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What happened is nothing like me. I’m a pacifist. They say extraordinary times call for extraordinary measures. There’s something about that saying that I used to think was heroic – that people rise above their circumstances to accomplish transcendent things when they need to. Now I know that transcendent does not always mean good. To think I’m the person I am today because of that goddamn cat. What a world we live in.
Rewind things a bit.
First I need to tell you about this cretin. This absolute mess of a creature. This overweight, gap-toothed, manic-depressive, matted haired weirdo. This thing that smelled like the butthole of a decomposing deer on the side of the road. This pockmarked, sad excuse for life. This good for nothing, nasty, piss all over the floor dirtbag who didn’t respect anyone’s personal space or nostrils. Everything about this grotesque monster screamed death. Somehow he prevailed, an assault on God’s grace itself. Its howls at night were enough to haunt any of your dreams.
But enough about my roommate, Jared. We’re here to talk about the cat.
If the life you create is a reflection of how you feel inside, this cat was a mirror image of Jared. A complete mess of biology, the cat had outlived its hardware. All the same features of the incredibly goblinesque Jared were multiplied by a thousand for this fucking feline. It hobbled around on legs stiffer and more bent than Home Depot 2x4s. Its back had a permanent crick in it. It shit on the stairs when it struggled up and down them. One of its eyes had the blue, milky cloudiness of impending death in it. It pissed on my bed more times than I can count on my fingers and toes.
If you remember the intro credits to 101 Dalmatians – the original animated version – Pongo sits at the window of Roger’s townhome watching people walk by with their dogs. The dogs comically match their owners. A posh woman in a billowy black fur coat walks a hoity toity black poodle. A squat lady in a tan suit walks a beige shih-tzu or whatever.
Understanding the intro of 101 Dalmatians is to understand Jared and this cat. They were mirror images of each other. Their sad, pathetic lives were carbon copied from the same mold, one in human form, and one in cat. Neither seemed able to cope with the requirements of life, but they hung on anyway for God knows what reason. Maybe it was purely survival instinct that kept them ticking.
Why would I live with such a ragtag collection of dinge? Why would I subject myself to these absolutely soul crushing living conditions? How does a well-spoken, relatively fit, goal-oriented, smart guy like myself get tangled up with these fucking pathetic creatures?
Poverty is a hell of a drug.
When every day is a herculean struggle to make ends meet, and when the only thing lighter than your 401k balance is your checking account balance, you do what you can to survive. Jared owned a house and rented a room for cheaper than anywhere else within a 100 mile radius of his address. When you go to nursing school during the day and bartend at Applebees at night, and every spare penny of tips you scrounge up goes straight towards the scam called college, a place like Jared’s could be a godsend. COULD.
Let me tell you more about Jared. This guy was a walking meme. When he was 28, his uncle died of colon cancer. Like some knockoff Hallmark movie, this “rich” uncle didn’t have any living family or heirs to speak of, so he passed his shitty bungalow – this shitty bungalow – to Jared. At the time, Jared was working in a warehouse job of some sort, probably driving a forklift or something. I never asked him what he did.
Legend has it that a box fell on his big toe. Jared would not let such an opportunity go to waste, so he pounced on it. He parlayed this gravity-induced box mishap into a six figure settlement from the company and permanent disability courtesy of Uncle Sam. In case you’re wondering, Jared’s toe healed just fine, thank you, even though he walked with a limp in public just in case some government agent spotted him not being disabled at Costco while he scarfed down more $1 hot dogs than should be humanly possible to eat.
Jared’s days were as predictable as the sun rising and setting. He woke up around noon and microwaved four Eggo waffles. He’d slather them in I Can’t Believe It’s Not Butter (Because real butter was unhealthy) and then apply about half a bottle of Aunt Jemimah’s buttery flavor high fructose corn syrup to them. He’d retreat back into his room and close the door behind him.
I rarely saw him, and I never went inside his room, but I heard him all the time, unfortunately. I could track his daily activities based on the haunting sounds I’d hear emanating from his side of the house. A steady stream of right wing talking heads carried through the walls from noon until after midnight. One time, I had the misfortune of catching him on his way to the bathroom. He stared at me and gravely commented, “You know, these goddamn welfare queens and illegals are ruining the country. Nobody wants to work anymore these days.” He shook his head very seriously and proceeded to demolish the toilet for about 45 minutes.
