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For hairy teenage werewolves everywhere …
… you’re not alone.
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A WARNING TO THE CURIOUS

I don’t want to get too scientific here, but there are a few 
things you should know before you sink your teeth 

into this book. Werewolves were everywhere in Europe in 
the late sixteenth century. Go to a party, there would be a 
werewolf. Go to work, you’re probably working next to a 
werewolf. Bump into a stranger on the street—werewolf!

But the true nature of a werewolf is a terribly hard 
thing to control. Eventually you get that urge to eat 
someone. And let’s face it; eating people is just rude. 
Fast-forward to today, and you hardly ever see a werewolf 
anymore.

Now here’s the scary bit, the bit that concerns 
you. Yeah you, reading this book! Come closer. This is 
important.

While werewolves ceased to be a part of the world, 
they didn’t necessarily leave it. On the contrary, humans 
evolved to repress the werewolf gene out of the fear they 
would be decapitated, shot with a silver bullet, burned 
alive, or a terrifying combination of all three. What this 
means is that every single human being is still carrying 
the werewolf gene. You, right now, sitting right where 
you are, have the werewolf gene swimming around 
somewhere inside of you.
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It’s just not active. Not yet.
To fully activate that werewolf gene, you’d have to 

be bitten by another werewolf, someone who turns into 
a giant wolf-like creature when there’s a full moon. So 
fear not! As long as no one has bitten you recently, you’re 
probably okay.

So why this warning? You’re probably thinking there’s 
no chance I’ll turn into a werewolf because I haven’t been 
bitten. That is absolutely true. However, it is very possible 
to awaken the sleeping werewolf gene by learning too 
much about them. This book will teach you a lot about 
those hairy creatures of the night, so I want you to be 
extra careful while reading it.

If you notice any of the following things, STOP 
READING IMMEDIATELY:

• You find yourself looking at other humans and 
thinking lunch.

• You start to notice smells you never smelled before.
• You growl at people instead of talking to them.
• Your nails begin to grow at an alarming rate.
• You scratch your head in public using your leg.
• You greet your friends at the bus stop by sniffing 

their butts.
• You begin to grow hair in all the wrong places.

You’ve been warned.
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Chapter One

Loser

Colin looked directly into the reflection staring 
back at him from the bathroom mirror and with 

absolute conviction said, “You are a loser.”
His reflection agreed.
Much as he had done almost every day for the last 

year, Colin evaluated his body. He was tall for a thirteen 
year old, with lanky limbs and broad pointy shoulders 
that bordered on skeletal. His face looked to be at odds 
with the rest of his body with its gaunt features and 
perpetually dark circles beneath the eyes. Pale skin stood 
in stark opposition to his unruly dark and stringy hair. 
Trying to sharpen his vision, he squinted before fumbling 
with his glasses.

His reflection didn’t look any better with them on.
After drying off, Colin got dressed and headed 

downstairs.
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“Why are you dressed like that?” snapped his 

grandmother from her usual place in front of the TV. She 
hadn’t even looked at him yet, not that it mattered. Colin 
didn’t know what was more disturbing: that despite his 
grandmother being completely blind, she still watched 
TV religiously and commented on his clothes every 
day, or that he still felt the need to defend his choice of 
clothing to her. He was wearing jeans and an oversized 
hoodie.

“It’s school today, Grandmother. I’m dressed for 
school,” he murmured.

“I know that!” she spat.
Nothing wrong with her hearing, though.
“Do you need anything?” he asked.
His grandmother sipped tea from a china cup. “I 

can take care of myself, you little ingrate. Get to school. 
You’re going to be late. If you don’t get an education, I’ll 
never get your lazy butt out of here.”

There was no point in arguing.
“And comb your hair before leaving the house. I don’t 

want people thinking I’m raising a hobo!” she said.
As Colin walked past the living room, his 

grandmother turned around in her chair and stared in 
his general direction with gray eyes damaged irreparably 
by cataracts. Blind eyes followed him as he walked to 
the door as quickly as he was able. It wasn’t until he was 
outside with the door firmly closed behind him that he 
allowed himself to breathe again.

Colin’s grandmother had always terrified him. He 
couldn’t remember a time when she wasn’t blind or cruel. 
Colin’s parents lived in Seattle and over the past thirteen 
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years had managed to have as little to do with their only son 
as humanly possible. They were young when his mother 
had discovered she was pregnant, and the following nine 
months had put a severe dent in their career plans. They 
were both up-and-coming lawyers at large firms, and as 
soon as they could be rid of Colin, they’d passed him off 
from one distant relative to another. Beyond that, they 
had no parental aspirations whatsoever.

