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For the girls I see in my dreams.  

You don’t have to be real. 
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 “You know the first thing I really clearly remember? 

It’s a nightmare. It was dark outside, the middle of the night I 

think, and everyone in the house was asleep. It was a big house, 

one I don’t think we never actually lived in, but it always 

seemed to be our home in my dreams. And then, all of the 

sudden, there was a fire. It lit up in an instant, in orange and 

red, and the world was no longer dark. Everything was 

illuminated by this fire. Through my bedroom window, I could 

see a hot air balloon floating up, carrying my mother and father 

and my sisters away to safety. I was almost completely 

surrounded by fire, too afraid to get out of bed, just watching 

them float out of sight. Then the door burst open, and through 

the fire came this procession of men in robes. They were all 

almost identical, just little differences in size between them, 

and they were chanting as they walked. When they were all in, 

they stood in a circle around my bed, chanting and moving 

slowly, deliberately, around me, getting gradually louder all the 

time. When they were loud enough, every one of them pulled a 

jagged sword or a dagger from their robes. None of them ever 

took their eyes off me, moving so slowly and meticulously 

around the bed, silhouettes against the fire, chanting louder and 

louder. I was completely frozen, there was nothing I could do 
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but watch, and it seemed like they chanted for hours, all in 

unison, moving together, getting a little faster, and a little 

faster. Finally, they all raised their knives and swords, fire 

shining off the blades making them seem to glow a blinding 

orange, and with a silence louder than anything, they all 

brought their hands down, and killed me. I was their sacrifice.” 

 For some reason, those words have never left my head. 

There was something in Casey’s grey eyes, while he was telling 

me that story. Something I had seen before, but never really 

recognized until that moment. It was almost as though he was 

seeing it all again, for the first time. A frightened child, haunted 

by a fiery cult intent on killing him. It was then that I realized 

that Casey, the strongest and most fearless person I had ever 

known, was truly haunted by the things that nobody else could 

see. And seeing the rawness, the secret fear reflected in those 

eyes, eyes that I saw stay cool and calm when faced with things 

that made me want to shit myself, made my entire body run 

cold. Because anything that could inspire that much terror in 

Casey was something I never wanted to see.  

 Usually, when you asked him about the nightmares, he 

would brush it away like nothing. He might make a mention of 

some event that stood out more than the others, but just as the 

shadows started to fall over his eyes, he would chuckle and 

shrug it off, saying it was just the price he paid to get to see the 

world like he did. In all honesty, there was a good deal of truth 

in that. I don’t think anyone really saw anything the same way 

Casey did. Reality was like animation cells for him; his basic 

understanding of life as a background, with reality moving over 

the surface of that, and the foreground of insight on top of that. 

And behind it all was a multitude of other worlds inside his 

head that nobody ever got to see but him. The nightmares only 

took up a part of them; he also had stories of strength and 

beauty. And sometimes, when he thought he was by himself, he 

would be staring off into space, with a peaceful grin on his face. 

Worlds on top of worlds, and each one another mystery that 
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added to the confusion and contradiction that seemed to 

naturally flock to him. 

 The easiest thing to do, in all that fog and mystery, was 

to misunderstand Casey, and see him as something he wasn’t. 

Even those who knew him the best did it. To this day, I 

couldn’t say the first time I ever saw him somewhere, and I 

don’t remember exactly how we met. He had a habit of slipping 

around unnoticed. We used to say he could actually turn 

invisible if he wanted to. Life would go along, and suddenly he 

was there, and you couldn’t really tell if he had just shown up, 

or if he had always been there, lurking around somewhere, 

quiet and unassuming. I know that for a while, I didn’t think too 

highly of him. He was incredibly quiet, and tended to himself, 

even if only a few people were around. To look at him, you 

would think he was either very arrogant, or very disinterested in 

everything. But he was always around, and whenever he did 

open his mouth, he was pretty funny. Somewhere along the 

lines, things changed. I started spending more time with him 

alone, and we became a lot closer, and I realized he was 

actually a friend.  

 Life always seemed a lot more hectic back in those 

days, though. It was a lot easier to let things slip by. So if I 

didn’t know too much about my friends, I guessed based on the 

things I did know, and went on from there. None of us really 

knew each other too well. He was just a little bit more vague 

than the others. Always quiet, sometimes went for hours 

without talking, and yet not shy at all. He was strong if 

anything, and never backed down. Not from a fight, a 

challenge, weather. But nobody knew much more than that. All 

his imaginary worlds, the dreams and nightmares, were all still 

in the dark. Just more of the mystery that was Casey.  

 The biggest mystery of all, though, was when he 

disappeared completely. Packed up a few things, and vanished 

like a lucky penny in the tall grass, or a fart in the breeze. 

Everything he owned was packed up carefully and neatly, with 
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a list of inventory for everything, some money for the 

inconvenience of storing it, and a pair of large manila 

envelopes. One had a small note scribbled on the front that said 

‘Letters of Explanation; Please share the news and pass these 

out.’ The other said simply ‘In Case of Death.’ His family 

stored the things away in their garages and attics, and passed 

out each sealed letter, just as he asked. Mostly they all 

explained that he had ID, and was safe, and they would get any 

news on him, good or bad. He said he would be coming back, 

but he didn’t know when, and told everyone not to worry. In 

my letter, he explained that he was leaving, offered a bit of 

general advice, and was, of course, irreverent and full of smart 

assed jokes. ‘Since I wont be around to cause trouble, I expect 

you to get into some on your own. Never let school get in the 

way of a good education, never get caught anywhere without a 

good excuse, and always remember to forget who you are. The 

best adventures and the most poignant lessons will come when 

you’re in the middle of being someone else.’ He didn’t actually 

tell anyone goodbye. It wasn’t his style.  

 

 At first, it was something of a shock to hear one of my 

oldest and closest friends had vanished without a trace, but as 

the initial surprise wore off, it made more and more sense. It 

was one of those things that everyone really should have seen 

coming, and yet was so strange, none of us would have thought 

about it. But, really, what else would he have done? Everybody 

knew the pressure was getting bad for him. It had been a long 

time since things had really gone well for him, and it was 

getting evident that he was starting to crack. He didn’t 

complain, and he didn’t lash out, but the exhaustion was setting 

in. Some days you could call and he would be in bed, and 

completely pale, like all the color and life had just drained out 

of him. But even when I did get concerned, all I could think 

about were the old scars on his arms and wrists, and trying to 

think of ways to reach him before he tried anything like that 
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again. I never would have guessed that he would just…pack up 

and go, leaving Arden Hills and everyone he knew behind.  

 Then again, it’s not as though he had been having that 

great of luck with where he was. Even though things had been 

getting a lot worse for the past year or so, it wasn’t as though he 

ever had it easy. And right when he thought he had finally got 

control over his life, the support beams that held the whole 

thing up started to crumble, and everything fell out from under 

him. There was almost a year in which all of his friends, myself 

included, sort of lost touch with him. Not necessarily because 

we wanted to. At least not in my case. But he had an argument 

with one of our mutual friends, who happened to be my 

roommate. Since they weren’t talking, I got out of the loop, too. 

And, as with every fight between friends, anyone who knows 

both parties is eventually going to have to pick a side. In this 

case, everyone decided to go with the rumors and smear 

campaign, and so Casey just faded out, with as much ease and 

stealth as he appeared all those years before.  

During that year, he made a lot of changes. Promotions, 

new friends, a new apartment, new phone numbers, new e-mail. 

Like a snake shedding its skin, he left everything old behind, 

and moved on. He was proud, too, of everything he had done, 

and what he was building.  He traveled, and painted, and wrote, 

and practiced his music more than ever. Life wasn’t perfect, to 

be sure. But what it was, at least to him, was free, and full of 

creativity. What little he had was his and his alone, to do with 

as he saw fit, and every second he had between waking up and 

going to sleep was for him to fill any way he saw fit. He had a 

small one-room apartment, in a building that only had ten units, 

in a run-down part of town, where English was not the primary 

language, and there were as many cars parked on blocks in 

people’s front yards as there were driving on the street. He 

loved it there. Everything in that one room was his; had some 

memory attached to it. Most people thought it was tiny, and 

cramped, and filthy. I only saw it once myself. When you 
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walking in the door of the building, something smelled bad 

right away. Like mildew and something rotting. As I walked up 

the stairs, the temperature raised ten degrees with every step. 

By the time I got to the top, it was so hot I actually broke a 

sweat walking the fifteen feet to his door. The hallway was 

covered with three coats of different yellows, and smeared with 

grease, writing, and one large stain that looked suspiciously like 

feces. Every door in the hall had a different knob at different 

levels. One man would have to reach above his head to unlock 

his deadbolt, another would have had to crouch just to look out 

his peephole. One man had two extra locks on his door, as well 

as added security on his mailbox. Every door custom fit for the 

original tenant, decades ago. Now the doors were chipping off 

paint to reveal a little bit of every paint job since the first. But 

the second Casey opened his door to let me in, everything 

changed a little. 

His own apartment smelled clean and fresh. Windows 

let in a cool breeze from outside that made the closed curtains 

dance a little. His furniture was all clean, and well-taken care 

of. Every corner was something that just seemed like it fit him. 

The apartment was an extension of Casey, not just a home. And 

while it was a little cluttered, with papers and cds strewn 

everywhere, he knew exactly where everything was, and if you 

ventured into the kitchen area, or the bathroom, you wouldn’t 

find a speck of dust or dirt anywhere. But even then, the signs 

of defeat were slipping in. He had been rationing the food he 

allowed himself to eat. I have a suspicion the nachos he made 

me would have constituted more than a days worth of food to 

him. Yet he smiled, and insisted I eat, anxious to be a good 

host. His cable had already been disconnected, old rabbit ears 

brought out to aid in watching the occasional cartoon. The 

phone line would be the next to go, leaving only his cell phone 

to get in contact with him. Not long after I visited him that 

once, he had to move. His hours were cut back at work, and he 

had less money coming in. He got a new job that paid more, but 
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even with that, he couldn’t afford to keep the apartment 

anymore, while still eating and paying car insurance. It had to 

go.  

So he packed up everything in his station wagon, and, 

all by himself, moved everything he owned into the spare room 

of one of his friends. His oldest friend, been hanging out since 

they were eleven or so, aside from the previous years when he, 

too, lost contact with the rest of us. It was a tight fit, getting all 

of his furniture there, and there usually wasn’t a lot of room to 

move around in, but if it bothered him, you couldn’t tell by 

looking at him. He still wrote, he still painted, still enjoyed life. 

And every night, seven days a week, he would walk several 

blocks to where he had to park his station wagon, and while 

everyone else slept, deliver the newspaper. He would finish 

quickly and go back home, work on his own projects until the 

world woke up, and then go out again, running errands, and 

looking for work. When shops started closing, he would either 

go back to the apartment, or go out with his friends. Lord 

knows when he slept, if he did at all. 

Even that couldn’t last forever, though. He got hired 

someplace new, but just before he could start, they had some 

internal problems, and took back the job offer. He had already 

quit the old job, and worse still, his station wagon was gone. 

Driven off the road by a vengeful hillbilly who was a little 

overprotective of the private road he was living on. A little trip 

off the road pushed the fan back to the engine block, and the 

rest of the front end with it. A large rock snapped the front axle 

in half, and wedged itself firmly in the bottom of the oil pan. It 

was a mess. He couldn’t afford to replace, it, and the car was 

never insured. Since it was a work car, he would have had to 

open a new insurance policy. ‘How in the hell to they expect 

me to justify paying over a hundred dollars insurance a month 

for a car that cost less than three in the first place?’ The car was 

a loss, and had to be towed away. He used what little he had left 

to pay for the gas money it took to go out job-hunting every 
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day, but that ran out eventually, too, and there was still no new 

leads. When rent was due, Casey couldn’t cover his half. A 

while later, one of Casey’s oldest friends, the guy Casey bought 

concert tickets, food, movies, and cds for during their entire 

childhood, because he had an allowance, and later a job, and his 

buddy didn’t, asked him to move out. Everything he had he 

brought over to his Mother’s house in Arden Hills, and stuffed 

into one room. Anything that wasn’t absolutely necessary was 

put in boxes, along with all the furniture, and stacked floor to 

ceiling in the back of the room. When it was all in there, there 

was only enough room left for one chest of drawers and a 

mattress on the floor, and barely enough open floor to allow the 

door to open.  

Casey, who never asked for anything, and loved 

everything he had, lost it all. Now, even the things he owned 

and worked for were stashed away where he couldn’t get to 

them. I visited him more often, then, and I still rarely saw him 

get bitter or angry about what was going on. He dealt with it, 

and moved on. We would go drive around, and he would laugh, 

make jokes, and tell me stories about some of the adventures he 

had in the time when none of us, myself or any of his old 

friends, had been around. To hear him talk about those days, 

you would think he had everything he would ever need, except 

of course, a friend who cared, or someone to love him. His new 

friends weren’t much better than his old ones, and the second 

he was out of sight, it simply slipped their minds to call him, or 

that he might occasionally need to leave his apartment. And one 

thing Casey didn’t do was date. It wasn’t so much that he didn’t 

want to; he didn’t like being single much, and certainly had a 

romantic streak. He just simply did not understand how it was 

done. He said there were too many rules, and games. ‘The most 

beautiful feelings in the world, the best inspiration you can 

have, and the most amazing thing the human mind is capable 

of, and everyone is either too terrified or callow to be honest 

and straight about it for a single minute.’  
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Not to say he didn’t try, though. When we were still in 

school, he gave his best several times. But his first girlfriend 

broke up with him weeks after they started going together, 

without giving so much as a hint as to why. His next one lasted 

a little bit longer, but was as faithful as a dog in heat. The only 

other one who was serious after that was so obsessed with 

being independent that she refused to let their relationship be 

called a relationship, would disappear for weeks without 

calling, and finally left, with little warning, just because she 

was feeling too attached. Those three were the ones he 

mockingly considered his success stories. The other girls never 

made it that far. They wouldn’t let him get past his first few 

sentences before they told him they weren’t interested in him, 

or would play the “just be friends” game until he finally gave 

up. And it wasn’t that he was unattractive, or unpleasant. He 

just went about things in his own ways. He never played 

anything cool, because he didn’t see the point in it. If he liked a 

girl, he would let her know. We would all tell him he has to act 

more aloof, more distant, as though he really couldn’t care less 

if she wanted to go to the movies with him or not, but he 

refused to even try. ‘Why would I do that? I’m not trying to 

trick her, and I’m not hunting a wild animal. If she doesn’t like 

me, or doesn’t want to know anything about me, why should I 

try and force her? It’s her choice. I’ll still be around, if she ever 

gets sick of dating guys who treat her like shit, or if she wants 

to know more than rumor about me.’  

But I guess he figured he was ready to try again, after a 

few years off, when things started slipping the most. I think he 

honestly needed the support of a relationship then. Desperately 

wanted something to make him smile, prove he wasn’t quite 

worthless. Someone who he could be vulnerable to, open up in 

a way he never could with anyone, not even himself; to hold 

him and tell him everything would be okay. Some years had 

passed, since his last failed attempt at such a thing, and he and 

is peers had all grown older. The girl he wanted the most was 
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someone who had been around the fringes of our group back in 

the old days, and I had myself hung out with a few times since 

Casey faded away, named Claire. In all the years I knew her, I 

never once saw her in the same light as he did, until he started 

telling me about how he saw her. She was incredibly beautiful 

in his eyes; cute and petite, strong and fit, with great hair, and a 

soft, pretty face. He had run into her at work a few times, and 

they always had long, friendly conversations, but he never 

made a move before. He was sure she was with someone, and 

he didn’t think it was right to get involved with him being so 

poor. I did my best to help convince him to go for it, and that 

money isn’t everything. I wanted to get them together, with a 

small group, and let them talk there. He still didn’t get the point 

of trying to slip into a relationship. To his credit, I thought he 

was doing well at first. He was absolutely fearless and 

shameless both when talking to people, and when he decided it 

was time to make a move with her, he made up some excuse to 

see her, spoke to her for a long time, being charming as he 

knows how. Before he left that day, she had given him her 

number, and told him to call her.  

When he did call, all he got was her voicemail. He left a 

message, and then went back to work. It was a nice day, and the 

heat that had been present all day was finally starting to wind 

down, so he went outside to wash the old Ford that had been 

sitting beside his mother’s house for six years now, so he could 

put a protective cover on it. ‘This thing is a piece of shit, sure. 

It hasn’t moved on it’s own, without being towed or pushed, in 

almost a decade. But nobody needs to know that. I clean it up, 

to stop the rust and fungus, and put this cover on it, people 

passing by will think we’ve got a genuine classic under here.’ 

She called him back while he was working, and failed to 

answer again when returned her call. After a few days, when he 

hadn’t heard back, he called again, but she wasn’t there again. 

He left his second message, which was the legal stopping point 

for Casey. If someone didn’t respond to two messages, they 
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simply didn’t want to respond. I asked him about how things 

were going with her a week later, while we were cruising 

around in the early part of the night. After he updated me, I 

managed to convince him to call her one more time, and see if 

she wanted to join us in our Friday night aimlessness in the 

city. He called, and she actually picked up. They talked a while, 

only breaking for a moment so he could yell at me for my 

reckless driving, and then went back to laughing with Claire. I 

thought for sure she would be in, so I started heading back to 

Roseville, so we could get her. When he hung up, I found out 

that she was already in a restaurant with her friend Jesse, and 

we wouldn’t be able to make it there before they left. But Casey 

had decided to give it a second chance, with his attempts. We 

rented some movies, and went back to my place.  

A few days later, deciding he might as well, Casey 

found another reason to go visit Claire at work. Again, she was 

happy to see him, and they stood around and talked like friends 

for longer than any person at work should be allowed to. She 

asked to see something he wrote, and when he stumbled across 

a pencil sketch he had done of her, which I was pretty 

impressed with when I saw it, he tore it out and gave it to her. 

That was his style. He wouldn’t show up in the height of 

fashion, and he never used anything he considered to be a line. 

But he could pull an excuse to see a girl out of thin air, and, if 

she ever had a doubt that he was serious about being into her, 

there was almost always a poem or a drawing in one of his 

notebooks that he had made while thinking about her that could 

flatter or impress almost any girl. Claire smiled and insisted 

that he sign it. So, he took out his favorite bit pen, and wrote 

across the top corner “‘Flowers in emerald fields, and daring 

azure skies; the brightest color’s I couldn’t catch were hiding in 

her eyes.’ I’d like to see you. Call me. ~Casey.”  

She blushed, and set it with her stuff under the counter. 

Before he left, she told him to call her when she got off that 

night. He waited until he thought she got off, and called, but, 
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once again, he got her voicemail. So he left a message 

apologizing for getting the time wrong, and told her he would 

try again later if he didn’t hear back from her before then. After 

some time passed, and he was certain she wasn’t at work 

anymore, he called again, but still got no answer. So he left his 

second message, his telephonic stop sign.  

She didn’t call him back that night, or any night after. 

After one week passed, Casey was pretty sure he was done, and 

by the second, he was positive. The next time he and I went in 

to her store to buy something, I made sure to stop and talk to 

her. She told us she had been busy, and that she had a new 

boyfriend. The entire time we stood there talking, she avoided 

Casey’s eyes, or even looking in his direction.  

Being rejected again did something to him. It was 

almost like his last-ditch effort; his final plea for reinforcements 

in this struggle he was having with the whole world. But fate 

was not kind, and denied him this final way to find a resolve. 

Like so many things before, he never complained out loud, and 

he never said a single word about how much it hurt him, but he 

had lost something. Most of the hope he had been using to keep 

him going was gone, and with it his will to fight through 

anything. But before he could even deal with it, take some time 

to recover himself and regroup, things got even worse.  

Back when he was closing down all of his accounts, and 

sending letters to every service he received, letting them know 

to end his service, he only had one problem. The people at the 

phone company never seemed to acknowledge the requests. 

The first month he assumed they had just been slow in reading 

their mail, and send out his bill automatically before they could 

realize what was going on. Just to be sure, he sent another letter 

with this new bill. But he still got no confirmation, and the next 

month he got another bill. He returned the bill, with a longer 

letter explaining what had happened, but, again, a month later, 

another bill came. Every month he would write them, and every 

month they sent another bill, with late fees and threats. He 
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called a few times to try and clear it up, but every time he 

called, he was transferred around, from one person 

unauthorized to help him to another, until someone finally 

‘accidentally’ disconnected him. He recorded the conversations, 

and kept copies of every letter he send, but they didn’t do him 

much good. Around the time Claire was deciding she had no 

desire to spend much time with Casey, the phone company was 

deciding to disconnect his service (which he had been 

requesting for well over 6 months), and turn his account over to 

a collection agency.  

To make matters worse, he had come to depend on his 

credit card to bail him out of trouble. Since his bank took up to 

a week sometimes to process the checks he deposited, he would 

need to use the card to pay for gas or whatever he needed, until 

the check finally cleared, in which case he could pay the credit 

card bill, and bring it back down. One month he was late in 

getting payment for some art he did for someone, and the 

delicate balance was screwed up. He already had the credit card 

bill before the bank had the check. The day it cleared, he sent a 

payment in to the credit card company, but they claimed he was 

several days late, and charged him a late fee. The late fee 

pushed him right over his credit limit, which earned him an 

over-the-limit fee. And his credit card bill, which he worked 

hard to keep down, little bit at a time, was now seventy-five 

dollars over its limit. Money he didn’t have. Not a soul at the 

company was interested in hearing why it happened, or 

sympathetic enough to remove one of those fees, so even 

though he paid as much as he could afford to the next month, it 

wasn’t enough even to bring the total down below his limit. As 

a result, he got another over-charge fee. From that point, the 

credit card played leapfrog with itself, every month charging a 

fee for non-payment, because he just didn’t have the money, 

and then another fee for the first one going over the credit limit. 

Those four days being late ended in over four hundred dollars 
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of fees, as the credit card company laid claim to even more 

money that Casey was nowhere near having.  

Casey couldn’t take too much more after that. After a 

year, he had all but given up on finding an actual job. Every 

interview he went to, he dressed up and answered questions 

honestly and openly, and every time he lost the job to some dip-

shit who was willing to lie just to get a job. He got a business 

license, and sold art when he could, but it was usually just 

enough to make insurance payments, or put gas in his car. 

Some months he wouldn’t have even been able to make that 

without selling blood. Most of his friends hadn’t been heard 

from in a while, he only really saw me, and maybe a few others 

if we were all hanging out together. Almost every time the 

phone rang, it was just another creditor, fully convinced that he 

was sitting on a huge chest full of money, and that he was 

refusing to pay them just to be willfully malicious. Whenever 

he wasn’t working, he was usually asleep. ‘I’m looking for the 

good dreams, something to remember when I’m awake.’ There 

was something lost in his eyes. Something defeated. I was 

worried he might try something with knives and pills. A few of 

us were. He caught us all off guard. He put what little he had 

that wasn’t already boxed up away, wrote those last notes to all 

of us, and packed his bags. And in the middle of the night, 

while all of us were fast asleep, he disappeared, just like he 

appeared, without making a ripple. And so that’s how it went. I 

can still picture him, walking towards the tree-covered hills, 

with his pack on his back, staring up at the night skies, grinning 

at the beauty of it all, walking towards something only he could 

imagine.  
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IN WHICH THE GOING GETS TOUGH 

 

 

 

 

 

 Leaving was the only real decision there was, if you ask 

me. Everything else was gone, and I was just dying, sitting 

around waiting for something new to come along. It had 

become absolutely clear to me that nothing was coming, and 

the only way I would ever be able to feel alive again was to 

leave. And so I did. I took my hiking rucksack, loaded it, and 

was on my way. I tried to think about the things I would need, 

about all the camping stories I had read, to find what I should 

take. Extra clothes, of course, for winters and cold nights. A 

blanket, extra pair of shoes, a hunting knife, a pot, metal rack to 

put over a campfire, and large box of matches. Tea, crackers, a 

canteen, non-perishable foods, sleeping bag, a tarp to use as a 

tent, shaving kit with soap, a halogen head-light with extra 

batteries, an oil lantern for emergency backup, and a hatchet. 

As an afterthought, I grabbed some notebooks and a discman, 

with only the best home-made compilation cds. Just because I 

was leaving civilization didn’t mean I had to leave behind 

everything. A box of 48 batteries wouldn’t take up much room 

in the pack, and would have to last a while, if I monitored my 

listening.  

I was pretty sure I would be able to catch food, when I 

got to the forests, and find edible plants. I once found a small 

manual describing plants and their uses in nature at a garage 
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sale. I think it was intended to be a service guide to park 

rangers or something like that, but I bought it for only fifty 

cents, and brought it along. It just might be the difference 

between starvation and life in some forest. Leaving the last 

envelopes right in the open, I quietly slipped out the front door, 

lifted the headphones to my ear, and started walking north, 

towards the nearby hills.  It would be colder up north, but not 

freezing, at least not in the summer, and it would be easier to 

live there. I figured I could go to Canada, and then swing back 

south towards the end of the summer, before the freezing came 

in.  

The hiking itself was slower than I thought it would be. 

I wasn’t used to walking so far with a heavy pack, and I had to 

rest more often than I would have wanted. But I was past town 

by the time the sun came up. Walking amongst the trees in the 

dim light of early morning, a rich oceanic blue showing in the 

cracks between the trees. I took a deep breath of pine needles 

and moss, and I knew I was doing the right thing. I just hoped 

everyone back home would understand that when they found 

the letters in the morning.  

My own adjustment was easier than I would have 

thought. The switch from living in the city to fending for 

myself in the woods came smoothly. My long, gradual poverty 

had weaned me off of most of the perks of civilization. There 

was more than one time when I had nothing but bread and 

cheese to eat, and so many days with nothing really to do that I 

was a master of making every day pass by with ease. The 

walking created an odd sort of peace; a Zen like balance. My 

body was simply always moving, weaving and winding 

between trees and over rocks. A few times a day I would stop 

next to a little creek, or in a small clearing, and set down my 

pack; lean back, have something to eat, and watch the clean, 

green world around me. When it started getting to be too dark 

to see where I was going, I would turn on my head light, until I 



 17

found a good place to camp, somewhere safe for a fire, and then 

I would stop for the night. It was peaceful, and simple.  

Before my food even started to wane, I started studying 

the movement of the animals in the forest. When I thought I 

was ready to start learning, I tried to catch a rabbit. The first 

attempt, however well it may have started, erupted into a wild 

chase, and ended with me dirty, and the hare escaping into the 

underbrush. The second one was a little more successful, 

although I dropped my knife, and had to carry the little thing in 

one arm while I tried to find where it fell. But that night I 

roasted my first wild rabbit. Three weeks later, I was a pro, and 

could find a rabbit from trails of hair or droppings, and take 

him down before he knew I was after him. That’s an 

exaggeration, of course. I wasn’t nearly that good yet. But I 

certainly wasn’t starving. Every day, I got further and further 

away from all my troubles, my old life, and every night I slept 

more peacefully than I ever had in my entire life before. And in 

the morning, I would find a lake or small river, and go for a 

quick, brisk swim. Just because I was by myself didn’t mean I 

wanted to smell like sweat and body odor.  

The biggest change that comes from living in the woods 

is far beyond a difference in lifestyle. It’s a metamorphosis that 

happens inside, in the mind and physical intuition. It’s 

something that will happen to anyone who spends time away 

from civilization. You’ll notice it in an avid woodsman, who 

spends weeks at a time by himself; a simple alertness, and an 

edge in their eyes. That’s just the start of the changes to come. 

After a while you can simply feel the world around you in a 

much clearer way. You can sense the animals moving through 

the underbrush, the coyotes and wolves watching you from the 

darkness. All the trees will guide your way to shelter, and when 

you sleep, the winds and the stars warn you if anyone 

approaches. I’ve never been the most in-tune to society to begin 

with, so it didn’t take much to pull me away from those habits, 

and into this new world. By the time I crossed highway 169, I 
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was catching food with my bare hands, skinning and preparing 

the meat like I had been living in the wilderness for years, 

saving the skins for a time I would be stopped long enough to 

tan them. A little over a month after I left, passing over only 

two major highways, and skirting around a few small towns, 

stopping only twice to buy more bread, or cheese, I reached the 

Canadian border. From the top of a mountain, I could look out, 

and follow the highway as it crossed over a checkpoint, and the 

continued winding north. And I slipped quietly over the border, 

not a soul knew I existed at all.  

 

By my best reckoning, it was just the beginning of 

September, possibly the end of August, but it was already 

starting to get colder at night. I had to wear all my spare clothes 

at the same time to keep warm enough to keep moving. A few 

days north of the border, in the tree-covered hills, I came across 

this gorgeous clearing. I stopped there to make camp for the 

night. When I was wandering around the next morning, I came 

across an opening in the rocks. I went back to my pack for the 

headlight, and then explored a little. I was worried that it might 

be a bear cave, or full of bats, but it seemed to be completely 

empty. It was only four feet, from floor to ceiling, at the 

deepest point. It was more than six feet deep, though, and was 

completely dry. It wasn’t huge, but certainly roomy enough to 

lay down, and store my things, along with some dry wood. 

There was a little bit of debris and animal hair on the ground, 

from a small nest. A family of mice or voles or something 

probably wintered in there once. When I thought about it, it 

didn’t seem like such a bad idea; wintering somewhere. It was 

getting colder, and going too much further north probably 

wouldn’t help too much. But if I had this cave, it would give 

me a chance to do something with my furs, maybe there would 

be enough for a blanket, and it wouldn’t take much for a fire for 

the cave to get warm. It would beat the hell out of getting stuck 

in a mountain pass when it got really cold. I didn’t even have 
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any extra horses or Donners laying around to eat if I was 

starving to death.  

Having already made up my mind, I went back and got 

my bags. I spent most of the rest of the day finding the driest 

wood I could for fires, to stockpile in the cave. I would need 

some that was absolutely dry, and some that was close, and 

could dry out in time before I needed to use it. The next day I 

started collecting rocks to hold a pool of water, for the furs. An 

open stump would have been the best thing, but I searched over 

all the nearby forest, and I couldn’t find one big enough to hold 

more than two at a time. The pool held water well enough, and 

once the bottom was packed with oak chips, it was perfect. I 

layered the furs and wood chips, until they were all in there, 

and the top was covered over with more chips, and pressed 

down with rocks. I didn’t think any animals would get to it, 

covered up and under the water, but I would have to check on it 

to make sure. The next few days were spent fixing a cover for 

the opening of my cave. From what I could tell, it didn’t look 

like I was in a part of the forest anyone ever went to, but if I 

was wrong, I didn’t want a group of hikers stumbling onto my 

things while looking for a dry place to screw.  

Days went by with little change. Some were cold, and 

wet, others were drier, and occasionally warm, as the sun snuck 

past the guard of the trees, and landed on the skin. I hunted, 

finding plenty of rabbits, raccoons, badgers, and miscellaneous 

animals slow enough to get caught. There were fewer than there 

had been when I first got there, a sign of impending winter 

weather, but I compensated by catching a little extra, and 

drying it over a fire on the nicer days. I spent as much time as I 

could outside, partially because the cave, however dry, got 

cramped after a while, and partially to avoid making fires in 

there when I could. Even with dry wood, the fires still produced 

smoke, and I had to keep my head close to the ground to avoid 

it as it crept towards the door. The new furs ended up in the 

stone pit, and a fairly large stump I found while hunting. It 
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takes a month, usually, of soaking in the tannic acids found in 

wood for a pelt to be well preserved enough to wear without the 

god-awful stench of rotting meat. I didn’t know much about 

actually sewing them together, though. I had plenty of string in 

the sewing kit, and some twine, but I wanted the furs to be tight 

enough that water wouldn’t seep through as I walked through 

the rain.  