The other sounds hinted at more nefarious hobbies. He certainly browsed age-questionable porn. He played Call of Duty with the belief that he was actually ridding the world of terrorism with every kill he achieved. He conversed one-sidedly with Ben Shapiro and Tucker Carlson almost daily. He hated Guatemalans, especially, for some reason.
Everyone’s able to externalize their own shortcomings.
Honestly, all these unpalatable behaviors would have been manageable for me. I’m a classic liberal, so I believe in live and let live. If this dude wanted to be racist towards certain contingents of Central Americans and jerk his dick to weird sounding Japanese cartoon sex, whatever. More power to him. But the cat. The cat was too much. 
The cat was like a detached vestige of Jared’s own body – an extension of his own disgusting and neglected existence. It’s like the cat allowed Jared to live vicariously through it. Where Jared locked himself in his room to blame his problems on anything and everything, the cat could roam around and poison everywhere else with his bullshit too. The cat permitted Jared to live his existentially hermetic life while still reminding me at every turn that I’d better not forget I’m only living in this cheap-rent house because of his charity.
In some ways, living at Jared’s did do something to me. It gave me a villain. Well, two villains. The Joker didn’t exist until Batman showed up. One thing creates another. If Jared and the cat were mirror images of each other, I was the other polarity of the magnet. It was all connected. Living in that house felt like we were orbiting physics, mechanical forces forever acting upon each other, rotating through hell without any escape.
I did my best to not be at the house as much as possible. Between work and school, I didn’t have much free time. I made excuses to sleep at the school library when I could. I’d shower in the Applebee's sink. I could manage the school year, as busy as I was. The distractions were ample enough that I didn’t have to deal with Jared or the cat enough to really affect me.
I tried to get out of the house as much as possible, but I couldn’t pick up more shifts behind the bar without causing World War III between the other bartenders whose lives depended on the almost perfectly balanced harmony between hours, shifts, drinks served, tips received, costs of living, and the market rate of weed and other hard drugs. The equilibrium functioned as a sort of blood pact between our corporate overlords and us. I’d grit my teeth, serving self-entitled corporate managers trying to fuck their secretaries while Jared struggled to keep his dick hard with increasingly niche porn. All the while, he collected a steady serving of disability payments that I helped pay for via social security and disability taxes taken out of my bi-weekly paycheck. Then I would come home after my shift to see that the goddamn cat had pissed on my pillow for the third time of the week.
It might as well have been Jared himself pissing on my bed. In my mind it felt the same.
I used to feel sorry for the cat. When I first moved into the house, I felt sympathy for it. Who wouldn’t? The poor creature lived a sad, pathetic life. I empathized with its pain. That is, I empathized until Jared told me in a drunken rant how the cat ended up the way that it did. That’s when everything changed.
He was on a bender of pain pills and Evan Williams whiskey when he gave me the short version of the cat’s cricked back. Jared had entered a Call of Duty tournament. His belief in his masterful abilities made him believe that he was just a few games away from the pro circuit. Jared didn’t say this, but I pieced together that he failed this tournament spectacularly. He blamed his teammates, he blamed lag, he blamed his computer’s processor, but the end result was the same: he got annihilated. Jared wasn’t nearly as good at COD as he believed.
When he crashed and burned out of the last game without registering a single kill, he was inconsolable. The cat chose the wrong time to jump on his desk and walk across the keyboard. Jared snatched up the cat, grabbed it by the tail, and broke its back over his knee. The cat couldn’t walk for a week, Jared laughed. I stood in the kitchen in horror as Jared waddled back into his room.
After Jared’s confession, I started piecing together all the other pet-cemetary style injuries riddling the cat. The cloudy eye. The patch of missing fur. The awkwardly bent legs. The incontinence. I couldn’t ask Jared about it, but I didn’t have to. I already knew. I could imagine the stories. A cigarette butt. Lighting a fart on fire. A foot to the ribs for existing in the wrong spot at the wrong time. Every lingering injury and deformity was a compass pointing right back to Jared.