Just over a year ago, after a short stint living with 
an uncle and aunt in Ohio, Colin had been sent to the 
small town of Elkwood to live with his only living close 
relative—his grandmother, Beatrice Strauss.

She hadn’t welcomed him, there were no hugs, 
no loving relationship, just a bitter old woman who 
spent most of her days parked in front of the TV and 
commenting on what a disappointment Colin was. He’d 
tried to help her, but she never wanted it. Despite being 
blind, she was more than able to get around and take care 
of herself. The only time she left the house was to attend 
the monthly town hall meetings to which he was never 
invited.

Colin was twenty feet from the bus stop when the 
school bus flew by. The mocking grins of students 
plastered the bus’s back window as it disappeared over the 
hill. Thankfully, the school was centrally located, which 
meant he’d be only slightly late.

On his way to school, Colin passed Mrs. Flipple, a 
kind old lady who walked her tiny, yappy dog, Jinx, each 
morning, rain or shine. As per usual, Jinx went straight 
for Colin, yapping in that high-pitched bark that only 
small, irritating dogs can make. Colin nodded politely to 
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the old lady and held on to a secret hatred for that little 
dog.

The town was always overcast, and it rained almost 
every day of the year, which suited Colin’s depressed 
personality. He was thankful he didn’t live in a warmer 
climate as he’d have a much harder time being pale and 
awkward.

He’d survived the seventh grade at Elkwood School 
with above-average grades and a below-average number 
of friends. He was still considered a stranger here. His 
lack of personality, athleticism, and sense of humor didn’t 
help in the slightest. He wasn’t handsome enough to be 
popular or ugly enough to be ignored. He was just weird 
enough that students could be heard wondering aloud 
about him as he walked by. Now in the second week of 
his eighth grade year, Colin had one sort of friend, one 
unrealistic crush, and was the constant focus of several 
bullies who were determined to make his life miserable.

Loser.
He reached Elkwood School just as the second bell 

rang to indicate the start of classes. On average, each 
grade at the school contained only twenty to thirty 
students, and because of a limited number of teachers, 
some classes taught more than one grade or subject.

As Colin ran up the steps to the main entrance, a 
dark, looming shape confronted him. He looked up into 
the face of Principal Hebert.

“You’re late again, Mr. Strauss.” His voice sounded 
like rumbling thunder.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Hebert. I missed the bus.”
“While I admire your use of a classical excuse, I’d 
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prefer if you’d made an attempt at originality. Had you 
been more creative, I would not feel the need to place 
you in detention.”

“I’m really sor—”
“But as you’re still trying to apologize rather than 

give me something interesting to work with, I’ll be seeing 
you after school.”

Colin studied his feet carefully. “Yes, sir.”
“Run along.” Mr. Hebert gestured, pushing his hand 

ahead of him in a forward motion.
Colin made his way into the building and chanced 

a glance back to see Principal Hebert slowly shaking his 
head. Hebert was a former marine and rumored war hero 
who had retired to Elkwood almost ten years ago and 
although he had absolutely no qualifications had been 
appointed as the school principal. He was a massive 
hulk of a man with the sort of physique that suggested 
he could bend large metal things with his bare hands. 
Principal Hebert was a firm believer in detention and 
hard work and often liked to combine the two. Most 
detentions involved cleaning something. Colin made a 
mental note that his day was not off to a rip-roaring start.

Can’t get any worse.
Colin’s day quickly got worse.
He moved down an empty corridor, his sneakers 

squeaking loudly on the clean laminate flooring before 
entering the last classroom on the right.

The entire class turned to look at him. Some groaned, 
others laughed, a few smirked. Mrs. Davenport was 
the substitute teacher again today for Biology, and she 
greeted him with a warm smile.
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“Good morning, Colin. Please take a seat. We were 

just getting started.”
Colin shuffled over to his seat next to Jeremy 

Rodson, the only person in Elkwood Colin could refer 
to as a friend. Everyone liked Jeremy even though he 
had never really joined one particular group. He played 
on the basketball team, so the jocks liked him. He was 
smart and maintained decent grades, so he was accepted 
by the smart kids. He was a good actor, so the creative 
types liked him. Colin had met him on his first day, and 
Jeremy had introduced him to the school. With so many 
commitments, Jeremy wasn’t always around, so Colin 
was still forced to maintain his unhappy, loner lifestyle.