Thirty days hadn’t yet gone by, and I already had to 

start eating some of the meat I dried on days I couldn’t find any 

varmints wandering about. Most of the plants were already on 

the wane. I started to see another side of the place I had chosen 

to stay the winter. As lush as it was, the second the first big 

freeze came, everything green would die out, or be buried. All 

the animals that could would be gone, and the ones that were 

still there would be few and far between. What little I had saved 

up certainly wouldn’t last me clear through the winter; not this 

far north. I saw a sudden rush in moving on, or else the stone 

cave would be my grave. And that wasn’t the kind of escape I 

wanted.  

As soon as the month my pelts needed was done, I took 

them out, wrapped them all up together in a bundle, and 

strapped it to my pack with everything else, and moved on. I 

didn’t have the time to try and figure out how to make them 

into a blanket or a cloak yet, and the blanket I brought only 

served to keep me warm as long as it was dry. Only two days 

after leaving my camp, I came across a fairly large house, in the 

middle of nowhere. The only road I could see was winding, and 

narrow, and certainly didn’t look anywhere near a town. 

Through the tall windows, I could see that lights were on, 

glowing across the yard into the trees. I set down my pack. I 

was getting close to desperate, not wanting to freeze to death, 

or die of pneumonia because I couldn’t get dry clothes or a 

warm blanket. If I asked nicely enough, maybe they would take 

pity on me, as a vagrant or something, and give me something 

extra. Surely a house that large had to have something they 
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didn’t need. I cautiously approached the house, keeping low, 

working my way around the building, to find the front door. I 

stopped cold when I heard a crash from the window next to 

where I was crouching.  

I looked up slowly, peeking in around the edge to see 

what was going on. The gut feeling told me to leave it alone, to 

turn back and go into the woods where I knew what was going 

on. These people would be likely to shoot me if they noticed 

me crawling around their property, dirty and peeking into 

windows. But curiosity got the best of me. It had been more 

than two months since I had seen another human being. I could 

just see the room itself at first. It seemed to be a sewing room, 

or maybe some kind of a craft den. There were fabrics 

everywhere, and a lot of surface space. The room itself was 

covered with flowers and lace. A sewing machine was on one 

table, fabric still bunched up on it, seemingly in the middle of 

some project. Finally the people came into view. I saw the 

woman first, falling on the floor, barely catching herself on her 

hands. Her hair was covering her face, but her shoulders were 

shaking. Then I saw the man. I ducked back a little at first, but 

when I heard his voice, booming enough to shake the glass, I 

peeked back around the edge again. He was picking her back up 

to her feet, but not in a careful, compassionate matter. He had 

hold of her by her arm, and was trying to jerk her up, each 

motion yanking her so violently she stumbled and started to fall 

again, standing only by the force of his grip. When she finally 

seemed to stabilize a little, the man balled up his other fist, and 

punch her in the face. She fell to the floor again, only this time, 

I could see her face. She was in tears, eyes swollen shut, blood 

oozing from several cuts on her face. There were bruises there, 

to, too dark to have come from tonight. She couldn’t even catch 

a breath to cry out before he had the back of her dress in his 

hands, and was again pulling her up, to knock her back down. 

Before I knew what I was doing, I had already picked 

up the large heavy rock from the flower garden at my feet, and 
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heaved it at the wooden cross-brace of the window. The man 

and woman both froze, his fist raised high in the air, the look of 

unflinching terror on her face, staring at the rock that had 

interrupted them. Before they so much as had a chance to look 

out the window, to see what had sent the rock into motion, I 

burst through after it, using the layered sleeves of my jacket and 

my thick boots to break away the rest of the glass. 

Speechlessly, the man let go of his wife’s clothing, letting her 

fall back to the floor. Everything was a blur, the man trying to 

prepare as I rushed closer to him, and he became larger in my 

vision. In a flying tackle, he was slammed against a wall, the 

wind knocked out of him. A blow to the face, and another, and 

he was down on all fours, coughing into the carpet, swearing 

and muttering something. The words were as jumbled as the 

picture, though, a mess of stimuli that made no sense. It was 

almost as though I was still outside, looking in the window, 

thinking ‘he’s going to kill her.’ In the blurred savagery, and 

the blindness of animal rage, the figure that had to be me 

kicked the man several times, a sharp crack following the last 

one. And then he has rolled onto his back, clearly in pain, 

holding his ribs. His face was close enough to mine I could 

smell the tobacco and whiskey on his breath, and feel the 

warmth of his quick, panicked breath against my cheeks. With a 

burst of noise; a growl that hurt my throat all the way up as 

though clawing to escape, a furious fist smashed his face once 

again, this time knocking him unconscious.  

It wasn’t until then that anything started to clear up, and 

I was actually aware at all that it was me who was standing in 

the middle of this strange room. I wasn’t outside, watching 

some savage beating, I was standing above an unconscious man 

I did not know, breathing heavy. The woman was still on the 

floor, crawling backwards, away from me, her hand searching 

desperately for some kind of weapon, perhaps a pair of scissors 

laying on a nearby desk. The fear on her face was worse than it 

had been while she was being beaten by her own husband. I 
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reached out an open hand, to show her I wasn’t going to hurt 

her, but before I could get out two words, she took a sharp 

breath, and pulled back even more. I wasn’t the good guy, and I 

didn’t belong. The logic and reason came back for a second, 

reminding me that I was an intruder into the lives and business 

of people who didn’t concern me. And just as quickly, the fear 

took over, as I remembered that in this world, where people 

were, I would be taken away for what I had done. Quickly, I 

looked around, for the best way out. The door behind me was 

closed, leading to lord knows how many others before I found 

the exit. Just across the room was the window I had come in, 

shattered glass laying on the floor in front of it. And right next 

to it, on a table holding pincushions and fabrics of all kinds, 

was a full bolt of thick duck cloth. In one swift movement, I ran 

past the terrified woman, grabbing the bolt of cloth, and leapt 

back through the window, not even stopping when the jagged 

edges snagged my clothes, until I was back behind the treeline.  

 

I wasn’t sure how I felt for a while, after that. I had lost 

control of something in myself, something violent and primal. 

After just looking in one window, on one ugly scene, I leapt in 

like a savage, beating a man however severely, without saying 

so much as a word. And I stole some fifty dollars of fabric. Had 

I lost that much of my humanity, that I was no longer capable 

of controlling my rage. And if humanity was what I saw 

through that window, did I want it back? I knew the crowd I 

used to run with, and the people I knew back home never 

impressed me much about the virtues of humanity, but that’s 

what I was trying to get away from. I wanted to find something 

new. Something inspired. But the only inspiration or beauty I 

had seen since I left were the waterfalls carving their way down 

a rocky cliff, or the view from the top of a mountain on a clear 

day. Humanity was the blight; the cement cutting through the 

beautiful landscape, slicing up the forests and mountains. I 

knew I wasn’t that fond of humanity, but I didn’t necessarily 
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want to be a violent beast, either. I wandered around in the 

wilderness, for a while, full of my own thoughts, trying to sort 

it all out. 

On the plus side, the fabric was helpful. It was wide 

cloth, and there was a lot of it. I had enough to create a sort of 

cloak, simply by wrapping it around my shoulders, and again 

around my neck, leaving enough hanging down to cover most 

of my body. Plus, there was enough left over that I could wrap 

a separate piece around my shoulders and arms again, as a 

lesser cloak or parka, if I was still cold, and plenty of cloth to 

keep for patches and repairs. And with a basis for a cloak, I 

could sew all my small pelts to it, without worrying about huge 

gaps between them. I layered them on the duck cloth, like 

shingles, each one overlapping the one beneath it, so the rain 

would roll all the way down, instead of getting in. When it was 

done, it kept me plenty warm and dry, and even wrapped up 

around to cover my shoulders and face, for the winter. Soon, I 

would have enough furs to completely cover the under-cloak, 

too, that covered most of my arms and upper body.  

I wandered until I literally stumbled across a town. As I 

came out of a grouping of trees, there was a highway passing in 

front of me, and a wooden sign that said “Welcome to Savant 

Lake—population, 418.” I thought they might have a store 

where I could get some more thread, and maybe some wax to 

waterproof some of the extra fabric. So, I took my pack off, 

took my wallet out, and put my knives in, so I didn’t scare the 

people in town. Then I climbed partway up a tree, back away 

from the road a little, and lashed my pack to one of the 

branches, so nobody would take it. When everything was 

secure I walked back to the highway, and followed it into the 

town. There was one store open for a few more minutes, so I 

got both, along with some extra soap, before they locked the 

doors. There was an almost audible sound of relief when I was 

out of the store. The faces of everyone inside the store was as 

close to that of the woman in the country house’s was without 
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their lives actually being in danger. But some elderly people in 

a town where you’re related to everyone else in some way isn’t 

exactly on my list of things that remind me of courage, so I 

didn’t let it bother me. Anyone who lacks the courage even to 

date outside their family tree deserves a little terror. 

On my way out of town, I walked past a small bar, 

made of brick and wood, with huge mirrored plate glass 

windows. The smell of beer and buffalo wings drifted out from 

the door of the bar. It took time for me to walk from the woods 

to town, and buy things at the small town store. And it had been 

a long time since I had actual prepared food. And since I wasn’t 

likely to find anything else open in this tiny little town past 

dusk, I figured I might as well go ahead and have something to 

eat.  

When I walked in the door, there was a slight hush. The 

local pub wasn’t accustomed to seeing strangers walking in as 

night was falling, and I imagine the tattered and patched clothes 

and fur cloaks didn’t help much either. I took a table in the back 

corner, and avoided making eye contact. I hadn’t yet made my 

decision about how involved with these people I wanted to be 

yet. When the waitress walked over, wearing low-cut blouse 

and stained apron, I ordered some cola and buffalo wings, and 

some fries. I could hear the whispers of the bar patrons over the 

clanking of glasses on the marble counter, and the country 

music playing on the jukebox. Snide little comments between 

themselves in drunken slurs about the longhair in the animal 

fur. I did my absolute best to ignore them, and block them out. 

All I wanted was the food, something rare, and warm, and 

cooked by someone else, not over an open fire. The food came, 

after it went through a bout with the fat fryer. I had barely 

started in on it, getting the first taste of the hot spices and the 

distinct potato goodness, before someone decided to be bold 

and start trouble. A tall man, in a vest and baseball hat, walked 

over to my table, and put his fists down on the edge of it.  
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“Hey there, buddy. You got a name?” I looked up from 

my plate for a second, to see the face of the man who was 

interrupting my peace, and went back to my food.  

“I asked you a question. You ain’t from around here, 

I’m just trying to be social.” 

“Case.” The word came out as more of a growl than 

actual English, through the chicken in my mouth, and my lack 

of interest. He leaned in closer, and spoke louder, slower, as 

though I was a retarded child.  

“You ain’t being a very good guest. Maybe a little 

distracted. We’ll fix that…” He took my plate, and tossed it on 

the counter of the bar. I wiped the fingers of my black gloves 

on a paper napkin, and leaned back. “Now I got your attention.” 

“Mm-hmm.” 

“Stand up and talk to me, boy.” I stood, several inches 

shorter than him, but twice as large, in my mind. He was the 

darkness of humanity. He was weak and callow and stupid, and 

I would not run. But he didn’t know anything beyond his own 

ego, and so he stepped closer, and spoke in a more menacing 

tone. 

“Now tell me what it is you’re doing in my town.”   

“Your town? In the middle of my woods.” Again, the 

words found their way through gritted teeth, and more rage 

building up in my throat than I was conscious of.  

“Whoo-boy. You’re pretty tough for a little guy, huh? 

Maybe you should sit back down again before someone gets 

hurt.” He gave me a shove, not gentle nor in jest in the least, 

and stepped in again.  

“Back!” I shoved him in return, trying to buy my own 

breathing space. He was shocked for a moment at the strength 

in my shove, and then enraged that someone defied him on his 

own turf.  

“That’s it!” He recovered, and swung madly at my 

head, with a wide enough arc that it was simple to dodge. My 

own swing was short, hard, and fast, and hit him with enough 
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force to knock him back into the group of friends that were 

collecting at his back. It was a spark near a box of dynamite. 

The entire room exploded in a row of violence and mayhem. 

Every denim-wearing bar fly was out for my blood, and I was 

suddenly back in that blurry place of rage and howling energy 

that lead me through the window of a stranger’s house nights 

before. I fought back with the ferocity of a caged animal, and 

every half-drunk hillbilly who attacked me got bounced back 

twice as hard. Somewhere, in the part of my brain that was able 

to watch from a distance, I noticed the glint of metal that came 

from one man’s jacket, followed by another flash from 

another’s boot, and the little part of my mind said ‘well, it looks 

like nobody else decided to leave their knives at home.’  

The first one who made an attack with his blade got 

caught. He let go of the blade when his elbow found a new 

direction to bend in. The blade landed on a chair, until I swept 

it up. I found a second blade from another man. There may 

have been more in that hand over the next few minutes. Nearly 

every man had one, and nearly every knife landed at my feet. 

Meanwhile, there was a chaotic whirlwind of slashes and 

blows, as men fell, rose to fight, and fell again. Near the 

window, a group threatened to get shotguns from their trucks, 

and got a table as a response, flying barely above their heads, 

shattering completely the large plate of glass, leaving nothing 

left. There was finally a lull in the action, and my vision cleared 

enough to see the grisly scene around me. Every man who 

stood against me to fight was laying on the ground, moaning 

and nursing minor cuts and bruises. Some had broken bones, or 

chunks of wood stuck in their skin. Several knives scattered 

across the floor. Many of he tables were turned over, or broken, 

chairs smashed from errand kicks, or falling bodies. Even the 

decorations that lined the wall had come down, leaving broken 

pictures, animal trophies, and even a pair of snow shoes. I could 

hear voices coming, and see movement through the broken 

window. I stooped to pick up the knives that were strewn about, 
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and also snatched the snowshoes on my way out. Before I could 

get to the door, someone burst through, demanding to know 

what was going on, so I stepped on a table, and jumped out the 

open window. In an open sprint, I ran the rest of the way out of 

town, while everyone else was caught up in the mess of the bar. 

When I got to the tree, brought down my bag, and went deeper 

into the woods, keeping my eyes on the roads for a time, to 

make sure nobody was following me. I had escaped without 

catching any trouble, but I didn’t really get away. A legend was 

born, that followed me around after that night like bad luck. 
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There was a short piece about him on one of those 

prime-time news shows. That was the first story I ever heard. I 

think it was intended to be a filler story, to give them a bizarre 

headline, and catch a few extra viewers to watch their main 

stories about the brave and daring conjoined twin separation, 

and the frightening expose on the deadly dangers of certain 

cars’ airbags.  But there was something in that show that 

seemed to call out to me. It was fascinating. The incredible 

pictures of that bar, torn apart, and the amazing, eerie sketches 

by eye-witnesses of a young man, almost completely covered 

with hair, and shadows under his eyes, wearing scraps and rags, 

making him look almost sinister. It was like those first bizarre 

drawings of bigfoot, almost human, and yet distorted and angry. 

What a human might have been, if it had been living in the 

woods for generations, raised to be kith and kin to the wild 

beasts of nature. As soon as the story was done, both the 

newscasters and I moved on, but my mind kept creeping back 

to the things I had seen that night on the tv. Could it be true? 

Could there really be some kind of wolf-man running around, 

like a modern day Tarzan? Was he as savage as those scarred 

witnesses said? Or was he any different than other animals, 

wanting only to be left alone and getting violent only when 

threatened? Where would he have come from?  
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Two days later, I was getting groceries at the store. In 

the checkout line, I looked over to the magazine rack. Both the 

bizarre news magazines had front-page stories of the same 

Canadian mystery. One claimed “Canadian Wolfman, Genetic 

Experiment Gone Awry.” The other was even better. “Is the 

Wolfman just a Vengeful Bigfoot?” They boasted photos and 

retellings by those who survived his attacks. I laughed, and 

wondered about the people who bought into those things. And 

then I put one of each with my own purchases, and hoped 

nobody was looking. Who was I kidding, I wanted to learn 

more about this as much as anyone did. Every body told 

basically the same story, with little twists here and there, tying 

the story into their own theories. Some believed he was an 

angry Indian spirit of the wild, taking vengeance for all the 

terrible things done against his people. Others thought he was a 

pagan god, come to teach us a lesson for what we’ve done to 

the environment over the years. Or maybe he was orphaned by 

campers when he was a baby, to be raised alone, and now he’s 

got a mad on for the rest of the human race he wasn’t allowed 

to be a part of. But whatever he was, killer with a costume or 

mystical beast sent to bring the apocalypse, he started to get 

more and more popular. The more that word got out, the more 

sightings there were. There was a family living in a farmhouse, 

quite a ways away from everything who claim he jumped in 

through a window and attacked a man. A couple of hikers, and 

various other hill folk started to come forward with stories, too, 

some saying they saw him hunting, or saw his trails, others with 

more unreal, poorly put together stories, about the wolfman 

slaughtering part of their heard, or trying to mate with their 

prize hunting dog.  

He did have his following, though. A whole subculture, 

what most people called a cult, formed around him. The same 

kind of people who dig into the other paranormal stuff, 

following around something just barely on the edge of reality. 

Legend backed up with loose facts, a thin barrier between 
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fiction and reality. And it seemed everyone had something they 

loved about his stories. The gossip rags loved him because he 

sold as many papers as Elvis and Bat-boy combined. Hippies 

loved him because of all the trouble he caused people in 

logging towns and hunters. The ELF practically adopted him 

after the first sighting. To some, he was living the way they 

wished they could; alone, off the land, roaming around. To 

others, he was simply a mystery that needed solving. One man, 

Dr. Vernon Kraft, followed up on every sighting, trying to 

separate the fact from those who just wanted their fifteen 

minutes, and wrote a book about the subject. He called it 

Phantoms on the Game Trail: Tracking down the Wild 

Wolfman. It was something of a pretentious title, considering 

that he hadn’t managed to fully track him down. Nobody could 

move fast enough to get close to him. The only people who 

ever saw him were the ones he found. Even professional 

trackers, who were smart enough to find familiar markings on 

trees around the campsites he had been seen in, but even they 

lost the trail after a few miles. Whoever this Wolfman was, he 

didn’t want to be found, despite the best efforts of so many. 

Myself, I started to keep a scrap book of all the reports on him I 

could find, documenting the unfolding of this story from the 

beginnings. I can’t say why. Maybe it would be an interesting 

thing to show any kids I might have. Maybe it was just the only 

way I could join in the tracking down of this mystery. Maybe it 

was in my blood. My dad always told me that my grandpa 

Heywood, whom I was named for, always kept all the clippings 

he found when they were hunting down escaped Nazi’s after 

the war, and his own dad had a habit of doing the same to trace 

the fall of the American cowboy. This was just my legend. He 

was primal and simple and free. I imagined what it felt like to 

be him, and I felt strong, and confident. In some ways, the 

mystery was everything I wanted to be.  
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IN WHICH GENTLE BEN GETS ROWDY  

AND INGENUITY SAVES THE DAY 

 

 

 

 

 

Winter always has this way of sneaking up on you, 

when you’re far enough north. It’s a lot harder to notice it when 

you’re warm enough, and full enough. I had to remind myself 

every day to make preparations. As soon as my cloaks were 

covered with fur, to be watertight and warm as I could get 

them, I started to use what furs I could get to cover a set of my 

clothes. After that, I used them to cover my canvas bag, which 

was starting to fall apart. But there were problems besides the 

heat. It was getting wetter, and the game more scarce. My boots 

had worn thin enough that they leaked in several places, and 

every time I would try to repair my gloves, the water would 

loosen up the stitches, and they would come apart. Hunting was 

harder to do with a knife, since any animals I saw might be the 

last one I would see for weeks. I knew that if I didn’t find a way 

to catch animals more accurately, and a way to keep off the wet 

ground while I slept, then I didn’t stand a chance to make it 

through the winter.  

It was weighing heavily on my mind for days, giving 

me a good deal of worry. There was no way I could find 

enough food all through the winter, and it would take me 

months to hunt enough rabbit to save. For weeks it was all I 

thought about as I wandered through the forests. It had driven 
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me so much to the point of distraction that I almost didn’t have 

a chance to deal with the winter at all. I was wandering, deep in 

thought about what to do, when I heard heavy footsteps. I 

turned to see a large bear stalking towards me with snarling 

teeth and a hungry look. Winter meant stocking up for the 

entire forest world. I was wearing a lot of rabbit pelts, all still 

covered with all the natural oils that meant lunch for some 

larger predators. And while I didn’t look much look like a 

rabbit, we were past the point of being picky. He still 

outweighed me twice over, and while he wasn’t quite the size 

of the great grizzly in the cartoon version of David and Goliath 

I remember from my youth, it was still big, and picking up 

speed. By the time I had my bag off my shoulders, there was no 

time for me to move anywhere. The bear was on me. I hit the 

ground hard with claws digging into my left shoulder. The pain 

gave me enough focus to find the animal’s face, and claw at it. 

They weren’t my best attack moves ever, but then there wasn’t 

a whole lot of time for strategy. Whatever I did managed to piss 

him off enough to rear up on his hind legs and roar. Which gave 

me a few seconds to scurry out from underneath, and back up, 

leaving my cloak on the ground. I fumbled for my knife, but I 

barely had it free of the holster when the bear came back down 

again. The claws sliced my chest open, and knocked me on my 

ass.  

The handle of the knife was stronger than my fist, and 

gave the bear a moment of consideration when it slammed into 

the tender regions of his nose. I stuck it in his chest to see how 

he liked being clawed. He liked it even less than I did, and was 

strong enough to shrug it off. In half a second I was on my back 

again, and this time the bear was too pissed off to care much 

about anything I could do. The arm with my knife in it was 

free, but ineffective. I stabbed him several more times and it 

only made the beast angrier. I stabbed at his arms, and he 

swung at my face, nearly slicing my left eye open. Panic forced 

me to put more thought into my attack while I still could. I 
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stabbed the blade to the hilt in his neck. I felt something vital 

tear, and when his roar got lost somewhere between his lungs 

and his salivating mouth. I twisted, and he backed off, 

stumbling, pawing at the handle sticking out of his throat. Then 

he fell.  

I was covered with blood, and lost track of what was 

mine and what was his. My clothes needed a lot of mending. 

There were tears from the sticks and rocks on the ground as 

well as from the bear’s claws. Most of my cuts weren’t bad 

enough to cause too much worry. The deepest were across my 

chest, but the tape in my first aid kit helped keep them closed 

long enough to heal. Trying to be sparing with my antiseptic 

nearly left to infection a time or two, but it eventually healed 

alright, leaving behind memories and scars. Most importantly, 

it game me motivation to solve my winter problems. The bear 

was willing to kill me to survive the winter, to have food. So I 

would manage. The bear himself would provide me food for a 

long time, as well as a great thick pelt of fur. He also let me 

know I could hold my own against a bear. Nothing would stop 

me.  

My first thought was to make a bow and arrows, to hunt 

with. It’s how the Indians managed to survive, and almost every 

other primitive tribe. But I didn’t know anything about making 

a bow. Finding a piece of wood long enough and straight 

enough was plenty hard, and most of the ones that I could find 

snapped in two when I bent them. With those that didn’t break, 

I faced the challenge of a bowstring. I couldn’t peel strips of 

leather off thin enough without them breaking, the thread I used 

to mend was too weak, even if I used a lot of it together, and I 

had no idea how to weave sinew into a strand. The best I could 

do was use hemp twine, which broke after some use, but would 

last a while. Arrows were a whole other problem. While the 

wood didn’t need to be as durable as the bow did, it was so 

much more detailed. Saplings made the best narrow, straight 

branches. It turns out the part I found easiest was carving stone 
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into arrowheads. Most brittle stone can be found if you know 

where to look, and when you break chunks off, half of them are 

already razor-sharp. The only hard part is making them shaped 

like actual arrowheads, with notches for the twine. The 

fletching was the biggest problem. No arrows would fly straight 

without it, and there was little I could find that I could tie to the 

shaft without destroying the delicate feathers or leaves I was 

using. It took me days just to make a dozen or so sad little 

arrows, and a bow. I marked up a tree to use as a target. The 

first shot I tried snapped the tip off my bow, where the twine 

was tied. The backup I had was almost too stiff, and I couldn’t 

get much power into my shots. What I could get wasn’t 

encouraging. Not a single arrow even hit the tree my target was 

carved into. Most of the fletching fell off as it tumbled through 

the air. I lost a good amount of the heads, too. Having wasted 

so many days, I was furious. I smashed the bow against a rock, 

and threw the broken pieces at the unscathed target. My carving 

stones, branches for shafts, half-formed heads, I threw 

everything around, yelling and swearing and kicking, trying to 

scare winter off before it came full-force, and starved me out. 

When my temper tantrum was done, I looked around, realizing 

I had made a mess, and probably scared away all my chances at 

food. But over by my target tree, something caught my eye. A 

foot below where I carved a target, a piece of stone was stuck 

into the bark of the tree. On of the pieces I chipped from the 

stone, but hadn’t yet done anything to shape, had actually 

pierced what the arrows couldn’t approach. I pulled it from the 

bark, and looked it over. If I sharpened up the edges a little, 

maybe it would be as effective as a shuriken. I found one of the 

carving stones I tossed, and started grinding down the edges, 

just a little. Then I threw it again, and it flew as fast and straight 

as anything, digging into the tree inches away from the bull’s-

eye. It lacked some of the range of an arrow, but in the dense 

forest, range wasn’t always an option. Besides which, it had 
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become apparent that making any kind of bow was beyond my 

ability.  

Having enough of the stone throwing blades carved to 

last me a while, and the knowledge that I could make more if 

ever I needed to, made me a little more comfortable on the food 

issue. But the water was still a mystery. I did still have enough 

fabric left, I thought, to make a hammock to hang in the trees. I 

didn’t have rope, though, and if rain or snow fell, it would get 

me wet just as easily if I was on the ground. Not to mention the 

fact that I would still be exposed as if I was lying on the 

ground. I was still working on a way to solve that problem, to 

no avail, days later, when I caught the whiff of smoke on the 

breeze. I followed it to find a small campsite, where four people 

were sitting around, talking. They didn’t look like the roughing-

it type, with the most expensive tents and gas grills they could 

find. But they did provide me a good opportunity, since I was 

hungry, and had been out of dried rabbit for days. While I was 

waiting around for night to fall, and them to go to sleep, an idea 

hit me. If I could fashion a tent that covered the hammock, I 

would be plenty warm, and if I could manage to get it high 

enough in the trees, or somewhere far enough out of the way, I 

wouldn’t have to worry about being exposed, either.  

Finally, they went to sleep, and snoring noised easily 

tore through the nylon walls of their tent. Sneaking around their 

campsite, I found everything I needed and then some. They had 

followed procedure enough to lift their bags above the ground, 

so bears wouldn’t get it, but I wasn’t as limited as the bears. I 

gently lowered the things to the ground, so I wouldn’t wake 

anyone, and then set about taking what I wanted. I didn’t want 

to take so much that they would be stuck in the middle of 

nowhere, but I certainly didn’t feel bad about taking a little of 

the excess that they could clearly afford. Besides which, I 

figured we must be somewhere near a town, if I was seeing 

people again. They had a sturdy, durable tarp wrapped around 

the cluster of bags to keep them dry, which I took along with 
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the rope they were using. There were some heavy-duty clasps 

keeping the bags all bundled together, which I also took. Inside 

the bags were some extra blankets, a pair of fancy 

pocketknives, a first aid kit, with a mending kit inside, two 

leather water sacks, and some foodstuffs, which I figured they 

wouldn’t need. I bundled it up, and started back, when I 

decided that, since my own clothes were getting so worn, I 

might as well grab a spare set, which were bundled up in a tight 

little roll. Like a nervous raccoon, I skittered off with my 

pilfered goods at the first rustle I heard from inside the tent. I 

was a good distance away before I heard someone yelling for 

the others to wake up, someone had taken their things.  

 

After a lot of consideration, I set about designing my 

hammock. I wanted something that I could move easily, and 

fold up to fit in my bag. I cut two pieces of the rope to about 

seven feet, and one to just under six, and tied them all to the 

large rings of the metal clasps that had been binding the bags. I 

attached the fabric to the two longer pieces of rope, to be my 

bed. I cut the rope that was left in two pieces, about the same 

length, somewhere between eight and ten feet, I think, and tied 

an end of each to one of the rings. I tied it between some trees 

to test it out, and it held well. I could drape the tarp over the 

shorter rope, which acted like a support along the length of the 

hammock, and I had a tent. I also had to attach it to the lower 

ropes at a few points to keep it from blowing off, though, and to 

keep it tight so it wouldn’t make so much noise every time a 

breeze hit it. I thought I might be able to cover it with small 

scraps of fur, too, over time, which would keep it from making 

the noise, and from standing out. Even being grey, it was fairly 

noticeable from a distance, and I didn’t know a way around 

that. But at least I would have a way to keep dry when I slept, 

now.  

Then one day, I saw something I hadn’t seen in months: 

a deer. It was alone, but healthy, apparently not hurting too 
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much for the winter weather. I thought about how much meat it 

had, and how long it would hold me, if I could catch it. But in 

all reality, I had never caught a deer before. They moved too 

fast, and were far too skittish to let a stranger approach them. I 

had my new stone blades, of course, and a lot more faith about 

my skills as a hunter since the incident with the bear, but I 

suddenly had doubts, looking at the creature, that I could do 

more than hurt it, or scare it away. As carefully as possible, I 

pulled some of the blades from my pack. I was quiet enough 

that, while its ears were twitching a little, it hadn’t even turned 

to look at me yet. Only twenty feet away, I threw a blade, 

aiming for the throat. It flew high, whizzing just past the top of 

its neck, and into the brush behind. The animal raised its head, 

and looked in the direction the blade flew in, intently watching 

for whatever made the noise. I threw another blade, this time 

hitting its front leg, cutting it badly. The beast lurched and fell 

to its front knees, panicking at the sudden attack. I tried to run 

up close, but before I could get more than halfway there, it was 

already back on its feet. I let another blade fly. I could hear it 

hit, and watched it sink deep into the upper thigh of a back leg. 

Once again, the deer went down at the sudden blow, pausing 

for only a second before it got back up again, stone still jutting 

from the red gap in the flesh. It was too late, though, and by the 

time it was on its feet, I was there, and I quickly cut it’s throat 

with my knife. It shuddered, and fell. My blades had worked 

better than I had hoped. I only intended them to be enough to 

help with rabbits, during the colder parts of winter. But now I 

had killed my first deer, and managed even to recover two of 

the three blades I threw.  

I took the rest of the day skinning the deer, and 

separating the meat. I wanted to dry it, so I could keep as much 

of it as possible, but it was so wet, I didn’t know if I could. I 

made three fires, and hung as much as I could in strips above 

them. Last time, I tried to use just one fire, and by the time I 

realized that it wasn’t going to be enough to build another, I 
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still couldn’t manage to get all the bear meat before it went bad. 

It had taken me days, too, to get through half of it, and I had to 

stick close to the same stump where the pelt was, since it was 

too big to carry in my pack for too long or risk losing. The 

smell of venison filled the small clearing I was in, and drifted 

away. I could hear wolves howling when they caught the scent. 

I would have to leave some of the scraps behind, to share my 

good fortune with the rest of the forest. The skin provided 

something of a problem, since I didn’t plan on staying in one 

place long enough to tan it. Eventually, I thought, I would use 

most of it to cover part of my tarp. I already had blankets, and 

clothes that I thought would last me alright. I could use a pouch 

to carry my stone blades in, so I didn’t have to stop and dig 

them out of my pack every time I needed them.  

The next few days I stayed close to my fires, so I could 

dry the meat. It took longer than I would have liked, but this 

time none of it went to waste, and it gave me ample time to 

think. At first I was going to empty the first aid kit I got from 

the campers, and try and tan the fur in there, but it was too 

small, and not even close to being watertight. I found a shaving 

kit wrapped in the middle of the clothes I stole, but nothing of 

any use was inside. But looking at the water-skins, if I cut the 

deer pelt in half, and rolled it up tight with the wood chips in 

side, I might be able to fit half in each skin, which would be 

watertight, and pretty easy to carry. Then the skin would be 

useful, and I wouldn’t have to leave it behind for lack of way to 

tan it. I wondered if I could use the scraps and some tree sap to 

wrap up my boots, and seal them. The skin might dry like 

rawhide, or it might just rot. I gave it a try, and it seemed to 

work, at least somewhat. If I could find more pitch, it might 

work even better.  