And yet, despite all the truths wrapped up in this cat’s miserable life, I still couldn’t stand the goddamn thing. I felt bad for it. Who wouldn’t? It was dealt a shit hand in life. My issue is that the cat was basically passing along that shit sandwich to me every few days in the form of turds on the floor, piss on my bed, and fur bombs on my jeans. Worst of all, the cat hadn’t even mustered the self respect to run away from the fucking house. It just kept on taking the pain.
Thank you sir, may I have another.
All my sympathy transmogrified into the most pernicious resentment I’ve ever felt. I can’t remember if it was a slow burn or of a flip of the switch. Who cares now? The end point was the same: pure unadulterated hate.
It overtook me. I couldn’t stop thinking about the cat. More than that, I couldn’t stop thinking about Jared abusing the cat. In class, I couldn’t pay attention to the white boards, because I was conjuring up new and insane things that Jared was probably doing to the cat at that very moment. In my labs, I had to stick a lady with the IV three times, because my hands wouldn’t stop shaking. At the bar, I imagined seeing the cat in the corner getting stomped on by the cavalcade of patrons on the way to the bathroom, out the door, just passing by, or going out of their way to do it.
And I still hated the fucking cat. I couldn’t imagine a more pathetic existence. What kind of self-respecting organism would just continue living with such a demon? Why the hell would this cat still purr when Jared came around? Is cat food that good? Jared didn’t even give him the good canned stuff.
None of it made sense to me. The only thing I could see was an animal in constant pain, surviving out of inertia. Jared, the monster, must have looked at the cat as a symbol of his own power, the potency of his rage reflected in every crooked step this cat took.
I knew what I had to do. I had to kill the cat.
Any respectable pet owner would have taken it to the vet and euthanized it by now. Jared’s masochism and mental instability made that impossible. That left only one option: I’d have to ascend and murder that fucking cat. The dad didn’t want to shoot the dog at the end of Old Yeller, but he knew what had to be done. I knew what had to be done.
Extraordinary times call for extraordinary measures.
The problem is I didn’t know where to start to kill an animal. I’d never even gone fishing as a kid. My dad never took me hunting. The closest I’d been to dead things was dissecting already very dead animals in the biology lab.
I was terrified of my future. Imagining snuffing the life out of any creature, even one as hideous and grotesque as this cat, left me with cold sweats and a hollow feeling in my stomach.
Adding to the anxiety was the fact that I couldn’t really Google “How to Murder a Cat in the Most Humane Way Possible.” There are no helpful animal killing materials available to the world that don’t land you on some kind of CIA watch list.
I had to get clever. With basic internet searches off the table, I had to back my way into the information I needed. I had to create some lists. I had to get my ducks in a row.
I started out like anyone would: thinking about the most plausibly deniable versions of cat murder. What was the path of least resistance? The first idea was obviously to just leave the front door open. The cat would wander out of the house, down the front stoop, likely into the busy state highway in front of our house, and meet his creator via the glorious oversized tires on some redneck’s lifted F-150.
I knew that would never work. With only two people in the house, one of whom barely ever left the kitchen, much less the front door, there was no way I could possibly gaslight Jared into believing he inadvertently killed his own cat. As much as I wished I could go the passive aggressive route by allowing nature to take its course, I knew it wasn’t a realistic option if I wanted to keep my monthly rent standard deviations lower than the market average.
The next idea was to sprinkle some dark chocolate in the cat’s food and hope for the best. I knew that dark chocolate could kill a dog in high enough doses, maybe the same would work for a cat. I had to scratch that idea when I thought of the potential diarrheal blowout that would ensue. I didn’t want to paint Jared’s walls in the watery detritus of a cat that already dropped enough fecal bombs all around the house. Plus, Jared wouldn’t clean it up, and I had no desire to clean it up either.
I started thinking outside of the box. Being in nursing school held its advantages. I had access to a huge library of medical journals of cryptic physical phenomena, many of which had to be helpful when devising a plan to murder a cat.
I could stick the cat with an empty syringe and fill up his insides with air. Within a few minutes he’d be deader than a doornail. I could crush up some fentanyl in his water and he would quietly lay down for the ole permanent sleepy sleepy. I could pump him full of human insulin and watch him go into hypoglycemia – insulin shock.
