The Samba

-from The Electric Brewing Company
"Reason does not pertain to those raised without it"

-Alex Chambers, Psychologist

His left bicep bulging from the strain, Samba unrolls the somewhat jammed window on the driver’s side of the suit-white van.  From his downturned driver’s-side mirror, Samba could see a pair of approaching boots.  He had already pulled over, and made a point to turn on the overhead lamp, something he had been taught to do because it ensured The Officer that it is safe to approach the vehicle.  He sat, holding his proof of ownership and proof of insurance, as well as his driver’s license: all of which he had quickly gathered from the side dash of the Chevy.  Then, as he had been taught by a father many years ago, he placed his hands at ten and two, so to show the officer he was not reaching for his unlicensed gun which remain tucked in the center consol.

When The Officer approached the vehicle, he noticed Arcangelo Corelli playing at a high volume, though whether Corelli or any other baroque musician remained unknown to The Officer.  Even the baroque to classical era subtleties remained mysterious to him, which Samba believed he could notice about The Officer as he walked up.  It was cited later in the official report, that it was classical music, though, if Samba's correct noting of The Officer is actually relevant.

Taking Samba's identification, The Officer noted a harsh smell emitting from the car, one of bile, though not quite.  A strange look showing a noting of this pungent odor appeared faintly on his face.  Samba said nothing to The Officer, nodding that he had gone over the speed limit, and smiling as The Officer began to walk back to the squad car.

As he began walking back to the squad car, The Officer noted a strange hum coming from the back of the van, though the music drowned out much of its origin.

John Samba Dash was his name, but a father called him 'Samba' from birth.  Failure to do this caused Samba a great deal of anxiety.  "We adopted you from the kennel," Samba recalled; an expression which would have parallel resonance throughout his life in many ways, even if only true through the point of view of a father.

Samba found truth in his upbringing.  He purchased the white, industrial van from the pound (for a quite good deal I might add), relating to its lack of windows in a way.  An irrelevant detail, truly, unless you knew what hid behind locked doors in a father’s house. 

In the photo taken for Samba's driver's license, two strange details can be seen.  First, the man is dressed somewhat professionally, with a collared polo buttoned all the way up; the collar seemed tight around his neck, the final button holding the neck of the shirt taut in a choking manner, as though a deliberate, yet strange choice.  Furthermore, a detail The Officer had already noticed, the man's eyebrows appeared to be shaved off.  As The Officer waited for the cars tags to run the system, he relayed these strange details to His Colleague in the passenger seat.  Even stranger, though, was the detail which lay hidden beneath that collar.  A detail that The Officer had not yet noticed.

"Does everything check out?" His Colleague asked.

"Yeah, I'll probably give him a warning.  Actually, may as well write the ticket, gotta meet quota."  His Colleague nods.

Earlier that week, a younger, white man had called Samba 'Nigger'.  Samba had heard this for much of his childhood, and considered it better then 'John', but still it was a name only allowed by a father, a man with a striking resemblance to ____________'s character in Blue Velvet, though Samba never saw the movie, nor would he agree if he had.  His mother had been kept caged up for good reason.  That is what they do to the mentally unstable.  They put them in cages.  Samba knew this too well, and in multiple instances picked up strays in his van from the pound…But I digress.

Walking back, The Officer could hear the humming again, though the loud, logical music coming from the front of the van from the pound drowned most of it out.

"Sorry about the wait…John," The Officer said as he read off Samba’s I.D., still looking down to write up the ticket.  As he glanced up, however, he noticed the final detail which had just alluded him before.  The Officer's voice had a shaky inflection suddenly added to it.  "I am going to have to write you up for speeding, sir."

Samba decided to speak to The Officer at this point, staring back at him, another man treating him as a mutt.  "My name is Samba, call me by a father's name."

The Officer immediately noted how deep the man's voice was; it was nothing like the humming that was still going on.  That is still going on?  Is that even humming? "Sir, is there anyone in the back of the van with you?" The Officer asked, his hand slowly moving toward his hip.

Father kept the bitch in a cage, He said that animals like the structure, need the structure.  He read in some book on dogs that if they don't have the structure, they become depressed, and he said that if my mother is in a cage, the bitch should be in a cage too.  When the father died, he was buried in all white, though his skin was pale next to his suit.  A week later, his mother died.  All of the animals died too.  Died in their cages from starvation, never fed after a father's death.

"Yes," Samba told The Officer, "but they aren't with me."

The Officer begin to un-holstered his handgun, "John, why don't you step out of the car."  His Colleague watched this occur, the reasons to him still unknown.  Maybe it was his eyebrows, maybe something else, either way, His Colleague could see that The Officer was spooked.

"It's Samba," replied the deep voice of the dark man in the van from the pound, unbuckling his seatbelt.  As the man got out, he turned and faced the squad car, The Officers Colleague now able to see the scar which lingered around the man's neck.

Samba walked over to the back doors, keys in hand, preparing to unlock them for The Officer, whose gun still pointed at him.  His Colleague stared at the scars, getting out of the squad car as to see them without the tint of glass between.  Even in the dark night, a half-inch wide line could be encircling the man's neck, permanently indenting in, in a way which demanded shock and suggested submission.  

Samba stared back at The Officer's Colleague, aware that the man looked at him as an animal, ready to show him otherwise, and unlocked the van from the pound's doors, opening them up for The Colleague to see.
Tre's mouth was crusted with vomit, which occurred from the toxic fumes he was forced to continually inhale.  The vomit lingered around his face because a ball gag made it hard to spew out the larger chunks.  He was blindfolded and his hands and feet remain in shackles.  Being a larger man, the metal wire of the cage pressed tight along his back and ass.  His wrists hurt, and were still bleeding from the metal encasing them, but the worn skin around the shackles on his ankles had turned infected from the bodily fluids it sat in for days on end.  And not just his own.  Around his neck, a plastic banding for industrial packaging was constantly choking him, and he was forced to wear it as a collar.  The banding was attached to a rope tied to the roof of his cage, forcing Tre to remain upright.
As the van from the pound's back doors were swung open, him and the lady three cages over began to cry, quivering at what might be next.  Still blindfolded, they didn't know about the other people in the van who sat motionless, speechless, and forever still, still attached to the banding’s which secured them in an upright position.