“No Mr. Winter again?” Colin asked quietly.
“Apparently he’s sick,” said Jeremy and grinned. 

“Why are you so late?”
“Missed the bus.”
“Detention again?”
“Yup.”
“Pay attention, boys,” said Mrs. Davenport with a 

smile. She was flipping through a PowerPoint presentation 
about pheromones.

As the only substitute teacher in the small Elkwood 
School, Mrs. Davenport was never short of work. She was 
also the kindest teacher that Colin had ever encountered. 
Her presence had a calming effect on the students that 
Mr. Winter could never manage.

Mr. Winter was a jerk. It wasn’t just Colin’s opinion 
but more of a collective agreement throughout the entire 
school, including the teachers. An uptight individual in 
his late thirties, he had a particular hatred for students, 
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teaching, other teachers, and did I mention, students? A 
few years ago, Mr. Winter’s entire family—wife, parents, 
grandparents—had been killed in a car accident, and 
rumor had it that the insurance settlement had been 
sizeable. The rumor quickly proved true when Mr. Winter 
started travelling the better part of the school year.

“Pheromones indicate the availability of a female 
for breeding.” Mrs. Davenport was met with a round of 
sniggers. “Well, it’s true,” she said calmly. “All animals 
excrete pheromones, and they can indicate a variety of 
things. Anything from sex to marking territory, and it 
can even act as a defense mechanism.”

“Colin, you should get yourself some pheromones,” 
said Gareth Dugan from behind a textbook. His cronies 
laughed in honor of their leader’s display of wit.

Gareth was a bully with scraggly hair and a troubled 
complexion. Having been raised on a farm on the 
outskirts of Elkwood, Gareth had always struck Colin as 
being quite large for his age. Gareth didn’t like Colin, but 
then, the feeling was mutual.

“Why would I need pheromones?” shot back Colin. 
“Your smell already overpowers everything in the room.”

That probably wasn’t smart.
The entire room agreed with him by sitting in 

absolute silence.
“That’s enough,” said Mrs. Davenport and cheerfully 

continued to describe other chemical factors that trigger 
social responses.

Colin dared a glance back to see Gareth glaring at 
him like a lion eyeing an injured antelope.

Gareth would inevitably seek revenge. Colin didn’t 
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need a chemical factor to trigger a social response. All he 
had to do was open his mouth.

He tried his best to concentrate on his textbook, 
opened at random, but his thoughts remained fixed on 
how to save himself a beating Jeremy, who remained 
happily oblivious and completely free of any such 
dealings, leaned over enthusiastically.

“Did you take a look at Tori yet? Classic Tori outfit.” 
He grinned and subtly tilted his head backward. Having 
developed earlier than any other girl in school, Tori was 
the blond bombshell of Elkwood. Okay, she was more like 
a small nuclear explosion. To aid the raging hormones of 
teenage boys, she made a habit of wearing low-cut shirts 
complimented by extremely short skirts.

Mrs. Davenport turned to the whiteboard, and 
Colin glanced back three rows on the right to see Tori 
conveniently perched on the edge of her stool wearing a 
short powder-blue skirt and knee-high boots.

Colin’s eyes followed the curves of her body upward 
until he realized she was looking directly at him with 
a wry smile. He blushed instantly, but the awkward 
moment was suddenly interrupted as a textbook smashed 
into the side of his head, sending his glasses skittering 
across the desk and onto the floor.

The class laughed as Colin slipped from his stool and 
crawled around in front of the desk, searching for his glasses.

Mrs. Davenport whirled around, spied Colin on the 
floor, and asked, “What was that? Colin, what are you 
doing?”

“Sorry, Mrs. Davenport. Just looking for my glasses.”
The bell rang before any further interrogation could 
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be made, and the class headed for the exit. Colin still 
couldn’t find his glasses.

Ironic. If I was wearing my glasses, I’d have no trouble 
finding them.

The side of his head was throbbing from where the 
textbook had struck him. No doubt Gareth or one of his 
minions to thank for that.

Colin stood and came face-to-face with Becca 
Emerson, his heartbeat doubling in speed.