The problem with those murder methods, as humane as they seemed, is they relied on some sort of pharmacology that I just couldn’t access. I could try and buy fentanyl from some dealer on the street, but I was probably more likely to be killed and robbed before I could even administer the lethal dose to the cat. I could try and steal some insulin from the hospital during rounds, but that was obviously a massive risk. The cat wasn’t worth my future, even though it felt like I had no future as long as the cat was still alive.
That meant I had to consider traditional retributive pet murdering methods instead.
I could put some razor blades in a hot dog and feed them to the cat while Jared yelled racial slurs at teenagers in his bedroom. That felt incredibly cruel, so I scrapped it from the potential list of methods.
I could use a small rope and hang it by the neck, medieval style. It would send a message, but there was also no way I could do that to another living creature.
I could fill a bucket with water and drown it. While I considered this potential method, I cursed that fact that I didn’t live in a rural European town with a well that I could just throw the cat down. I imagined the scratches that the cat would administer to my arms if I tried to drown it and instantly struck the idea down.
I could wait for the cat to fall asleep, toss a pillow on top of it, and sit on it until it stopped moving. Whether from suffocation or crushing, either way the cat would shuffle off the mortal coil, I’d be safe from harm, and I could plausibly deny everything. Jared could accidentally stumble over the cat’s body in the hallway, he’d curse it, and probably not even notice it was dead for a few days.
I continued tossing ideas around.
Rat poison in its catnip.
Soak it in gasoline and set it on fire.
Something I’ve learned in my life is that no ideas should be off limits in the brainstorming phase.
Take it out back and pop it in the back of the head with a .22 rifle.
Throttle it with my bare hands.
Throw it off an overpass into a river.
All viable options.
I made lists. I created pro and con comparisons between different killing methods. I thought of the likelihood I would get away with each option – both from Jared and the authorities. I kept the list wrapped up in a t-shirt next to my bed like the purloined letter. Any time not spent at school, studying, or serving drinks at Applebees was spent devising this cat’s demise. Every stroke of the pen on paper damned my soul a little bit more.
We’re always resentful of what we feel we’re forced into. But then again, that’s life. It’s an infinite foray into compromising yourself. An incessant boxing match of survival. You against the ideal version of yourself and who you really are. You against the ideal version of yourself and who others think you are. Rarely do we ever get the chance to test who we really are. Rarely do any of those conceptions of us square up to each other to duke it out to see which one wins.
The cat became my test.
I rationalized it like I was fucking Kant. I asked myself if killing a cat was really all that different from eating the half pound cheeseburger I had for dinner. I thought about how my shoes were made in sweatshops in Asia, likely by some underage kid being beaten for not hitting his performance metrics. My shirt was probably sewn in a Bangladeshi prisoner farm. My car runs on the decomposed flesh of dinosaurs.
I was already complicit in so much death and destruction, was what I was planning really that bad? In the grand calculus of the universe, what’s one more dead cat – especially a cat that should have already been dead nine times over by now anyway?
My sleep schedule suffered as I pored through the minutiae of how and when I would escort the cat to the river Styx. Meanwhile, the constant onslaught of cat piss, shit, sounds from Jared’s pornography and video games, and psychotic malaise wreaked havoc on my entire body. I was constipated as hell. I was annoyed at everything. I’d forget to shower most nights. In a perverse way, the cat’s existential tendrils reached out to me and I became an extension of the very gross interoperability that created the cat out of Jared’s vileness in the first place.
I decided that lack of action is an action in itself. In my case, that lack of action was destroying me physically, emotionally, and spiritually. I was reaching exit velocity. It was time to see what I was made of.
I’d decided on a plan. I knew myself well enough to know that I couldn’t commit one of the more gruesome ideas. I couldn’t stab the cat with a kitchen knife. I couldn’t strangle it with piano wire. I couldn’t put it in a burlap sack and drag it from the back of my car.
I wanted to be humane, after all. That was the whole point of all of this anyway – that I was doing the right thing by the cat, God, and myself. As a healthcare worker, I’d be taking the hippocratic oath soon. “Do no harm.” Not to mention, veterinarians kill animals basically all day every day, because it’s the right thing to do. Which landed me on how I would kill the cat.
