
 

Nirvana 

 

Alastair stood, hunched dolefully before the deformed beast, overcome by helplessness as he observed an 

innocent creature inhumanely confined, awaiting some kind of reaction to his gentle tapping on its cage that 

would never come. It laid powerless, incapable of even a basic manoeuvre of its own body, as Alastair pondered 

whether it was deceased or simply asleep. God knows, but he was hopeful for the latter. Disfigured and warped, 

wounded with nameless offences,  it seemed as if it had been attacked and left for dead; roadkill, maybe -- or 

perhaps a victim of horrific aggression, thrashed like a ragdoll by a beast much larger than itself. Feeble and 

fragile, the small animal in front of him had little place to move, lying lifelessly in its own muck, unloved and 

uncared for despite its blamelessness, seeking a solitude in forgiveness to a crime it didn’t - and would never - 

commit.  

 

What type of animal was it? Its indistinguishable features rendered it difficult to tell. Was it a 'regular' animal? 

That’s what Alastair’s mother would call them - he had seen the touch-and-feel picture books of ‘normal’ animals 

from when he was young. His mother would show them to him - and he would run his fingers over the patches of 

fur and glistening snakeskin in wonder. Attempting to recall his mother’s teachings, a wave of sorrow rushed 

over him, fading away as quickly as it overcame him.  

 

 

He quizzed himself on what the anonymous creation in front of him could identify as. The kind with rough, short 

fur, and an opposingly smooth mane with the texture of soft graphite - a horse? Or perhaps the one with the 

fold-out antlers, he contemplated, appearing like a mascot on the front of all the Christmas cards, with a card 

depiction of a red-nosed creature on the front - a deer? How about the one with a soft, cotton-like coat, but with 

a nightmarish howl to strike relentless fear into its enemies - the wolf? No - It couldn’t be, Alastair thought. His 

father says they don’t contribute to medical advancement. He says they’re just using up our land and food for nothing. 

So now they’re all gone. Forever. 

 

With the possibility for all ‘normal’ animals he remembered eliminated, all he knew about the anonymous figure 

in front of him was that it was an obscene eyesore; a violation of nature and a revolting abomination spawned by 

a cruel, heartless divinity, or simply an unholy monstrosity created by humanity for so-called entertainment 

purposes. Despite  

 

knowing it couldn’t be any animal he had recalled, something in the back of his mind screamed to him that it had 

to be some kind of hybrid.  

 

Alastair had heard his father’s friends talk about 'specimens' like this one, but never seemed to overhear its 

name, and try as he might to uncover its identity, it would never reveal itself to him - as if destiny was pointing 

and laughing at him like a subordinate stooge, he could only make out that they were to be used for 

human-beneficial purposes. He knew that humans used animals in many creative and unique fashions, ranging 

from ‘consumption’ to ‘cosmetic’ testing - whatever that means, he thought. Father would never tell him what the 

entirely new language meant. He would only say ‘it’s confidential, they're only specimens’, and that ‘they are not yet 



a final product, only spiritless shells’; not that it mattered much, since he didn’t understand that either. But he 

knew not to question it. 

 

Spiritless. 

 

That was a word Alastair had recently discovered; the workers of AtTest had been using it frequently these days 

around their subjects, as they called -- no, categorised them. The ‘lifeless androids’ wearing ‘corrupted lab coats’, 

his mother would always say , despite his father's white-knightedly attempts to defend them and their actions, 

passing it off as “something humans have been using for centuries”. Yet he still reminisces their twilit, empty eyes, 

void of all colour and  seemingly gazing into oblivion.  

Alastair looked up at his father, who shared this emotionless expression as he gazed at the lifeless beast. 

 

“Father, why is it caged up? Is it dangerous?”“Why does it look like so many animals in one?”  

 

The body and composure of a small foal, yet with the coat of a dog and the head of an antlerless deer. It was an 

unidentifiable amalgamation of others. A wanna-be regular animal, Alastair thought. 

 

“What is it?”  “Is it in pain? It looks like it’s in pain.” 

 

 

 

The questions kept coming and coming like an unremitting freight train, which came as no surprise to his father. 

Alastair had always been a curious boy, attentive to nature. He would frolic through tall grass and vegetation in 

the gardens near his home, recklessly making a fool of himself in front of the neighbours by leaping and 

scampering around like a jockey, all the while his parents sheepishly wave and silently apologise under their 

breath. He’d pluck small insects off plants, excitedly showing them to his mother - Mum!, he’d exclaim at the top 

of his lungs, overjoyed, as if he had just struck a gold mine. Mom, I found a glowing butterfly! - And right there on 

his fingertip would be a graceful butterfly, its enchanting, paper-thin wings fluttering gently in the warm breeze 

like a half-mast sail in a zephyr.  

Alastair wouldn’t dream of hurting such an innocent figure, so small and fragile. The very thought of it being 

attacked sickened him. It would turn and twist his stomach, and send him plunging into a state of chronic worry 

for the tiny creature in resting on his fingertip, dependent on his choice to squash it like an insignificant ant, or 

to set it free. Begging and pleading his parents to let him keep it, determined to look after it like a father to his 

son. 

 

“We all hurt a little sometimes, son. It’s alright.” His father announced after a moment’s hesitation, snapping 

Alastair out of the visions of his youth, as if his fatherly wishes had become a reality. “Here, the animals make 

sure what we use and eat is healthy and safe for us.” 

 

Healthy and safe? Then why is it in so much pain?  

 

“But--” 

 



“No buts, boy.” 

 

Ever since Alastair’s mother left, his father had become imbued with the curse of cynicism. 

The conflict of their overturned kinship waded on, day by day, night by night, until the all-too-familiar slam of a 

door resonated through the house. The deafening screams of silence chased soon after, with the wretched claws 

of regret pursuing it like a starved predator. After the dust of the conflict settled, Alastair’s father would come 

out on top  with a brand-new insult for her as a response to her claim that  father is “playing God”, calling his 

company and his workers “a moral cesspool” and “godless”. Sometimes they  

 

would be bridled and subdued; they wouldn’t hurt mother as much: "Hippie” or “burnout” tended to stay in 

Alastair’s mind as the most frequent insults. But every now and then, the insults would present themselves as 

extravagantly sadistic; usually provoking the need for a sardonically well-timed curse, and after about fifty of 

which would send mother over the edge, marching out of the house, teary-eyed. 
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