A solution to the hammock issue was a little longer in 

the coming. I had finished drying my meat, storing it away 

tightly in my pack with my rolled up bed, and moving on. I 

liked the idea of being able to put it high in the trees, because I 
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would be the safest there. Not only from campers or anyone 

who might happen to wander into the forest, but form animals 

who are hungry enough to consider my bag, clothes, or person 

food while I’m asleep. And I wouldn’t run the risk of getting 

snowed in a cave, or buried in a sheet of ice. But it would 

involve a lot of climbing up and down trees, which was not an 

easy thing, since most of the evergreen trees don’t have 

branches for the first ten, fifteen, even twenty feet. I could 

climb it by wrapping a strap around it, and putting my weight 

on that, but my boots still slipped a lot, and I would loose a lot 

of distance. What I really wanted was to have claws, like a 

squirrel. But my gloves were too shot, fingers all worn away. I 

imagined some kind of blades that I could wear across my 

palm, and towards the bottom of my ankle, like an old logger 

would wear, or someone climbing a telephone pole. The 

problem was making it come to life. I remembered how my first 

throwing blade cut into the tree bark, when I was in my anger 

fit. It cut easily enough, I thought it might work. What I 

eventually designed was a leather strap, sewed together in a few 

places so it would be long. One part of it was wide enough to 

cover the distance from the base of my thumb to where my 

finger started to bend, maybe a little less than two inches. On 

that strip, there were three blades, cut from stone, with wide, 

flat backs, so that only the blades, less than an inch deep and 

about an inch long, stuck through the straps. They were spaced 

to line up with the gaps between my fingers, so I wouldn’t 

accidentally cut myself. The rest of the strap wrapped around 

my hand and wrist, which held the blades on firmly, and, 

incidentally, kept water from going up my sleeve. I had a 

similar design for the ankles, only with one blade, longer, and 

sticking or a little bit more, at a bit of an angle away from my 

boots. The theory worked well. The blades themselves, not so 

much.  

I started up on a tree, and had climbed up probably 

seven feet before something went wrong. One of the stone 
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blades on my ankles broke off in the tree. It threw my balance 

off, and when I tried to adjust myself, too much weight was on 

one arm, and two of those blades snapped off, too. I lost it 

entirely, and fell, breaking most of the rest of the blades in the 

process. Since they were made of stone, they were far too 

brittle. They were sharp enough, but, under the pressure, they 

couldn’t maintain integrity. I needed metal blades. I had plenty 

of knives, from the fight in the bar, and what I stole from 

campers, but most of them were hunting knives, with blades 

that were too wide. I had pocket knives, too, but no idea how to 

shape them, if I could.  

I refused to give up just yet, though. I started with one 

of the cheapest knives, and broke it open with a rock. It had two 

long blades, a small one, and various can openers and 

corkscrews. I set the small blade on a rock, and, using one of 

the heaviest, oldest hunting knives, with rust on the handle, as a 

chisel, and a rock for a hammer, I tried to cut it in the middle, 

down it’s length. It took all of my strength just to make a dent. I 

hit it and hit it, and, eventually, it started to give. It bent a little, 

and then a little more, and then there were sparks as the chisel 

broke through and hit the rock it was sitting on. It would take 

hours for every blade, but that meant it was possible. I bent the 

two sides of the split in different directions, so the blade had a 

T base, and the stuck the tip through a slit of leather. The blade, 

being so much narrower and stronger than the stone ones, 

worked itself out of the leather. So I took a branch, and used the 

chisel-knife to slice of a piece of wood that was roughly half 

inch thick, and stick the knife through that, and then through 

the leather. It held fast. But was too short to stick deeply 

enough into the tree, after being bent and put through the wood.  

Starting over again, I used the longer blades, taking 

apart other knives, until I had six that had been separated and 

fanned out at the ends. I adjusted the piece of wood to fit under 

the leather strap, and not interfere my hand from closing, if it 

needed to, and tightened it up. The ankles were easier, since I 
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could use wider blades. Wide blades I had to spare. A few days 

after my first attempt, with blisters on my hands and sore 

muscles from splitting metal with rocks and makeshift tools, I 

tried to climb the tree again. This time was much smoother. The 

metal was sturdy enough to hold me, and didn’t break off in the 

tree. I climbed all the way past the lower branches, and then 

back down to the ground. I wanted to test it further, so I put my 

pack on my back, and climbed again, and it still worked. So 

long as I didn’t try to scratch myself while I was wearing them, 

and end up castrated, these things would be a godsend. High 

and dry, with a place to sleep, warm clothes, and confidence in 

my hunting abilities, I welcomed winter into my forest.  
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It was theorized by some of the Wolf-Watchers that he 

would hibernate in the colder parts of winter. Some were 

surprised when the strange reports kept coming in all 

throughout the season. Campers in Ontario, in the lake Nipigon 

area reported their things being stolen in the night by something 

that was human enough to untie knots and undo clasps. Drivers 

along roads to the north reported seeing a furry beast walking 

upright not far form the road just north of there. Snows fell, and 

there were still reports coming in, snaking their way westward 

now, back through Ontario, in no direction at all. The forestry 

department said there was faint evidence of several campfires 

in one area, along with some deer remains, but no other normal 

campsite indications. There were vague reports from several 

hikers about strange claw marks on the trees. Meanwhile, 

whether he had been sighted or not, the sketches kept getting 

more feral, more savage, and less human. Was this a common 

occurrence among legends, or was the Wolfman himself getting 

more feral? I couldn’t tell form the reports.  

 

The civilized world itself seemed to be getting milder 

all the time. Free time found a way to shrink itself in 

quantitative measures, so even if I wasn’t at work, the amount 

of time I have at home is surely not enough to actually do 
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anything more than nap and watch reruns. Friends I used to see 

every week as a matter of basic principle I now saw once a 

month. Twice if it was a really slow month and we were all 

equally desperate to get out. Even then, there were a lot of 

silences, the little spaces when we flipped mental coins over 

discussing the things we might have shared with each other 

back in the old days, or discussing the mundane days we wish 

we could forget altogether. Honest emotions have terrible 

betting odds. It had been half a year since Casey left, and still 

nobody had heard from him once, not even his family. Some of 

us thought he might be dead, somewhere on the road, starved or 

run over by a trucker with a loose grip on the wheel. His 

parents said that they were still convinced he was alive 

somewhere, though. I could see a glimmer of doubt building in 

his dad’s eyes, and a weariness in his mom. They had both 

spent a fair share of their time wondering what they had done to 

send their son off into the wilderness. First it was their fault for 

being too hard on him, for not understanding, and then it was 

his, for giving up, and refusing to deal with his responsibility, 

and then theirs again. It was like a roulette wheel, the needle of 

their minds clicking over a blur of blame, aching to find out 

where it will finally stop. They kept all his things stored safely 

away, for the day he would come back, checking every so often 

to make sure no fungus or bugs were infesting them, and no 

rust was eating away at the cars. Myself, I knew he had to be 

out there somewhere, still. Even if he was hit by a semi, I can’t 

imagine him dying that easily. He would have stood right up, 

brushed himself off, swore a lot, and gave the driver what for.  

Every once in a while I would try and think about 

where he would want to be. Pictured him following the trails of 

his beat idols, hitching down to Frisco, or New York. Maybe 

down south somewhere, wearing a Stetson hat and letting that 

lazy drawl soothe locals as though he had been there all his life. 

There really weren’t too many places I couldn’t picture Casey 

fitting in. Blending into the surroundings was his natural way. 
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Wherever you put him, give him a chance, and there he’ll be. 

Almost impossible to find, if not for the little bubble around 

him, like a force field nobody can touch. There were times I 

would miss him more than others. When I met someone I really 

cared about, and I wanted to show her off. When it didn’t work 

out, and I needed someone to make me laugh. When I spent an 

evening with the guys from work, and was suddenly reminded 

how few people there are who make you feel comfortable 

opening up, like you know whatever you say won’t leave them, 

and they will help you anytime they can. I really started to 

wonder if I would ever see him again, or what he was thinking 

about out wherever he was. I wondered if he was any happier 

than when he left.  
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CCHHAAPPTTEERR  66    

IN WHICH THE THIRD AMENDMENT GETS 

TAXED 

 

 

 

 

 

There is nothing more pure, or simple, or magical than 

the forest in wintertime. When the snows fall, and the world 

freezes. There is silence for miles, and whole days will pass 

without a single sound. And when I climb up to the top of a tall 

tree, or look out over a cliff, there is nothing but white. Trees 

melt into meadows, which melt into the ice-covered lakes and 

the rocky cliffs, and the mountains. Whatever happened to the 

world is covered up, and forgotten about. Anything evil or bad 

or harmful is forgiven for this chance to look perfectly divine, 

and beautiful. Some days the sky is bright and blue and open, 

reflecting off the ground so much you have to walk with your 

eyes closed to keep from going blind, and all you can think is 

that you have somehow managed to slip in the backdoor of 

heaven. Others it’s a deep grey, so dark you cant be sure 

sometimes if it’s night or day, clinging so tightly to the earth 

that it feels like a warm blanket, protecting you from whatever 

might be beyond it’s borders. More than anything, there is 

peace. The sound of every living thing resting, enjoying its cold 

repose. If the ice finally wears down a branch, and it breaks 

free, I can hear it crack and tumble to the forest floor for miles. 

I hadn’t seen a single trace of a hiker in so long I started to 
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think that the world outside my forest had died. They finally 

created too much hatred, and started a war, and now this, here, 

the perfect white, was all that was left. The thought was nice. A 

hundred years from now, maybe less, the whole world would 

look like the forest. Animals everywhere, having a good time, 

not having to worry about hunters with rifles or cars speeding 

down night roads. It would have been perfect.  

Food was easier to come by than I thought it would be. 

I worried that when the snows came, food would disappear 

entirely. But it actually got easier than it was in the cold-wet 

season. Everything made a track, and as long as you had the 

notion to follow it, you could hunt down anything. I had all the 

time in the world, and everything I could have wanted. I didn’t 

need anything at all. I could spend days walking through trees, 

singing the songs of nature. Every now and then I would write 

about it in my notebooks, writing in a small way, with care not 

to let my handwriting get too sloppy with disuse. Writing was 

the last thing I had that separated me form the animals around 

me. They were like family now. A rabbit hopped by, and I told 

it ‘if you had thumbs and knowledge of English, you would be 

me. Hopping through the snow, warm inside fur, and sturdy 

feet, following trails for something to eat. Plants have trails, 

too. Some places, the snow is thinner. When you see that, you 

can follow the thinning snow to a place to well shaded by the 

trees above that greenery is visible, or partially visible. And 

some places where the springs are strong, or the water flows too 

fast, it doesn’t freeze as well, and water moves the snow away 

from some grass. That’s how rabbits hunt. They are quite 

specific about where they go digging for food.  

I did wonder, though, about the people I had known. I 

did not miss them as much as I was curious. I saw so many 

people, and every once in a while, one of them would use a 

saying I remembered, or they would look like someone to me. I 

wondered sometimes why I didn’t miss them more. But, then, 

I’ve never been that sentimental. I adapt quickly, and most of 
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them were gone before I ever left. I felt worse about not 

needing to see them than I did about not seeing them. But I 

didn’t think about it much. There was much too much peace for 

worry.  

 

The snows had barely started to melt in the lower 

grounds, and the sounds of water rushing and dripping were 

slowly replacing the silence of the freeze. It was steady and 

relaxing, until something made such a loud noise I nearly fell 

out of my hammock, nearly thirty feet to the ground. I left my 

things behind, and went out to investigate. It had been a while 

since I stopped taking the blades off the palms of my hands 

when I wasn’t climbing. There was little point in it. The leather 

kept my hands warm, and it was a simple matter to learn to hold 

things without using the palms. If I made a fist, my fingers slid 

in between the blades. I had some worries originally about 

cutting my hammock ropes while I was asleep, but I never 

seemed to cut anything. So, like a forest varmint, I skittered 

down the tree I had been sleeping in, and started moving 

cautiously from tree to tree, in the direction of the noise.  

I heard a few more. I knew what they were this time. 

Especially when coupled with the laughter and boozy yelling 

that accompanied it. Hunters. Out too early in the season, and 

entirely too drunk. Lord knows if they even knew what they 

were shooting at. The safest place to be, wearing clothing made 

entirely of fur, was not on the ground. I crept up as close as I 

could to their camp, and then climbed a few feet up into a tree, 

to watch them better. There were two of them, yelling back and 

forth. Each had a bottle with him, which smelt a lot more like 

alcohol than beer. They were shooting with two of the largest 

rifles I have ever seen in my life, large scopes and laser sights 

mounted on top. I climbed down, and moved back a little to 

their campsite. Down a dirt path, which must have led to some 

nearby road, a large truck was pulled to a patch of grass. 

Behind it was a camper trailer. There was a smell inside the 
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camper of vomit and stale beer. Bottles and cans covered what 

little floor space there was, and the counters were scattered with 

semi-automatic handguns, and knives that looked as though 

they had never been used. More rifles were leaned against the 

bench seats and sitting on the table. The back of the truck was 

covered with a tarp. Underneath was a disgusting pile of 

carnage. There were several deer, one of them too young to 

have been more than a year old, along with an assortment of 

birds and smaller creatures. Even if it was hunting season, these 

jackasses were still poachers. They were the disease in the 

forest, killing everything they saw. The other animals weren’t 

prepared to deal with scum like this. They couldn’t fight back. 

But I could.  

I snuck back to where they were, taking popshots at 

shadows through their high-powered rifles. The trees closest to 

them had chunks splintered out, as though something had taken 

a bite out of it. I came close as I could to them, climbing 

partway up a tree again, to keep out of the easy firing range. I 

threw a blade out in front of them, at a random tree. Both the 

men shot at it. I threw another, to their right. They shot again, 

trying to decimate whatever was running through the forest so 

close to them. After leading them on with a few more blades, 

they needed to reload. As soon as the clips were out of the 

guns, I threw one more blade at one of the hunters, digging into 

the back of his leg just below his knee. He screamed and 

dropped to the ground, and the other man turned. I dropped to 

the ground, and swung my arm at him. The claws I use to 

pierce the thick hide of trees had absolutely no trouble digging 

into the poacher’s skin. Three deep cuts started to bleed the 

mans face red. It was a slow bleed, not like cutting the artery of 

an animal I was hunting. This wasn’t hunting. This was justice. 

More than that, this was rage, as blinding and pounding as had 

hit me before, and worse. The other man recovered form the 

pain of his wound enough to fumble for the handgun at his side. 

I reached out to catch his arm, claws slicing tendons in his wrist 
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as easily as touching him. He yelled again. They were slow and 

weak, even before they started to drink. They weren’t much of 

a fight now. I had been catching my own food for long enough 

that I was as fast compared to these men as a wolf attacking a 

calf. I roared at them, and beat them, and cut them. When one 

ran towards the safety of his truck, I chased him town, and 

slammed him against its walls. He scrambled inside, and I used 

the lighter he dropped to set the camper’s carpet on fire. Bottles 

of unopened whiskey exploded in flame when they heat got to 

them, lighting up the windows as he sped off down the narrow 

dirt path. The other staggered out of the woods holding his ribs 

and trying to get the other poacher to stop. He didn’t even see 

me standing there until I grabbed him by the collar and snarled 

at him. He wet himself, and coughed something up. I slammed 

him back against a tree, and he slid to the ground. 

 The two of them were severely beaten, with broken 

bones, and covered with cuts. They looked like they had been 

tossed into the shark tank at feeding time, and yet I couldn’t 

feel the slightest bit of pity. If they were to die, the world would 

suffer no loss. They killed and destroyed without a thought. 

They did it in my forest. In the most beautiful place in the 

world. But I watched television news too many times to know 

that when someone goes missing, they almost always get found. 

These ones even had a truck back here, which meant I couldn’t 

be too far from a town. It might also be good to move on, too, 

or else their infra-red could pick me out through the trees. And 

I wanted nothing less than to be found. So long as I was away 

form the roads, and moving, they might not think to look for 

another man. At least I could hope. I grabbed as many of my 

blades from the clearing as I could find, and rushed back to my 

hammock. I packed up and was on the move. In all the time I 

had been living in the woods, I had never had to rush before. 

Everything was as casual as I felt like being. Sometimes I 

would linger for a few days in a place I particularly liked, and 

sometimes I would walk all day to avoid an urban area, but I 



 54

never felt the need to hurry before. It wasn’t any importance: I 

had nowhere to be. Now, there was reason. There was fear. Not 

of the people, or even of the threat of being in jail. It was the 

fear of being brought back. Of leaving my peace behind me.  

 

Now that I was finally rushing somewhere, it felt good. 

It was exhilarating. Running through the forest, like a wild 

animal, dodging in and out of trees, over rocks and logs and 

streams, wind rushing through my hair and clothes. Just the 

thought of being hunted got something in me excited, like it 

was a high-stakes contest, a race. Could I get away before I was 

found? Would they hunt me down like a rabbit? Would anyone 

even care about the two poachers who were attacked? No way 

to tell, and no reason except survival to care. Nothing in the 

world like those woods ever made me feel more alive.  
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The reports from Poplar Hill were hard to believe at 

first. There was so much madness and chaos, it was like a bomb 

went off in the middle of nowhere, shredding everything. 

Nothing made much sense, and everyone was angry about 

something. The sighting was close enough to previous 

Wolfman sightings for Dr. Kraft to have been in the area. He 

was at pestering local police before the blood had a chance to 

dry. He wanted a look at everything. While the police were 

looking for a criminal, violent and on the run, Kraft’s search 

was narrower. He was looking for the telltale clues that would 

indicate the Wolfman. This was an important breakthrough. 

This was a first. These men were clawed savagely, they were 

attacked. Before now, it had been questionable whether or not 

he had initiated any of the attacks commonly attributed to him, 

and, whoever started it, the people were never injured that 

badly. This signified a drastic change in his behavior. More, it 

was fresh, and meant he was somewhere nearby. Close enough 

to track down. To get answers, learn his living habits. So 

anywhere there was an officer, there was Dr. Kraft, trying in 

earnest to convince the skeptical Mounties that he was a 

certified expert of the Wolfman, and his help could be critical 

to the case.  
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He closely examined the area where most of the scuffle 

took place. Puddles and drops of blood were spread around the 

upturned earth. Casts were being taken of the footprints that 

didn’t match either of the hunters, but they didn’t think they 

would get anywhere. They were little more than vague shapes, 

barely identifiable as feet. Some of the trees around the scuffle 

had marks in them similar to others he had seen at other 

reported sites, among the damage from the hunter’s guns. One 

of them had several of what he assumed to be marks used to 

climb a tree. Was he stalking them, like prey? Were they 

shooting at him before he attacked? The hunter that was awake 

swore that the attack came out of nowhere, that they were just 

tracking a deer when something that was all fur and claws came 

out of the forest and started tearing them apart. The other one 

hadn’t come out of his coma yet. That was another mystery. 

How did the trailer set on fire? Was it the campers, in their 

carelessness? The both of them had blood alcohol levels that 

were through the roof. Did he even know it was on fire, as he 

sped away? He certainly found out when the alcohol-feuled fire 

set off some of the extra ammunition they had stored there. 

Less than a mile from the turn-off, where the dirt road finally 

found the main path, a bullet tore through the camper and into 

the cab of the pickup truck. The hunter must have lost control, 

in his already panicked state, and the truck swerved over the 

road, before finally turning over in a ditch, and hitting a tree. 

The driver hadn’t come to since. The burning camper caught 

the eye of a passing vehicle, who called the mounted police in 

to take care of it. They stumbled across the other hunter while 

trying to figure out how the fire got started.  

Dr. Kraft searched down all the deer trails, but didn’t 

find the remains of any fires or camps. Several trees bore the 

same claw marks as the one by the fighting area. The biggest 

piece of evidence was a piece of stone that was taken from the 

unconscious man’s leg. Half of it broke off in some of the 

struggle, and was found among the blood and mud of where the 
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fight went down. Put together, there was a fairly round piece of 

flint, sharpened to a razor edge. This was the first evidence of a 

tool that the Wolfman used. It was crude, clearly carved with 

rocks, but if the damage it did to the hunter’s leg was any proof, 

it was effective. A little messy perhaps. I remember reading 

stories about Japanese shuriken, explaining how they would 

enter through the skin of the target, and sink into the torso, 

slicing through organs and guts every time they twisted or 

turned in pain. Not the fun and games they seem in movies, but 

effective against someone you want to suffer. Of course, those 

were the traditional stars, too. The Wolfman’s flint blades were 

fairly round. I’d like to think he wouldn’t want his animals to 

suffer when he hunted. The good doctor theorized much the 

same. That the absolute lack of animal remains and the simple 

lifestyle of a nomadic hunter would indicate a certain respect 

for all the living things of nature. He probably just wanted a 

hero he could respect, too.  

The police were looking for a lot more than a modern 

Tarzan. They were looking for someone who was responsible 

for an attack on two innocent hunters. A potential murderer, if 

one never woke up from his coma. They weren’t going to let 

him get away with “disappearing into the woods.” Copters were 

sent out, from the police and the forest rangers both. Equipped 

with heat-sensors and high tech racking devices. They could 

find a dark bunny in the thick forest in the middle of the night. 

It was only a matter of time, they said, before they would find 

him. The captain of the police was saying the same thing eight 

hours later on the evening news, as the search perimeter was 

being expanded. The police search looked grim. With every 

hour that passed, the news became more frantic. A possible 

attack by a random stranger grew to be the beginning of a 

massacre that would be the cost of the lives of every child, 

woman, priest, and hapless virgin in town. They would, of 

course, have to change the town’s name to Sausage Hill in the 

aftermath.  
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However, as the news coverage escalated, they had a 

greater need for experts to call in, for more news on it. The 

police were all too happy to give up Doctor Kraft, who had 

been pestering them all day, as a way to buy them more time. 

Kraft was ready and willing to shed some light on the subject, 

from his own unique experiences with the Wolfman, and all his 

studies. The result was a cataclysm of legends and wonder. One 

of the followers saw Kraft on the news, and wanted to share his 

own thoughts on the subject. Word would spread that the 

Wolfman was on the news, and more people would drive, 

sometimes for hours, to explore and share wisdom, and to meet 

the doctor. And everyone was given their fair share of news 

time. If nothing else, nobody could ever accuse the 

sensationalist media of refusing to let someone speak their 

piece. Everyone spoke. Those who didn’t found their way to the 

internet, to share their own views with anyone who would 

listen. Nearby towns caught wind of what had become of the 

search, and the story that came out of the story. The whole 

event brought word of the Wolfman to many people, and yet 

the police had yet to find anything at all. Doctor Kraft found 

more passion for his work. He had held one of the Wolfman’s 

tools, walked around in his footprints on grounds he used for 

fighting. He had been close, even if he couldn’t find the actual 

campsite. He would start working on a second book, and would 

abandon almost everything that wasn’t directly related to his 

hunt. 

Even after the police stopped their helicopter search, 

and assigned a few officers to keep hunting to find whoever 

attacked the men. When the one in a coma finally died, the FBI 

sent a few of their people to help with the search. One of the 

first things they did was to keep Kraft out of the loop, as a 

nuisance, and a fanatic. In retrospect, they should have realized 

that he had a much better chance of finding them than the 

officials, who stood little chance when the initial search failed.  
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IN WHICH CASEY GOES ON THE LAM 

 

 

 

 

 

I was still running through the forest, not far form the 

town. I could see an occasional house standing alone in the 

woods, and a road cutting its path to civilization. I was about to 

turn away from the town altogether when I heard the first 

helicopter behind me. I froze. It hadn’t occurred to me that they 

would actually be looking that hard for me. The men I attacked 

were in the middle of nowhere. Even if someone knew where 

they were, how soon could they be expected to come 

searching? And how badly were they hurt, anyway? But if 

police were looking, then helicopters were bad. It was worse 

than being dragged back to town. It was a matter of being 

dragged from the open forests and put in a cinderblock cage. 

That I couldn’t stand. I wouldn’t become an animal in a zoo. 

Not in a million years. I remember on the news there was a 

story once, where helicopters were used to discover a marijuana 

dealer by tracing the heat lamps used in the attic with their 

thermal-sensitive cameras. It caused a stir as an invasion of 

privacy, and nothing could be held to the man who was 

arrested. He became something of a cult hero, for beating the 

system. There were no privacy laws in the woods. If I stayed 

out there, I would have been caught, and that would be bad. I 

turned towards the town, and ran faster. People were in towns. 

Nobody would look for me there.  



 60

I was in suburbia before I caught a glimpse of the first 

chopper. People were staring at me, walking down the road 

with my cloak. I took it off, and turned it inside out. While the 

outside was covered with fur, the inside was mostly still fabric, 

aside from where I had to patch a snag. It wasn’t clean, but I 

probably looked more homeless than bestial. So long as I could 

find the other homeless of the town, I would blend in. When I 

got closer to town, I stole a shopping cart with an uncooperative 

wheel from a parking lot, and put my bag in there. I caught 

looks of scorn, disgust, but I hadn’t been arrested yet. 

Wandering behind buildings eventually led me to a fenced in 

storage facility. The fence and the back of the grounds were 

overgrown, but I heard voices. When I got closer, I saw a small 

gap in the fence under some of the blackberries that had 

overtaken the fence. I grabbed my bag from the cart, and 

crawled through. On the other side, three men, with a layer of 

dirt telling me they had been away from indoor plumbing or 

natural rivers for awhile, were sitting in the narrow place 

between the fence and the back of one of the building. They 

looked at me when I walked in the middle of them. I reached 

into my bag, fished out some of my abundant jerky supplies, 

and handed it around. This got some smiles, and they welcomed 

me to join them.  

I hunkered down with them, listening to stories of their 

past successes and eventual downfall, and what they would do 

when they got back on their feet again. They asked for my own 

stories, where I had been and why they had never seen me 

before. Only once did I see a moment of concern cross their 

faces, when they noticed the blades attached to the palm of my 

hands, but it passed. There were no more concerns about who 

or what I might be. As far as they were concerned, I was one of 

the unfortunate victims of the local economy. They even 

offered me my fair share from their bottles, in trade for the 

jerky. I declined, choosing instead to watch the sky through the 

brambles and listen to the circling helicopters. The noises didn’t 



 61

stop, and after awhile even my new friends started to wonder 

what they could be looking for so adamantly. Whenever one of 

them was refueling, there were still two others in the air. All 

through the night, and into the next day they hovered around. 

The homeless men would go out to beg for money and food, to 

buy whiskey and cheap wine. I curled up with my bag as a 

pillow, and got some sleep. I awoke some time later to the 

rattling of cans and bottles when one of the other men came 

back. He had some bottles from the liquor store and some fast 

food, both of which he was eager to share. Overhead the 

helicopters still puttered about, wasting time and gas on a 

search that wouldn’t get anyone anywhere. A few hours went 

by, and the other two came back in, carrying their spoils of the 

day with them. One had a discarded newspaper, which I read 

while they drank to another day winding down, and sang old 

songs. The front page was all about the search for whoever had 

attacked two local hunters, hospitalizing them both and putting 

one in a coma. The fire in the camper had drawn attention to the 

wounded men, and worried fire officials. It was full of accounts 

by the sheriff’s deputies, and a man named Dr. Kraft. Dr. Kraft 

had a theory about a half-human creature being interrupted in 

its hunting habits by the drunken predators that he perceived, 

probably logically, as threats. Several others expanded on the 

theory, explaining how this inhuman creature was nomadic, like 

the Bigfoot legends. It was all a preposterous mess, and 

comforted me in that nobody had any idea what they were 

doing. Dr. Kraft was the most logical of the bunch, and he was 

just some civilian on a personal crusade. By the time I was 

through reading the story, the guys were egging me into joining 

in the merriment, and singing with them. It was no worse a 

proposition than inhuman wolf-creatures, so I did, until they all 

fell asleep.  

For the better part of three days I stayed with them in 

the place between the fence and the walls, hiding from the 

threat of being caught and locked up somewhere. I only left on 
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occasion to get water and stretch my legs, or use a gas station 

restroom. It wasn’t hard for people to believe I was another 

homeless, and were happy enough that I didn’t approach them 

to ask for money. When, finally, I heard the silence that 

signified the end of the helicopter search, I became antsy. I had 

already spent too much time cramped up, unable to walk and 

roam freely, to run and climb. When I was sure they weren’t 

going to come right back, I bid farewell to my new friends, and 

told them I had to be moving on again. I left them with more 

jerky, and some of my older, worn clothes, and left. In the walk 

through the town, towards the green hill in the distance, I tried 

to remain as inconspicuous as possible. Once or twice I thought 

someone would notice pine needles in the wrinkles of my 

clothes or some of the fur I was wearing, and call the police. It 

was paranoia, though, and everyone was all too happy to see 

me walking away from town, one less dirty wretch among 

them. The details were entirely unimportant. When I finally 

reached the foot of the hill, climbing the road between the trees 

and country houses, I felt a little relief. Back in my home, my 

beautiful green paradise. Before I knew it, I was running again, 

thrilled to feel the leaves and brush beneath my feet, the 

freedom in my legs, and to be leaving the whole mess behind 

me.  

 

I was a lot more cautious after that, about lingering too 

long, or drawing too much attention to myself. I avoided most 

of the people I saw, hikers and campers. I would watch them 

from my hammock in the trees, or from a safe distance. I could 

tell when I was getting closer to parks and known trails. The 

sportsmen, walking along in silent reverence of the forest that I 

normally saw in the wilder regions would be replaced by loud 

visitors, complaining about the difficulty of the walk, the 

weight of their own supplies. Campsites of a small fire and a 

bedroll became small cities of tents and cooking smells. I still 

enjoyed causing trouble for some of these campers, stealing 
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supplies and leaving them messages in the dirt. There was one 

group that I followed through the forest  for hours, wheezing 

and drinking and stopping every few hundred feet to take a 

break. Of the six of them, only two seemed to know what they 

were doing. the other four barked and begged that they had 

been duped into going along, that there would be fun and 

beauty, and all they saw were trees. Every rustle that came from 

somewhere off the path was a bear, and every hill was as steep 

as climbing Everest, When they finally stopped for the night, 

they set up three tents around a central fire. There they sat 

around, burning hot dogs, complaining about the lack of proper 

toilet facilities. The two experienced campers became 

increasingly unhappy about their friends’ refusal to accept the 

sport. Eventually, if was time for them to tie up their bags and 

food, safe from bears, and go to sleep. One of the couples had 

to tie their food three times before they could manage to keep it 

from coming loose and falling to the ground, and the other 

decided it would be safe if it was inside the tent with them. 

Shortly thereafter, the tent full of both campers and supplies 

started shaking, and the forest was full of the unnatural and 

cumbersome noises of human mating. With groans and grunts 

that had to have sent more than just me unto fits of laughter, 

they settled down, and joined the others in a united chorus of 

snores. 

That night, I pillaged like a Viking with a debt to pay. I 

took down the bundle that had been tied up so painstakingly for 

the third time, taking everything I could find useful, scattering 

everything I couldn’t. Then I made a move for the tents. One 

unzipped quietly, but inside there was little more than its 

inhabitants, and their clothes balled up at the foot of their 

sleeping bags. I found chewing gum in the woman’s purse, and 

uncommonly large amounts of cash in the man’s wallet. 

Perhaps he was hoping to find a hotel out there. The other tent 

had a sticky zipper. I slowly cut open the fabric, instead, slicing 

through it with silent ease, without disturbing a soul. When I 



 64

was done, only the frame of the tent and the panel with the 

zipped-up door were left standing. Inside was a chaotic jumble 

of naked limbs, clothes, and bags strewn about. Being the 

hearty woodsmen they were, neither of the sleeping campers so 

much as stirred as I lifted out all their belongings, leaving only 

themselves and their sleeping bag. Their belongings I sorted 

through, and discarded as I saw fit. The girl’s underwear, all 

silk and lace, I tucked into the hands of the man in the first tent. 