When vets put animals down, they use two drugs. First, they give the animal a sedative. The animal zonks out, no wiser to its impending demise. Then, they administer pentobarbital, a medication that makes their heart stop. After a minute or two, they stop breathing. Clean and easy.
Obviously, I didn’t have any access to pentobarbital, but I could easily acquire sedatives. My university cafeteria boasted a glut of wannabe rappers and pretend drug dealers with face tattoos and bars of Xanax coming out of their ears. One white rectangle would be more than enough to knock out a 20 pound cat out.
Xanax overdoses are relatively gentle, all things considered. After downing the pill, the cat will go to sleep, stop breathing, and that’ll be that. Clean. Humane. As similar to euthanasia as I could manage.
Acquiring the supplies was even easier than I imagined.
Ever enterprising, my begrilled homies in the cafeteria were basically falling over each other to get me my first bar. Desperate for a new client, they practically auctioned off the xannie at the lowest entry price. God bless capitalism.
With the drug in my pocket, I went to WalMart and purchased a can of some beef liver flavored cat mush that “nine out of ten cats prefer.” I wished I could see that study.
I felt like a CIA agent. A CIA agent of God. I was the reaper of justice ready to rebalance the scales from Satan himself. I held my chest higher knowing Jared’s reign of terror would end for at least one creature. I was standing up for what was right. I was doing the right thing. I was ending the pain that shouldn’t have existed in the first place. I was saving the cat from fate. I was breaking free. I was ascending.
I drove home from WalMart with the weight of my circumstances lifting from my shoulders. I could sense that my life was about to change. I knew that there was a light at the end of the tunnel for me and the cat. The cat and I were both going to be free of Jared’s nefarious shackles. I patted the can of cat food like it was the cat itself. I felt a strange power surging from my fingertips.
When I got back to the house, according to the normal schedule, Jared would be in his room ranting about how police aren’t respected well enough. As I stepped through the threshold, I was met with an acrid smell and looked down at my lime green rubber flip flops. Cat shit.
Maybe I should have gone the route of hanging the cat instead.
Steeled by this most recent injustice, I felt that I couldn’t murder this cat fast enough. The xanax in my pocket, and the WalMart tin of cat mush in my hands, I hobbled to the bathroom to wash off my sandal. I Seethed at the sink and scrubbed my footwear with an old toothbrush and soap. I couldn’t wait for that stupid fucking cat to meander through the hallway towards me – towards its final judge and executioner.
I grabbed an old tupperware container from the kitchen, lifted the lid off the putrid cat food, and fished the xanax out of my pocket. The cat food plopped out of the tin can in a perfectly cylindrical, gelatinous, gravyfied circle. The piece de resistance – the xanax – I stuck vertically in the middle. It looked like a little meat-based, death day cupcake with a benzo candle on top. I should have taken a picture. I’m glad I didn’t.
I left the cat’s delectable little meal at the entrance of my room. The cat was no stranger to wandering in my space to shit and piss on my bed, so I knew the cat would find this macabre little treat eventually. Jared never ventured to my side of the house because he was so indisposed all the time, so I had no worries about Jared catching wind of my plan to whack his pet.
I had no desire to stick around and watch the cat die, so I gathered up my backpack and headed to the school library to study. With a major exam coming up in a particularly brutal biochem class, I had the perfect alibi, even though I knew I wouldn’t need one. There was a decent chance Jared would be happy once he found out his cat was dead.
There was of course the other possibility, the one that I toyed with in my mind trepidatiously. In this scenario, Jared becomes inconsolable when the cat kicks the bucket. As a mostly unwell individual anyway, who knows how Jared would deal with any given setback in his life. The furor with which he could attack imaginary political issues from the safety of his bedroom made me wonder if there was a possibility he would burn down the house if his cat died. After all, he must have harbored some good will towards the cat – even if it was due to some twisted, miserable codependency – otherwise he probably would have killed the thing himself by now.
I pushed those thoughts aside and pressed on. Difficult decisions are part of life. I’d committed to my path.
