of the apartment not because I feel old or my bones are weary, which might be true, but the nausea that grips me from the stench of animal waste stays with me for days and I can't help getting sick. No animal is off limits and this makes me genuinely scared and bothered hence the cut off from the rest of society. I will donate my kidneys, to save my felines from the scavenger's teeth. But before giving up my kidneys, I'll make sure I bash a few heads in. Nothing like giving  in without a good fight. It would be madness to give in that easily.

It's been over twenty years since the famine, the scarcity and absolute wretchedness and I hope I die before the people turn actual cannibals eating each other starting from a perceived lower class or some nightmare like that. Society is a nightmarish version of what I remember. Those years before the unfortunate wave, when I was a simple track field athlete, travelling the world, bagging medals, breaking records and being as cocky as I can be because I earn my sustenance from doing what I love with all my heart, running. As a 100m track athlete, speed matters more than perseverance. You give in your all for a short burst of adrenaline filled seconds and you want to keep at it forever. The thrill, the glamour, the energy and positive aura that surrounds me when I run, is something I miss a lot.

I used to be in the military before I turned to the tracks, nothing personal or profound, I just chose the best source of income with less risks. Besides, the military is male dominated and it was hard not to feel inferior and insignificant, especially since I worked with egotistical macho males.  These days, I'm glad I was in the military; You never know when you need to blow up a few heads. This might seem a little crazy for you but believe me, it's less crazy than the madness going out there. To save and protect my beautiful felines I often have to punch some ugly looking scavenger in the gut or kick them in the eye. It's delightful when they grunt and fall down like a bag of potatoes. I've often watched them take some seconds to pause and wonder how this old looking woman is so strong. Stupid of them to underrate me and assume that I should be frail and weak. Anytime I am required to defend my cats or Trevor, my military instincts immediately kick in. It happens on autopilot. I can't help it but I love it!

Nowadays I think more of my time on the track, but without regret or feeling of not doing enough. I am content and happy with my achievements so far, and truly believe that coupled with my vegan lifestyle is the only explanation for my youthful appearance. Although I can't fight off the wrinkles and the need to sit immobile for hours on end, at heart I still feel young and vibrant.

My motto being; You don't have to look lie it to feel like it.

I used to be vegetarian, but after the scarcity I switched to veganism as my own little contribution to helping the poor animals getting slaughtered inhumanely by the minute. I figured if I don't contribute to eating them, I can change something. It was a blatant fail. Seeing how bad we have gone, with animals going extinct by the minute, vet shops getting expunged, and people becoming more hungrier with less regards for anything, I realize just how futile my efforts are. But that doesn't deter me, I am a strict vegan and with the little garden I have been able to set up on the roof beside my apartment, with major greens I need, I feel set for life. No way in Satan's designed hell am I ever going to join the madness.

I reconstructed the abandoned garbage chute system myself when I burned down the stairs after Marian's death as society got worse, with scavengers succeeding in luring one of my precious cats to their pots. I lost Keks to those monsters and decided never again. Burnt the stairs in a mad rage, then got some sakrete, nylon cable ties, bungee cords and the likes, did a whole chute system myself with the occasional reluctant help from Trevor. It was back breaking work, under the cover of night and still trying to be quiet as possible. Using a hammer to break open a wide enough hole in the wall at the back of the building is not exactly quiet activity but I live on the outskirts of town and was grateful for that privilege, then more than ever. 

The discrete unconventional transport system gets done within about five hours, and since we don't go out much, I homeschool Trevor, we have not encountered any major problems with that system. The roof serves as a beautiful garden and relaxation spot of sorts, affords me a view of the condemned town as I sit on my rocking chair crocheting or schooling Trevor. Life is nowhere near perfect with the measly inconsistent pension from the government, but we are okay and I see us being okay for a long time if we maintain this dynamic. 

