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Theme: Killers are not born they are made.
Misfit: The beginning
[bookmark: _GoBack]“Another butterfly!” a loud screeching voice is heard of the mother and the boy throws the crayon under the broken sofa he has hidden in his pocket for a few days now. “Where are you?” again she questions in a high pitched voice. The boy does not speak much and he remains silent while pacing to and fro fast in the basement. The mother comes down the stair in the basement in a hurried manner. She clutches the boy’s arm and shouts “Don’t you know what he will do to you?” “Why do you have to do that?” Before she could say something else the doorbell rang. It was her husband at the door a lean but muscular man who wore the uniform of a police officer. The mother went on to open the door and as soon she turns the nob he pushes the door and enters the house with no greeting. 
The mother asks shakily “How was the day dear? Should I get you something to drink or eat?” The husband just stares at the woman silently for a few seconds then moves on in the living room without uttering a word. The house is small but it is very clean and everything is placed perfectly. It is a small family; the husband is a police officer, his wife a housewife and their son who is estranged all live together. The husband takes the gun out of the holster and drops it on the center table in the lounge and throws himself on the reclining chair just next to the table. The woman again tries to go near him, but cannot take more than a step towards him, this time she has gripped her cooking apron as tight as she can and asks “How was the day dear? Should I get you something to drink or eat?” The same words are stated but the emotions are heightened now. Again, the husband stares and with a nod of his head, he shows an accepting action.  
The woman wastes no time and hurries in the kitchen, and tries to look for something but due to low light, she struggles to find it. Suddenly, she feels a hand on her shoulder and before she could turn she is pushed into the wall. “No!” just one word is spoken as loud as she could. Her husband used all his force to push her face into the wall and points towards the drawing on the fridge that was made by the boy earlier. “I will clean it dear, I didn’t see it before” she tries to speak even after being breathless. He lets her go and rushes downstairs to look for the boy. This time the woman cries out “No! You let him be”. She tried to stop him but he slapped her right on the face with the back of his right hand and keeps pacing towards the stairs to the basement. 
Coming down the stairs the man looks at the boy with glaring eyes. The boy stops as he would have seen a ghost. He said with a trembling voice “How was the day Father? Should I get you something to drink or eat?” just as the boy spoke the man kicked him in the stomach and growled “You little shit! You mess up this house?” The boy almost flew in the air and struck the sofa behind him. Before the boy could get up, he received another kick by his father this time the force seemed more than before. The boy coughed up blood on the carpet just a few drops. The blood on the floor made father even angrier and before he could do anything the mother came in front of the boy and pointed the loaded gun on the face of the police officer. The man growled “You little devil, you will shoot me?” and before she could pull the trigger he leaped on to her throwing her off balance and as she fell her head struck the edge of the wooden sofa that had a nail coming out which went straight in her forehead.
She didn’t even make a sound just a low thud and she dies on her knees and her head joined with the edge of the broken sofa. The husband pushed her away by his foot and she rolls over and lies scrambled with her arms and legs on the floor blood rushing out of her forehead. The boy, who witnessed this rushed towards the gun, picked it and before his father could react he pulled the trigger multiple times. He killed his father with more bullets then he could count. His father drops on the ground and the boy remains still perhaps for a few hours. The police arrive at the house because the neighbors complained about the bullet being fired. The police take the custody of the house and the boy is sent to a psychologist who asks “what was your relationship with your father”? The boy replies “Misfit”.