The library was relatively quiet that night, despite the fact that midterms were in full swing. I would have expected at least a few nerdy girls to be studying even more fervently than me, but aside from a couple regulars with whom I’d become adjacently acquainted, it was pretty relaxed. It might be the fact that it was a Friday, and even the biggest losers in the world had better things to do than hang out at the library on a Friday night. I was able to claim an entire table to myself and spread out all my things.
It was a useless endeavor. I couldn’t concentrate on my schoolwork. Instead, I tried to imagine what stage of benzodiazepine overdose the cat was currently experiencing. Had its pathetic little heart stopped yet? I dared to dream.
My legs wouldn’t stay still during my counterproductive non-study session, so I packed up my stuff and drove back to the house. I anxiously wondered what I would find when I stepped through the door. Would the cat be sprawled out, flattened by the sweet release of death, tongue hanging out of its mouth? Would it be relaxing on the couch, peacefully sleeping, but without any oxygen passing through its little nose? Would Jared be blubbering in the kitchen, downing half a bottle of Evan Williams while holding the cat’s limp body?
All scenarios were possible. When I got to the house, I paused at the front door. My hand tingled on the doorknob. Some sort of psychic electricity passed through me and into the house. I was prepared to traverse the threshold into my new life. My first steps were refreshingly yet jarringly quiet.
Taking decisive action was paying dividends already.
My new life had begun, and things couldn’t have started off on a better foot. On the way to my room, I took a peek at the tupperware container to see if my prey had taken the bait. Just as hoped, the xanax was gone, and a few large bites were taken out of the side of the mush blob. The cat was doomed. All was well.
I closed the door to my room with the low hum of Jared’s TV reverberating through the hall. I slept that entire night without waking up to take a piss.
The next morning, refreshed and confident, I packed my backpack, snagged a pack of poptarts, burnt my mouth on some awful instant coffee, hopped in my car, and absolutely crushed my midterm exam. It was like a light flipped in me psychologically. Everything was better. I could concentrate on school work again. The cat didn’t hang over me like a specter. I was free.
I was quasi surprised that the house was still quiet when I got home after my Applebees shift later that night. In fact, things seemed disturbingly calm. I relished in the peaceful atmosphere which was only punctuated by the low hum of the television in Jared’s room. I considered knocking on his door to see how he was dealing with the death of the cat, but I thought better of it. After all, how would I know that the cat was dead if Jared hadn’t told me yet? I moseyed to my room instead and had another fantastic night’s sleep.
I woke up the next day to a completely silent house, something I’d never experienced since moving into Jared’s. Some sort of racket always meandered out of his room – yelling at video games, yelling at Guatemalans, yelling at the cat, or some right wing personality yelling about something. The lack of racket felt alarming. I didn’t dwell on it too long, because I had the early shift at Applebees.
Getting off work early in the afternoon is a beautiful thing. You still have basically a whole day to do whatever you want. I had a full day planned. I was going to hit the gym for a good fitness session, which had admittedly fallen to the wayside due to my recent mental health struggles. I thought I might go check out a movie at the theater. Then I’d treat myself to a couple drinks at The Flying Trapeze. Heck, if things were really going my way, maybe I’d even meet a lady that I could try to bring home. Confident that no cat shit or piss would be waiting for me in my bed, I wondered if maybe I could finally feel human touch again.
But first I had to stop by the house to change into my gym clothes.
The house was still dead silent when I got there. Jared’s car was in the driveway. I popped into my room and changed into my favorite pair of red mesh shorts and white tank top. I wanted to look good at the gym. I grabbed my keys and headed for the door. On the way out, slightly alarmed by the silence in the house, I dropped by Jared’s room. It was totally silent. No radio. No TV. No furiously stroked mechanical keyboard keys. No Japanese anime porn.
I knocked lightly on the door.
I didn’t really want to talk to Jared, especially if he was mourning his dead cat, but I did want to make sure he was OK. He didn’t respond after the first light raps, so I knocked again, a little harder this time. “Jared?” I mumbled from outside his door.
No response.
I knocked a little harder. I called “Jared” again, this time a bit louder.
No response.
I was torn on what to do next. Part of me wanted to leave Jared in the depressing incel malaise he had worked himself into, but since I had just killed his cat and was partially culpable for his current state, I felt I should do something to help. I gave the door one more good, desperate knock. I called out Jared’s name one more time.