“I found your glasses,” she said, handing them over.
“Uh, thanks, B-Becca.”
The rest of the class had cleared out. He put on his 

glasses, and she came into focus. Around his height 
with fiery red hair and pale skin, Becca displayed a 
standoffishness that made most people avoid her. She 
wasn’t developed like Tori, but neither were most cover 
models. Becca was a little like Jeremy in that she didn’t 
associate with any one group, but where he belonged to 
everyone, she tended to avoid all people. Her dad was 
some sort of government worker, which translated to 
“spy” to most middle schoolers.

Becca always wore dark makeup and dark clothes 
making her look paler than she actually was. She 
maintained high grades, avoided large groups, and Colin 
had loved her since he first saw her. It was, of course, a 
secret love because there was no way he could ever work 
up the nerve to do anything about it.

“Are you okay?” she asked.
Oh, that voice.
“Uh, yeah. Just another head wound. Probably won’t 

be the last.” He attempted a half-hearted grin.
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They awkwardly stared at each other as Colin’s mind 

raced for something smart to say.
What do I say? You’re gorgeous? Want to share a slushee? 

Marry me?
“Okay, well have a good day,” said Becca, and left.
Smooth, Strauss. Very smooth.
Not the most suave guy at the best of times, Colin 

managed to be even less so around Becca. How would 
he ever be able to ask her out, let alone have an entire 
conversation with her if he didn’t even manage to open 
his mouth?

***

Having made it to last period unscathed, Colin was busy 
staring at Becca as the minutes on the clock clicked by 
while he planned his escape. He would have to move fast, 
get out of the school, and off the grounds. He’d skip the 
bus altogether—

“Wonder what Hebert’s going to have you do for 
detention today? My money is on cleaning the gym 
floor,” said Jeremy.

Detention!
“I’m so screwed.”
“It’s not that bad, just cleaning.”
“Not that,” groaned Colin. “Gareth got detention in 

third period.”
“Well at least you’ll have company,” said Jeremy 

unhelpfully.
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The bell rang, and Colin’s heart skipped a beat.
“Just once Jer, just once I’d love to be as oblivious as 

you are.”
“You got detention today, Colin?” asked Becca.
Colin almost dropped his books. He hadn’t noticed 

her approach. “Uh, yeah. I was late today.”
“I know. I was there.”
“Right.”
“I was wondering if I could talk to you. Alone. I can 

walk you to your detention.”
“I’ve got to run anyway. Catch ya later.” And with 

that, Jeremy bounced off.
“Y-yeah, of course,” said Colin. This was new territory. 

Other than the occasional passing pleasantry, Colin had 
never had a full conversation with Becca. They walked 
down the south corridor toward the detention room at 
the back of the school.

“I know it hasn’t been easy for you,” said Becca 
without looking at him. “It must be strange to move 
here. Most people are born here these days.”

“Uh, yeah, I’ve heard that. No one ever moves to 
Elkwood.”

“The people here aren’t open-minded. They only 
know what they know. And who they know. This 
probably isn’t making any sense.”

“No. I mean, yeah. Well. No, no it’s not.”
Becca turned to him. Her eyes were a deep hazel 

color, he’d never noticed before. She put a hand on his 
shoulder, and suddenly his insides were on fire. It was 
only a moment, but Colin felt as if she was looking 
through him.
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Colin was way beyond his comfort zone and didn’t 

know what to do. Was he supposed to say something? Did 
she want him to kiss her? Or was he misunderstanding 
her? When it came to reading girls, he was dyslexic. On 
the flipside, Becca Emerson was actually touching him! 
With her actual hand! But then she took her hand away 
and for a moment looked sad.

“I’m sorry, Colin. I thought maybe … but no.” She 
sighed. “I don’t know if you’ll ever be able to see things 
clearly here.”

Colin had no idea what she was talking about; he 
was still reeling from her touch and for once actually 
managed to say something. “Maybe you could help me?”

Did I just say that?
What was he thinking?
“I have to go. My dad will wonder where I am. Good 

luck in detention.”
And just like that, she was gone.
The ominous voice of Principal Hebert floated down 

the hallway. “Nice of you to join us, Mr. Strauss. Are you 
going to just stand there, or do I need to drag you into 
detention?”

Colin entered the room, noting the other attendees. 
Two students, Micah and Nathaniel Cross, otherwise 
known as the goth twins. They were pale with black 
tattoos, long black coats, tight black clothing, and 
permanent frowns plastered across their faces. Gareth sat 
with his feet up, smirking at Colin.

“Listen up,” began Principal Hebert. “You’re here 
because you did something or you didn’t do something. 
All I care about is what you do from here on out. Gareth 
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and Colin, you’re on garbage cleanup. Nathaniel and 
Micah, you’ll be sweeping the gym floor. One hour, 
people, and then I expect you back for dismissal.”