The dirt lined street narrows on the path towards the only pharmacy within a kilometer radius of town. It is dark, about eight p.m. but that doesn't stop me from wearing my typical ensemble of dark trousers, shirt, and running shoes. Although today, I spiced it up with a colorful visor, covering half of my face effectively hiding the wrinkles that keep sprouting out of nowhere on my forehead. I know age is not on my side, but if I don't feel like it, I don't have to look like it.

"Silly scavengers," I mutter beneath my breath. I can see a couple of men at corners of the lone road I'm threading. They are all dressed up in hunters clothing, clearly going to seek some innocent animal to destroy. One of them looks at me salaciously and I bare my teeth at him. Perv! His eyes widen in shock and he walks back a few steps. 

"Good for you dumbo, just back off before I have to push your head in an oven." I mutter again beneath my breath.

I'm always  muttering beneath my breath. A lot of people have assumed that I'm a crazy lady and I believe I am. The society I live in does not require the need of full on happy hippy conversation. If I had a conversation long enough with any of these scavengers, I might shove a large sized pizza down their throats just to choke them.

The lone signboard light of the pharmacy flickers like a dying beacon, beckoning to me as I walk at a controlled pace down the deserted street. It looks dark inside, another side effect of the new world, lack of electricity. It is a mess; how terrible situations have become. The government doesn't know what to do, or it just doesn't care, basic human rights are being flouted daily, not to even talk about animal rights, the plan to distribute food as best as they could didn't go as well as they envisioned and now society is like the proverbial coiled snake eating itself up slowly. 

Exhaling a sigh as I step towards the front door and the flickering lights goes off again, I push the door with renewed energy. Bob, the pharmacist has been here since I can remember, he is a small wiry man, with a comical looking moustache and friendly warm brown eyes. It is funny how one's external features does not have anything to do with how they are internally. Bob and I do not agree on anything, first reason is that he is rude and impatient, second is also because he is impatient and rude. 

Walking up to him, I notice the shop is also empty and that resonates with me in a wrong way. There are always people in here, buying whatever. 

"Evening Bob, get me the usual." I say to him over the counter accompanied with a simple nod, he turns and starts rummaging the shelf behind him without a single word. 

Rude.

"Why is everywhere uncharacteristically quiet today? I walked the streets for about thirty minutes and I didn't sniff a soul. Just a couple of hoodlums rummaging the streets. Here also, no one. What is going on?" I ask as he attempts to reach the top shelf, trying to jump in a non-embarrassing manner and failing. I swallow my laughter waiting for him to be done. He grunts his response to me, preferring to finish the task of getting something placed two feet high above his reach. It is too good a scenario to not retort something sarcastic, as much as he probably hates my gut, I also don't like him much. And he is not the only one that can be rude and impatient.

"I have told you to either get a taller assistant or a stool or as I am quite generous, I can lend you heels I used to wear in my prime." I say with my lips twitching at the ridiculous bunny hops he keeps doing behind the counter.

He finally gets what he wants, turns back to me with a flustered face and flared up nose. 

We really can't stand each other. But sorry, Bob! I can't walk the extra kilometer to the next pharmacy just to get supplements. We are stuck together, unfortunately.

Smiling tightly at him, I point at the sheen of sweat on his forehead, "Oh dear. That was a hassle. The world is really no place for little people." 

I know I'm being a witch, but this is one of the advantages of old age I can't not take leverage of.

Eyeing me heatedly, he packages the calcium, iron and vitamin B12 tablets in a foil wrapper, his lips thinner and whiter than I've ever made them be. I give him my credit card and he swipes smoothly, handing it back to me with a flourish. Eager to get rid of me. 

"So, why are the streets deserted? Is there something I'm missing?" I ask again, resting my elbows on the high counter, leaning over towards his beady little eyes snapping furiously at me looking for a distraction so as not to reply to the crazy old lady. Seeing no escape, he resigned to fate, facing me fully he opens his lips like it is the hardest thing he has ever done.

"The leader of the scavenging community caught a Maine Coon and there's a feast of some sort. Everyone is there to get a share." He says in a rushed tortured breath, immediately going back to fiddling with his ledgers.