I took a deep breath and readied myself to do something I swore to myself I would never do: enter Jared’s room.
I twisted the door knob and pushed the door open and dry heaved almost instantly. Jared’s room was a tragedy. Boxes with half-rotten pizza slices stacked up to the ceiling. Greasy McDonalds bags piled on his bed. Only a small space on the bed where I’m assuming he slept wasn’t covered in trash. Dirty clothes decayed under Clif bar wrappers and cat shit. Tissues stuck to the wall. The only places where the floor was visible was where he had cleared just enough of a walking path to get to his computer desk and bed. His floor looked like the first snow of the season but with trash. The TV was silent with a “Are you still watching” message blazoned across it.
Suddenly, the cat rubbed its crooked back against the bottom of my calf. I jumped a mile into the sky and screamed. What the fuck was the cat still doing alive?
I panicked. If the cat was…then Jared…
I ran out of his room and down the hallway to my room. I grabbed the tupperware container still holding the half-eaten cat food. I looked closer at the chunk missing and gasped. The chomp was too big to have come from a cat. “There’s no fucking way,” I whispered to myself.
I stood up and psychologically floated to Jared’s room, the pit in my stomach reaching all the way to my throat and strangling me.
The door to his room was still ajar when I got there. The cat had since disappeared, probably more than excited to finally be let loose from sharing a room with what by now was likely a three-day old corpse.
I put my shirt over my mouth and hopscotched through the trash over to the corner of the room where Jared sat in his desk chair. From my vantage, it looked like he was reclined, his head resting against the high backed seat. I’d have to check his vitals. Half way through the room, the smell finally smacked me like a right hook to the ear. Even through the shirt, my head swam in the overwhelming pungent air of the room. A noxious mix of half-eaten, rotten food and decomposing human flesh assaulted me. I swallowed down vomit. I finally made it close enough to reach Jared’s task chair.
One hand still cupping my shirt over my nose and mouth, I reached out my free hand to the task chair. I slowly spun Jared around.
The cat hadn’t disappeared. It sat on Jared’s chest, casually gnawing on Jared’s left earlobe.
The cat had already helped himself to Jared’s more fleshy parts. His nose was completely gone, chewed down to the nasal bone. His right ear had been completely consumed. One of his eyes hung out of its socket, half eaten like a fleshy apple connected by organic silly string. His right index finger had been licked clean from the bone. A small pool of blood soaked the used Big Mac containers, Whopper wrappers, and Krystal boxes that piled next to his chair.
No need to check Jared’s vitals then.
The cat gazed at me curiously, seemingly asking me if I’d like to join this veritable buffet he’d found himself. I choked down my heaving stomach and backed my way out of Jared’s room and down the hallway. Back in the safety of my own bedroom, I checked the cat food one more time. The chunk taken out of it unquestionably showed human teeth marks.
Jared, that fucking despicable fucker.
I pieced the scenario together in my head. After I left the house, Jared must have made his way to my room to inspect things. He likely saw the Xanax and helped himself to it, thinking he’d won quite the little lottery ticket – a free high courtesy of his nursing school roommate. Being the complete degenerate that he was, he sampled the cat food for himself just to see if it tasted like it smelled.
That disgusting asshole.
After he swallowed the pill, he likely continued chugging Evan Williams straight from the bottle. In addition, if I read those pill bottles on his desk correctly, he was already chalked full of opioids. Insurance companies don’t even let you fill xanax prescriptions and opioid prescriptions at the same time if they catch it because it’s so noxious.
Jared didn’t have health insurance, and nobody cared about him.
I exited my room and ambled back to Jared’s. I threw the partially-eaten cat food in the trash on the way there. I closed the door to Jared’s room, getting one last glance at the cat nibbling on some of Jared’s ear cartilage.
I left the house, jumped in my car, and drove to the gym. From the parking lot, I called 911 and put in a wellness check for Jared. I explained that I was his roommate and that I hadn’t seen him in a while. I told the dispatcher that I was worried about him because he’d been drinking a lot recently. The dispatcher thanked me for reporting it, and I hung up the phone. I took a deep breath and walked into the gym.
I had the best workout of my life.
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