He smiled in his sleep, his subconscious thrilled at the joke he 

would be a part of when he awoke. With my loot in tow, my 

bag fuller than it had ever been before, with cheeses and fruit 

and jams and other stolen miracles of society, I snuck off, and 

climbed a tree where I would make my own bed. I was far 

enough to be discreet, but had a perfect view of the mess of a 

campsite I was leaving behind. Junk scattered and torn every 

which way, it looked like someone had picked them up, and 

shook them until everything was out before setting them back 

down. The only things that remained untouched was the tent of 

the two who had been leading the expedition, and their own 

supplies, still hanging from the trees, swaying slightly in the 

wind.  

I drifted to sleep, full of stolen treats, and woke with the 

first light of day. The campsite was undisturbed from the night 

before. I watched in anticipation, slicing cheese for crackers 

with a knife. The woman in the first tent was the first one 

awake. I could hear her stirring and mumbling to herself, and 

then to her mate.  

“God, what a night. My back is so sore form sleeping 

on the ground. Did you sleep alright?” The man stirred, and 

moaned something unintelligible. “Hey, what’s that? These 

aren’t mine…ROBERT!!”  

It was like yelling ‘action’ for a comedy, or the start of 

organ music in a three ring circus.   

“What?! What’s going on?!” 
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“You tell me. Whose are these? Were you rummaging 

through Cathy or Jessie’s things while I was asleep?” 

“What? No!” 

“Were you fucking her out here?!?” 

“No! I don’t know what the Hell you’re talking about!” 

“These!” 

“What about them?” 

“Whose are they?” 

“How the fuck should I know, you have them.” 

Meanwhile, the spotlight was coming to life over stage 

two. The man in the tent that had been torn open stopped 

snoring, and opened his eyes. He seemed to consider his 

surroundings for a moment or two, and then sat upright as quick 

as a shot. 

“Oh my God!” The woman next to him stirred. 

“What?” 

“The tent!” 

“What about it?” 

“THE TENT!!” She sat up. 

“Holy shit, the tent!” Meanwhile, the two in the closed 

tent were still arguing, and struggling with the zipper flap to 

fight in more open spaces.   

“If you don’t know whose they are, why were you 

clutching them in your sleep?” 

“I’m telling you I don’t know what the hell you’re 

talking about. I wasn’t clutching anything!” The two stormed 

out, the man first, followed by the woman, holding the 

underwear in one hand, waving it at him as though it was a 

sword. He caught a glimpse of their friends’ tent, with them in 

it, as he turned to face her again. 

“Holy shit! What did you do to your tent?” 

“Damnit, Robert, what the hell are you talking abou—

holy lord, what happened to you guys?” When she realized that 

people could see her, the woman in the open tent tried to cover 



 66

herself with the sleeping bag. The man next to her didn’t make 

it easy, still to upset and confused to know what was going on. 

“I don’t know what happened! I just woke up like this!” 

“Hey, are those my panties?” 

“These are your panties?” 

“Why do you have Cathy’s panties?” 

“Robert, what were you doing with Cathy’s panties?” 

“I wasn’t doing anything with Cathy’s panties!” 

“What the hell were you two doing, Cathy? Why does 

he have your panties?” 

“I don’t know! When I went to sleep, they were over 

there with my stuff. MY STUFF!” 

“OUR STUFF!!” 

“Who took our stuff? Is this your idea of a joke?” 

“Look at this! Everything is scattered around here!” 

“Who the hell did that?” 

“ROBERT!!” 

“What the fuck? Why do you think I did this?!” 

“Because you were cuddling up with these!” She tried 

to throw the underwear at Robert, but they flew over his 

shoulder, and landed in the dirt and leaves behind him. 

“Hey, those are mine! Give them to me!” 

“Shuttup, slut! Was he cuddling up with you, too??” 

“I wasn’t cuddling up with anyone! I was asleep next to 

you all night!” 

“Don’t call me a slut! Someone hand me some clothes!” 

“Look at this! Everything is a mess. Did you do this?” 

“No! I was asleep all night while Robert was digging 

around for your girlfriends damn panties!” 

“I wasn’t digging for anything!!” 

“Jesus, will someone just hand me something to put 

on?!?” 

“Yeah, Robert, why don’t you get your slut girlfriend 

something to wear. Pick her out something sexy.”  
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“She isn’t my slut girlfriend, and I wasn’t looking 

through her fucking clothes!” 

“God Damnit, I just need something to wear!” The 

naked woman threw of the sleeping bag and stormed across the 

dirt after some of her clothes. Her boyfriend was still sitting in 

shock, looking around.  

“There you go, Robert, she’s putting on a little show for 

you. Get a good look at her.” 

“Don’t you dare look at me!” 

“I don’t want to look at her!” 

“Cathy, what the hell are you doing! Get back here, 

you’re naked!!” 

“Like it’s not something she gives out for free anyway.” 

“Shut up! Just shut up you bitch! I didn’t fuck your 

fucking boyfriend!” The naked one stooped to pick up a first 

aid kit laying on the ground, and threw it at the other girl. 

“Do you want to fight, slut?” 

“Stop calling me a slut, bitch!” 

“HEY!! KNOCK IT OFF!!” The last tent opened, and 

the hiker stormed out, followed by his girl. They both looked 

ready to kill someone. By this point I was trying so hard not to 

laugh I thought I was going to fall out of my hammock. 

“WHAT THE HELL IS GOING ON OUT HERE?!” 

“This slut was with Robert last night!” 

“I wasn’t with Robert last night! 

“I wasn’t with anyone last night!” 

“Everything is a mess…” 

“STOP! STOP FIGHTING! CATHY, GET 

DRESSED!” 

“But she was—” 

“GET DRESSED. WHAT HAPPENED OUT HERE? 

WHAT HAPPENED TO YOUR TENT?” 

“I have no idea.” 

“Did you two do this?” 

“No.” 
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“No.” 

“Then why don’t we clean up, see if anything is 

missing, or if we can find footprints of whoever did.” 

“How do we know you didn’t do it?” 

“Yeah, nothing happened to any of your stuff.” 

“We didn’t do it. Why would we want your crap?” 

“Maybe you think this is funny.” 

“Stop. One more word, and you can find your own way 

back.” 

“You wouldn’t leave us out here.” 

“You think? Go ahead, accuse us again of taking your 

shit.” 

“But—” 

“No. You, put on pants, the rest of you, start cleaning 

up.” 

Grudgingly, the six of them started collecting 

everything that was strewn about in silence. Dirty looks shot 

between every one of them. Only the two in the unscathed tent 

had no animosity for each other. Everyone else was still 

continuing their arguments silently, through gestures and facial 

expressions, and the occasional mumbling string of 

incoherencies. I was doubled over, holding my stomach with 

one hand, and biting the other one to keep from laughing out 

loud. I just knew I was going to lose it, and start laughing so 

hard that they would be able to find me in the trees, or I would 

fall all the way to the ground, still laughing. After everything 

was gathered up and re-packed, the pair that led the others out 

there led them right back down the path they had come, letting 

them know that they would never be coming along on a 

camping trip again. It was comforting to know that those people 

wouldn’t be coming back to my forest anytime soon.  

 

It was hard, after that, not to pull pranks on some of the 

annoying civilian campers or arrogant hunters that I ran across. 

I made sure to never get in a confrontation with a camper, who 
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were merely ignorant, and useless. Hunters I had more trouble 

with restraint on. Some would come out, like the real campers, 

with bows and arrows, kill something, and leave. But they were 

a vast minority. Others were more like the first ones I came 

across, with collapsible cabins and camper-beds on their trucks, 

and massive weapons with huge scopes and laser sights. I made 

things harder for them. While I only occasionally made messes 

of the campers’ belongings, I broke everything I could of the 

hunters. While they were out tracking, I would raid their camps 

and smash everything that was smash-able, steal their 

ammunition, soil whatever food I couldn’t take with me or 

didn’t want. I would steal their handguns, and bury or 

disassemble their rifles and scatter the parts. Sometimes they 

would come back before I was done, or they would stumble too 

close to me in the woods, and there would be a small scuffle. 

But they were usually brief. I would knock out the hunters as 

soon as possible, remove them of their weapons, and disappear. 

They would often wake up with a thrashed campsite, a few cuts 

and bruises, and very little understanding of what had 

happened.  

Spring came, quickly as I traveled, and game became 

more abundant. Smaller animals started breeding wildly, and 

before long the population was so plentiful I was back to 

catching and eating small things, and I didn’t have to eat dried 

meat so often. The vegetations started coming in, too. People in 

cabins and country houses were planting gardens which would 

soon be salads for me as I passed by. The spring waters were 

slowly warming up, and I could take brisk swims with greater 

frequency.  

As the air got warmer, I could shed layers, storing the 

underclothes in my bag. The fur-covered clothes still helped to 

keep out spring rains, and keep me from dehydrating when 

summer started creeping around again. More than half a year 

had passed since I left, and I had survived. No, I hadn’t just 

survived. I had flourished. I had found happiness and point to 
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life I had never known before. Everything was simple and 

beautiful and wonderful.  

Even with things being so good, I still wondered now 

and again about everyone I left behind. Most of them were over 

it by now, and probably didn’t even wonder what was 

happening anymore. My family still probably worried about me 

some, I was sure, but not too much. They were likely a little 

relieved, too, that I was gone, that I wasn’t a burden. All told, I 

missed Heywood a little, too. We hadn’t been terribly close 

when I left, but we were once, and it would nave been nice if 

we could have found part of that again. But people move on. It 

happens. Everyone goes their own way, and all the paths can’t 

be together. An unfortunate affair. But it was life, after all, and 

life was good. 
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Life was good. As tired as I was getting of school, when 

I could finally feel the end coming near, it made me forget 

about almost everything else. There was no significant news 

about the Wolfman for a long time, and so he slipped to the 

back burner. Meanwhile, I was studying for the final stretch. 

College wasn’t the only thing pulling time and energy away 

from the legend hunting. In the spring quarter of my senior year 

at college, I met a girl named Allison. In all honesty, she 

probably took more of the time than school did, but, what was I 

to do? She did something weird to me. Of course, I had to 

throw out all my blond jokes, and found myself in dance clubs 

more often than I would ever have wanted, but it was worth it. 

She was amazing.  

Allison and I graduated at the end of the year, and in the 

summer started our search for grown-up jobs. She had a little 

trouble finding a practical use for liberal arts degree with a 

modern dance minor, but she did find an upscale gym that was 

looking for personal trainers. They hired her on the spot. 

Myself, I found an opening in a large architecture firm, Rooper 

and Hollins. It was just an opening job, doing grunt work 

mostly, but it came with an almost certain likelihood of a 

promotion to do some real work. Before I had been there a year, 

I had been promoted to Hollins’ assistant. I got to do real 

design work, and was close to being given accounts of my own. 
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While my own personal life was progressing, Doctor 

Kraft was having some luck of his own. He spent the better part 

of a year following around the Wolfman with a dozen of the 

most devoted Wolf-Watchers. They did a fairly good job of 

keeping track, too. Studying local newspapers and police band 

radios for whatever areas they were near to, guessing where he 

might be going based on his movement patterns and the 

scratches on the wall. Somehow, in all the hiking and seeking, 

Kraft also managed to write a follow-up book about the 

Wolfman, called The Howling Forest: A Study of the Elusive 

Wolfman, which summarized the early information form the 

first, and then expanded on it with speculations about how he 

climbed or may have lived, with the eyewitness sketches that 

became more and more numerous, and composite drawings by 

professionals. Maps were included, following the paths he had 

traveled. It made it on the best-seller list for a while, although it 

didn’t get very high. When it just came out, he took a break 

from his hunting to do a lecture tour, about the psychological 

state of and logical reasons for the Wolfman’s existence. I 

caught the performance he was giving in Minneapolis. It was 

somewhat enlightening, but not as interesting as the book itself. 

In person, Kraft can come off as a bit crazed. Thanks to both 

the book and Dr. Kraft himself, there was a movie in the 

making loosely based on the Wolfman story, too. It had to be 

changed a good deal to make it more dynamic, and involve 

some great fur-growing, wolf-leaping CGI. Could be good. 

Probably not though.  

The most press, and in fact the most actual notoriety, 

went to the Wolf-Watchers themselves. They had grown so 

used to hunting the Wolfman’s trail, spent so much of their time 

hunting down trails that couldn’t be followed by jeeps or dirt-

bikes, that they became a sort of pioneer culture. Moving 

constantly in rarely traveled areas, chasing after someone who 

was determined not to be chased after. The more news spread, a 

sort of movement started to develop, beyond the occultists who 
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were interested in the freakish story of a half-man creature. It 

was a culture of people, most of them young and artistically 

inclined, who were sick of the troubles they encountered in 

society. They were the ones who read about Henry David 

Thoreau and said they wished someone could still get away 

with walking away from society, and the responsibilities of 

being a functioning member. When they heard about the 

Wolfman, they chose to believe that there was a humanoid, if 

not entirely human, creature living off the land. And if he 

could, why not them? The National Forest Service became irate 

when they realized that all over the country people were trying 

to live in the national forests and parks that they were supposed 

to protect. The biggest problem of all was that they were much 

more inexperienced than whatever beast Kraft was chasing, and 

had a tendency to leave behind garbage, smoldering fires, and 

to generally get themselves hurt. It didn’t take long for them to 

get very, very tired of having to sent rescue missions in after 

some failed writer who wound up on the bottom of a canyon, or 

an out of work painter who cleverly thought urine would be the 

best way to put out a campfire, resulting in burnt acres and 

charred artists. Nobody likes charred artists. Except possibly 

republicans.  
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IN WHICH CASEY FINDS A FUNHOUSE 

MIRROR 

 

 

 

 

 

It’s a wonderful feeling when you realize you have no 

idea what month it could be. Not just because senility can be 

fun, but because at the moment in which it comes to you, you 

are immediately stricken that you have had absolutely no need 

to know what time, day, month, or even year it has been for so 

long that the count has been lost entirely. When nature is all 

you have, the four seasons and twelve months all become 

unimportant. Nature has a different schedule. An amazing 

author once said that there were really six seasons. Spring, 

Summer, Fall, Locking, Winter, and Unlocking. The months 

leading into winter are like a systematic shutdown of 

everything. Food becomes scarce, plants slowly start to wither, 

everything prepares for the months of solid freezing that are to 

come. Then, after two months of ice and snow, everything 

slowly starts to wake up. The snow melts, the animals slowly 

return. And then spring comes, and they start to grow and 

flourish again. There isn’t much else that matters. No matter 

what it is, you do the same. If it’s the end of fall, then kill big 

things and dry their meat. Make sure you have plenty of fur and 

layers. So long as you have food, water, and a nice cot up in the 

trees, then you can enjoy winter at a leisurely pace, carving 

things out of deer bones, and writing. Well, in order to write, 
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you do need to make sure you have paper. Luckily, many 

campers bring composition notebooks and sketchpads. Which 

means, if I don’t like them, and raid their camp, I have 

composition notebooks and sketch pads.  

Raiding camps has really been something of a godsend. 

It’s like the bookmobile, or a milkman. Everything that I need 

is sent to me, by and by. Seasons pass, and pass, for what must 

have been two years since I left, and I hadn’t stepped foot in a 

town, even the smallest of towns, since the three days I spent in 

the company of the homeless. Being able to avoid towns was 

the best part of all. The longer I stayed away from heavily 

populated areas, the more weight lifted off me, and the better I 

felt. I didn’t seethe with anger anymore when crossing roads, or 

brushing near to a secluded house. I could hear distant voices 

without imagining what their owners looked like while they 

were laying broken at the bottom of a rocky cliff. So long as I 

avoided civilization, the rage was almost gone completely, save 

aside form when I caught someone poaching or nearly setting 

the entire forest on fire with their carelessness. Then, and only 

then, did I snap, and fall into a red, distant violence. Otherwise, 

I was far away from all the things I hated the most. I was self-

sufficient. I felt pure, like the ancient Indian witch doctors. I 

treated the land with respect, shared what I had with the 

animals who were having a hard time in the hunting 

department. As a result, the gods of fate and ignorant campers 

sent delicacies my way, things I could not provide myself. Even 

batteries for my CD player would occasionally turn up, and I 

could have a few weeks of music. And whatever force 

commanded karma finally let me sleep, without nightmares or 

confusion, pain, horror, or violence. It was a peace I had never 

known before. Life was as perfect as it could possibly have 

been. I didn’t even spent much time thinking about people 

anymore. During the winter, there were always a few pangs of 

loneliness, which were probably not much more than the result 

of too much time daydreaming in cots, and thinking about 
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things that are warm. People, as one tends to speculate in times 

of need, are a great source of warmth. Especially the cute ones, 

with long hair and freckles.  

Spring always comes, though, and with it, the freedom 

and comfort of solitude. It also brings more campers. And after 

a winter of dried meat, fresh camper food is a wonderful thing. 

You can pretty much count on campers all the way to the 

winter. There are a few hardcore outdoorsmen in the winter, but 

I tried to leave them alone as best I could, as a general rule.  

There’s a lot more to respect in someone who actually enjoys 

nature, and being in its peaceful, simple presence. Around the 

middle of fall, I came across one of the largest camps I had ever 

seen in all my time in the forests. It was only the third run-in 

I’d had with campers yet that season, and was amazingly close 

to the last one I raided. So early in the season, it was rare to 

find strangers camped near one another. There were six tents 

scattered around a relative circle. I snuck up on them in the 

night, in the light of a full moon. One of the men was sleeping 

outside. When I got a close look, he was a lot older than I 

would have expected, with a thick salt and pepper beard, and an 

almost completely bald skull. Aside from the age, he still 

looked heartier than many of the campers who actually knew 

what they were doing. In searching through one of the bags 

inside a tent, I saw a thick book. It was titled The Howling 

Forest: A Study of the Elusive Wolfman. I flipped through. It 

was full of sketches and pictures and maps, many looking much 

like early bigfoot pictures in the moonlight. When I turned to 

the inside back cover, I noticed something odd about the author. 

His name was Doctor Vernon Kraft. I could vaguely remember 

him from the newspaper article I read while I was being hunted. 

I also remember the references to the attacker as some kind of 

Wolfman. It was hard to tell in the dark, but it looked a lot like 

the man who had been sleeping outside. I snuck back over, to 

where he was laying, and held the picture up next to him. Sure 

enough, it was Dr. Vernon Kraft, apparently the leading expert 
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on whatever he thought I was, right in front of me. I couldn’t 

help it. I was intrigued. I took the book, and snuck back to my 

hammock.  

Over the next few days, I read Kraft’s book. It was 

strange, all of the searching and information he had compiled. 

There were some facts he had incredibly detailed. He knew the 

path I traveled in better than I did, and had detailed maps with 

every sighting and every campsite I raided. There were sketches 

that were incredibly eerie in their similarities to myself. His 

theories on why someone might abandon society to live in the 

woods, and his accounts of how some of my more dynamic 

raids or fights went down were amazing. There were even 

computer systems analyzing footprints and markings to 

synthesize movements and create a sort of natural composite of 

the creature that was making them. And yet, there were some 

things that he couldn’t get quite right. Some of the sketches 

were preposterous, like comic book characters or sci-fi movies. 

Almost all of them had snarling mouths, with sharp, ragged 

teeth, as though they had never seen a dentist once. All the 

models the computers generated were feral, like Wendigo 

legends, with thick haunches and slender canine feet. And he 

overestimated a lot of my actual hunting techniques, picturing 

stalking, and chasing down over long sprints, or perhaps a 

sinew bow. He just didn’t understand how I could have learned 

to sleep without making an actual camp, or staying out of the 

weather. He suspected I climbed trees a lot, from the marks on 

some of the trees around where I had my first big fight with 

hunters, and a few of the camping raids, but had no theories as 

to how or why, aside form stalking animals or hiding or even 

searching for bird eggs. All in all, it was something I enjoyed. 

How many people can say they had a biography written about 

them, even one that’s only vaguely accurate, and all they had to 

do as shun their responsibilities as a functioning member of 

society? If anything, I think it was even more flattering for its 

inaccuracies. It proved that they were interested enough in what 
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I was doing that lack of information wasn’t going to be enough 

to stop them.  

When I was done reading, I snuck back to where there 

campsite had been, and was pleased to see it still there. I could 

see traces that the people, who the book referred to as ‘wolf-

watchers’, were searching out from their campsite to find traces 

of where I might be going. Same as before, Dr. Kraft was 

sleeping out of the tents, on open ground. I wasn’t coming back 

to steal from them this time, either. I wanted to give him 

something, in trade for the book. A token of my gratitude, I 

suppose. I stepped heavy, walking through their camp, so there 

might be some trace of my footprints. Then I cleared a section 

of ground from leaves, leaving just dry dirt. I found water bottle 

not far from where Kraft slept, and dumped it on the ground, 

making the earth softer, so I could leave a good print. Then I 

pressed my hand into the muddy ground, leaving a deep form of 

my hand. Detailed enough that you could see some indication 

of the leather straps, the gloves, and, most importantly, the 

blades in my palm. Next to the print I stuck one of my stone 

throwing blades, too. One of his accounts form the book was 

how disappointed he was that the police kept the broken halves 

of the one recovered from the crime scene. I was also so 

amused by the rumors that I was an Indian spirit that I left a 

cleaned white rabbit pelt in his bed roll with him. Before I left, 

I stuck a note to a tree above his head with one of my older, just 

about useless knives. It was a brief note, saying simply: 

 

“Doctor Kraft. Thank you for the book. Much 

appreciated. 

 

P.S. My teeth are in good shape. I brush.” 

 

Then I made haste back to my camp. I packed things 

up, and started walking through the forest as quickly as I could. 

I would be moving almost constantly for the next few weeks, 
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and I would have to make sure to avoid all camps. If these 

wolf-watchers were tracking my sightings, I could do well to 

make myself scarce. Winter was coming on soon, and I would 

have enough work hunting down enough food to dry and make 

it through the winter. I didn’t need to also worry about having a 

bunch of groupies following me around while I was drying 

meat, or finding me out in the middle of winter. I may have 

been flattered, but that didn’t mean I was going to let anyone 

find me and try and bring me to society. Or bring society to me, 

for that matter. I was free.  
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There was an explosion among the wolf-watchers when 

Dr. Kraft revealed he had made some sort of contact with the 

Wolfman. He had been sleeping outside for the last year of his 

search anytime weather permitted. He said he had grown to 

love the feel of having the forest right above him, and the 

ground beneath, of waking up to nature, instead of the inside of 

a nylon tent. Some of those who went with him thought he was 

trying to make himself more like the Wolfman himself, refusing 

to use the portable showers when the local lakes or rivers were 

warm enough to dive into. Either way, he had been sleeping out 

there one night, following up on yet another campsite 

disturbance. When they woke up, one of his men was missing a 

book. Everyone did a systematic search, but couldn’t find 

anything else missing. No food, no clothes, nothing that the 

Wolfman had been reported to take before. Just the book. Most 

of the watchers had assumed he just dropped it on one of the 

previous searches, or while moving camp. But Kraft had them 

spread out, look twice as hard or clues, in all directions. Three 

days later, he woke up to see the most amazing thing since he 

had started following the Wolfman’s trails. Right over his head 

was a note, stuck into the bark of a tree with a very worn and 

battered knife. He thought it might have been a prank at first, 

but when he was peeling away the blankets of his bedroll, he 

noticed something else: the pelt of a snowshoe rabbit. It was 
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cleaned well, and tanned, yet some of the edges were rough, 

different form the work of a modern furrier. He was so excited 

he almost stepped right in the most valuable gift while rushing 

to show the others. There, on the ground, and a small patch of 

mud, was a very deliberate hand print, next to a flint blade 

stuck into the ground. The print was perfectly detailed, not the 

least bit smudged. He thought maybe the Wolfman had left it 

accidentally, while studying the camp, until someone pointed 

out the empty water bottle right beside the mud print.  

The team immediately sprung into action, acting on the 

biggest series of clues they had found in the past two years. 

They took hundreds of pictures of the knife, the handprint, the 

shallow footprints walking around the campsite. They made 

detailed sketches, to capture any detail the pictures might miss. 

They very carefully took a plaster mold of the imprint, as well 

as two of the clearer footprints. They drew diagrams of the 

campsite, to study how the Wolfman walked based on the 

footprints they could find. Vague myth has just become 

anthropological fact right before everyone’s eyes, and it was a 

boiling pot of excitement. The action didn’t stop in the field, 

either. Dr. Kraft sent part of the team back with all the evidence 

they had collected, along with a tiny part of the rabbit pelt for 

analysis, and orders to get complete analysis done of the flint 

blade held by police in Poplar Hill. Meanwhile he and his men 

searched as hard and fast as they could for some sign of where 

he was, or had been. He had been camped nearby for at least 

four days, maybe even longer, since they were so near the last 

point of sighting. They searched every square inch of forest, 

looking for signs of human inhabitance. In the end, they came 

up blank. There were no more signs of disturbance in the 

ground than would be seen in any forest, by the normal animals 

inhabiting it, save a few claw marks on trees. There were no 

campfire remains, no stool remains.  

Back in civilization, he got to work sharing this new 

progress with the people immediately. He studied everything 
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thing they brought back, every last picture. Time released a 

special edition magazine, and a special collectors edition 

hardback book, both with the exact same content, sharing his 

new information and theories. From the three castings, he could 

see there was a lot of leather layering, like strips of rawhide 

wrapped around the hands and feet. There was some sample of 

this wrapped around the old handle of the knife, dirty and worn 

thin. The labs said that the leather and the pelt both seemed to 

be free of all artificial chemicals, and he seemed to be tanning 

them with wood chips, much like the native Americans who 

used to roam those same forests. They also pointed out that the 

leather on the knife, while free of hair, seemed to look as 

though it hadn’t been properly tanned as rawhide, soaked until 

the fur fell out, but preserved as fur and then shaved. The 

follicles and pours were still visible, and open, and they found 

the dead roots in some of the samples.  

From the pictures and casting of the hand Kraft also 

finally knew how the Wolfman climbed. There were three 

blades raised from the palm, spaced so that his fingers would 

pass in between them if balled in a fist, ranging form one inch 

to one and a half in length. Using these, and others probably 

attached to his feet somehow, he could climb trees almost 

easily as a mountain lion. The hand itself seemed quite large, 

with fingers that were thick, and strong. There were no 

fingerprints on the hands, and no imprints from the fabrics, 

either. Some speculated he had skin more like the pads on 

animals, but the doctor theorized he had learned to make gloves 

from his shaved leather.  

The blade matched the one the police had, and was 

entirely complete. The chipping designs made it look like it was 

formed simply, by another rock, much like Native American 

arrowheads were. The doctor replicated the design himself, 

with some practice, and tested throwing them at targets. With 

some practice, they worked quite efficiently as hunting 
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weapons, which, while lacking the distance and sheer force of 

an arrow, were easier to produce.  

The paper and the knife themselves held little evidence, 

just things that had been stolen from some unsuspecting 

campsite over the years. The blade of the knife, however, 

showed signs of having been sharpened several times, 

effectively, although crudely. The uneven edge was generally 

attributed to using an actual stone instead of a standard 

whetstone. Not to leave any evidence unexplored, Dr. Kraft had 

the handwriting from the note examined by an expert analyst. 

Right off, he noted that it was an educated hand, if a little 

sloppy. He deemed his personality to be unassuming, 

artistically inclined, and generally well mannered. He also 

suggested he might be a regular brusher of his teeth. Not too 

many people hold stock in handwriting analysis though. Aside 

from his thoughts on dental hygiene. We had no reason to 

disbelieve the Wolfman. 

Along with the new facts, were additional theories on 

his appearance and demeanor. New sketches and drawings 

showed someone, often with crude, mildly primitive features 

and scowling expressions, but no more with sharp, snarling 

teeth or a dog-like snout, or pointed ears. One of them included 

a close-up of a smiling Wolfman, showing off his teeth. Most 

of them showed a man garbed in a rough mis-matched robe of 

fur, fitting to his body only by leather straps. Others had a more 

sophisticated looking Wolfman, with actual clothes made out of 

the fur scraps, and leather boots and gloves, held on partially 

with the straps. They also usually included a belt, stocked with 

knives and bags for food and flint blades. Most of these made 

him look like some sort of calico werewolf at best, or a 

patchwork doll for Native American children.  

With the release of this new information in the Time 

special edition, there was a series of articles written on it, and 

television appearances. Some of those who had been skeptics 

before were now starting to think maybe there was someone 
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running around the forests between Canada and the northern 

Mid-west. Others accused the doctor of making up the evidence 

himself, to give him false credibility. When the movie was 

released, loosely base don the Wolfman myth, it was an 

immediate success, as far as it was from the actual facts.  

Dr. Vernon Kraft sent out immediately after his 

television appearances to rejoin his team, who were still 

following the trail. Their job had been growing more difficult 

since Wolfman’s mysterious midnight visit. Now there had to 

be someone awake and on watch at all times, in case he 

returned, and they had an additional base back in civilization, 

which was responsible for monitoring the news and police 

bands of a wider region, for any sign. But there were less 

sightings on a whole, and those that did come in were further 

apart form one another. The Wolfman was seemingly growing 

more cagey, now that he was aware he was being followed. He 

probably just wanted to be left alone.  

 

Around the same time that the news was released about 

Dr. Kraft’s new findings, my personal life was filled with even 

more adventure. I got a promotion, was now an architect 

designing my own buildings, with new clients and a personal 

assistant. When I was told, the first thing I did with my bonus 

check was buy the nicest ring I could find, and ask Allison to 

marry me. Six months later, we were man and wife, and living 

in a new, stylish apartment in a great part of Roseville. The 

only regret I had was Casey not being at my wedding. When we 

were kids, we always assumed we would be as close forever as 

we were then. Of course, when one of us got married, the other 

would be his best man, and then we would have nice dinners, 

both of our families, and escape to play video games and laugh, 

like always. Eventually, we would be old men, sitting on park 

benches, telling our grandkids the wild adventures we had when 

we were kids, and everything we had accomplished. But now, I 

was moving on, and he wasn’t with me. The wedding was the 
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happiest moment of my life, and he wasn’t there to see it. 

Wasn’t there to tell me jokes to keep me calm when I was 

nervous, and to congratulate us. I looked out in the audience, 

hoping somewhere to see that quiet look he had, which said 

‘Right on, I’m proud of you’ right before he would open his 

mouth with something to catch me of guard. My life was going 

better than I had ever planned, and the one person who should 

have been there to see it was nowhere around. I really missed 

him. 
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IN WHICH CASEY SEES A GHOST 

 

 

 

 

 

I stood just behind the tree line for a while, not really 

sure how it happened. I had been avoiding campsites a lot in 

my wandering, since another winter was coming on, and I 

didn’t want Dr. Kraft to sneak up on me while I was getting 

myself ready. It was a constant thought now, a reminder that 

someone was doing their best to track me down. The summery 

season was much easier to relax in, with so many campers 

about and so many disturbances being reported naturally. But 

fall and winter were when I had to be cagey. I skirted around 

one popular campgrounds, and then another. Before long, I was 

bouncing through areas a lot more than I used to, running into a 

town or suburbia every fifty miles, sometimes less. I knew I 

was getting into a more populated area, but I didn’t think I was 

this far south. And then, I just up and stumble into it, too close 

to town before I started to recognize it. Arden Hills. I hadn’t 

seen it in well over three years, but it looked almost exactly the 

same. Suburbia stretched further up than it used to, filling in 

around some of the houses that used to be standing all alone. I 

felt drawn to it; to the people there I hadn’t seen in so long. But 

at the same time, I was terrified. I left for a reason. I had been 

so unhappy there. Did I really want to go back, even for a 

minute? I started wandering around it, skirting the edge, where 

I was still in the forest, looking out. I roamed and daydreamed 
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about everyone down below, wondered how much they had 

changed while I was gone. For three years, I rarely see more 

than six people at any given time. Now there were over a 

hundred, right below me, whose names I knew. My sisters. My 

Parents. Claire. Heywood. I had wondered a time or two, out in 

the forests, about them all. Heywood especially. Maybe I didn’t 

try as hard as I should have when things weren’t connecting for 

us, as much as him. But I still wasn’t ready to go back there. 