"Oh, my God." I gasp.

My heart sinks at the implication of what that means. A Coon is easily the largest domestic cat. And they are such sweethearts, big yet sweet, they are not nicknamed gentle giants for nothing. 

"Where is this feast being held?" I ask Bob who probably thought I left already as he jumps at the tone of my voice.

"Er, the community's high school." He says, then raising his brows hopefully, he asks, "You want a share?" 

I raise the visor covering my face to sneer fully at him in utter disgust, he recoils at the force of my glare, "When did it start?" I ask, my tone dripping with venomous intent.

"About an hour ago or so." He whispers under his breath. 

"Disgusting. The lots of y'all." I say on my way out, my heart racing with the ideas running through it. I can look the other way when feasts like this happen with other animals, maybe wild ones, but not, never my sweet felines! Never.

Those damn scavengers will get what is coming for them. I will kick each one in the eye if I have to. I will defend those felines at the cost of my life. As I walk briskly down the streets, my mind  is spinning with all the things I might have to do to save the coon. Whoever tried to touch a cat better be strong enough to face the heat. 
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My brisk walk to the middle of town where the high school is located feels like the warm-up before a race. With adrenaline coursing through me and a blank mind fixated on a single goal, I am pretty much pumped up enough to stir trouble I might not be able to handle. But I don't care, when it comes to the rampant animal brutality targeted at felines, I lose my mind to the potent mix of blind rage, pain, fierce love and sympathy.

How did we get here? Eating cats! I can't even begin to fathom. 

When the tall lone building facility that serves as high school for the community comes into view, I quicken my pace, drawing the visor over my face to give me good cover. I hate the fact that I am known for this drab dressing style, because then it would be harder to disguise and achieve my aim of rescuing a cat meant for food to over a hundred people without getting maimed and added to the menu.

But then, I doubt I've ever worn this visor in public. So well, that should help in some ways.

Heavy metal rock music filters towards me from the baseball open field right beside the academic building and I know I've found my location. 

The pulsating energy from a crowded field of scavengers ready to eat anything, a few years shy from becoming full blown cannibals is intimidating. My eyes widen at the volume of people occupying the field, definitely more than a hundred. And the feast tonight is not just a cat, there is more. Else it won't call this much crowd.

Wringing my way through a mass of sweating gyrating drunk bodies, I try to get to the center where a bonfire has been lit, and the music is pulsating loud enough to deafen my quickened heartbeat, I am putting a lot of effort in not only pushing through bloody stinky macho men, I'm also keeping fear and anxiety at bay. The plan I had in mind to just grab the cat and bolt when no one is watching doesn't look very feasible now. 

With a desperate prayer on my lips that I am not too late, I burst through from in between a drunk couple glued at the hips. The first thing I see in front of the bonfire is the blood, spread around the perimeter of the fire like a ritual, my heart sinks at the sight. Looking further I sight the carcass of an animal that is in such a sorry state, I can't even name what it used to be. What it is now is a red mass of fresh meat, bathed in blood and dirt, the bright overhead lights are shining on it and I want to gag in revolt. My only resistance being the realization that the animal is too big to be a cat, even a Maine coon is not this big, so maybe there is still hope to rescue the poor thing. 

"Okay, okay, I hope everyone is having a swell time!" A voice booms from overhead speakers I didn't notice. There is something familiar about the voice, the intimidating timbre, the macho lilt and definitive accent. It is the commander of the scavengers hunt group. I don't know his real name but he is called Machismo around here. Brutal and domineering as a block, he leads the pack with an iron will and feisty attitude. It is rumored he sometimes eats his catch alive. You don't want to ever cross Machismo in an altercation or question his choices in any way. I am passionate about rescuing felines, but also very much interested in living as long as I can, for Trevor and myself. 

I guess not anymore as I am here doing the craziest thing I can ever imagine! Stealing away Machismo's meal. 

I have only caught a glimpse of him once, from my roof looking down on the town below as he and his group sauntered past, exuding as much brawns and negative aura as humanly possible.

