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Cat Claws III


The harmless, soft humans are beginning to scatter. There goes my tender prey. But my hunger is sated. Hunger F, the red hunger, the juicy hunger. My stomach is still. I must have meat, and meat I had. Human. An acquired taste. Fresh and fragrant. In truth the idea is better than the eating, but the idea is so good. It is the best idea. I become arrogant when I consume the creature that is the height of arrogance. Human superiority. Superiority itself melts in my mouth. My teeth sink into that proud, sad meat. Snap, snap, snap, I chew it. That taste is the sensation of high achievement. When one of us gleam-eyed ones eats a human, it pleases the ficklest of the lords of hunger. The lords share their wisdom in subtle ways. The lords share wisdom about hunger. One hunger must be sated before a feast can begin, and I have sated Hunger F by eating a human. A child. A future arrogant elite. The elites throw rocks and they poke with sticks and they taunt. The child was soft meat. Arrogance in the extreme, trespassing into my enclosure. An unnatural black shining stone as a useless talisman against my might. I am violence incarnate, death dressed in black.

The truth is that I always could have leaped straight out of my confinement. Now was the time. Before was not the time, but now then it was the time. I sailed out as if the lords of hunger had gripped me by the scruff and lifted me. Empowered by the energy of the eaten child. Permitted by human meat. The sourness of arrogance and the bitterness of superiority. I have more hungers to quell. Hunger V, the black hunger, the howling hunger. Hunger G, the gold hunger, the twinkling hunger. I am starving. I, Zissuma, the dark queen, must feast.

My paws land on the hard me-black surface outside my enclosure. I begin.

A family. A pride of lions. The wisps that are ghosts of dead humans encourage my hunt. By the blessing of the lords of hunger, meaningless runts of truth are born into my mind, slipping through my sun-green eyes. I have mauled Jack Hanlon. I have swallowed the fresh flesh of the human Jack Hanlon, age thirteen. His eyes are inside me. His gristle will rot in my enclosure. There are humans around like trees. Jacob Hanlon is nearest. Age eleven. A face freckled with arrogance but blanched by the truth. All illusions of superiority have fled the pride of Hanlons. The color is gone from them. I am full of color. I am blackness. The wispy ghosts whistle on the wind, giving me the human words for my hunt. My claws are knives and my teeth are swords. I take my knives and I slash the throat of Jacob Hanlon and blood pours down his shirt which says, “Wildcats.” He falls to his knees, clutching his throat in futility, trying to hold his head on as the blood dumps from his neck so that he can join his brother. The adults scream, they gasp, they meow. They are paralyzed. They want to run and they want to help and they have never hurt in their lives. They have never been scared enough to need to make a difficult decision. Thus they are sitting dicks ripe for abduction and punishment, and as I am outnumbered, I choose punishment.

Tim Hanlon is a school principal. It means nothing to me. Now he is whatever word the humans use for a man with slain sons. He is a pillar of rudeness. He treats males unfairly and females poorly. His thick whiskers hide a chin of cruelty, but not from me. He worships false gods who he is only now realizing have failed to help him. I pounce for him. An athletic human is just a tall blade of grass. Windblown. Nothing. He crumples under my rippling might and I rip through my constant outmatched enemy, the throat. My mouth is not for eating, it is for killing. My mouth is full of knives. My muscles throb and my fur shines. I see in his muddy brown eyes that he has regretted his decisions and his blood is my first taste of satisfaction of Hunger V, but the feast has only just begun. He has erred. He made bad decisions twenty-five years ago.