Not quite.  

I decided to wander down, nearby, to the next town 

over. It was a little bigger than Arden Hills, but a lot nicer. The 

people who wanted to live in Minneapolis, or work there, but 

wanted to have a nicer neighborhood moved there. Roseville. It 

was like the nice suburb, with huge houses in the hills, and 

massive, shining condos and ritzy apartments filling the center 

of it. Suburban homesteads filled the space in between, for your 

average family with their kids and a friendly little dog. Never 

went there much when I was growing up. A lot of the people 

there thought they were too good for the rest of us, and there 

wasn’t a whole lot of entertainment there, beyond a movie 

theatre. I quickly changed into some of the clothes I had taken 

form a hunter, which were still in good enough shape that I 

couldn’t be accused of looking filthy. I left my fur clothes and 

my bag up in a tree, low enough I could reach it without my 

claws, but hidden well enough that it would still be there. The 

only things I took with me were someone’s wallet, which had 

actually come with the pants, a knife tucked into the back of my 

pants, one tucked in my boot, and some scissors from a sewing 

kit. I hadn’t seen a mirror in a while, but I knew my beard was 

something of a mess.  

In town, I got a few looks. Not nearly as hate-filled as 

when people thought I was homeless, but enough to let me 

know I was not really welcome in their town. In the first half-

way cheap diner I saw, I went in the bathroom. I washed my 

face, and trimmed my beard a little. I couldn’t shave, I didn’t 
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bring a razor, but I could trim it down to look like I had only 

been without a shave for a day or so, and that I was growing a 

trim beard and sideburns. I looked like some of the artists I saw 

trying to pretend they were outdoorsmen in the woods, with 

nylon tents and water purifiers and gas stoves.  

Back on the streets, people still preferred to ignore me. 

I couldn’t tell if my standards for a decent appearance had 

changed that much, or if they generally disliked everyone they 

didn’t know. Neither mattered. I wasn’t enjoying myself being 

in town. The buildings were too tall, too solid. The wind 

couldn’t get through to blow up a decent breeze. The closes 

they had was the rumbling of a large SUV. The smell of 

exhaust hovered over everything like a fog. I was about ready 

to turn around and sprint as fats as I could back into the woods, 

when I heard someone’s footsteps stop fast right behind me. I 

felt someone’s hand on my arm.  

“Excuse me…sir?” 

I turned to look at the man, trying to cover my 

discomfort and the sickness in my stomach with a scowl.  

“Casey! It is you! My God, Man!” It was Heywood. 
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“I thought you looked familiar when you went by, but I 

didn’t think it could really be you! You look so different!”  

I went home during my lunch break to check in on 

Allison. She was pregnant, and I had a tendancy to worry a lot 

while I’m at the office. I was just walking to the diner down the 

block when I saw him. Like a lumberjack saint, a look of awe 

in his eyes as he stared at the buildings, with that thin beard and 

long hair and flannel shirt. It didn’t strike me until he had 

already passed me who he reminded me of. I had to get another 

look, but I still didn’t think it could really be him. He had been 

gone for so long.  

“You’ve been gone for so long! What are you doing 

back?” 

“I was…looking around, I guess. Thinking.”  

“That’s great! I’m so glad to see you! Where have you 

been?” 

“Roaming around. North. Everywhere.”  

“Listen, I was going to go get some lunch, you have to 

join me. My treat.”  

For a while I wasn’t sure he knew who I was. He was 

acting so reserved, and held back, as though he wasn’t sure 

what he should do, or if he should do anything at all. I wasn’t 

even entirely sure he was going to come with me for lunch 

even.  
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“Alright.”  

 

We walked into the diner, and the hostess gave us a 

table in the back after Casey requested to be seated away from 

the bulk of the crowd. It was hard to imagine what he had been 

up to, and what all was different with him. He looked like a 

caged animal, darting his eyes around whenever he heard a 

noise, keeping close tabs on whatever made it. It reminded me a 

little of the scene in movies where the hero is trying to keep 

from being noticed, because someone is after him. Only 

without the same guilty look or fear that the actors usually had. 

Just the alertness; the edginess.  

I started telling him about some of the changes that had 

gone on since he had last been around. Buildings that had been 

landmarks of our youth that had since been torn down, and 

replaced by a new coffee bar or cell phone store. I gave him 

updates of the people we grew up with; who married who, what 

they were doing for a living, where they had moved, who was 

in jail for what crimes. I wasn’t sure if he was only half 

listening, or if he was just distracted by the close quarters of the 

diner. Or if maybe he didn’t remember a lot of the people I was 

talking about. Finally he looked at me for a moment, as if 

studying me, and then asked me what I’ve been doing since 

he’s been away. I told him about college, and graduation. Told 

him about my job, and the company I worked for. Then I told 

him about Allison. He stopped looking around so much, and 

rested his hands under his chin, while I told him all about how I 

met her, and the wedding. A small smile crept across his face 

when I mentioned that she was pregnant. For a second, I saw a 

flash of that look in his eyes. The pride, and friendship, I had 

missed so. I could almost hear his laugh. But then it faded, 

along with his smile, and he looked even more distant than 

before.  

“C’mon, come back to the place with me, I want you to 

meet her.” 
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“I don’t know. I…don’t know.”  

“You have to. She’s the only girl I’ve ever been with 

that I didn’t have your opinion on. Besides which, you still 

have to tell me what you’ve been doing.”  

“…” His hesitance was obvious. I couldn’t tell why. 

“You’ll like her. I promise.” 

“…okay.”  

On the walk back to my building, he resumed his 

watchfulness of everything and everyone. I imagined him 

dressed as a British lord, pulled through time and space to be 

walking beside me, in seeing everything for the first time, and 

wondering how it worked and how it was planning to kill him. 

When we were in the elevator, going up, he looked at me.  

“I never pictured you wearing suits and living in a 

condo in Roseville.”  

“I know. I grew up and became a yuppie.” 

“You’re doing just fine.”  

We went through the door, and he remained silent, 

looking slowly over everything that lined the walls. I took off 

my shoes, and set them beside the door. Allison came in from 

the other room. 

“Hey, honey, who’s this?” Her brow lowered as she 

searched her memory for the face of the man standing in her 

living room.  

“This is Casey. Can you believe it, I ran into him on my 

way to eat.” 

“Ooh. THE Casey? The one who disappeared?”  

“That’s right.” He was still looking around, oblivious to 

us and our conversation. “Could you take your boots off before 

you come in? She’s going to give me hell if it gets dirty.”  

“He’s right. I will.” Casey looked back at us from the 

wall, still free of discernable emotion.  

“Yeah, sure.” He knelt to untie his boots. It was the first 

thing I’d seen him do that seemed natural to him since I ran into 

him. Deftly, so quickly that I almost didn’t notice it, he tucked 
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a small knife down into his empty boots before he set them 

neatly next to mine. I looked over at Allison. She was looking 

at me incredulously, motioning her eyes between the boots and 

me. I tried to gesture to her that it was fine. She said she was 

thirsty, and went into the kitchen. I told Casey I had to call 

work, to tell them I wouldn’t be coming back in, and went in 

the kitchen after her. She was somewhat upset by the knife, and 

how strange he seemed. I tried to calm her down, but I didn’t 

have much success. I still didn’t know what he had been doing 

for the past three and a half years, and I couldn’t say with any 

certainty that he hadn’t been a killer or a criminal, aside from 

the fact that, deep down, he still had to be the same guy I knew 

for most of my childhood.  

When I went back to the living room, Casey was 

smiling, looking at my bookshelf. I thought he was looking at 

the wedding pictures. I walked over to his side, and he looked 

at me, bemused and bright, and then pulled ‘The Howling 

Forest’ from the shelf.  

“Oh, that. It’s silly, right? I don’t know why, but I’m 

kindof into the whole thing.”  

“The whole thing?” 

“Yeah. See, here.” I pulled out the Time book, and the 

scrapbook I had been keeping on the Wolfman. He looked at 

the Time book with a peculiar smile. The cover featured Dr. 

Kraft in front of a glass table displaying an array of his new 

evidence and some sketches projected behind him.  

“May I?” he gestured towards the books. He seemed to 

have a new energy. He sat down, looked briefly in confusion at 

the couch, and then turned back to the books. He flipped 

through the book, examining the sketches and diagrams. He 

chuckled a little when he saw the close-up of Wolfman 

displaying his clean teeth. He paused again and smiled a little at 

the picture of Kraft kneeling in front of the handprint in the 

mud, holding the fur and note. Then he opened the scrapbook, 

and I started pointing out some of the more interesting articles.  
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“So…you’ve been following him all these years?” 

“Yeah, I guess I have.” 

“Why?” 

“I don’t know. He’s a mystery, I guess. He’s absolutely 

free. Just roaming around, living off the land. It’s a romantic 

lifestyle.” Casey’s smile grew. He mumbled something to 

himself I couldn’t hear. We finished looking at the scrapbook, 

and he returned them to the shelf. He was much more relaxed 

after that somehow, and conversational. He didn’t have much 

account of what he had been doing for the past few years, aside 

from traveling around. He told us a story about a couple of 

campers he saw, once, most of whom probably had never been 

camping. An animal tossed around their things all over the 

campsite while they were asleep, and tore up their tent so there 

was much standing. When they woke up, they were bickering 

and yelling, everyone blaming everyone else for something. 

The best part was the look of peace he had when he finally 

relaxed. The last time I saw him, he was so stressed out that he 

couldn’t sleep or eat, and you could see the unhappiness in his 

eyes. Now they were clear. We talked about old times and new 

until late in the night. I had to go to work in the morning, and 

Allison needed her sleep. Casey stood up, and walked to the 

door to put his shoes back on.  

“Are you staying around here now? Have you 

returned?” 

“I’m…around, I guess.” 

“Give me your number before you go. I’d like to see 

you again soon if it’s possible.” 

“I don’t have a number.” 

“Well, maybe I can stop by after work. What’s the 

address where you’re staying?” 

“I don’t…I can’t really give you an address.” I thought 

he was going to blow me off again. Maybe I had offended him, 

or maybe he just planned on staying away for another three 

years before he stopped by again. 
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“Look, you’re not going to just disappear on me again. 

If I pissed you off here tonight, you don’t like me anymore, you 

think I’ve gotten to full of myself, you tell me. But talking 

tonight was good. I’d like to think we have a chance for things 

to be good between us again.” 

“I’m not mad. It was good to see you. I just…” 

“Hey. I’m already married, and you missed out on that. 

Now I’m going to have a kid. If you’re going to be around, I 

want you to be a part of that. You were a big part of my 

childhood, and it would be great if you would be here to be a 

part of my future, too, you know? I’m sorry things got so 

messed up before, I wasn’t paying attention to the things I 

should have been. I wish I hadn’t been. I’ve missed you.” 

“I’m not holding anything against you. There were 

probably things I should have done, too. I’m not going to 

vanish into thin air. Give me your number here and at work. I’ll 

be around for a while, I’ll be in touch.”  

“You sure?” 

“Yes.”  

I got a business card, and wrote my home number on it, 

and gave them to him. Then he said goodnight, and walked out 

the door. I offered to give him a ride home, but he said he 

would rather walk. I watched him step into the elevator, with 

that same look of mild discomfort he had on the way up, and 

then the doors closed. When I stepped back inside the living 

room, I wasn’t entirely sure he was really back. It seemed too 

weird.  
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IN WHICH HEYWOOD SINKS THE EIGHT 

 

 

 

 

 

As soon as I got to the street, I ran until I was out of the 

town, away from the tall buildings. I jogged after that, until I 

was past suburbia and the big houses of the rich. I climbed up 

the tree, and got down my things. I changed back into my fur, 

and walked deeper into the trees, until I felt safe. I was 

confused about a lot of things. Everything in that city made me 

feel sick, until I saw Heywood. He complicated things. Seeing 

that town without him would have been the biggest justification 

I could have ever had for my lifestyle. Living in a place free of 

all that pollution, and all those snobby people. The animals I 

see never judge me. I can swim in the river and lay in the sun 

naked all day in summer, and not a soul judges me for it. 

During the winter, when it’s too cold to swim, and I had to 

wash myself as quickly as possible in melted snow, nobody 

ever considered me dirty. I simply existed. When I stole from a 

garden, I would leave for the smaller animals, and when I 

hunted and killed something, I almost always left scraps for the 

scavengers. We all existed together. There was cohesion. There 

was a circle.  

But it was nice seeing Heywood. To have a 

conversation with someone. I hadn’t done that in so long. I had 

been out there for close to four years, wondering what had 

happened to people I used to know. Seeing him reminded me of 
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the one good thing about society: the people who care about 

you. Everything came together so nicely for Heywood, maybe I 

could have a life like that, too, if I just went back? 

Then again, who’s to say I wouldn’t be more miserable 

than I was the first time? 

I thought about it for a few days, lingering in the area, 

thinking about Hey and his wife, Allison. It strange enough that 

he was a responsible businessman, with a real job that paid 

well, and a fancy condo. But he was going to have a kid, too. It 

was surprising. And complicated. 

Eventually, I went back near where I had been the first 

day, and changed into the civilian clothes again, leaving 

everything in the same tree. I walked into town to use the  

payphone in the diner I shaved in last time, to call Heywood at 

work.  

“Heywood, it’s Casey.” 

“Hi. I didn’t think I was going to hear from you.” 

“Why?” 

“It’s been four days. Thought you were gone again.” 

“I said I would be in touch.” 

“That you did. What’s up?” 

“Want to get together today?” 

“Sure. Still play pool?” 

“It’s been a long time.”  

“Well, why don’t we go when I get off work? I’ll swing 

by to see if Allison needs anything, and then I can pick you 

up.” 

“Actually, how about if I’m somewhere near your 

building when you stop by. You know, to save you a drive.”  

“Sure, if you want.” 

“When do you think you’ll be done?” 

“Oh…two hours. Two and a half maybe.” 

“Alright. Take it easy.” 

I sat down at the counter, and had lunch. The meat 

tasted like grease that had been used and reused for days, but 
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the salad was fresh, and the fries were great. It had been a long 

time since I had fries. There was a newspaper on the counter 

from the guy who had been eating there earlier, so I sat awhile 

and read it. After a couple of hours rolled by, I paid the server, 

folded the paper, and walked to Heywood’s building. There 

was a cement bench outside, in between two potted plants. I 

had only been sitting for a minute or two when Heywood 

honked his car and drove into the garage beneath the building. 

He called out for me to come up with him. I stood in the 

doorway so I didn’t have to take off my shoes while he changed 

and checked on his wife. Then he came back out, and we got in 

his Lexus. I hated being inside it, so cramped, and tight. The air 

that came from the heater smelled fake, and everything was 

noisy. We drove a while to a part of town I didn’t recognize, if I 

had ever seen it before. he explained that there was a new pool 

hall there, which didn’t allow smoking or drinking. They 

played music, and had all kinds of food, though, and great 

people. It was surprisingly empty when we got there. The man 

at the counter said there was a concert in the city drawing a lot 

of his crowd away.  

We played for a while, and Heywood told me about 

some of the projects he had been working on. He was designing 

buildings now, and getting a good name for himself. He was 

full of even more question about where I had been, and what I 

was doing. I didn’t know what to tell him. I told him I was 

eating and sleeping and enjoying nature in between. He asked 

why I was wearing the same clothes as before, and I told him 

they were the cleanest thing I owned. I had been pretty sure he 

wouldn’t have believed me if I told him in the first place I was 

living in the woods, hunting for food and sleeping in trees. 

When I found out he had all that Wolfman nonsense, I figured 

he would think I was mocking him if I told him. And even if he 

did, I didn’t want him to try and talk me into coming back to 

the world. And I really didn’t want him telling people he knew 

the Wolfman, or who I was. It was funny when they thought I 
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was a half-legend, like bigfoot. It would be a lot less funny if 

they knew my name, and could bug my family about it.  

He seemed to take it personally, though, that I wouldn’t 

tell him. He thought I was keeping something from him, 

thought that either I didn’t trust him, didn’t want him to know 

where I was, or was involved in something illegal. A car 

backfired outside the building, and the noise rang loudly 

through the windows. Everyone jumped, and I reached for the 

knife at my back, looking around for the source. When I 

realized it was just a car, I noticed Heywood was watching me 

with a concerned look. I pulled my hand away from the handle, 

and pulled my shirt back down over it. He pressed the issue on 

driving me home, and wanting to see where I lived. I told him if 

he could make the eight ball shot on his first try and win the 

game, I would show him. It was a fairly safe bet, since neither 

of us was ever much more than mediocre pool players. Just my 

luck, he had been practicing. But it was already dark outside. It 

might take a while to explain, and walk out there. 

“Alright, Case, I win. C’mon, I’ll drive you home.” 

“Its dark, you wouldn’t see much. Can you get 

tomorrow off?” 

“Tomorrow is Saturday.” 

“Then we’ll go tomorrow. You know the street you ran 

into me on?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Well, further down, the way I was coming from, is a 

small diner. It’s old, and a little low class. I don’t know what its 

called, but you should know it when you see it. It’s painted a 

dingy sort of light blue-green, and there is an alarming amount 

of olive drab inside.” 

“Okay. What about it?” 

“Meet me there tomorrow morning. Dress warm.” 

“Can’t you just give me your address?” 

“No, I really can’t.”  

“And you can’t pick me up?” 
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“Don’t have a car.” 

“Okay. So…I guess that’ll work. Why do I have to 

dress warm?” 

“Because winter’s coming.” 

He drove home, and I walked form his place back to my 

bag in the woods. I noticed a house not far off with lights on 

and people in the windows when I climbed up to get my stuff. I 

hoped they didn’t know enough about this ‘wolfman’ business 

to call someone and report a sighting. That was not the kind of 

alarm clock I wanted.  
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I couldn’t figure out what the surprise was, and why I 

had to meet Casey at such a greasy spoon diner. There were 

much nicer places, if he absolutely had to meet me somewhere. 

I also couldn’t figure out why he couldn’t just give me his 

address. I thought maybe he was embarrassed. Or maybe it was 

a hotel, and he didn’t know the address yet. I didn’t know, but I 

was curious about it all night. Even more curious was the fact 

that he was traveling around, didn’t seem to be working, and 

yet didn’t have a car, either. How can you travel without a car? 

Busses are expensive, and nobody could spend three and a half 

years on a bus, with all those…bus people. Train tickets were 

almost as expensive as flying, and they had rules against riding 

in empty boxcars these days. I thought maybe he had been 

hitchhiking, but a lot of places have rules about that now, too, 

on top of which, most people assume hitchhikers are murderers 

and refuse to give them rides. And in any event, he would still 

need money for food and gas and an occasional room 

somewhere, even at a hostel. He could have been stealing for it. 

He could have even been in jail for a while. I didn’t know, and 

he hadn’t really given me much evidence to support it either 

way. So many questions… 

I woke up in the morning early, and made breakfast for 

Allison and myself. Then I put on some thick, winter clothes, 

and brought a coat. I brought a camera, too, so I could take a 
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picture of the mystery as it unfolded. I wanted something I 

could show to Allison, and to the guys at the office. Lifestyles 

of the strange and wandering.  

The greasy spoon was a little hard to spot. There were 

several diners, and I didn’t know how far I was supposed to go 

down the road. I finally found it, after thinking I had gone too 

far. It was small and dirty-looking on the outside. Nowhere I 

would choose to eat if I was asked. The parking lot was almost 

empty, too. I had a feeling a lot of the people who ate there 

probably didn’t have the money for cars.  

The doors jangled when I walked in, and the waitress 

looked at me from the slit between the dark purple bags under 

her eyes and the dark blue lids that half-covered them. She said 

would be right with me, although for the life of me I couldn’t 

see a single thing that might prevent her form taking my order 

right then, had I intended on eating there.  

“I’m supposed to be meeting someone here.” 

“You Heywood?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Strange name.” 

“It was my Grandfather’s. You don’t hear it much 

anymore.” 

“Sure don’t. You want a menu?” 

“No, thank you. I already had breakfast, at home.” 

“Suit yourself. Your…friend is back there.” The 

waitress gestured to the part of the room that was mostly hidden 

by the wall separating off the kitchen and the hall to the 

bathrooms. “Been here for a while now.”  

I nodded to the woman and started walking back to 

where she had gestured. I was just approaching the dividing 

wall, when something dark stepped out form behind it. Folds of 

fur covered it and draped to the ground. I took three steps back 

before I looked at its face. And there was Casey, looking back 

at me.  

“You ready to go?” 
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He walked past me to the front door, and held it open, 

waiting for me to catch up. When I was through, he let it close, 

and started walking down the street that led through the 

suburban sprawl. I stumbled along afterwards, not sure what to 

say.  

“You going to be warm enough?” he turned his head to 

look at me, sizing up my chosen outfit. 

“Um…yeah.” 

We walked on for a while, in silence. I couldn’t help 

but stare at him. His cloak alone was imposing. It seemed to be 

made entirely of small animal pelts, each one layered to overlap 

the one beneath it.  

“It keeps out the rain, and cold.” He was watching me 

stare at him with the same look of bemusement he had when he 

was watching my bookshelf. I thought he had to have been 

joking. Playing a game with me.  

“Where’d you get this?” 

“Get what?” 

“This costume?” 

“Its not a costume. It’s what I wear. And I made it. 

Slowly.” 

“So you’re, what…a trapper?” 

“Not quite. I never could manage to make a snare that 

worked.” He smiled so much more easily than he had before. 

He looked noble, walking along. He looked stronger, taller.  

“Are you making fun of me because of the book?” 

“No. I have a copy myself.” 

“Do you?” 

“Yep. Stole it from one of Kraft’s tents.” 

“Right. So you’re telling me you’re the Wolfman.” 

“Not my choice of titles, but if you insist. Pleased to 

meet you.” he extended his right hand over to where I was 

walking beside him. Fur covered the back and the palm, up the 

fingers a way. The tattered remains of leather gloves stuck out 
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from there. Leather straps wrapped around much of the hand, 

and up the arm, keeping on the fur and closing the sleeves. 

Sticking up from the center of his palm were three sharp metal 

claws.  

“Holy shit. You are then…that’s the hand that Dr. Kraft 

has a mold of?” He pulled it back, and examined the palm. 

“Mostly. I’ve had to replace two of the claws since 

then. They break off every once in a while.” 

“How?” 

“Slippery bark. I lose my footing, and when I try and 

catch myself, they snap off sideways.” 

“Why haven’t they ever found any of them?” 

“Aside from the fact that the blades are tiny, and in the 

middle of nowhere? Most of them are pretty high up.” 

We had walked past most of the houses, and were 

nearing a grassy field between two large estates. There was 

nothing but trees ahead of us.  

“So we’re going…?” 

“In there.” He pointed into the forest.  

“How do you have those on hour hand without cutting 

yourself?” 

“I don’t know. It’s second nature by now. I did, a few 

times, years ago. It took some practice.  

“And you use them to climb and hunt and fight and 

stuff?” 

“To climb, mostly. Only some to hunt, and mostly then 

it’s just to finish the animal off. I don’t really do a lot of 

fighting.” 

“What about those hunters? There have been a lot of 

reports. Of hunters being clawed.” 

“Right. Well, some of it is exaggerated. They blades 

aren’t long enough to do too much damage.” 

“What about the two poachers who were hospitalized?”  
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“A lot of the serious damage was from being beaten, 

not cut. They may have lost a little blood, but the cuts 

themselves would have healed.” 

“The one guy died.” 

“He drove a truck that was hauling a flaming camper 

full of alcohol and ammunition. He would have lived if he 

hadn’t driven that and crashed. The other one lived, he was still 

cut up.” 

“He’s pretty disfigured though.” 

“Well, he wasn’t exactly a supermodel when I found 

him, either. Anyway, we need a new topic. That was years 

ago.” 

“Fine, how do you climb?” 

“Wanna watch? I can climb that tree right there.” 

“That’s a little tall. You can show me on another one.” 

“I could, but I need to climb this one anyway. My stuff 

is up there.” 

He jogged towards the tree for three steps, and then 

leapt at it, like a cat. His hands and ankles gripped the trunk by 

the sides. And, as soon as he was on the trunk, up he started. He 

truly looked like an animal, scaling that tree. His opposite 

hands and feet would move together, the left foot and right 

hand reaching up, and then the right foot and left hand. Up he 

climbed, quick, and confident. He passed some of the branches, 

the lowest of which was at least twenty-five feet off the ground. 

It became harder to see him when he was among the branches, 

but it looked like he was wrestling with something. A few bows 

shook. And then, there he was, coming down again, just as he 

had gone up. Just as fast, and confident, with a big furry sack 

on his back. When he was a few feet away from the ground, he 

dropped, and landed gracefully, even with the large load.  

“See? Simple. Quick, like a bunny.” 

“That’s amazing. What all’s in there?” 

“Little bit of clothes, a few knives, tools, notebooks, 

food. A lot of dried meat.” 
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“Dried meat?” 

“Of course. Winter’s coming. In winter I live by dried 

meat.” 

“So there’s no more animals out now?” 

“No, now there is. But only for a while longer. I don’t 

like being caught hungry and off guard. C’mon, lets walk.” 

We walked for a while. Finally, Casey started to tell me 

about his past few years. He told me about his first few months, 

trying to catch food, trying to live in a cave. He laughed when 

he explained about his failed experiment in archery, and how he 

stumbled on his stone blades. He pulled one out of a pocket in 

the fur of his pants, and handed it to me. It was sharp as a razor. 

I threw it at a nearby rotting log, and it stuck. He told me about 

some of his games with campers, and the beautiful things he 

had seen. About winters, sleeping in a hammock suspended in 

the tops of trees, eating jerky spiced with things stolen from a 

supposed gourmet in a tent. About the days spent with the 

homeless while hiding from helicopters. When I mentioned 

being hungry, he handed me some of what he said was dried 

badger, which tasted great. While I was chewing on that, he 

stood, and started searching the ground, stepping quietly. I 

stepped after him as quietly as I could. He stopped suddenly, 

and held up his hand for me to be quiet. He pointed with his left 

hand to the brush while pulling out a blade with the other. I 

could see a large rabbit, in the underbrush, sitting up, with its 

ears raised.  

“It’s so big for a rabbit.” I whispered, hoping the animal 

wouldn’t hear me.  

“Its fattened itself up for winter.” It wasn’t a normal 

whisper. It sounded more like the noises cats make while 

stalking a bird. 

“For hibernation?” 

“For being tasty.” In a flash he snapped his arm and 

wrist, letting the blade fly. It hit the rabbit, and before it could 

even get up, or scream, Casey had bound over to it, scooping it 
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up, and drawing the palm of his bladed hand over it’s throat. He 

held it cradled in his hands, like it was a priceless work of art, 

and whispered something to it I couldn’t hear.  

“Quick like a bunny, huh?” 

“No fuss, no muss. There’s no reason for it to suffer.” 

We walked back, and he pointed at pieces of wood for me to 

pick up. There was a look of respect in his eyes as he knelt by 

where we had been sitting to make a fire. He worked so 

quickly, all I could do was watch. He piled together the dry 

things, and pilled larger pieces of flint from his bag, and started 

a small fire. He added twigs a little by little, at the same time 

using the same flint blade to skin the rabbit that he used to kill 

it. His hands moved on their own, as they must have hundreds 

of times before, separating the meat form the skin, setting the 

skin aside, and cutting out the pieces that aren’t good to eat. He 

pulled some string and two plastic bottles form the bag. He 

shook one at me.  

“Herbs and spices.” He smiled and turned back to the 

rabbit, sprinkling it with each bottle, and then tying the legs up. 

He pulled a series of sticks from his bag, already formed to 

make a spit, and put the rabbit on it. In little time, there was 

roasting meat on the spit, and he was pulling a water skin from 

the bag, washing his hands and the flint free of the blood. He 

instructed me on turning the spit, and finished cleaning the skin. 

He explained what he was doing as he rolled it up with bark 

chips he had bundled in a bit of cloth in his bag, and stuffed it 

in what looked like a large water skin with a wider opening. 

That was how he tanned animal pelts without staying still for a 

month, he said. I was still watching him in awe, when he 

looked up at me, and cocked his head.  

“You haven’t spoken in hours, you know.” 

“I don’t know what to say. I’m sitting here, stunned. 

You catch, clean, and cook something, tan its fur, all so quickly 

and expertly, I feel like I’m watching a movie. How did you 

learn that? In a million years, I couldn’t do that.” 
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“You’d be surprised how easy it is when it’s a matter of 

survival and lifestyle.” 

“So this is it? Sitting in beautiful forests, living off the 

land. Eating delicious smelling rabbit and relaxing?” 

“Mostly. There are also frequent swims, some sleeping, 

and the occasional raid on some inexperienced outdoorsmen’s 

camp.” 

“Its so peaceful.” 

“It’s pure.” 

“Doesn’t it get lonely though?” 

He stared into the fire for a while, thinking.  

“I suppose. In the winter, mostly. It’s the only time that 

there’s nothing to do but think. The rest of the time, I can avoid 

those things. It’s worse, having come back here, and spending 

time with you.” 

“Why worse?” 

“Things weren’t going well when I left. One of the 

reasons I just packed up and ran off was that things weren’t 

exactly friendly, and I didn’t have a lot tying me down. And, 

once I was gone, it was all speculation. What could have been 

and what was weren’t very important. I wasn’t missing much. 

Now, having had conversations and good company, it makes 

me wonder about what else might be back there for me.” 

He poked at the meat, and pilled the spit from the fire. 

He took a hunting knife from his belt, and cut the rabbit down 

the middle. He handed the knife and the rabbit to me, then 

pulled another knife from his belt, and started to eat his half. It 

was delicious. It wasn’t burnt, didn’t taste quite like barbeque, 

but was so far from the fried meat I was used to. The fat had 

dripped off the rabbit into the fire, leaving the lean, juicy meat. 

It was delicious.  

“So why did you decide to come back now?” 

“It was an accident. Or fate. I was trying to avoid the 

groups of people, and just found myself staring down at Arden 
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Hills. I came here because I wasn’t sure I was ready to set foot 

in a town.” 

“And you were?” 

“Not really. I was about to come back out here when 

you saw me. If you hadn’t, I would be gone by now.” 

“So maybe it was destiny, or something. Maybe you 

were supposed to come back.” 

“Maybe.” 

We ate in silence for a while.  

“Do you think you might decide to come back for 

good? To live in town?” 

“Don’t know. Hadn’t thought much about it.” 

“Really?” 

“Yeah.” 

“I thought you were thinking about what might be 

there, amongst the people.” 

“Yeah, but I hadn’t got as far as moving in down there. 

I only have a thousand or so dollars on me, cash. Can’t get a 

place for that.” 

“You could get a job.” 

“There a high demand for wolfmen down there?” 

“You could find something, I’m sure. Hell, walk into 

some agent’s office dressed like that, and tell them who you 

are. You can get a book deal or something. Movies. TV. 

Consultant, even. They made a movie about a wolfman, but it 

came off more like a werewolf than like you. I’m sure Dr. Kraft 

would be happy to help you.” 

“The good Doctor is looking for a myth, I think. Some 

legendary creature of strength and moral fortitude, to look up 

to. If I strolled down and said I wanted to give up the forests for 

a paying job, he would loose his myth.” 

“I suppose” 

“Besides which, there’s a dead man and a deformed 

poacher that, if memory serves, people are looking for me 
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about. Revealing myself might find me in a good deal of 

trouble.” 

“So you can’t be famous for that. You can still find a 

job.” 

“Maybe.”  