"It is almost time for the special offer tonight! I made this catch myself and am very excited to share." His voice booms again loudly and deeply menacing eliciting excited yells from the crowd. All around me, I can feel the collective anticipation of every bloodthirsty scavenger in the field. Pulsating like a second heartbeat, just waiting, yearning for blood. Blood and meat.

I finally sight Machismo himself perched on the highest stand, surrounded by faithful group members having a little exclusive party of their own. I can't make out his facial features, but from the grubby limbs and full beard, he must be one hell of a man. He has on ripped jeans and a shredded sleeveless top. Giving anyone who cared to watch a view of clean hard muscles I would have appreciated if I was younger and he wasn't a scavenger. 

"I need a volunteer to go get the sweet big feline at the back of the field." He says again and the whole field goes berserk, everyone scrambling to obey his order, I stand rooted with fear and resignation settles in at the hopelessness of the situation.

Maybe I can't save every feline after all. This is all really futile. I should just continue living out my life as quietly as possible till I die in peace and leave this mess of a world. Hopefully Trevor will be old enough to seek better for himself when I'm gone. 

"Order!" The command comes in a deep bellow automatically halting everybody in motion. A few stumbles on each other making a mess of drunk bodies sprawling on the floor excreting piss and vomit. I wasn't moving, but I still feel grounded at the sound of that command. The voice stopped the bustle and someone switched off the music. The silence that befalls the crowd is as foreign as it is deafening.

"I'll be eating the head alive. Quite a pleasure to allay the rumors going about publicly." I can't see him but I can imagine a proud smirk on his face as the voice had a sprinkle of mischief to it, that fuels my frustration resulting in rage and I act on impulse.

Stepping out of the dense crowd, I walk out with a false swagger to my steps in a bid to fit in, direct my voice towards the group on the stand, "It'll be an honor to serve you this special kill, dear Machismo." I say in a false husky tone bowing deep so he can't see my seething face and trembling balled up fists. 

I tend to fancy myself as one tough cookie for a sixty year plus old woman, but that's when I'm distinctively minding my business. In this scenario, I am not. At all and that's a disadvantage I don't appreciate.

"Hmm, you seem agile. Go behind these spectators stand we're on and get the feline. It is tied up but still alive, just the way I love them. I want to look in its big golden yellow eyes as I rip the head off with my bare hands. Go boy, get me that feline." The excitement oozing off his voice can be perceived clearly and I try my hardest not to puke at the barbarity.

Ooh, this is going to be bad. And boy? He thinks I'm a boy? Oh well. All the better! This visor does have its uses after all. And years of being a track athlete hadn't given me any boobs, so yeah. This might be good in the end. 

I am certain my all black dressing gave me this added advantage of being mistaken, as well as my properly tucked in short hair. I bow again still not looking up or around me in case I risk being uncovered as an old woman, not a boy in his twenties. Walking briskly with as much finesse as I can manage, I turn towards the back of the stand, with over a hundred pairs of eyes following me. Immediately I sight the poor big feline, all my fears and doubts melt away quickly.

I will save this baby. No matter what.

For a generally big cat, it looks like it shed too much weight fast. Tied and bound to a rock, its body is leaning on the side and I can see its racing pulse visible through the fine coat of hair covering its entire body. At my approaching steps it turns fully towards me with big rectangular shaped golden yellow eyes, clouded over with moisture and deep fatigue. The poor thing has probably been starving for God knows how long.

The loud music resumes outside and I hear a crackle of fire, someone has fueled the bonfire in anticipation. Looking around for an escape route or plan as I realize my previous plan won't work, fear starts creeping in again. I am trapped!   

The feline is female, I kneel gently behind her, running my fingers across her fur soothingly to calm her racing pulse. Poor thing is also scared to death. 

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Seapoll Edns





OEBPS/d2d_images/image001.jpg
RICH COLE





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/image002.jpg
Sﬁv@/ N B,





OEBPS/d2d_images/image000.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