Colin’s heart sank in his chest, down his legs, and 
through the floor. He was a dead man.

Gareth clapped his hands with false cheer. “All right, 
Colin, buddy. Let’s get to it!”

They grabbed a couple of garbage bags and headed 
outside. Without saying a word, Gareth just started 
picking up garbage. Colin, braced for an attack and 
watched him for a moment before hesitantly bending to 
the task too. It was getting dark, and the rain made the 
job all the more miserable.

After half an hour, Gareth had vanished around the 
other side of the building, and Colin began to think that 
maybe he had been worrying needlessly.

As he rounded a corner toward the back of the school, 
he saw his mistake. Sam Bale and Kevin Hadfield were 
sitting on one of the permanent picnic benches. They 
both looked menacing, as usual. Backtracking quickly, 
Colin turned and bumped into Gareth who shoved him.

“Where you going, buddy?” He spat that last word.
Colin dropped his garbage bag and backed right into 

Sam and Kevin, who were standing behind him.
“We don’t have to do this,” pleaded Colin.
“You don’t belong here, Colin,” said Gareth.
“I know. You’ve told me before.”
Gareth stabbed a finger to his chest. “And that smart 

mouth of yours really doesn’t belong here.”
“It’s attached to the rest of my body; I really don’t 

have a choice in the matter.”
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Gareth faked a punch, and Colin flinched.
“Please, just tell me what to do,” begged Colin, 

fighting to keep the tears at bay. He’d been here before; 
he knew what was coming.

Kevin and Sam grabbed one of Colin’s arms while 
Gareth stood inches from his face. His breath stank. “I 
want you to go away. That’s all. You don’t belong here. 
Sooner or later you’ll get the message.”

Gareth punched him hard twice in the stomach and 
then once in the kidneys. Colin dropped to the ground 
and curled into a ball. Sam and Kevin began kicking 
him and then stripped him down to his underwear until 
finally, they left. Colin lay sobbing on the cold ground, 
half-naked and in pain.

This had been Colin’s life for over a year. Feeling like 
he’d failed at life in general, Colin had been reduced to 
living in a state of constant fear and humiliation. He had 
suffered bullying and his grandmother’s hatred.

Colin knew he was a loser, but he hated that everyone 
else knew it too.

The only positive he could think of was Becca and 
the strange, brief conversation they had shared. He 
picked himself up, feeling his bruised ribs, wincing as 
he walked barefoot across the parking lot away from the 
school. Hebert would be angry that he didn’t return for 
the end of detention, but he didn’t care. He didn’t intend 
to come back. He had to do something or he was going 
to end up dying here in Elkwood.

Colin decided he had to go to Seattle to see his parents
Tonight.
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Unusual Meetings

Colin debated whether he should pack a toothbrush. 
Seattle was only a couple of hours north, and his 

parents would likely just stick him on a bus right back 
to Elkwood, so it was unlikely he’d need anything for an 
overnight stay.

Every time he’d been beaten up, Colin thought about 
going to see them. He even knew exactly how to do it.

He’d only met his grandfather once before he 
had passed away. The old man had been a mechanic 
and operated out of an old garage in Elkwood’s rustic 
downtown. His grandmother had never seen fit to sell it 
so there it remained, gathering dust.

More important to Colin’s plan, his grandfather’s ‘83 
Pontiac Phoenix, a boat of a car, still sat in the garage. 
Colin had learned to drive from one of his uncles during 
a six-month stint in Texas a few years ago. Uncle Cletus 



• 18 •

Andrew Buckley
believed that every boy aged five and over should know 
how to drive, shoot, and skin things. Colin hadn’t managed 
to master the skinning bit because the sight of blood made 
him dizzy. However, being fairly tall, he’d taken to driving 
quite easily.

He knew his grandmother kept the car’s gas tank full 
and started it once a month although Colin had no idea 
why as she never drove it anywhere and, being completely 
blind, would likely run over several people and cause a 
fair amount of damage.

Colin planned to take the logging road in order to 
avoid the main highway for as long as possible. For a 
thirteen-year-old with no driver’s license, no insurance, 
and driving a stolen car, getting pulled over in the middle 
of the night would be a bad situation.

“Just do it,” said Colin to no one in particular.
He grabbed his jacket and backpack and headed out 

into the night. The rain had subsided, but the fog was 
lying low over the town, as it always seemed to on town 
hall meeting nights.