He finished eating, and put the bones in the fire. He 

picked up the ones I discarded, and tossed them in, too. Then he 

threw dirt in on top of it, smothering the flames. He washed 

over it with water, as he washed his hands of meat. I did the 

same, and, once the dirt and ashes were good and wet, he threw 

more dirt on top, tossed away the stones that had been the fire 

pit, and swept some of the forest floor over where it had been. 

“So that’s why they never find any traces of a fire. You 

bury it.” 

“You’re supposed to. Less chance of forest fire.”  

“You bury your shit, too, don’t you? Like a litterbox?” 

“Yep.”  

“Well, there you go, Dr. Kraft. Your campfire ashes and 

stool remains were under your feet the whole time.” 

We sat back, leaning on tree trunks, and talked for a 

few more hours. I tried to convince him of all that could await 

him back in civilization. How happy I was to be married, how 

nice a warm bath could be, how excited I was about 

parenthood. The privacy of an apartment. I pointed out that the 

woods would always be there, and he could always visit, 

always go on hikes or camping trips.  

I think I was wearing him does quite a lot. There was a 

faraway look in his when I reminded him about the things he 

used to like, and all the new music and movies that had come 

since he had been away. I reminded him about dating, and that 

winter was coming. Maybe it was an unfair trick, using the 

coldness of winter and the hope of love to persuade him to 

come, but I couldn’t help it. I wanted my friend back. It was 

great having my oldest, closest friend around again.  
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Finally, he seemed to concede. He said he would try it. 

Try to return to society. I offered him the guestroom until he 

found somewhere else, or until the baby was born. He told me 

he needed one more night in the forest, to say goodbye. He 

walked me to the clearing where we had come in, and pointed 

out the road that would take me to my car, and told me he 

would be over tomorrow, for his return. I walked down the hill, 

looking back, I could see him standing among the trees. I 

couldn’t tell if he was watching me leave, or watching the city 

move. I hoped he would come, and not run. But he said he was 

coming, and he had never broken his word before.  
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IN WHICH THE WOLFMAN IS TAMED 

 

 

 

 

 

I walked back through the woods for a while, thinking 

to myself. Even as I was climbing a tree, and pulling out my 

hammock, a part of me was screaming to run. To pack 

everything up and run through the night, through whatever I 

had to, just to get away again. But at the same time a big part of 

me wanted to stay. There was so much down there I had 

missed. I loved the simplicity of my life, the purity and beauty, 

but there were other things I wondered about, too. Surprises, 

and people. Feelings, and the touch that only came to me in 

winter daydreams and the calmest of nights. I wanted to hear 

new music; I wanted to see new things. I wanted to see 

Heywood’s baby. The best person I had ever known was about 

to make a new person. That was one of the biggest draws. I 

imagined holding it. So fragile and new. Animals aren’t created 

so fragile. Rabbits are born with fur and open eyes. Before a 

season is over, they are ready to move on, and be their own 

bunny. Babies need years just to feed themselves, decades to be 

their own people. Its complicated, but it doesn’t have to be bad. 

Surprises are complicated. Stories can be. Things you never see 

coming. What was better? Knowing what to expect out of life, 

but its all good and healthy, or being surprised, but dealing with 

it when the surprise is bad? I couldn’t tell. 
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I did keep my word to Heywood though. When I woke 

up, I packed up, and walked down out of the woods, carrying 

my bag, and everything I had needed for the past three years. 

This winter, I would be holing up indoors. The people who 

stared at me when I was walking into town the first time were 

now frantically trying to avoid me. Covered with fur, blowing 

gently in the wind, marching down the street, knives strapped to 

my belt and legs, they looked at me as though I were a demon 

Viking. When I finally reached Heywood’s building, I had 

scared at least three dozen of them away.  

In the elevator, just as the doors were closing, a woman 

yelled for me to hold them. I did so, and she ran into the 

elevator, holding her shopping bags. She nearly dropped them 

when she saw me standing there.  

“What floor?” 

“Wha…what?” 

“What floor are you going to?” 

“Oh…um…five…” 

She made a little gasping noise when she saw the claws 

on my hand as I pushed the ‘5’ button. She couldn’t have been 

happier when the elevator got to her floor. The bell that 

signaled its arrival was like a starter gun, and she was out the 

doors before they had even opened all the way. On Heywood’s 

floor, someone in the hall opened their door to come out just as 

I was walking by. They ducked back in, following me down the 

hall with their eyes through a crack in the doorway. I knocked 

on his door, and Allison answered. She had been folding 

laundry, and had a stack of towels in her hand. Unlike the lady 

on the elevator, she did drop her towels when she saw me, and 

her eyes got wide.  

“Ahm…um…Casey…come…come in…” Heywood 

came around the corner from the kitchen, rushed to his wife, 

guiding her form the doorway by the shoulders.  

“Welcome. Remember, your boots.” 
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I stooped to pick up the towels, and handed them back 

to Allison. Then I set down my bag, and freed my boots form 

their leather bindings. Heywood offered to show me where I 

would be staying. The guest room was small and simply 

decorated with flowers prints. They hadn’t decorated it for the 

baby yet, since it wouldn’t be sleeping in there for a while 

anyway, and they didn’t know what it would be. I stepped 

inside, and set down my bag. Heywood disappeared, and 

returned in a second with the flash of a camera.  

“The elusive Wolfman, caught and held captive in a 

room of flowers and lace doilies. How’s THAT evidence for 

Dr. Kraft?” 

Allison had composed herself to come in, carrying a 

fresh towel, refolded, and some of Heywood’s leisure clothes.  

“It’s been a few years since you had a hot bath, so I 

thought maybe you’d like to start off with one.”  

“Sure. Why not. That would be nice.” 

“And while you’re in there, let me wash your clothes.” 

I explained to her that I didn’t have much more than 

three sets of clothing, which I wore under my fur when it got 

cold. She told me that we could get my fur cleaned, so it didn’t 

have to get stored away dirty. She took my clothes, and made 

haste to wash them. Heywood led me to the bathroom, where I 

set down the clothes, and started the water running. 

It was strange, after bathing in cold rivers for so long, 

being in water that was warm enough to steam. It did feel nice. 

I felt like a cowboy, in the old west, going to the barber for a 

shave and a bath before a big date, or after a well-paying job. 

When I came out, clean and dressed in new clothes, my bag had 

been emptied out. Everything was organized neatly on the guest 

bed. All my jerky was stored in large Ziploc bags, my 

notebooks stacked, with the few books I had stolen on top. My 

spices were also bagged, next to the jerky. The cd’s I had, their 

cases long cracked and broken, were stacked with the player 

and batteries on top of them. The water skins all hung on the 
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bedpost, and the tanning water skins on another. A towel was 

laid open on the bed, with all my knives and flint blades on it, 

and my old, worn hatchet laying along the side of it. The 

various things, twine, first aid kit, sewing kit, battered oil 

lantern, shaving kits, were all set inside the dented, discolored 

pot. My bag, all my fur clothes, what remained of my sleeping 

bag, the fur-covered blanket, and all the rolled up furs that 

hadn’t had a use were all gone. Heywood was in the other 

room, examining the metal claws set in the leather strap, which 

was drying with the other straps on the counter from being 

washed.  

“She has a sort of mad-on for dirt, doesn’t she?” 

“Yeah. She already left to the cleaners with your fur 

stuff.” 

“So I noticed.” 

“I figured we could use some of your money and go 

buy you some new clothes. I’ll be a good step towards 

civilization.” 

“Works for me.” 

 

I spent a couple hundred dollars on new clothes, some 

for relaxation, some for work, when I found a job. Spent more 

on some new cds, and books. There were so many new bands I 

hadn’t heard of, and so many new albums from the ones I did. I 

never realized three years brought so much music to the world. 

I also didn’t realize how sneaky the complications were. I used 

to wear one thing, no matter what. Now I had to differentiate 

between ‘nice’ and ‘old’ and ‘work’ and ‘leisure.’ Every time I 

thought things like that, pressure built up inside me.  

After a few days, all my fur was back, folded as neatly 

as my Sunday best, and stored inside my newly cleaned bag 

along with my dry and empty water skins, canteen, and generic 

camping supplies. I looked for work during most days, and 

when I wasn’t looking, I was at the condo with Allison. We got 

along pretty well, now that I wasn’t dressed in what she called 
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‘the suit of dead things’ or wearing knives. She liked to rib me 

a lot about my hair and beard. She said I would never find 

decent work, or go on a decent date, looking like a hippie Jesus. 

I agreed to get a haircut, but not before Heywood took pictures 

of the hair and beard. He was taking pictures of everything with 

a giddy sort of zeal. The entire taming process was becoming a 

matter of photographic record. I told him it was just because he 

needed a follow-up to his scrapbook of wolfman news. He said 

that every good book needs an ending. 

The job hunt didn’t really go much better with short 

hair. I had been missing from the world at large for coming on 

four years, and most employers didn’t look too fondly on that. 

It brought them no comfort when my only explanation was that 

I was traveling around on my own. It concerned them that I 

might not take orders well, if I was willing enough to leave 

everyone I knew for years. I might just leave again, and they 

would have to hire someone else. After a little less than a 

month of searching, I played the ace up my sleeve. The run-

down diner at the edge of town, where I first came in, which 

was apparently called Mel’s Diner, although they left Mel off 

the sign out front. When I walked through the door with new 

clothes, and a haircut, I don’t think they recognized me at all 

from the first time I walked in there. I was all at once the most 

clean-cut person in the building, and that gave them comfort. 

When I asked for the job, they interviewed me where I stood. 

Most of the application consisted of having me cook something, 

and then eating it. They had pretty fast turnover for cooks, 

which is probably why my absence from seemingly all 

civilization wasn’t much of a problem, and Melanie, the owner 

and manager, and the Mel from the title, was just glad she 

didn’t have to come in and cook herself anymore. The pay 

wasn’t amazing, but it was decent. Even at the worst eatery in 

town, Roseville was still the best place to be for business.  

I thought it was fitting, then, to take my first paycheck 

across the street and down a block, to the building that was 
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considered to be the Mel’s of apartments. Not to say that they 

were dirty, since they were still far form your average slum. 

They were just small, and sparse, with a few stains on the 

carpet, and maybe in need of a paint job. The super didn’t mind 

if I painted in there. So long as he didn’t have to do the 

painting. Up until then, I hadn’t gone to visit my family, yet. I 

wasn’t sure what to say. But Allison had been nagging me 

about it, and pointed out that I would have to, now, if I wanted 

all my stuff to put in my apartment.  

 

I was as nervous as I had ever been when I was waiting 

outside the door at my parent’s house. Our relationship was 

never fantastic. When they opened the door, they looked at me 

as though I was a girl scout selling broken or molding cookies 

nobody wanted. And they stood there like that for quite a while, 

before inviting me to come in. It wasn’t a warm invitation. 

They sat down, never once taking their stare away from me, 

and asked what it was that could be important enough to make 

me actually talk to them. I told them that I was back in town, 

and wanted to see them.  

“And how long are you back for?” 

“I have an apartment, in Roseville.” 

“Must be making good money then.” 

“It’s not bad money. I’m a cook at a small diner near 

the apartment.” 

“So you were learning how to cook while you were 

away, huh?” 

“I knew how to cook before I left.” 

“So what were you doing then?” 

“Traveling around. Living in the woods.” 

“Hitchhiking and stealing?” 

“No. Walking, and hunting.” 

“And that kept you so busy that you couldn’t send us a 

letter? Call, maybe?” 
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“There aren’t really phone lines or post offices in the 

middle of the forest.” 

“And there weren’t any towns nearby?” 

“I have been in exactly four towns in between the time I 

left, and the time I got back. Usually for a few hours before I 

left again. And never did the townsfolk welcome me in to let 

me make a long-distance call on their phones. The only people 

happy to see me were the homeless.” 

“I’ve heard they are very accepting of their own kind.” 

“I was never homeless. I lived in the forest. All the 

forest was my home.” 

“You don’t look like you just came in from the forest. 

Do they have barbers there?” 

“I’ve been back for over a month.” 

“So you were back that long without visiting?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Is it that hard to see your parents?” 

“When you act like this, yeah, it is. What the hell am I 

supposed to do? I’m sorry I was gone for so long without 

calling. I told you I would be fine, and I was. It took me this 

long to see you because I knew you would be upset like this, 

and I didn’t have the energy or the courage to come face it. We 

all knew I needed a break, needed to get out of here for a while, 

and that’s what I did. I was happy, I was healthy, and I didn’t 

die. If you don’t want to see me, then tell me where my stuff is, 

I’ll pay you for whatever storage fees you made, and I’ll get out 

of your hair.” 

“And if you go, how long before we see you again?” 

“However long you want. I’ll be in the phone book.” 

They stared at me a while, with their unchanging faces.  

“We just missed you is all. We were worried. We 

thought you were probably killed hitchhiking.” 

“You would have seen on the news if I had been. 

Someone would have called.”  

“You never know.” 
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Mom got up and went to the kitchen to offer me food. 

Dad started telling me what all they did with my stuff. It was 

packaged and stored in a unit, aside from a few boxes that they 

kept at home. After a year, they stripped the old Ford for parts 

and sold them off one at a time, until nothing was left. A year 

or so later, when they decided I may never come back, they 

sold my car, too. I called Heywood, so he could rent a truck and 

help me move the stuff in. I apparently didn’t have any vehicles 

of my own anymore, on top of which, I still didn’t have a 

driver’s license, and didn’t really want one. There were several 

hours of awkward conversation and stories told back and forth, 

with little effect. They could still see little to no value in what I 

had been doing, and I still couldn’t see a little bit of joyfulness 

in their lives. When Heywood showed up, he brought with him 

pictures to give my parents. Seeing Heywood was the one thing 

that broke their barriers of monotone disinterest. They greeted 

him with hugs and smiles, and asked if the gossip was true 

about him and his wife having a baby. They talked a while, and 

then he handed them a small stack of pictures. On top was the 

one of me standing in the guest room on the first day. They 

looked at it, and creased their brows. They thanked Heywood 

and set them on the table, without looking further. We loaded 

up the few boxes that were still at their house, and then drove 

over to the unit, with the key, to claim the rest. Heywood tried 

to comfort me that at least I had seen them, so the hardest part 

was over. He was sure they would come around, they just 

weren’t real emotional people, and it was an emotional thing, 

seeing their son again after so long. I wasn’t as confident as he 

was about that, but I didn’t say so out loud. I was just happy to 

be able to actually move into the new place, and relax. Beds 

weren’t quite as comfortable as hammocks, but they sure beat 

the floor. 

 

At the storage unit, we saw Randy, a kid we went to 

school with. He was surprised to see me, since he had heard 
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rumors of my disappearance some years ago, and the topic still 

came up among reminiscent evenings at the bar sometimes. He 

talked the entire time we loaded up the u-haul, and was still 

chattering away up until I finally closed the door, and said 

goodbye through the window. I had never been so glad to be 

cramped in a car. At the apartment, we unloaded, and talked a 

while before Heywood had to bring the truck back. I stayed up 

all night putting everything in its place. There was a shelf in the 

top of the closet that I reserved for my bag, full of un-used fur 

and travel equipment, and the few pairs of old clothes I walked 

out of the woods with. Every once in a while, I would put them 

on, take a knife and a throwing blade or two, and go into the 

woods. It would be nice to spend a day walking around, and 

catching lunch. When everything was finally put away, and the 

sun was coming up, I took a good look around. It wasn’t quite 

home yet. The few people I had interacted with I didn’t enjoy, I 

hadn’t even begun to meet new people, or to date, and I was 

still too uncomfortable with cars to even consider driving one, 

but I had a job, and I had some place to live. Not to mention 

Heywood and Allison. It was a start. 
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The day finally came, when Allison had to be taken to 

the hospital. After seemingly endless hours of waiting and 

pacing, and worry that even Casey’s jokes couldn’t alleviate, 

she gave birth to a little baby girl, and we named her Victoria. 

Never in my life could I have imagined I would feel so much 

love for something so slimy and loud and ugly as I did then. I 

cried with joy. The nurse didn’t even need to wash her off. I 

would have been happy if slime was her natural state; would 

have taken her home right then, so she could leave ooze trails 

as she crawled along. She could be daddy’s little slug, and she 

would be beautiful for it. 

But she did get cleaned off, and she stopped screaming. 

She slept in my arms, pink and chubby. Even Casey, who I had 

never known to be a huge fan of children, was watching her in 

wonderment. ‘Little pink stay-puff,’ he said, watching her 

sleep. When the doctor released her, we went home, and Casey 

went back to developing a new life.  

He was working harder than I had ever seen a man 

work before, always doing something. He painted the outside of 

Mel’s, and painted a sign to hang underneath the neon one that 

actually said ‘Mel’s Diner’ on it. After that he painted the 

inside, too, whenever they had a lull in customers and he wasn’t 

needed in the kitchen. He tore down all the old prints of 

paintings of English townhouses and cobblestone landscapes 
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with a streetlamp glowing, and painted new pictures to hang in 

their stead. He did so much, in fact, to improve the look of the 

place, not to mention the food, that he got a raise. It was the 

first raise that had ever been given at Mel’s. A few more 

customer’s started stopping in on their way to town, off the hill. 

Casey’s cooking was slowly raising the reputation of what had 

once been easily the worst diner in town.  

He started to write again, too. He said he did some 

writing while he was in the woods, but for the most part he 

didn’t feel the need to. He said mostly he just wrote journals, 

things he did and saw and so on. But now he was writing short 

stories, to try and get in magazines, and short articles that he 

regularly mailed to the editor of the local newspapers. Some of 

them were good enough that the editors were all too happy to 

print them, so long as he didn’t expect payment. They sent 

letters, encouraging him to write and send more, since it was so 

hard to get editorial stories, and public interest pieces, which 

were worth reading. The only thing he asked for return was that 

the paper send someone to review his diner. When the new 

cooks came, he would teach them to make food the way he did, 

to give the customers consistency and quality.  

But as busy as Casey was, and as much adapting he was 

doing to this new life of his, he would still show up at our place 

for dinner, or to talk. Sometimes we would see him sitting next 

to the baby’s crib, in the dark, telling her stories about the 

animals of the forest, or how beautiful the sunrise was when it 

reflected off a large lake, shining and burning like a massive 

lake of fire. He stared at it until his eyes hurt, and even then he 

couldn’t turn away. He wished beauty like that on Torrie. 

The only people he saw aside from us were the ones 

who came to his restaurant, though. He didn’t go out much, and 

he didn’t look up any of our old friends. If he ever saw any of 

them, it was just because they stopped by the diner, and 

stumbled across him. Part of his failing desire to see old faces 

might have come from Claire. When the Arbor Hills paper did a 
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review of Mel’s, she read about it and stopped by. He had 

developed the habit of coming out to greet people whenever he 

had a moment, and to look over the crowd. He liked being able 

to watch if the patrons were enjoying the food or not. When he 

came out that day, she recognized him. She was as friendly and 

full of stories and gossip as ever, asking him where he had 

disappeared to, and filling him in on her past few years. Casey 

didn’t even have to prompt her, just stand there. He was 

somehow able to be in the conversation without saying a word. 

She told him about her new job, and the way all her 

relationships were failing. She had even been engaged for a 

while, before she came to her senses. The came to a realization 

that every guy she had dated for the past six years was a 

complete ass. She laughed and slapped his shoulder and said he 

was almost one of them. Did he remember when he was trying 

to get her to go out with him, and he drew her that picture? She 

thought he had to have been up to something, trying to brag or 

act like some suave romantic. She kept laughing and talking 

before he finally gave up on her ability to end a conversation, 

and excused himself to return to the kitchen.  

When he told me about it, he was acting as though it 

was just a common conversation, with a random patron. I think 

it might have upset him more than he let on. It brought back 

feelings, things he hadn’t much liked the first time around. I 

could see, when there was a break in conversation, or when he 

was doing the dinner dishes, reminders reflecting in his eyes. 

All the reasons he had to leave in the first place, cycling 

through again and again. But, then he would push them away 

for awhile, and the conversations and laughing would go on.  
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IN WHICH CASEY DISCOVERS THE COMPANY 

INK 

 

 

 

 

 

I was working as hard as I possibly could to stay busy. 

When I was busy, there was plenty to do and think about, and 

activity a-plenty. It was when there was nothing to do that I 

started thinking too much, started missing the simplicity. I 

painted a picture, a self-portrait, I suppose, of me in my fur 

clothes, standing on a ridge, looking out over a valley. I painted 

a small plaque, to hang beneath it.  

 

 “Idle Hands Are the Wolfman’s Playthings” 

 

As time passed, I started to think of him as another 

person. I would look at the painting with much the same view 

old Vernon Kraft must have seen when he was finding claw 

marks in trees and flint blades in hunters’ legs. He was free and 

simple and far away from civilization.  

“How is it possible that you are everything I am not? 

You never would have found yourself living in a third story 

apartment full of furniture, serving people their lunches and 

dinners for money, would you? What do you think about what 

I’m doing now?” 

He never replied.  
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But I would think about the good things, too. Heywood 

and Allison, and little Torrie. She was fascinating to watch. She 

could recognize voices, but not understand what they were 

saying. She didn’t care what you were telling her, so long as 

you were talking, and you were happy. She had a hard time 

learning how to use her hands, too. She would see something, 

and want it, but her hands would flail about, like an eel on the 

ground. It made her so pissed. Those were the reasons to stay.  

 

I found myself writing a lot of short stories, too. Stories 

about people fed up with the way society was. Some tried to 

change it, some tried to fight it, some tried to run away. Few of 

them ever succeeded. The stories themselves weren’t bad. I sent 

them to magazines on a regular basis, but every one was 

returned systematically. I had doubts that anyone was actually 

reading them. Then again, I didn’t read them myself, so how 

could I blame them? 

The diner was the best place for me to put my energy. It 

was the first thing I had seen when I came to this town, and was 

a fair representation. Small and dirty and nowhere near as good 

as it should have been. Maybe that’s why I worked so hard on 

it. Trying to prove it could be a better place than it was, turning 

something old and crusty into something nice. There were more 

customers than ever before, and the ones we had seemed to like 

the food more. Everything was grilled now, instead of fried on 

skillets. Open flame, and less fat. Simple foods, with strong 

tastes. It was a popular change. People even seemed to like the 

paintings I did to replace the pathetic serial mall-bought 

watercolors that had been hanging. Melanie finally went around 

and put small price tags on them, because people were asking 

after them. Every time someone bought one, I would paint 

another to put in it’s place. And every time she sold one, Mel 

would joke about being the only diner in the down with a cook 

that paints. Maybe oils were the special ingredients in my 

foods, what made them so colorful. An elderly woman heard 



 131

that once, and refused to finish her meal. She was afraid of 

ingesting oil paint and dying.  

 

Being the cook there did bring me to meet some 

interesting people, though. Shannon, I think, was especially 

nice to meet. While I was standing by the counter, looking over 

the crowd to see how well my food was being received, 

Melanie brought this cute redhead over to see me, telling me 

someone was asking about the paintings. She was wondering if 

any of the places that were painted were real, and what the 

abstracts meant. I pointed out some of the places, as best as I 

knew. I didn’t know the actual names of most of the places I 

had been over my time in the forests. The only names I had I 

got from Kraft’s book. I remembered the occasional camper, 

who, then, were claimed to be near such a lake. I named them 

as best I could. I pointed out that some of the abstracts were 

pictures of the wild, too. If you squinted your eyes at them, 

from a distance, you could see the shapes blur together, to look 

like a lake in a valley, or a river cutting through the trees, or a 

waterfall. Others represented hunters fighting with nature, and 

so on. The more questions I answered, the more she came up 

with. She started asking what kinds of brushes I used, and what 

brands of paint.  

“You don’t really want to know about my brushes and 

paint.” 

“No. I want you to ask me out. But I’m running out of 

questions to ask you until you do.” 

“Oh. I see. Do you want to go to dinner? Or 

something?” 

“Yes. Yes I do. And, might I add, I am completely 

caught off guard by your asking me that.” 

“Yeah, well. I’m crafty that way, I suppose. The Ninja 

Cook: you never see me coming.” 

“What’s your name, ninja?” 

“Casey.”  
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“Hi Casey. I’m Shannon.” 

“Nice to meet you.” 

“If I give you my phone number now, will you catch on 

that I want you to call me?” 

“Probably, but it’s really hard to tell.” She wrote down 

the number, and handed it to me. 

“Well, do what you can.” 

“I will. I have to go though. As long as I’m out here, 

there are orders not being cooked.” 

“Okay, I’ll hear from you later, right? Like tomorrow? 

Maybe even tonight?” 

“We shall see.” 

 

She was bold and cute, and full of wise-ass comments. 

Of course I was going to call her that night. I would be insane 

not to. And thus was the first date I went on in years. And my 

first social outing with someone other than Heywood since I got 

back. I was excited. 

We went out to dinner a few days later. It was a nice 

place that Allison recommended, with suited waiters and wine 

lists. It was all very nice, and Shannon looked gorgeous.  

It became evident, though, that there would be 

questions I would have to answer, or have a hard time getting 

around. She asked why I didn’t have a car, or a license, if 

perhaps I lost it due to drunken negligence, or something. I told 

her I just…stopped driving. The license expired, and I never got 

it renewed. Questions like what did I do before I worked at the 

diner, and how I found myself living in Roseville were equally 

hard. I had to dance around the years I was gone, telling her I 

moved because a friend lived there, and I traveled a lot between 

the last job and the diner. I wasn’t lying, really, but I felt bad 

having to expose only certain aspects of the truth in order to 

make myself look more normal, and stable.  

She was amazing, though. Still in college, studying 

communications and sociology. She wanted to do market 
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research, or advertising, or both. She was sexy, and interesting, 

and every time she opened her lips, she said something 

hilarious. It was a great date, and we both had a good time.  

She called me a week later, saying she wanted to do 

something again. She thought since I seemed to like the 

outdoors so much, we should go see the animals, and then go 

for a hike, and find somewhere nice to eat under the trees. It 

was the best idea for a date I had ever heard in my entire life. 

The beautiful forest, and a beautiful girl. What could be better?  

She picked me up in front of my building, and drove to 

a Zoo on the outskirts of Minneapolis. It was large, and 

crowded with kids of all kinds. We walked around slowly, 

taking our time to look at things. The more we saw, the guiltier 

I felt. These animals probably didn’t know there could be a 

better life than being in a cage, or a cement pit, with a habitat 

built in the center of it. Most of them were probably born in the 

zoo. Even worse were the ones who were captured to come 

there. Born free, hunting for food, sleeping in the sun, and 

suddenly, that’s all gone. Men in jeeps and helicopters come, 

catch them, and here they are. Eating cold chunks of meat, 

thrown in through metal doors every day. Only able to run 

thirty or forty feet before they hit a wall of concrete, and the 

menace of electricity. Small, tiny, demonic versions of the same 

beasts that caught them in the first place yelling at them every 

day, throwing peanuts and plastic toys.  

These thoughts were distracting me, and I started to 

lose my focus on my conversations with Shannon. She started 

noticing when I had to have almost everything repeated. A 

small boy stole his sister’s rattle and threw it at a sleeping tiger. 

I didn’t even realize I had crushed my ice cream cone until 

Shannon was dabbing at the ice cream dripping down my hand 

with a napkin. She asked why my face was read, and followed 

my eyes to the little boy, cackling and screaming and looking 

for something else to throw, while his parents talked to their 

friends. She caught on, and suggested maybe we move on with 
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our day. She was going to be hungry before too long, she said, 

and she wanted to be able to hike before we ate. I smiled at her, 

and thanked her for the wonderful idea.  

 

We drove back out, past Roseville, to a large park. On 

the way there, she talked about how much it bothered her that 

people didn’t control their kids better. I had a hard time 

expressing exactly how and why I hated seeing the animals 

there, and watching people abuse them. I expressed enough, 

though. I apologized for sounding so extreme about it. She 

laughed, and said it was alright, she didn’t think I was a tree-

hugger or anything. I pictured myself climbing up a tree, with 

my claws. It would be hard to watch me and argue that I was 

not, in fact, hugging a tree.  

At the park, there were trails for biking, and some for 

hiking. The air smelled like life, and growth. Spring time. I was 

feeling better than I had in months. Shannon told me she had a 

surprise for me. She opened the trunk and pulled out a picnic 

basket. I patted my pants pocket, feeling the two flat flint disks. 

Of course that hadn’t been what she meant when she said go to 

the forest and eat. I tried to push my embarrassment away, 

laughing at her surprise. I said I had been wondering what we 

were going to be eating. My stomach voiced its displeasure.  

There was a part of me that was very much looking forward to 

having rabbit. I took the basket for her, and we walked slowly 

down the trail. I was quieter than I had been, enjoying the peace 

and beauty of the forest. It may have been a park forest, but it 

was still beautiful. And I knew it had to connect to somewhere 

else. Somewhere, off those paths, if I headed north far enough, 

there was forest that stretched on and on. Every once in a while 

a biker would go flying past, kicking up dirt, or a loud family 

would meander by.  

“You look deep in thought.” 

“I suppose.” 

“And that thought is?” 



 135

“I like it here. It feels so alive. Clean. Smell that?” 

“You really do like nature, don’t you?” 

“Love it.”  

“Alright, nature boy. Where do you want to eat? Do 

you think there are any tables further up the path?” 

“I hope not.” 

“Why? You want to eat on the trail? We’ll get stepped 

on.” 

“No. This way.”  

I led her off the trail, into the thicker part of the forest. I 

saw a deer trail earlier, crossing the path, which probably meant 

there was a water source, if I followed it. 

 “What are you doing? We’re going to get lost.” 

“Balderdash. Trust me.” 

“Do you even know where you’re going?” 

“In search of a nice place to eat. See that over there?” 

“Yeah.” 

“That’s a rabbit trail. Its still early enough that there are 

whole litters of baby rabbits.” 

“Really?” 

“Yep. And, up there? That’s a deer trail. That’s where 

we’re going.” 

“To find baby deer?” 

“It should lead us to water. Probably to a nice clearing 

to eat in.” 

“If you say so. We’d better not get lost and have to be 

rescued, though.” 

“We won’t.”  

We walked on in quiet for a while. I was listening to the 

birds, and the rustling of the underbrush. It was like stepping 

back in time. I looked at some of the trees, and noticed how 

good they would have been for camping in, to watch people on 

the paths. Not too long on the path, I heard the faint sound of 

running water. When it got a little louder, I pointed it out.  

“See? I hear running water.” 
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“How close is it?” 

“Pretty close, I think.” 

Only a few minutes later, we came out at a small 

clearing. There was a slight decline, and then a narrow stream, 

only six inches deep, and two feet across. The water was crystal 

clear. I set the basket down on the log, and tasted the water. It 

was so cold, and pure.  

“Looks like you were right. You must spend a lot of 

time hiking.” 

“I used to.” 

“Not anymore?” 

“Well, I have the job. Apartment.” 

“So that was when you were traveling?” 

“Yes.” 

“You don’t talk about that a lot. Tell me about it.” 

I opened the basket, and set up the picnic. She seemed 

to like to woods, and genuinely wanted to know more.  

“You really want to know?” 

“Yeah.” 

“Well, I spent most of the time walking around the 

woods. Just, wandering, you know?” 

“Like camping trips?” 

“No. That’s where I lived, for the most part.” 

“For how long?” 

“Three and a half years.” 

She chewed on her food, thinking. 

“So you spent three and a half years in the forest? Were 

there people with you?” 

“No. Just me.” 

“How did you survive, without starving or freezing?” 

“Hunting. I brought blankets and clothes when I left, 

and by the time those were torn up, I had furs to mend them, 

cover them.” 

“Did you hunt with a gun, or bow and arrows, or did 

you just catch things with your bare hands.” 
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“Bare hands, in the beginning. I had a knife. And then, I 

learned to cut sharp stones I could throw.” 

“What do you mean?” 

I pulled the flints from my pocket, and handed one to 

her. 

“These.” 

“That’s sharp.” 

“They break that way, naturally. That’s why Indians 

used them for arrowheads.” 

