WHERE THE DEAD THINGS ARE KEPT


David had an addiction; it had followed him ever since puberty. When he was down he always had something to pick himself up, when he was stressed he had a way to unwind, because no matter where David went, there would always be critters. Animals. Pigeons were David favorite; he would shoot them from the sky with his BB gun and keep the body. His father died when he was only seven, and he wasn’t ever around enough to get to know him or feel anything but a faint and brief sense of displacement when he had died. When he asked his mother, in the very brief time that she was around, she only told him that he loved to work with his hands, and would always be in the shed, sometimes the entire night. With his mother working two jobs, being bussed to a very small school, and having an expansive forest behind his house, David quickly developed into a person that could exist without any human interaction, just as long as he had his supply of ammunition, formaldehyde and large jars to keep his killings in. Soon the shed was filled with unmarked jars, filled with multiple bodies of animals and with a thick yellow preservative.

But as every addiction goes, the high is never consistent. The high can’t be maintained.

David had a few short friendships in his early childhood and practically none later on in his life. He solemnly lived with his mother and had never left the city he was born in. When he was thirty-one, his mother died and he inherited the house. No one in his family even knew he existed, so no one bothered to question the lack of a funeral. His mother was buried without a casket, embalming, and left to rot in an unmarked grave deep in the forest. Nothing about her death struck David as sad, whereas, he viewed it as a sense of oneness that only occurs in the womb. He was now finally alone, and he was never going to be woken up by his mothers incessant, emphysema-induced coughing. The house he lived in was built to look like a mansion, but it was no larger than any other home in the neighborhood. Just about everything in it was at some shade of cowardly orange, like the brittle substance that comes off a chicken when you bake it. Neighboring him was a house inhabited by a young single mother, Tess, and the other was a house for sale. 

When David dug the grave for his mother, he found he had a natural gift for the measurement of earth and its weight, and the use of shovel efficiently [he had to bury her at night, if the neighbors saw him toting a pale figure off into the forest, suspicions would be raised.] The shed was full of jars, the shelves were stocked and the boxes beneath them were packed. The shed was more of a shack or shanty than a real shed, made with thin nails, poorly painted particle board and no groundwork; opening a possible design for David to move his collection into a newer storage room. He thought and planned out his new basement. He took stray boards that he had near the side of his house, and some cinderblocks that he had found in the forest, a five gallon bucket and his shovel. Illuminated by a blinding floodlight, he worked exclusively at night. The shed blasted out stinging rays of white light from every crack and hole in its walls, it seemed like the entire structure could combust at any given moment. In order to dig, he had to move the jars out to the dark side of the shed. 

Weeks past, soon David had enough room to move his collection to the basement with room to breathe. He left his pit and momentarily stared at his outstanding collection of specimens, all the value that he ever held, and everything to his name was in front of him. Feelings of pride and accomplishment twittered inside of him. He didn’t want them to bake in the summer sun for another day, but he was far too tired to move them on this night, he went inside and slept. He slept on the same mattress that had slept in when he was thirteen years old, and he had never slept on any other, aside from the occasion that he would fall asleep on the bare hardwood floors of his living room, or out on his porch. His bizarre sleeping patterns and practices eventually got his neighbors suspicious, though no one would sum up the courage to start a conversation. 

David never truly left his childhood behind, he never interacted with many people that had left it either. For the most part of his life, the only people he would talk to would be innocent children that would ask him short-answer questions about his appearance, David would answer blankly. He still wore most of his childhood clothing, though occasionally he would adorn his mother’s nightgown for warmth. 


David started early the next night, it was risky and he was very aware of every factor involved for this operation. He knew that he couldn’t be punished for what he was doing; at least, by most standards he wouldn’t be punished. Human interaction pained him; it was a tremendous labor to even look in the mirror or to grunt out a ‘thank you’ to the clerk at the wall mart, where he would purchase ammunition for his BB gun and supplies for sandwiches. The jars were heavy, David could only carry one at a time into the pit, and he stacked them neatly and carefully, if a lion would ever have to stack it’s young, it would be done in this manner. Halfway through his business a low-flying Frisbee collided with David’s head, it was the unfathomably unexpected, so he reacted with the expected scream. Even more frightening to him, was that when he went to find the object that had startled him, behind him was Tess’s daughter Macy, who was very distracted by the reeking jars that were seemingly on display affront her. She didn’t make eye contact in reality, but to David, she was a hundred different people staring and scolding him. “So, uhm, what are all these? Trophies?” Macy glanced up. David instantly began sweating, and shaking, in his mind he answered her question longwindedly:


“Those, well, those are my birds. I don’t do anything else out here but stick with the birds. My mother never could talk to me unless she had her voicebox, and so I would always spend my time out here in the forest and eventually it became a place to be that reminded me of the womb. I’ve slept countless nights out here with five or ten empty jars and a pocketful of lead ball-bearings and my gun. This is what I do. It’s the only thing I’ve ever known, it’s just what I’ve always spent my thoughts on. I don’t like people, and I just like animals, but they always would run away from me so I would shoot them so they would stay with me. They are the only things that would stay near me, until, well, uh, you I guess. I was just going to put them in the ground so I would have room for more, but you came along and interrupted, and I don’t mean to be rude, but, it’s just, I don’t really talk a lot to people and, I had to bury my mother, and that’s where I go to find birds and critters because they are the only ones that will listen to me and they talk back when I ask questions and they know me more than my mother did but I don’t hate her it’s just that---”


David realized he was rambling, but he knew that he hadn’t even answered the question yet, he had just thought for several awkward seconds as Macy waited a reply. Finally, David verbalized when he saw that his guest was getting tense. His arms changed defensive positions more than once. “I only kill to know that I am still alive” David admitted. “Otherwise, I’m not sure. I don’t like to stay in limbo.” Macy stared into David’s pockmarked face, smitten with a feeling of fear and deathfulness. She turned and sprinted away to her mother. As he watched her run, David was swamped with a feeling of shame, he felt like he was dog who had made a mess and was having its head forced right up near it, so that it could see what it had done. Nearly to tears or rampage, David knew what he had to do in order to help himself sleep at night. He grabbed his gun, his ammunition and a few empty jars and trudged off to his mother grave, the only place where he could exist without inhibitions. 
