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Thanks and Dedications

 


Thank you for picking up Shelter. I hope you
enjoy it, either way, please let me know what you think of it--I
love hearing from people who have read my work, good or bad.

 


Shelter is dedicated to individuals who give
their time to help animals, even if that means taking care of your
pet, or swerving out of the way of a suicidal squirrel.
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Closing time. The sun beats against the
windows as dusk staggers to its feet, declaring the death of yet
another sticky-sweet summer day. Everyone has left for the day,
except for Carter. Carter hangs the “closed” sign in the window,
and grabs the vacuum cleaner. He flips it on and the noise drives
the animals bonkers. The dogs claw at their cages, barking and
yelping. The cats scurry away. The lonely rabbit remains steadfast
but his eyes are wide and heartbeat rapid. Carter rounds the
reception desk and snags a dum-dum pop from the candy bowl next to
the sign-in book.

Having finished cleaning up the place Carter
washes his hands and fishes out his dum-dum pop. He unwraps it and
plants it into his mouth. Carter’s beard is so overgrown that
tendrils of hair continually find their way into his mouth. He
hates it but refuses to shave or even clean it up till he has to,
and the last time he checked the mail he didn’t notice any weddings
coming up, so what was the point? He resembled an animal, and he
preferred it that way. He cleaned up well but didn’t do it often
enough to leave an impression. As he twirled the pop in his mouth,
hair from his face twirled with it.

Carter walked over to the dog cages. He ran
his fingers along the tops of the cages, and the dogs howled with
excitement. Each bark was as distinct as the beast that made it.
Carter considered the dogs his children, and if he had had the room
and the money he would have taken them all home. He had three dogs
waiting at home for him as it was. All dogs from the Adoption
Center, all dogs he had come to know and love: Bee-bo, an old
rottweiler with visible burn marks from his previous owner; Lucky,
a blind mutt saved from death row; and, Rusty, a young yellow
Labrador whose keeper died and left her an orphan. He loved them,
and as much as he wanted to get home to them, he didn’t want to
leave the others stuck in their cages alone till morning. But he
had to. He wiped his sweaty brow and grabbed a few treats, which he
dispersed among his four-legged friends. He headed for the
door.

Outside lying with its feet in the air was a
dead bird—a sparrow. Its small body twitched. Carter noticed it
immediately. Assuming it flew into the window and broke its neck,
Carter kneeled down next to it for a closer look. The bird managed
to work itself back to a standing position. It spread its wings and
flew at him. Carter jumped back and laughed it off. The little
sparrow flew at him again and again, with its beak snapping in
rapid succession. Carter having handled animals all his life was
used to being bitten, but he found the birds’ behavior to be
extremely odd. He grabbed the bird and took it inside, holding it
in a manner where it wouldn’t be able to bite him. He placed the
bird in an empty cage. He covered it with a dark sheet and left a
note for the morning vet, Dr. Jessica Pierce.

 


Jess—I found this little guy outside, was
twitching. Thought it might’ve broken its neck, and then it got up
and kept trying to bite me. Probably flew into the window. Talk to
you when I get in—Carter

 


He headed for home in his small box of a car.
Despite the pine-scented, tree-shaped car freshener, the vehicle
smelled like wet dog and musty books. It had good reason to smell
that way, and Carter didn’t mind it one bit. Though most of his
friends would always opt for driving him rather than being his
passenger.

The dogs, Bee-bo, Lucky, and Rusty, knew he
was home before he stepped out of his car, and when he did they
scampered noisily to the front door. They jumped up and down,
competing to be first in line for the head rub-and-treat train that
was now unlocking the door. Carter had to force his way inside,
calming the “kids” down with enthusiastic head rubs and ear
scratching. Once they allowed him entrance to the house he handed
out treats—little bits of rawhide, which they would take to their
own parts of the home to enjoy in private. Carter tossed his keys
aside and glanced down at the phone in hopes of seeing a
message—there was none.

He grabbed a can of Budweiser from the fridge
and sat his ass into the same spot on the couch where he always
sat. He dug out the remote from within the couch and turned on the
television. He skimmed the channels briefly but stopped when he
landed on an episode of COPS. He sipped his beer and was soon
surrounded on all sides by his fuzzy roommates. He had a few more
beers and a few more episodes of COPS before he decided to get to
sleep early.

After he was cozy under his blankets he could
hear squirrels fighting on the rooftop. Their screeching and
skittering was enough to keep him from sleep and put the dogs on
edge. He shrugged it off, but the noises continued throughout the
night. He woke several times to odd animal noises. Carter even
walked over to the window to see what the hell was going on out
there but it was too dark to tell.

Early in the morning, after a night of the
worst kind of sleeping, the dogs began to bark wildly at the
creatures outside. Now that the sun was coming up the dogs could
see the culprits. Carter walked over to the window once again,
rubbing his eyelids apologetically. He pulled open the curtains and
could feel the heat trying to get inside already. After his eyes
adjusted to the light, he could make out hundreds of birds in the
trees and atop the nearby homes. Squirrels, chipmunks, and even a
few rabbits could be seen moving about sporadically. Carter noticed
there was something unnatural about the movements the animals made.
And the amount of birds was just downright bizarre—they weren’t
even making any noise, all lined up as quiet as could be.
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