“Why didn’t you use them for arrowheads?” 

“That’s hard. These are simpler. I just need these little 

things here. Watch.” 

I threw one at a mossy patch on a tree, by the deer path 

we walked in on. It made a satisfying smack noise, and sunk in 

deep enough to stick fast. 

“Why did you bring them today?” 

“Honestly…I wasn’t really thinking. You said ‘go to 

the woods and find somewhere to eat.’ My instinct to eat in the 

woods is to catch my own food.” 

“So you were planning on coming out here and killing 

something?” 

“I guess…yeah.” 

“Ew.” 

“It’s good. Roasted rabbit. Tastes amazing.”  

“That’s disgusting. Poor little rabbit.”  

“I don’t do it to be mean. I don’t let things go to waste, 

I save the fur and leave the parts I don’t eat for coyote and 

small animals.” 

“But you kill them. Why? Couldn’t you just, go to a 

store?” 

“The meat at a store is killed, too.” 

“But you don’t have to go up and stab it first. It’s killed 

by professionals.” 

“That makes it better?” 

“Yes!” 
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“Well, there aren’t butcher shops in the forest.” 

“Why were you there anyway?” 

“Where? The forest?” 

“Yes.” 

“Peace. I loved it out there.” 

“So you just…left?” 

“Pretty much. I packed my bags, and left a note for my 

family and friends, and walked into the woods.” 

“And stayed for three and a half years.” 

“Yes.” 

“Why? Why leave, why stay so long?” 

“I liked it there. I didn’t fit in with society, I didn’t like 

it there. The forests were home.” 

“Oh.” 

She sat and ate slowly, playing with the flint in her 

hand. She didn’t say anything for the longest time, and I had no 

idea what she was thinking.  

“Can we go back now? I have to pee.” 

“I don’t think the animals will mind if you go in the 

woods.” 

“No. I like bathrooms.”  

She stood up and handed me back the stone disc, and 

then started packing up the leftover food into the basket. I 

offered to carry it for her, and she declined, said she could carry 

it. She didn’t say much on the way back to the trail, or all the 

way back to where her car was parked. When she dropped me 

off at my apartment, I offered for her to use my bathroom, if 

she wanted. She declined again, and drove off.  

I didn’t hear from her again. I called once, and left a 

message, but she never called back, and she never showed up 

the diner again. 
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Casey was a little upset about what happened between 

him and the redhead. He didn’t fully understand why exactly 

she decided that he wasn’t good enough to be around. 

Truthfully, I didn’t either. I did know that he worried people a 

little, with his past lifestyle. He wasn’t exactly quick to 

embrace anything society had to offer, and he seemed 

absolutely numb to concepts of money and financial 

achievement. He didn’t really get why his apartment building 

was considered to be such an unsettling place to live, and to 

him, cooking at a small diner was just as fulfilling as being an 

architect at a large firm. I made people buildings, he said, and 

he made them food. I didn’t understand why that would bother 

some people as much as it did.  

I tried to fix him up with some of the girls from work. 

Told them that a friend of mine was new to town, and he was 

lonely. Dating wasn’t going well for him, and showed Them a 

picture of him. Not the one of him wearing fur and claws. The 

after picture, with a haircut and new clothes. Some of them 

were bothered by his lack of economic understanding. I guess 

they didn’t mind as much that he worked at a small diner and 

lived in a small apartment, but it made them a little mad that he 

viewed what he did as being as important as what they did, and 

felt no need to improve his life station. A few were a little 

pissed of by his views on current political standings, and the 
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un-ashamed, blunt way he voiced his opinions. Two of them 

called him a communist and a terrorist after the dates were 

over. One woman was actually mad at me, yelling at me for 

setting her up with him. Stormed in on Monday morning, and 

gave me an earful. Apparently, they went back to his apartment 

for dinner, and he hadn’t been expecting company. He had 

carvings made from bones sitting in the open, and was making 

something out of fur. She said there were piles of animal fur, 

sitting around. To hear her talk, you would think he had human 

skulls and elephant tusks horded in there. She still won’t speak 

to me if she doesn’t have to.  

The bone carvings actually impressed me. Some of 

them looked like the ivory figurines you might have been able 

to pick up in India before killing elephants for their tusks was 

illegal. He started doing it when he killed his first deer, he said. 

He didn’t want all the bones to go to waste, so he boiled them 

clean in his pot, and saved them. When he was sitting around, 

he would carve them with a knife. He’s gotten really good. He 

made me an entire set of chess-pieces carved form bone. The 

king and queen even have cloaks and robes made from real fur. 

He carves little animals, in intense detail, for Torrie, too. I 

asked him what he was working on with the fur, but he 

wouldn’t tell me. I had been curious for some time. He had 

quite a lot of it, when he decided to move here, and I knew he 

would use them for something.  

 

One night, on television, I saw a science fiction special 

on the Wolfman. It said that there had been new sightings all 

over the country and Canada. From Alaska to the Pacific 

Northwest, to New York, and South Carolina. There was even 

one claim on Greenland. Dr. Kraft was on there, irate at all 

these sightings. He argued extensively against the people who 

claimed that there was a whole species of nomadic wolfmen. 

He refuted their evidence as fake, and the scientists as frauds. 

His own people had been looking into almost all of the 
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sightings, and thought very few, if any, were real. He said he 

was starting to think the real Wolfman had been killed, 

probably by some lucky hunter. I taped the program for Casey 

to watch. He thought it was hilarious.  

When the newspaper started offering him freelance 

stories, he told them that if, for any reason, they ever wanted to 

look into the Wolfman thing, or interview Dr. Kraft for any 

reason, he wanted to be along for the job. Even if he didn’t get 

to write the report, he wanted to be there. They thought he was 

a fan, and one of the wolf-watchers. I think he had grown 

almost as fond of Dr. Kraft as Kraft was of the Wolfman. It was 

almost a common name. The two spoke of each other as old 

friends, although they had never really met. He even told the 

paper they could wave his fee on any such story. Which was 

more of a joke than anything, since they only gave him between 

fifty and eighty dollars for every story he did. He was glad just 

to have something to write for. Nobody was accepting the short 

stories yet. He was getting so many of them, that I told him he 

was going to have to put them together and start offering them 

as a book. It wasn’t a bad idea, as far as he was concerned. Just 

a little far-fetched. If people wouldn’t pay him for thirty pages, 

why would they pay him three hundred? But it was still 

something to think about. There were few things that Casey 

loved more than books, and the thought of making on excited 

him a little. 
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    CCHHAAPPTTEERR  2200    

IN WHICH THE WOLFMAN GETS 

JEALOUS 

 

 

 

 

 

Working at the diner, even before they gave me a raise, 

provided an interesting problem. All at once I was making more 

money than I knew what to do with. The rent at my little 

apartment wasn’t very much, even as low as it was, the owners 

had a hard time renting them out. So after paying for food and 

clothes and the occasional surprise, I had plenty left over. As a 

result, I spent a lot of time at bookstores. Almost all of the free 

time I had I spent reading. Even if I kept busy, I was still going 

through two books a week, and on a slow week, I would read as 

many as five. There was a large used bookstore halfway 

between Minneapolis and Roseville that I walked to frequently. 

They had a massive selection that was always changing, and I 

could get away with paying less than twenty dollars for almost 

any book. Most varied around ten, some were down to three.  

It was in the bookstore that I met Kelly. Kelly was 

trying to get a Thompson novel off the tall shelves while I was 

kneeling to search for any Andrew R. MacAndrew translations 

of Tolstoy. There were sounds of a struggle, and a hardback 

copy of The Proud Highway landed on the top of my head. She 

had dark eyes, and dark hair, and a cute little upturned nose, 

with freckles on it. I had a bump on my head, and blurry vision. 

I picked up the book, and held it up to her. 
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“I surrender, I surrender. Just, please, no more 

American epics. Throw poetry. Poetry is light.” 

“Well, I suppose I could go get a Poe collection…” 

“Good Lord, she’s trying to kill me.” 

“It was your suggestion.” 

“So is it just my taste in books you hate, or are you 

trying to claim this bookstore for your own?” 

“Would I be able to throw the entire Tom Clancy 

section into the street if I did claim it?” 

“If it pleases you.” 

“Oh, it would. Almost as much as knowing how you 

found a hardback copy of Palm Sunday” 

“I check, regularly, for such finds. If you would have 

looked five minutes ago, you would have beat me to it.” 

“Really?” 

“Yeah. Hey, you know what we sound like?” 

“What?” 

“Geeks.” 

“Oh?” 

“Yeah. Literature geeks.” 

“With English majors and pretentious vocabularies and 

memorized passages from Dickens?” 

“None other.” 

“Okay then. Definitely a good sign to spend more time 

doing something besides reading.” 

“And how.” 

“What is there besides reading?” 

“Um…Well, I saw a group of people lingering outside a 

Honda dealership on my way here…and several extremely 

overweight people milling about the fast food. Also: there were 

a lot of people going in and out of bars. And churches. Which 

seem to be suggestively close to one another.” 

“Yeah. I think I prefer being a literature geek. Even 

with Dickens quotes. It seldom makes me want to vomit 

afterwards, and in the books I read, there are not only plots, but 
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usually a visible separation between the good guys and bad 

guys.” 

“Fair enough. Geeks it is. Although, so long as you 

don’t tell anyone, I’m going to do everything I can to avoid 

Dickens.”  

“Your secret is safe with me.” 

“Thanks.” 

She turned back to the bookshelf with a nervous sort of 

laugh, and put the heavy book back on the shelf. She took a 

used copy of The Rum Diary, and then turned back to me, 

quickly.  

“What’s your name?” 

“Casey. And yours?” 

“Kelly. I have to go back to work, but, can I call you, 

maybe?” 

“Absolutely.”  

She wrote down my phone number on a piece of paper, 

and said goodbye, before walking off to the register with her 

books. I finished making my selection; The Cossacks, along 

with Cannery Row and Grand Central Winter. I thought about 

her smile the entire time I walked home. When I got there, I put 

some ice on my head, and lay down.  

 

The next morning the phone rang. I was expecting it to 

be Heywood, or maybe Kelly. It was my dad. He wondered if I 

couldn’t stop by, and see him. I didn’t have to work, so I 

walked over to their house. When I got there, we sat around the 

dining room table, drinking soda and making awkward small 

talk. I was regretting having gone in the first place, when my 

dad went and got the pictures that Heywood had given them. 

He sat next to me, and slid the pictures so they were between 

us.  

“Explain this suit to me, son. How does it work?”  

I explained how I made it out of clothes that had all but 

worn away, and how the fur made them nearly waterproof and 
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insulating. Having the cloth on the inside made the seams 

softer, and the leather not get sticky. He had apparently been 

sitting around looking at the pictures because he was full of 

questions.  

“What are those things on your hands?” 

“How does that cloak stay on?” 

“What is that?” 

“What are those pouches for?” 

When it old him how the cloak stayed on just by 

wrapping it around my shoulders and tucking the short end in, 

Mom nodded. It was sensible, like a scarf. I could wrap it 

around my head and face, if it was cold or rainy, and just 

around my shoulders if it was only a little cold. The claws 

impressed Dad the most. He wanted to know everything about 

them; how they worked, how I came to think them up. He was 

also fairly impressed by my flint blades. I told him what 

Heywood said about my ability to hunt, clean, and cook an 

animal, and he smiled with pride.  

Before I knew it, I was explaining to the both of them 

how I did everything, from making my bed to stalking animals, 

to making a fire. When I first left, they both assumed I would 

be hitchhiking, or stealing, or begging, and would be back in a 

month or less. When I didn’t come back, I had either found a 

job in another city and turned my back on them, or I was dead. 

They were honestly proud in learning that I had learned to 

survive in the wilderness on my own. They asked if I was ever 

attacked by wolves, or shot at by a mistaken hunter. I told them 

about the bear, and told them a little about the hunters who had 

tried to shoot me. I didn’t tell them the whole story. This 

version ended before anyone ended up disfigured or dead.  

After a few hours talking with them, things were better 

than they had been in a long time. Dad was happy knowing I 

had such common sense and ingenuity. Mom was happy 

knowing I knew how to take care of myself and survive 

comfortable in the woods. I wasn’t going to starve to death out 
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there. When I finally left, they told me they were sorry for how 

upset they had been, and how long it took them to call me back. 

They promised to call again. As I walked home, I asked the 

Wolfman what he thought about the last two days. Not only had 

I met a beautiful girl, but my parents respected me. He 

remained as silent as always, but I think his pointy little ears 

were burning at the insinuation that I could make it in society.  
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CCHHAAPPTTEERR  2211  
 

 

 

 

 

It was shaping up to be Casey’s lucky month. Things 

were going well for him all month long. Not long after meeting 

Kelly and making amends with his parents, he had a strange 

request at work. Some of the customers liked his work, and had 

bought some of his paintings before. They wanted some 

portraits specially done, to give to their parents for their 

anniversary. It was a series of four canvases. The largest was of 

the parents themselves. The other three were the families of 

each of their three children. There were several photographs 

they had taken, in order to give him something to work on. He 

had plenty of time to finish the paintings, and they were 

offering terrific money to do it. It was the first time someone 

had not only liked his work enough to buy it, but to then come 

back and ask him for something else. They told him to take 

liberties with the backgrounds, and the colors of their clothes. 

The only thing that was important was that it be possible to 

recognize in each picture which family it was. Casey loved the 

work, and had a lot of fun. He worked on it nonstop from the 

night after he was asked to paint the picture until it was done, 

five days later. The people were so happy with the work that 

they gave him an additional hundred dollars.  

Even more exciting was that a magazine called 

Stomping Grounds, a publication aimed at outdoor sporting; 

hiking, biking, camping and the like, had decided to print one 
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of Casey’s stories. He got a letter in the mail telling him that the 

editor had read and liked the story, and was planning on putting 

it in a future issue. The standard pay for this was only a 

hundred and fifty dollars, but it was better than nothing. And, it 

would be some previous publishing experience. Some 

contributor’s copies were included, so he would have 

something to put in his portfolio. He showed up at my place 

that night, waving it in the air like a victory flag, signed the 

agreement right in front of me, and mailed it back the next 

morning. We celebrated his start on the path to publishing. It 

was only a matter of time before his stories were in every house 

in the country.  

All the while, during these fortuitous events, things 

were going pretty well between Casey and Kelly. He told her 

up front on the first date all the things that seemed to scare 

other girls off. He told her he was more than happy with his 

station working at the diner, and that he had very strong 

opinions on personal economics and national politics, which, 

while he did not feel the need to debate them or discuss them at 

any viable opportunity, were very important to him. He told her 

of his love for art, and writing, and carving. He mentioned that 

he carved things out of bone as well as rock, and that he 

occasionally crafted things out of real animal pelts. And then he 

told her that, up until a year earlier, he lived in the woods, 

wandering around to Canada and back, for almost four years, 

living off the land, by himself.  

He told me that as soon as he got it all out, he held his 

breath. He was sure something would go wrong. ‘Even if she 

was alright with everything I said, which was a big if,’ he told 

me later, ‘she was bound to think there was something terribly 

wrong with my choice of shoes, and never want to speak to me 

again.’  

Contrary to his fears, she didn’t think there was 

anything wrong with anything he told her. She said that she was 

constantly changing jobs, and she was glad to hear he had one 
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he was proud of. She was especially happy to hear that his job 

meant he would be able to cook for her. So long as he wasn’t 

homeless and drunk and constantly begging her for money, she 

didn’t mind that he didn’t have a lot of money to spend. And 

she didn’t mind that he didn’t have a car, either. It was very 

green of him, she said. She also told him that she had no fear of 

political opinions and socioeconomic theories. Some of the best 

writers in history were as stubborn and liberal as they could be. 

She even told him that she thought his living in the woods by 

himself was romantic, and sexy. Like a less bitter Thoreau, 

choosing peace and solitude and virtue over misery and society. 

She asked if she could someday see his supplies and clothes 

form those days.   

His favorite part was that she actually asked to see the 

stuff he had written. When he showed her a few stories, she 

loved them, and wanted to read more. He asked her how much, 

and she said all of it. Everything he had ever written. He was 

taken. Nobody had ever expressed more than a casual or polite 

interest in his writings before.  

And how he went on about her! He thought she was 

gorgeous. ‘If there had been an ancient god of cute, it would be 

her twin.’ His exact words. She had taste in books and 

literature, and was able to suggest to him authors he had never 

heard of before. She hated pretentious writers, and openly 

scorned anyone with an English degree. She had a plaque over 

the door of her apartment that said the fans, books, or quotes of 

Charles Dickens weren’t welcome beyond the threshold. She 

did charcoal sketches, and carried the book in her car, in case 

she might be suddenly stricken with artistic impulse. She was a 

little bit shy sometimes, but when he got her talking, she would 

start flirting, and catch him off guard. She offered to sketch him 

nude.  

It was indeed an amazing month for Casey. 
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It was a fantastic month for everybody, all in all. I got a 

great new assignment, and Allison was going back to work. She 

told the gym she wanted to loose the baby weight before she 

started training again, or else her clients might accuse her of 

being a hypocrite. Of course, I didn’t mind in the least that her 

body was back to the perfect form it was in when I first met her 

in college. There was fun to be had there.  

Even little Victoria was full of fortune, as her first 

birthday rolled around. Friends and relatives we hadn’t heard 

from in years, and she had never seen, sent presents. She made 

out like a pirate. Hell, she made out like ten pirates. Casey had 

been carving a little statue of her, wrapped in a blanket. The 

baby was made out of marble, and had incredible detail. It 

looked exactly like a tiny white Torrie. The crib it lay down in 

was polished granite, and had silk lining in it. It took him 

months to make. When he started it, he didn’t think he would 

have much money. It turned out to be more beautiful than 

anything he could have bought her anyway.  
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CCHHAAPPTTEERR  2222    

IN WHICH FIFTEEN MINUTES GO BY 

 

 

 

 

 

It was a month since I sent back the agreement to the 

magazine, and I hadn’t received a check, or a confirmation yet. 

I had no idea in what month it was coming out, so I didn’t 

know when to look for it. Even though they told me I would 

receive contributors copies, I wanted to be able to pick up a 

magazine I had written for at the bookstore. For bragging 

rights, and inflated sense of self worth. I started mentioned that 

I had an article accepted in MAGAZINE when I sent things to 

other publications. I also told them I had a collection of short 

stories done, too. I hoped it would get me more paying jobs 

from magazines. Nobody had responded yet though.  

Kelly suggested I should send them some happier 

stories. Mine all had a negative tone to them. They were about 

dissatisfaction with the world, and abandonment of society and 

so forth, and it might upset people, or turn away readers. I 

wondered if maybe I should send a cover letter explaining how 

some of the stories were empowering, or the ways in which my 

characters achieved success, through revolution or escape. But, 

then, the people I was sending to were professional editors. 

They saw hundreds of stories a year, I’m sure they knew the 

point of view of the story, and the ways in which it is positive 

and negative. I thanked Kelly for her opinions, though, and 

trying to help.  
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Criticism is something I was used to, thanks to my 

parents. They always had more than enough laying around to 

give me. I think it was their way to try and make sure I always 

did the best I could, to succeed. They had a habit of dancing 

around it though, until you knew good and well they had 

something they wanted to say to you, and had enough time to 

try and guess what it was. 

 

I was trying to figure that very thing out, when they 

invited me over for dinner a week later. All night had been 

small talk, and little questions here and there, followed by those 

knowing looks between Mom and Dad. The looks of 

conspirators, communicating about when to spring the trap. In 

this case, the trap was about money. They had been thinking 

about where I had been, and had an idea on how I could get 

rich.  

“We thought you could tell someone, you know, who 

you are.” 

“There are people who are looking for you, you know.” 

“We see it on the news, every so often, this Wolfman 

business. If you went to them, and told them it was you, there 

might be something in it for you.” 

They wore the expressions of bankers discussing a loan, 

or businessmen trying to close a deal. 

“What do you mean something in it for me?” 

“Money, fame. You could go on television, do talk 

shows, tell your story. There might even be people looking to 

make a show about it. Or a movie even.” 

“I don’t think what I did in the woods is good enough 

for a movie.” 

“Why not? They had that one out a few years back, 

supposed to be about some kind of wolf-man. Why would they 

want an actor when they could have the real thing? You could 

leap and run as well as those guys did.” 
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“Because that movie had adventure. The Wolfman was 

fighting some poachers who were trying to kill him and some 

campers, or something. I hunted rabbits and deer, and walked a 

lot.” 

“You’ve got a story, though, right? Boy’s life gets 

messed up, boy runs away, and becomes a wolf-boy. Its enough 

of a story to get all kinds of people riled up about you, get you 

on the news.” 

“Its on the news because it’s a mystery. They don’t 

know who or what is really doing those things. There are claw 

marks, and its way up here, but things are missing that animals 

wouldn’t take, so people think its some kind of intelligent, half-

evolved animal. Do you think they would make a Bigfoot 

movie if they found out bigfoot was just some guy in a hairy 

suit walking around in the woods so his friend could tape him, 

and leaving big footprints with wooden carvings?” 

“Why not? It’s an answer to something they’ve been 

searching for. Like a detective movie, at the end, there is a 

truth. An answer.” 

“Most of them are searching because of what they think 

I am, or want me to be, not because of what I am. The man 

who’s done most of the research, and written three books, Dr. 

Kraft, he isn’t out there hoping that the Wolfman will walk into 

his camp and say ‘hey, put me on TV, make me a star.’ They’re 

hoping that if they ever find anything, they find someone who 

has gotten so fed up with everything, with wars and greed and 

lying and reality television, that he just left, to live a simpler 

life.” 

“And you did!” 

“I did. But I’m back here now. And if I tell those people 

who I am, it negates everything that made them want to find me 

in the first place. They like the Wolfman because he stands for 

something. Even if I wanted to tell them who I am, if I asked 

for money, I would be spitting in everything that they think I 

should stand for. They wouldn’t pay me for that.” 
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“You make it sound like they got some sort of religion. 

You’re not going to shatter anyone’s beliefs. Your just some 

kid who wandered around the woods for a while.” 

“I am. I never tried to be anything to anyone. But they 

still see that in me anyway. There are people who left their 

homes and their jobs to try and live off the land. People who 

moved to cabins away from everything and see a town maybe 

twice a year. Clubs who named themselves after me who pack 

away everything for a months at a time to form a community in 

the woods. Heywood saved all the articles he could, and I read 

about them. I don’t want to take anything away from them that 

they think might be an answer.” 

“Those people are just crackpots. They believe that 

Buddha will help them come back as a lion if they’re real good 

one day, and think Allah will punish them if they don’t kneel 

down and pray six time a day the next.” 

“Maybe, it doesn’t mean I shouldn’t feel bad about 

making them doubt themselves. Besides which, what if they’re 

right?” 

“Are you saying you think you should have your own 

religion?” 

“No. What if it is a terrible thing to do? I left because I 

didn’t like a lot of what was going on here. Sensationalist news 

and talk shows and reality television were a part of that. I’ve 

been back a year and I still don’t have a TV. Still don’t drive a 

car. Maybe I don’t think it would be right for me to go storming 

into some news office and start begging for money. I’m doing 

fine. I have an apartment, I have a job, I have enough to eat. I 

don’t need a lot more than that.”  

“You’re throwing away an opportunity here, Casey.” 

“But I’m keeping me convictions. And that happens to 

matter more to me than opportunity. If I ever get famous, it’ll 

be because of my writing. Maybe even because of my 

paintings. Not because I wanted my fifteen minutes for 

wandering around the woods.”  
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The evening didn’t really get a lot more cheerful after 

that. Everything they said to me was a veil for the fact that I let 

them down. The glances of conspiracy were exchanged for 

those of disappointment, and frustration. They didn’t 

understand how their son could turn away an opportunity to get 

rich and famous in one fell swoop. Without starting slowly, and 

taking my time with magazines and publishers. I hoped they 

would catch on eventually. Maybe not until something actually 

happened with the writing, but that would be soon enough for 

me. Until then, I would give them a copy of Stomping Ground 

with my story in it, and hope it tides them over. 
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CCHHAAPPTTEERR  2233  
 

 

 

 

 

Casey waited two months after signing the letter they 

sent before he called the Stomping Ground offices. I think the 

reason he waited that long is because he wanted his first 

publication to go down without any problems. He hoped if he 

waited and was patient, everything would go through. I don’t 

even think he would have really wanted to cash his check, even. 

He’d just as soon frame it, to remind him that he got paid for 

writing. But it didn’t work that way. And, after those two 

months slipped past, he called. The people he talked to weren’t 

very helpful. He couldn’t reach the editor, only a number of 

assistants. Every one of them claimed that they had a copy of 

the deal in front of them, and there was absolutely no mention 

of money. They never paid anything as high for first time 

authors. As a standard rule, a writer with little or no previous 

publishing was given fifteen contributors copies. That was all 

they knew, since it didn’t say on their screen what issue the 

story would come out in. Every time he tried to get transferred 

to the man who had signed the letter he got, he was 

disconnected. He called every phone extension he could find, 

but it didn’t matter. They all got him nothing but dial tone.  

He wondered if he could have been taken on a scam. He 

searched over the copy he made of the agreement time and time 

again trying to find some hint that they were trying to get his 

signature for some kind of credit theft or something. The letter, 
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and the office he reached when he called, both were the name 

of a real magazine, which he had seen on shelves before. 

Stomping Ground wasn’t exactly Time Magazine, but it was 

known among circles of enthusiasts as a great place for 

comparing equipment, finding new places to go, and reading 

stories related to the outdoors. There was nothing they could 

have gained by tricking him except for the story, which, while 

good, wasn’t one of his best, and wouldn’t have netted them 

enough profit to justify tricking him. If that was how the 

magazine worked, then they would eventually get a terrible 

reputation, and run out of writers. 

There was more worry in him than just the article, 

though. At the diner, the patrons were losing interest in his art. 

Before he was hired for the portraits he hadn’t sold a painting in 

months. He hoped that word would spread about his doing 

hired work, but it didn’t, and he hadn’t sold anything since. He 

said he could picture himself in five years, still having not 

having sold another painting, or seen his work in a printed 

publication.  

I tried to calm him down. I told him to take deep 

breaths, relax. To walk home, call Kelly, have her come over. 

She could work her wiles and cast a little spell on him so as he 

didn’t have a care in the world, and then sex him up to cool his 

nerves. He just sighed and put his head in his hands.  

“What? There’re more problems?” 

“Well, first off,” he raised his head to look me in the 

eyes. “you must promise me you will never use the phrase ‘sex 

you up’ around me again, or I will have your MTV 

disconnected.” He returned his head to his hands. “And 

secondly, I don’t think suggesting that type of activity is going 

to do anything for my nerves.” 

“You mean you two aren’t at that phase of the game 

yet?” 

“No, we’re there. Its just not very relaxing.”  

“Really? That’s peculiar. Why not?” 
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“Honestly? She’s wild, man. It caught me completely 

off guard when she started showing me that side, and ever 

since, I don’t even know what’s going on half the time.” 

“I don’t believe you.” 

“Seriously. I would have to film it and watch in slow 

motion just to keep track of everything.” 

“Do you think she would let you?” 

“Pretty sure. She’s been asking me about it for weeks.” 

“Wow. Twilight zone. So…what’s the problem?” 

“It’s confusing. Not just to the mind, but to the body. 

We change positions more often than a porno on fast forward, 

every time I get comfortable, we’re doing something else. All 

the while, she’s biting me and flailing around and saying off-

the-wall things. It’s impossible to tell if she’s even having a 

good time. Hell, I can’t tell if I’M having a good time.” 

“Ask her.” 

“If I talk, during, she starts making requests and 

demands of things to say.” 

“Requests?” 

“Yes. For the record, should it ever come up, jokes 

about camel’s and blowjobs do not count as ‘talking dirty,’ and 

if she asks you to insult her, do not, under any circumstance, 

tell her that her mother dresses her funny or her feet stink. That 

type of thing is liable to get you beaten. Or whipped. Or tied up, 

and whipped, then beaten.” 

“Can’t you request mellower sex?” 

“I can. And she complies. But as soon as it’s over, she 

wants to start in on the crazy, bizarre, drive-a-priest-to-drink-if-

he-heard-it-in-a-confession sex. And there’s no stopping her. I 

mean, if I repeated half of the stuff we’ve done, I’d die of 

embarrassment. And you know I’m neither prude nor shy. 

She’s just that wild.” 

“Your problem is so bizarre that, in trying to figure out 

how it might be a problem, I wish very badly my wife was 

home right now. I do not know what to tell you. Sit her down, 
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explain your situation, and ask for a quiet night, just to humor 

you. You can bring out the whips and chains tomorrow, when 

you have more energy.” 

“I guess that’s my only option, right?” 

“Pretty much. Now, if you excuse me, I’ve got little 

over an hour before Ally comes home to find someone to watch 

the baby tonight, buy some lotions and whipped cream and 

licorice ropes and whatnot, and try and locate some pep-pills of 

a penile nature.” 

For my part, I learned that Allison was not keen on the 

concept of having a camera handy for instant replays.  

I hoped Kelly was more accommodating, so that Casey 

could get a little bit of rest. It really bothered me, seeing him so 

worried.  
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CCHHAAPPTTEERR  2244  

IN WHICH MA AND PA WOLF UP THE ANTE 

 

 

 

 

 

Kelly was asleep in the bed next to me. I had been 

watching her sleep for a while, so innocent and cute and 

harmless looking. My left leg had gone numb from hers being 

wrapped around it, but I was afraid to move it. I was afraid she 

might wake up, and of what I knew would happen if she did. I 

wasn’t able to get much sleep, since every time I did a 

nightmare interrupted it, and was past being exhausted. I 

needed a moment’s peace, to reflect, before the world became 

chaotic and beyond my control again.  

I felt like I was a paper doll in a windstorm, tossed and 

spin around at the whim of the uncaring skies, ever since I left 

my parents house the night before. They called me up and 

wanted me to come over. My dad’s voice was slow, and stern, 

just as it is when he has something to say that he’d rather not 

have to. I was hoping it would be an opportunity to set things 

right about the fame conversation. I hadn’t seen them since I 

left that day, and only heard from them once. The argument 

wasn’t mentioned, and nobody apologized. If there was 

anything Dad didn’t like saying, it was that he was wrong, and 

he was sorry.  

When I got there, the mood was quiet and solemn. I sat 

at the dining room able, and started our usual round of small 

talk that precedes any meal or conversation. Their replies were 
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always curt and short, and devoid of eye contact. After several 

long minutes of short conversation, Mom left the room, and 

returned with a stack of three books that were familiar to me by 

now. They were Dr. Kraft’s books. The first, earliest one, full 

of theory and speculation, and wild reports, the second, with 

narrower logic, and more fact, and the third, with all it’s 

evidence and proof and research. The development of a myth in 

the era of evidence and laboratory investigation.  

“We got the books written by that Doctor Kraft you 

mentioned.”  

“There was actually a whole small section devoted to 

the Wolfman, but the clerk said these were the most factual.” 

“We were hoping to learn more about what you were 

doing, and some of those people who thought you stood for 

something.” 

“Your father and I were still thinking we could find a 

way to talk you into the movie idea. If we knew what these 

people were so fascinated by, we could find a way to make it 

work, to give them what they wanted while still giving you 

what you needed.” 

They were quiet again for a moment, looking absently 

at the books. Through the books, rather, into whatever it was 

that they were struggling with. 

“Did you see what I was talking about, then? What they 

see the Wolfman as standing for?” 

“We saw a lot more than that.” 

“Like what.” 

“We saw that you were much less than the hero all 

those poor people think you are. Blinded by their adventurous 

notions of how you live to see what you really are.” 

“What am I, then?” 

“A criminal.” 

It was becoming clear to me that this was not going to 

be an apology at all. Mom was too upset to talk anymore. She 

left it up to Dad to finish the job. 
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“Did you even realize what you were doing to all those 

people?” 

“What people?” 