Tom Hanlon is a physical therapist. It means nothing to me. He looks just like Tim Hanlon. They are from the same litter. Their odors are identical and upsetting. A physical therapist pretends that idleness is action. The motions prescribed are no more engaging to the body than when I flex my toes in a strip of sunlight. My stomach burns. Truly, I did not have time to savor devouring the nephew. Tom Hanlon has done bad things. Rarely has he unsheathed the claw of kindness. Now he twitches to defend the females that are useless and passive in this species. Sarah Hanlon is the female of Tim Hanlon and Nicole Hanlon is the female of Tom Hanlon. Mousy. Decorated to satisfy my hunger. Nicole Hanlon bore Tom Hanlon two females, much to his chagrin. Erin Hanlon and Emma Hanlon. I am surrounded by the paralyzed. Tom Hanlon has no weapon but the curled human fingers of the stupid. When I curl my fingers, death drops by to visit. The humans call this courage. The heart of a lion. Distracting a predator to create an escape for others. But I smell nothing of the sort. The reaction is automatic like the retreat of a mouse. Behind it there is no love or sacrifice. There is only the machinery of meat. I slash Tom Hanlon and his body takes the shape of suffering. As if they were waiting to flee the darkness, Tom Hanlon’s horizontal guts burst from Tom Hanlon’s horizontal wound. His children see who their father really is. A lightly bound bundle of weakness disappointed that his offspring were more females, scrambling to put his guts back in as all disemboweled humans uselessly do.

Now there are four females. Like me. It means nothing to me. I know they will turn and scatter. The other humans, stone with shock, fade into the background. Emma Hanlon is the smallest and the slowest. Spears in her back. A cloud of blood. She has mistreated others and now her life itself is a mess of red rain. She has harmed dark ones. The path to growth into a hateful beast lies in her future. Stab stab. Erin Hanlon abandons her sister. For this and more she is ripped open. The sanctity of the skin is the privilege of the predator to violate. Thighs are opened and orifices are expanded. She collapses into a red puddle that will expand to many times her size. The most she will ever grow.

Sarah Hanlon and Nicole Hanlon run away. Slowly.

Like wind, like grass, a ghostly human voice speaks. It means something to me. It is the voice of Mr. Pockets, discouraging me from hunting them down, and encouraging me to find more males.

I see his point. Hunger V, the black hunger, the howling hunger, is sated for now, though it may be only minutes before it yawns and yearns again. Bloody paper lies on the ground by the dead men, folded, already beginning to fuse into the ground. Mr. Pockets says that the phrase “Class Pre-zoo-nion” means nothing to me but is everything to him.

The harmless, soft humans are continuing to scatter. Where will I find food for Hunger G, the gold hunger, the twinkling hunger, if the humans run instead of fight and deny me my place among my ancestors in the stars? I will satisfy Hunger G among the males, the males the swarm me, the males that are assured of their superiority over me. They shall die for it.

Kaleb Ford appears. He posts exclusively on social media about beer and student loans. It means nothing to me. He is large and red. I am limber and black, black, black. He attacks. I am not sure what he is trying to do. He has a stick in his hand. He whaps me with the stick and the layers of my existence deflect it: shining fur, leather-tough skin, tight muscle. I lash out and downwards with both paws and it is as if he is slashed with several swords. His chest is torn open. He used to play the game of football. He used to wrestle. He used to be alive. He flops on the ground, clutching his shreds of tissue, lamenting his choices.

The ghosts applaud me. I run off. The ghosts fill my mind with context. Asphalt and garbage cans and gardens. The zoo is full of oddly shaped patches of land that are hard to describe. As I run among them, weaving between trees and behind shrubs, it is difficult for the humans to describe to one other my location besides, “He’s over there!” and pointing to a place where I’ve already left. He! Truly they know nothing.

A dispatch from a ghost enters my mind through my eyes. The humans have weapons. They carry them when it is not appropriate. They conceal them. They have them here, around the animals and the children. The weapon is a bolt of lightning in the hand. It is incredible that so many of the males have done this, but this is what humans are like nowadays. A gunshot goes off. It misses me by a mile and tears up some leaves in a shrub. It does serve the purpose of letting all humans present know that the rules of engagement have changed. They are going to try to kill me instead of running, after all. This is how I will satisfy Hunger G, the gold hunger. This is how I will twinkle. The likelihood that they were going to respond to my storm of death in this way is why I was recruited for this purpose in the first place. I shall stalk around the evening, around these structures whose names I do not know.

But I know the humans’ names. Introduced to me by the ghosts. There is
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