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THIS TIME AROUND



This time I woke to find myself sprawled naked
in the grass, my shoulder nestled in a shrub and the coppery
aftertaste of blood in my mouth. It was a cool morning, but humid,
the unmistakable scent of the Hudson River hanging in the air.

I pulled my aching body into a sitting position
and checked it over for injuries. Apart from the usual scrapes and
scratches there was a nasty looking wound in my thigh. It hurt like
it was no more than a bad bruise, but it looked like a bullet hole.
I ran my hand down the leg and stuck my finger inside. Yes indeed,
it was a bullet hole - the bullet was nestled just about an inch
deep.

At least the bullet wasn’t silver - now
that I would have felt.

So to sum up my situation, there was a distinct
taste of blood in my mouth and a bullet wound in my leg.

What the hell had I done
this time?

I took a look around me. The park I was in was
on the Hudson; that I could tell from the scent of the water. The
early morning mist revealed beautiful Lady Liberty to me in teasing
glimpses. Okay, so this was Battery Park. I was on the south
western tip of Manhattan Island. And since I was currently a guest
at the Algonquin Hotel in Mid-Town, getting three quarters of the
way across this island bare naked was going to be one hell of a
chore.

Uncovering the mystery of what exactly I’d been
up to during last night’s full moon, would, of course, be
another.

But I was a mystery writer after all; and was
usually able to piece it all together upon examination of the
evidence. My memories as a wolf were scattered and non-linear
snatches of smells, sounds, tastes, feelings and sights, not often
available to my human conscious mind. Trying to piece them together
in my conscious mind often gave me a migraine. I’d always thought
perhaps that was how I’d preserved my sanity.

Unfortunately, with my growing popularity as a
mystery writer, it was becoming easier for people to recognize me -
at least in human form, that is. Finding a picture of myself
scampering about the city butt naked on the cover of the tabloids
was not a pleasant thought.

Was it time to move out of
New York?

No, after all, growing up reading Spider-Man
comic books, I’d always wanted to live here. So I was living my
childhood dream. In my dreams, though, I’d been the wall-crawler,
swinging around the city rooftops and nabbing the bad guys - I’d
never dreamed that I would be one of the monsters that Spider-Man
often faced down, like that astronaut who, wearing a moon rock on a
chain around his neck was afflicted with the curse of the werewolf
- something to do with wolves and the moon, I guess. But other than
the concept of a full moon and werewolves, it never made sense to
me. After all, everyone knows that being bitten by a werewolf is
the way that a person becomes inflicted with the curse.

For me, it was a chance encounter with a wolf
on a camping/hitchhiking trip through Upstate New York that led to
my lycanthropic affliction.

The wolf had leapt from the bushes at the side
of the highway just as a car came around the distant bend. With a
failed attempt to abort the attack in mid-leap, its teeth nipped at
my upraised right arm as it landed on me, the teeth barely sinking
below the surface of my flesh. I fell back onto the road with the
weight of the wolf hitting me on the chest, and the wolf quickly
bounced off me and across the highway, rather than tear out my
throat in one single gesture. I’d later learned that wolves do not
kill for sport, but for food and for territory. The attack on me
must have been an attempt at food that night, because if the goal
had been to just kill me, it would have been over. The goal to
consume me wasn’t something the wolf could do with the car
approaching, so it simply aborted the attack and ran - likely on to
find a bird, rabbit or squirrel.

The driver, of course, didn’t see the wolf
attack, just that I’d been lying on the highway. He picked me up, a
salesman eager to have someone to talk to - his incidental saving
of my life was nothing more than a fortunate side-effect of his
finding a driving companion. After hearing me tell him about the
wolf attack that had nearly taken my life, he made the comment
“pretty scary” and then regaled me with tales of his travels, facts
about the Empire State and his goals for retirement.

Because we were heading in the same direction
and he was thirsty for company, I ended up bunking with him at the
hotel when he stayed for the night, he being eager to have me sleep
in the chair in his own hotel room as his conversational
prostitute.

And I’d ended up riding with him all the way in
to New York City.

I’d stayed with him again upon our arrival into
the city, engaging in another marathon conversation session in his
hotel room. And, although he was a little peculiar, I couldn’t help
but like this man, not only because he’d accidentally saved my
life, but also because of the incredible knowledge he would
disperse, all with the innocence and wondrous thirst of a
child.

Fortunately, he also knew the city well, so it
was a good initiation to the city for me to spend my first night
there with him.

Actually, Buddy (that’s his name) and I became
friends, and he visits me every time he returns to the city,
usually for dinner, some drinks, and long conversations - the
one-sided kind he is so enamored with - well into the wee hours of
the night.

And, although Buddy never really asked me all
that much about me and my personal life, he remembered how we’d met
during the wolf attack. So, he often greeted me with the nickname
“Wolfman” never knowing how close he really was to the truth.

I’d been in the city for almost three weeks
before my first experience of lycanthropy. After getting over the
fact of understanding what had happened to me and the reality of
living with it, I found it desperately hard to hold a job. Sure, I
wanted to be a writer - but I had to secure some sort of job to
keep an income. And holding the types of jobs I was skilled for,
being a waiter or a delivery driver, was often difficult. Waking up
naked far from home usually left me late for work. Never-mind the
times that I’d destroyed my uniform when turning into a wolf before
I had the chance to get home and undress. And trying to avoid the
night shift for several days in a row every month by calling in
sick often left my employer with another good reason t [...]


OEBPS/Images/cover.jpg
ILARICLUBSILIIE

A CANADIAN WEREWOLEF
IN NEW YORK STORY-