“All those campers, those hikers! We thought we raised 

you with a little bit of morals, with the sense to tell the 

difference between right and wrong! We taught you to work for 

what you wanted, to earn a living! And then what do you do? 

You turn your back on us! You run away, and spit in the face of 

everything we taught you!” 

“I wasn’t spitting in the face of anything.” 

“Oh? What do you call all those people you terrorized, 

huh? People who were just trying to have a nice vacation, spend 

a little time together. And as soon as they go to sleep, you 

sneak in, you rummage through all their personal belongings, 

and you steal from them. Just take whatever you want, clothes, 

food, books, whatever happens to suit your fancy! Did you ever 

think about them? Spending their lives in cities where they have 

to have three locks on their doors just to keep people from 

coming in and taking whatever they want as if they owned the 

place, and then they go to the middle of nowhere, for a break 

from it all, and here you come, worse than the people in the 

cities!” 

“Your making it sound worse than it was.” 

“Oh really? Did you ever stick around until morning to 

see if they were upset by what you did? Did you wait by the 

campfire to ask them if they minded you taking their things, 

and just tossing everything you didn’t want around like you 

were trying to make a mess? Did you for once think that you 

might be traumatizing them, making them feel unsafe even in 

the forest, miles away from everything?” 

“For Christ’s sake, nobody, nobody should go into the 

woods thinking that they are the only living thing. For every 

campsite I took something from there are a dozen more that 

were visited by bears, or raccoons, badgers, who scattered 

things indiscriminately and took whatever they wanted.” 
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“Those are animals, that’s what they do! It’s a 

completely different thing, they don’t know its wrong!” 

“Well, its what I did, too, and it wasn’t all that wrong. 

It’s not like I was stealing their children’s college funds or their 

grandfather’s priceless gold watch. I took food. I took old 

clothes. I took extra supplies. Nobody was stranded because of 

what I did, nobody was hurt. I only ever stole from two kinds of 

people; campers who could afford the minor losses, who were 

decked out in the most expensive supplies and every 

convenience from home, who weren’t there to respect the 

forest, who dumped their food wrappers and chemical toilets 

out on the plants when they left, or hunters who were taking 

more than they needed and using un-sportsmanlike methods. 

People who were out there to kill as many deer as they saw 

with high-powered rifles with long-distance scopes and night 

vision goggles. And the only people whose belongings I 

scattered were the ones who specifically pissed me off.” 

“You think you can justify it? That you can make it 

seem right? So what if they brought things from home, or it was 

just food. It was still theirs. And you did it from hundred of 

people. Hundreds!” 

“Yeah, I can justify it just fine. The twenty dollars in 

food I took, the spare pair of clothing, are worth the price of the 

damage they cause. Forest fires, littering, animal population 

loss. These people act like the whole world is just their big 

playground. Like they are the only thing in the world that can 

feel, can think, can live a life worth living! The cheese I took 

came from animals who spent their entire lives giving and 

giving to people, knowing constant infection and neglect and at 

the end, all they get is death, to be turned into dog food because 

they aren’t good enough for people anymore. I wasn’t out there 

on some weekend camping trip, it was my home, and where I 

belonged. Those animals were my neighbors, we shared the 

same world. And they were better neighbors than anyone has 

ever had back here. And, you know, yeah, there were hundreds. 
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But that’s what that book is, it’s a collection of sightings. It’s a 

list of everyone who ever saw or had suspected contact with 

me. Even your beady-eyed president hurts people, you know. In 

fact, I would bet my life, the lives of anyone, that if you took a 

list of people who had been hurt in some way, directly or 

indirectly, by his actions, even just in a three-year period, you 

would have a volume ten times as big as that book. You would 

have hundreds of thousands! Don’t expect me to feel bad 

because a few rich campers had to buy a new pair of jeans or a 

new tent.”  

“You don’t get it, do you? Didn’t you learn anything we 

tried to teach you?” 

“Like what? The fact that the only way I would ever 

amount to anything is by working for someone better than me? 

That being subservient to managers and customers and 

governments and politicians and wealthy people I had never 

even seen is more important than my ideas, my goals, and my 

dreams? That my existence was such a burden on humanity that 

I would have to give up everything I wanted to be and half of 

everything I had just to pay them back? I was listening. I 

learned. I didn’t like the message I was getting, so I found a 

new one.” 

“So it’s all our fault, huh? We did such a rotten job of 

raising you that you think there’s some honor in stealing and 

going around ruining people’s things? Fair enough. Are we the 

one’s responsible for you deciding it was good to hurt people, 

too?” 

“Hurt who? The noble warriors who wanted to shoot 

me with laser-sighted weapons?” 

“Wouldn’t you try to shoot someone who was tearing 

your campsite to shreds? Defend what’s yours?” 

“Oh, I don’t know, I stole a few guns from hunters over 

the years. I never really felt the need to go around shooting the 

people who were tearing up my forests, to defend my home.” 
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“No, why shoot them when you can cut them to ribbons 

with metal claws!” 

“Hey, they were defending their stuff, I was defending 

myself. I didn’t seek out hunters to fight, we stumbled into each 

other. Am I supposed to let them shoot me? Hell no, I fought 

back, and got away. None of them were hurt that bad. Most of 

them probably didn’t even need stitches.” 

“What about the bar fight in Ignace? Several men were 

bleeding so bad they had to be hospitalized.” 

“It was a fight they started. I was just hungry and cold. 

They attacked me, and were armed with knives and guns. I 

didn’t even have my claws yet then.” 

My father’s voice got very cold, and quiet. 

“What about the man you killed?” 

“If you’re driving down the road, and a driver is coming 

straight for you, who has been drinking himself into oblivion, 

and he swerves to miss you at the last minute, crashes, and dies, 

did you kill him?” 

“You won’t even take responsibility for it?” 

“For his death? Not entirely, no. I take responsibility for 

scaring him shitless and slicing him up. I take responsibility for 

beating him within an inch of his life. But he took that last inch 

himself when he got into a truck, piss drunk, hauling a flaming 

camper that amounted to little more than a ticking bomb on 

wheels.” 

“He wouldn’t have gotten into the truck if it weren’t for 

you!” 

“Not right at that moment, no. But he was drunk, he had 

a lot more to drink, and from how full the back of the truck was 

with animal corpses, he was probably nearing the end of his 

camping trip. Which meant he still would have been driving 

drunk. Would it have been better if he crashed six hours later, 

or twelve? Would it have been better if both he and his buddy 

had died driving off a cliff a mile down the road, or in a head-

long collision with a station wagon full of kids on the road? I 
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regret that I had anything to do with the timing of his death, but 

I don’t feel sorry he died. He was a poacher, a drunk, and a 

shitty human being.” 

“He was still a human being. He had a wife, and kids, a 

job, and friends. Did you know about them? Put them in your 

equation? Did you ever think about him? Did you even wonder 

what his name was? It was Paul Armstrong. How about his 

buddy, the one you left for dead, unconscious and bleeding? 

His name was Holland Prescott.” 

“He survived.” 

“He’s crippled and disfigured. He lost an eye, he had to 

learn to speak with half an artificial jaw. He lost his job, and his 

wife. You ruined his life.” 

“I ruined his face. He ruined his life. His wife was 

probably aching to leave him anyway, maybe his boss, too. He 

was breaking rules, and playing risky games. He was drunk, 

playing with guns, shooting things up, shooting at me. If he 

hadn’t been doing that, he wouldn’t be crippled. His wife would 

probably still have left him, and he probably would have been 

fired by now for being a drunk. Everyone makes choices, and 

everyone has consequences. His got him hurt. Like I said, I 

regret being party to it, but I don’t take all the blame.” 

“So that’s it, then? All those things you did, and you 

don’t feel bad?” 

“No. I don’t.” 

“Well, I do. Your mother and I are sorry enough for 

everyone. Sorry that you stole from all those people, that you 

attacked them, that you hurt them, that you killed one of them. 

Sorry you led these people, Dr. Kraft and those watcher people, 

around the forest, letting them believe you were something 

special. Were sorry they didn’t see you as just a spoiled kid 

who didn’t want to play by the rules, so he moved to the woods 

where people wouldn’t punish him for breaking laws and 

committing crimes.” 

“Your pride makes my heart weep.” 
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“You said we all make choices, and have consequences. 

Well, this is yours, and our choice. We can’t forgive all these 

things you did. Looking at you here, with not a shred of 

remorse, I don’t think we would if we could. You’re a 

murderer. We should call the police. We should have them lock 

you away forever for all the things you’ve done. But we 

won’t.” 

“I appreciate it.” 

“We want you to leave now, and we don’t ever want to 

see you again. We’re done. Take these books, take whatever 

memories you want, and get out of here. You aren’t our son 

anymore. Our son would never have done these things. And we 

want you to stay away. If you come around here again, we 

won’t have any choice but to call the police.” 

I looked at my mother’s eyes, encased in tears, but just 

as cold as Dad’s. Her expression answered me before I could 

ask. This was it. They were serious. I picked the books up off 

the table, turned around, and walked out the door.  

 

When Kelly called later that night, I told her what 

happened. She rushed over, to try and comfort me. She spent a 

half hour, talking to me, trying to cheer me up. Told me to let it 

all go by, to not dwell on it, and always be so dark. ‘The bad 

things aren’t all there is to life’ she said. ‘You need to take all 

those things that are holding you back, and get rid of them. If 

your parents don’t approve, so what? Who gives a shit, right? If 

the diner can’t afford to pay you more, screw them. There are 

better jobs in the world. You need to look forward to the 

future.’  

She finally gave up on the pep-talk, took her clothes 

off, and resorted to her usual methods of cheer. A few times 

every hour or so, she would yell at me for paying attention to 

what was going on. I wasn’t sure if she was yelling because she 

was mad, or because it was part of the game, but I tried to 

focus. I would always start zoning out again after ten of fifteen 
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minutes, and she would have to smack me to get my attention 

again. She finally fell asleep when the sun came up. And the 

last thing I wanted right then was to wake her up. I needed to 

reflect, and calm down, without stress or bad dreams, and I 

didn’t think I could take any more cheering up.  
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CCHHAAPPTTEERR  2255  
 

 

 

 

 

Casey told me about the big fight with his parents. I 

wished he would have come by here afterwards, but he said he 

wasn’t feeling much like seeing anyone right then. Kelly was 

only there because she wouldn’t listen when he said to go, and 

he didn’t have the strength to argue. A few days after the fight, 

he tried to call his sisters, but they told him to fuck off, too. 

They heard more than enough about it from their mom and dad, 

and were as sickened as anyone about what he had done. When 

I heard about it I was so mad I wanted to storm down there and 

start yelling at them on his behalf. Point out that he wasn’t 

doing anything wrong, and that he was still their son, and he 

was trying to live his life in peace and happiness. I probably 

would have if Casey hadn’t told me not to. He said that they 

had the right to do that, if they wanted. They both made their 

choices, and every choice had its consequence. It was harder for 

me, I think, watching him agree with them. To let them tell him 

he was terrible, to kick him out of the family, and not be 

outwardly irate. But he didn’t seem to blame them. He didn’t 

seem to believe what they thought about his actions, either. He 

just looked tired, and sad.  

I suppose I would look sad, too, if I was suddenly 

orphaned by my family, not even by a chance plane crash or car 

wreck, but by their own choice. It must be a tiring experience. 

He said to me one night that the only people besides my family 
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that wanted to see him were Mel and Kelly, and Kelly was mad 

at him. She was accusing him of trying to avoid her, of 

intentionally being busy or gone when he thought she was 

calling, or making plans to work when she wanted to see him. 

To some degree, she was right. He was avoiding her a little. 

Seeing her was getting to be a sexual decathlon every time. 

They didn’t sit around and talk about books or literature 

anymore, or go to art museums, or discuss the news. She would 

always come over, and give him some pep-talk about how he 

was better than the life and the problems he was dealing with, 

and could achieve great things, and then it was straight to bed, 

to help him cheer up, or help her relax from a long day at work, 

or simply because she was hot at the moment. Any 

conversation that happened after that was limited to short 

breaks in-between. He tried out conversation during once or 

twice, but it became too surreal and confusing. He gave up that 

practice.  

Casey finally received a box in the mail from Stomping 

Grounds, too. Inside were his fifteen copies, and a letter. The 

letter went into detail explaining that they had registered all his 

calls. They enclosed a copy of the signed agreement, which was 

for fifteen contributors copies alone, and not for any amount of 

money. The publishers considered the matter closed. The letter 

also gave a friendly reminder that, as the new copyright holders 

of the story, it would be unlawful for him to distribute it to 

friends, family, or other publications without their express 

written consent. He brought out his original copy of the 

agreement he signed, and compared it to the one they had sent 

him with the letter. It was a completely different document. 

Almost the entire body of the paper was different. He called the 

magazine office again, finally getting connected to the office of 

the editor who signed the papers. The man told him that he had 

proven to be quite difficult, with all his calling and trying to 

trick them into paying him for the story. If he wished to 

continue doing business with them in the future, he should be a 
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little more courteous. Casey let him know that he wouldn’t be 

doing any business with Stomping Ground in the future, and 

then told the editor where he could stick it. It was good to hear 

he had some lift left in him.  

Since his list of personal acquaintances had diminished 

some, he insisted I take two copies of the magazine. He signed 

one, and I had it framed. The other was read several times over, 

and left on the coffee table to impress guests with. I don’t think 

Casey was as proud of it was the rest of us were. For him, it 

was a bittersweet victory, coupled with all his problems with 

the magazine. Especially coming on the heels of his problems 

with his parents. He had been looking very much forward to 

showing them his writing in print. He thought it would make 

them proud.  

 

The only thing that I saw truly make Casey smile was 

the day Torrie learned to say his name. She ran to him when he 

came in the door, holding out her arms to be picked up, saying 

‘Unk Cas-ey, unk cas-ey!’ He was so proud, he beamed every 

time he heard her say it. Victoria always had the ability to cheer 

him up.  
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CCHHAAPPTTEERR  2266    

IN WHICH SOUVENIRS GET CREEPY,  

AND A LITTLE TOO PERSONAL 
 

 

 

 

 

It was becoming an impossible feat to keep Kelly 

happy. She was mad just about every time I saw her, and 

pulling her out of it was taking more and more work, to a point 

where it would soon be just plain impossible for a man of my 

strength to do. It had been getting that way for months now, 

escalating worse and worse. As first she was just mad because 

she thought I was trying to avoid her. Then she started to 

accuse me of blowing her off whenever we just happened to 

miss paths. If Mel asked me to come in and fill in for one of the 

other cooks who couldn’t make it, I was suddenly in cahoots 

with her on some plot designed to make Kelly spent a night 

alone. There no convincing her otherwise. I would invite her to 

the diner, and let her sit in the kitchen and talk while I cooked, 

and made her a special dinner, but even that stopped cheering 

her up. She would get mad and storm out of the kitchen, 

muttering about how confused she was as to why anyone would 

love such a dirty old diner in the first place.  

When I got off work, she would show up at the 

apartment without calling. If I had been on my way out to go 

visit Heywood and Allison, or to watch Torrie so they could go 

out, then I was automatically guilty of making up a lame excuse 

not to see her. If I was already gone, she would leave notes 
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under my door, telling me she was sorry it was so much trouble 

for me to see her. When I did see her, her pep-talks became less 

and less peppy. She was disappointed that I let the Stomping 

Grounds people get the better of me, and sneak me out of two 

hundred fifty dollars. She was disappointed that I hadn’t 

managed to sell any other stories to any other magazines. She 

was disappointed that I wasn’t doing any more private paintings 

for large sums of money, and that I wasn’t even selling my 

standard paintings off the walls, so I wasn’t painting as much as 

I used to. She was disappointed that I had been working in a 

diner for nearly two years, making the same wage for most of 

that time, and that I was still living in the worst apartments in 

town, a block form where I worked. She was disappointed that I 

didn’t feel the need to drive, and hadn’t bought a TV, and 

didn’t have much of anything plugged in aside form my six 

year old laptop, and a small stereo. She was even disappointed 

that I was having an increasingly more difficult time keeping up 

with her eight out sexual romps through the lands of 

debauchery, sin, and fetish.  

I tried to explain that many of the things she was 

finding fault in were things I liked. The apartment, its size, and 

comfort, and its proximity to the diner, which I was also fond 

of. I had not requested any more raises, and, in fact, hadn’t 

requested the first one. I was making more than enough to make 

me happy, to keep me healthy, and to cover the expenses of 

entertainment. I also didn’t feel there was any problem with my 

comfort in not driving. I had done it before, and in all honesty, 

did not miss it. Walking everywhere kept me in shape. In the 

woods I walked for days straight, I got to the point where I 

loved walking everywhere I went. I was seldom in a hurry, and 

I got to see more sights and understand my surroundings. I 

reminded her that she was already aware I was trying to sell 

stories, and that I was as unhappy about what happened with 

Stomping Ground as anyone. I even told her we could get some 

Vivarin, some new CDs, and a few tubes of personal lubricant 
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and give some of the new toys and moves she was interested a 

try, if she felt I was lagging behind. It did nothing to soothe her 

temper. She said she didn’t need me to have to try so hard. 

Hundreds of guys would give anything to do half of the things 

that we did. I also reminded her that a hundred guys would also 

run screaming for the hills if she tried to surprise them with half 

the things I let her do to me. It only made her madder.  

Finally, one day, she said she had tried hard enough. 

She was through trying to make it work with me, and it was 

clear to her now that I was an unhappy daydreamer, and that I 

was simply refusing to live my life to its fullest because I 

wished I was still wandering around in the forest, wearing a fur 

cloak and stalking my meals. It was over, and she was gone. In 

all honesty, it didn’t come as a surprise to either one of us. She 

wasn’t as expert on hiding her thoughts, and she was 

developing some negative ones about my lifestyle early on. 

Even so, it was hard to have one of the few people I could 

count on leave, and disappear from my life, as though she had 

never been. All I had were scant few pictures of us together, 

and a single artifact to keep as a memento. I had a plaque made, 

and nailed the thing to it, like a trophy. The plaque said this: 

 

Steely Dan Jr.         

True Legends Never Die     

 

I hung it on the wall by my computer. It was a reminder 

of another chapter of my life, and all its strangeness, come to a 

close. 
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CCHHAAPPTTEERR  2277  
 

 

 

 

 

Ever since the newspaper called and told him that 

budget cuts were forcing them to let go of all non-staff writers, 

so they couldn’t give him freelance jobs anymore, Casey 

became a regular fixture in our house. It was a welcomed event, 

both Allison and I had considered him a part of the family since 

shortly after he came back. It was just a little odd that he 

seemed loathe to spend any more time at his apartment than he 

had to. He put himself in for more overtime at the diner, 

sometimes wasn’t even getting paid for all the hours he worked, 

and he went back to his place to sleep, but if he wasn’t at either 

one of those places, he was with us. At some point, he even 

started bringing his groceries back to our place when he went 

shopping. We would stay up late, having great conversations, 

and he read to Torrie almost every night. He never spoke about 

Kelly or his parents, or of feeling down, but it was in his eyes. 

When Kelly left him, it was getting clear that he was running 

out of energy. He was running out of things to grasp onto, I 

think. When we were in the other room having a conversation, 

there wouldn’t be a sound from him. No music, no television. 

We would come out expecting to see him engrossed in a book, 

but he would just be sitting, staring into his own thoughts. It 

was heartbreaking, watching him like that. The sadness would 

wash over him like the tide coming in around a sandcastle, 

washing him away little by little. And then we would say 
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something, and he would realize he wasn’t alone, and push it all 

down to give us a smile.  

When we went there to eat, Melanie mentioned that she 

was noticing much the same thing. He didn’t come out to greet 

customers or watch them eat his food anymore. He would just 

stay in the kitchen, and cook, or clean up. If there was ever a 

break when there wasn’t anything to do, you could see him 

leaning against the back wall, with his arms in the pockets of 

his apron, thinking about things he never shared with the rest of 

us. She pointed out that it never showed up in his work, though. 

He never burnt anyone’s lunch, or took it out on one of the 

servers, or other cooks. When he did see the customers, he was 

still friendly and attentive. It was just as though something was 

missing from inside of him, making him incomplete. Like the 

tin man without a heart, or pooh bear without his fluff. We 

would have given anything to know what was bothering him.  
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CCHHAAPPTTEERR  2288    

IN WHICH THE TRUTH COMES OUT 

 

 

 

 

 

Things weren’t going like I had planned, or hoped. 

Everything I had worked so hard to build for myself was 

coming apart faster than I knew how to stop it. The first things 

were trivial. Annoying, yes, but I would be fine with them. I 

wasn’t making friends, or meeting people, outside the diner. 

That was fine, because those things take time. Kids in school 

have it easy, as far as meeting people goes. School is something 

everyone has to go to. No matter what type of person you are, 

you will meet someone who will eventually like you, and who 

you will miss. Even if you don’t think you will, school, 

especially the later years, are a time of change, when everyone 

is trying to understand their place in the world, which draws 

people together. Another one of Vonnegut’s many pearls of 

wisdom is that human beings need large clans of like-minded 

people to be complete, and that fondness grows for anyone 

during the times when you are trying to gather together your 

place in the world. These people are so close that they are, in 

effect, as a rock sitting on hardening cement. The cement was 

becoming what it will be with the rock there, and grew around 

it. The rock may not have been a part of the plan, and may have 

even been a blight, but once the rock is gone, there will forever 

be an impression of it, as long as the cement still exists. That’s 

why so many people look so fondly back on their high school 
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and college years. So many dents and impressions were left in 

them when they were forming in these places, that will never be 

filled up just right after they are gone.  

But in this world I came back to, there aren’t those vast 

crowds of like-minded people. Nobody is banded together, 

sometimes even against their will, in any groups. Everybody is 

on the move, busy running from one place to the next, worrying 

about their achievements and assets too much to develop any 

bonds, even weak ones. They believe they are already as 

changed as they will ever need to be, as adapted as they need to 

be. Some of them probably are. But they don’t leave those 

impressions behind, or give serious through to their own. And 

so, there is an emptiness that they will one day forget is there, 

until they finally slow down, and realize that they’re missing 

something powerful, and don’t know where to look for it.  

Secretly, its something I think we look for in everything 

we do. It’s why I fit in so well at the diner, and didn’t feel any 

pressure to move on. When I started this new life, the diner was 

the first thing around, the first thing I saw more than once. I 

was still trying to find my way here, and it was a foothold. 

Even as the cooks and waitresses come and go, the diner itself 

continues to be there with me. I was hoping for that kind of 

community in the newspapers, when I started writing. 

Eventually, maybe, in the magazines. To be a part of the 

writing community, not for the fame, not for the money, but to 

be a part of the community. To know that there are people out 

there with my stories in their magazines, that they may have 

read while they, themselves, were changing, and through that 

story, I would become a part of their lives. It’s why I tended to 

shop in the same stores, walk on the same streets. One of the 

reasons I walked everywhere instead of driving. If I went to the 

same store every time I wanted a book, then the people in those 

stores, those like-minded book-buyers, might become a part of 

my life, too, even if just in a casual way. The only person I ever 
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successfully met there proved that it was a sound theory. It just 

lacked in longevity. So many of the things I tried did.  

And now, I was without support, without the things I 

had grown used to while I was adjusting to this life. The people 

who bought my art weren’t buying. No writing, no stories. I had 

even managed to loose my family, my parents. Nobody can 

ever really see that coming. And then I lost Kelly. That one I 

could even see coming, and I didn’t disagree that it was time 

for things to come to an end. I simply didn’t want to lose that 

extra support. But for all the judgments she made about me, 

about my failures, that were absolutely wrong, there was one 

thing she said that was dead accurate. I still wished I was in the 

forest.  

Every time something changed, and I lost some part of 

my life, I could picture the trees. The trees were always there. 

They grew in the ground, and sprouted up. If I climbed them, I 

would be safe, if I sat under them, I would have shade. I could 

count on a rabbit trail to lead me to rabbits, I could count on a 

deer trail to lead me to water. Those sounds, and smells, and 

natural things where what was around me while I was 

becoming the man I was to become. They were as imbedded in 

my being as much as the color of my hair or the shape of my 

face. The stars were my eyes, the morning dew was in my 

heart, the fire from the sunrise was in my arms and legs when I 

ran. I wandered into the city, and built myself a home out of 

whatever supports I could. I was going to prove the adage 

wrong, I was going to go back home again. But I couldn’t do it. 

Now all but two of my supports had collapsed, and the home 

was in shambles, and I wished desperately that I were back in 

the forest.  
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I started to worry when Casey stopped showing up 

every day. We had grown so used to having him around, it was 

like a member of the family had suddenly vanished. I got even 

more worried when Melanie called to ask if I happened to know 

where he had been, and if he was alright. She hadn’t seen him 

in a week. I went to his apartment, but there was no answers. 

He gave me a spare key once, but I had never needed to use it 

before. I opened the door, and called out his name, but there 

was no answer.  

Inside, everything was immaculate. There wasn’t a 

piece of paper that wasn’t stacked neatly. There were several 

piles of things on his bed, which was tightly made, and wrinkle 

free. I checked the entire apartment, and the bathroom, praying 

I wouldn’t find him dead in a corner. The last place I thought to 

look was the closet. The top shelf, which had held all his old fur 

clothes and traveling supplies, was empty.  

 

On the bed was a blanket I had never seen before, 

folded with paper on top. The paper was a letter, addressed to 

me.  

 

 Heywood~ 

  I hope you didn’t worry to much when I 

stopped showing up. You must have worried 
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some, or you wouldn’t be here to read this. For 

that I’m sorry. I was afraid if I talked to you, 

told you myself what I was planning to do, you 

would try to talk me out of it, and I would end 

up staying. I knew I didn’t have it in me to be 

here anymore. I think I changed too much, 

while I was away, to live in civilization 

anymore. I adapted more than we all thought, 

and became another animal that belongs in the 

wilderness. It’s my home now.  

  I thank you for everything you did for 

me. And for talking me down out of the forest 

in the first place. It was good for me. Don’t 

think that just because it didn’t work out like we 

all planned, I don’t cherish all my memories of 

what happened. I do, very much. Especially the 

time I spent with you and Allison and Torrie.  

  Everything in the apartment belongs to 

you now. You are welcome to keep anything, if 

you have a use for it. The blanket is for Torrie, 

a present for her second birthday. It took a lot 

longer to make than I thought it would. It turns 

out I had a lot to learn about sewing detailed 

work. Also, when I closed out my bank account, 

I transferred everything that was left over to a 

college fund in her name. I hope you don’t take 

that to be offensive, but I wanted to contribute 

something to her growing up. To her finding her 

place in the world.  

  Among the furniture and odds and ends, 

you will find two completed manuscripts. They 

are collections of my short stories. It was your 

idea, so I had them copyrighted in your name. 

To hell with magazines. If you ever manage to 

publish them, and make any money, I want you 
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to keep it, and enjoy it. No foundations or 

charities. Just you and the family. If you and 

Allison feel you have enough money, then you 

can always transfer it to Torrie’s college fund.  

  I hope there is enough of me left in that 

apartment that you decide to keep that you don’t 

forget about me. You know I’ll never forget any 

of you. I love you all.  

 

  ~Casey, the Wolfman 

 

 

The blanket he mentioned was beautiful. It must have 

been what he was working on when my coworker was so 

offended and rushed out. It was sewn to the top of an incredibly 

soft fabric, so the back side was warm and fuzzy. The top was a 

mosaic of fur, sewn together to form a picture of a wolf, 

standing on a hill, looking out over a valley.  

I spent hours looking around his apartment, looking 

through all the pictures he had left behind, and all the books. He 

had hundreds of books, but he didn’t own a bookshelf. He just 

stored them in boxes when he was done. The same was the case 

for all his CD’s, many of which he never unpacked from the 

boxes we took out of the storage unit when we moved 

everything here. Everything was boxed. In one was all his old 

poetry, and everything he had written before he left. In another 

were all his old art assignments.  

The crown jewels of what he left behind were the files 

on his computer. He had copies of both manuscripts there, plus 

more stories that he didn’t feel were good enough to have been 

put in there. Everything he had written in journals, from his 

time away and when he got back here, was typed up on there. 

Journal entries, poetry. Every once in a while, I would come 

across an entry that read like a narrative, summarizing 

everything that had happened, and his thoughts. Every one of 
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these had an old-fashioned title heading, starting with the words 

‘In Which.’ There were also a series of three children’s stories 

he had apparently written with Torrie in mind and never 

mentioned.  

 

I couldn’t bear to get rid of any of Casey’s old things. 

We made places for almost all of it, and what we could place, 

we put into storage. I ordered a large bookshelf, and put 

Casey’s entire book collection in Torrie’s room. When she got 

older, they became her favorite possession, aside form her fur 

blanket, which had grown bald in some places over the years. 

When she went away to college, she took with her most of his 

furniture. Somehow, she even managed to get the largest part of 

his CD collection from me. We’re still trying to sort out exactly 

how that happened.  

Keeping track of Casey was easier than he might have 

imagined. Or maybe not. Maybe he only surfaced every once in 

a while to tell us he was still around, still roaming. Doctor Kraft 

started his search again, when he found a series of sightings that 

appeared legitimate. He couldn’t explain, when asked, where 

the Wolfman had been for the past two years. He had little 

doubt that this was the same one he had been hunting before. 

Any doubt he may have had was vanquished in one night. He 

woke up to a strange noise, and when he turned on his lantern, 

he noticed something had been left beside him. There was a 

small stone bust, carved to look like him from the pictures on 

the just jackets of his books. There was also an old copy of his 

second book there, signed by the Wolfman. Tucked into it were 

two things. The first was a note, which apologized for being 

away, and for leading him on a wild goose chase. He was just 

someone who had gotten sick of the world, and couldn’t live 

there anymore. The second was an old issue of a magazine 

called Stomping Ground, which was also signed. There was a 

story inside about a man who, after years of coping with corrupt 

governments and greed-fueled systems of economy and 
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business, was fed up. He left with his family and friends to start 

a small community in some unnamed forest, where they lived 

in log cabins and ignored the world, as though they had stepped 

in a time warp. While the rest of the world was growing and 

changing and killing each other for money and oil and invisible 

land boundaries and rights of honor, they were hunting venison 

and churning goat’s milk into butter. It was written by an author 

Kraft had never heard of before, named Casey Curtis. When he 

searched for more work, all he found was a collection of short 

stories, which had a very limited release from a small press. 

Further search led him to me.  

He never showed his final gift from the Wolfman to the 

public. When they asked why he was ending his long pursuit of 

the creature in the forest, he replied that the Wolfman had more 

than earned his peace. It would be a better use of his time to 

work to see that future generations can find similar peace, 

through community and values above and beyond what they 

were being offered through a government which had long since 

outlived it’s virtue or usefulness. He saw so it that the second 

edition release of the collection of stories was much bigger, and 

the release of the second book bigger still. The children’s 

stories needed little help picking up and running. People loved 

them. He has since become a close family friend, and we see 

him whenever he is in the area. He comes by, and we sit and 

talk for hours on end. He never tires of hearing stories, and 

reading some of the things Casey left behind. We speculate 

where he might be now, and how it must feel to be so free. We 

joke that someday we’ll have to throw of the chains of our 

responsibility and join him up there. We know neither of us has 

the courage for that.  

 

Even after he was gone, Casey was still a part of all of 

our lives. Some people, Torrie and Vernon Kraft, had to learn 

about him through our stories, and memories, and the things he 

left behind. Some are starting to get to know him through the 
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stories he wrote. Not long ago, Kelly showed up at my door, 

asking if she knew where he was. She said she had never really 

understood or appreciated why he was the way that he was, but 

wanted him back now. I think maybe the royalties from the 

book sales might have inspired this revelation, but I didn’t say 

so to her face. His parents haven’t called once. Some people are 

like that. I doubt they’ve even read the books that were 

released. They get stuck in their ways, and have no room for 

new concepts, even if the new concepts are, in fact, old ones. 

More and more people, though, have room for such things. And 

me, I have a story now, which I can tell my grandkids. With 

Casey’s help.  
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