Nuisances


Intentional Destructive Behavior.  He shook his head and tried to think clearly.  The drugs were still raging upon his mind, and through a hazy mist, he could only barely make out the dull, impersonal words.  The pain of pushing against the bars of prison became too much and though he wanted to see those who had shut him in, he was forced to sink back.


Intentional destructive behavior, the woman in whit said.  Filthy bitch got what came to her, he snarled.  With difficulty though, because the guards had muzzled his mouth.  They had then shut him in this cold, metal shack.  More like a cage, he thought.  The four sides and the ceiling were all screaming at him.  Blinding voices howled through his frame.


They shut him in.  They pushed him together like he was a piece of meat, wrapping him with metal and angles.  They didn’t listen when he shouted at them to give him more room.  And when he started to shiver and shake, they pushed their shiny fingers in him.  Pain and despair ran through him replacing the warmth of blood.  It was then that everything went black.


He had emerged from that poisonous sleep to see the woman he had hurt.  Her face was small, pale, and mean.  It was a face that deserved what it got from him, a face that still showed the meanness glaring out from under the bandages.  She moved her mouth, and again, he was provoked to the point of insanity, snarling and smashing his body against the locked door.  Again and again he tried to break the lock, hurling his beaten frame desperately against the door.


The woman in white turned and frowned.


“You better kill him,” she said. “Some dogs don’t deserve to live.” 