Colin took Twelfth Street out of the residential area 
and tried to look casual, which was pointless as no one 
was around.

The town hall clock began to chime nine o’clock. 
The meeting would be let out in another half an hour or 
so and with it, his grandmother. Best-case scenario, she 
would go home like normal, settle herself in front of the 
television and watch Wheel of Fortune re-runs, assuming 
he’d already gone to bed. The worst-case scenario would 
involve much more shouting and him being grounded 
for life.



• 19 •

Hair in All the Wrong Places
The fog was getting thicker, turning the streetlights 

into growing balls of dull light. Colin could barely see 
twenty feet in front of him. Driving in this weather 
would be scary.

Suck it up, Colin; this has to be done.
Confidence wasn’t Colin’s strong point, but he was 

determined. With every step, his aching ribs reminded 
him just why he had to go through with this crazy idea.

He ducked into the alleyway behind Harrison’s 
Grocers. One more block and he’d be able to go through 
the back door of his grandfather’s garage using the keys 
he’d swiped from the kitchen drawer.

Colin was trying to remember all the important parts 
of getting a car going when he heard a set of footsteps. 
They were at the other end of the alleyway coming toward 
him. He really hadn’t expected to encounter anyone. 
Elkwood was a sleepy town where people didn’t stay out 
past 8:00 p.m., especially this late in the year. The only 
people out tonight should be those at the town hall.

Colin moved to the side of the alley and crouched 
down behind a dumpster, holding his breath for so long 
that he began to feel dizzy.

The footsteps were moving quickly.
“I hope you’re sure about this,” said a gruff voice. 

“Otherwise we just ended a town hall meeting early for 
no good reason. And you know how important they are.”

Colin knew the voice; it was Becca’s dad, Mr. 
Emerson. His rough tone was unmistakable even though 
Colin had only heard him speak a couple of times in 
passing when picking Becca up from school.

“It is for certain.” The second voice came as a surprise 
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as Colin had only heard one set of footsteps. He didn’t 
recognize this voice, but it was deep and hollow as if the 
man were speaking from the bottom of a well. It sent 
shivers throughout Colin’s body, running from his toes 
to his spine, stopping at his head, and continuing back 
the way they came.

Mr. Emerson and his companion stopped walking. 
Colin could now see both strangers from his hiding 
place. Mr. Emerson had his back to him, but Colin could 
see that he was dressed in his usual dark suit. The man 
facing Mr. Emerson looked like he had stepped out of 
medieval times wearing a long, shabby cloak with the 
hood covering his head and face. Colin had certainly 
never seen him around town.

“What I want to know,” said Mr. Emerson, “is why 
we didn’t know about this sooner?”

“You know very well it’s not as easy as that,” said the 
cloaked figure.

Mr. Emerson stormed away down the alley. “I need 
to get up to the base. I assume you can find your way 
home.” It was a statement, not a question, and then he 
was gone.

The cloaked stranger turned to walk away and 
then paused. Turning his hooded head as if looking for 
something in the dark alley, the stranger suddenly zeroed 
in on Colin’s hiding spot. Colin held his breath. The 
stranger didn’t move.

It seemed like an eternity although barely ten seconds 
had passed before the stranger turned away slowly and 
then spoke. “You should go now, Colin Strauss.” The 
words hung in the air. “Or you will be late.”
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With that, the stranger glided down the alley without 

making a sound.
What in the world was that thing?
He emerged from his hiding place, carefully inspecting 

the alley. There was no sound, and the fog seemed to be 
lifting slightly. Whoever the creepy stranger was, he was 
right; Colin had to get moving. If the town hall meeting 
was already out, then that meant he was going to have a 
harder time getting out of town unseen.

He hurried the rest of the way, constantly checking 
behind him, afraid the cloaked stranger was following 
him and would emerge at any moment.

Or you will be late. Late for what?
Quietly slipping inside the garage, Colin finally 

allowed himself to breathe properly after locking the 
door behind him. His heart was racing, he was covered 
in sweat, and his nerves were on edge. He felt like he’d 
run a marathon.

If the town meeting had been broken up by some 
sort of urgent situation, then his grandmother would 
already be on her way home. He had to hurry.

The garage was exactly as it had been when his 
grandfather died and smelled like old cigarettes and 
motor oil.

Colin pulled open the wide double doors, checking 
the street to make sure it was empty. The fog was still 
heavy enough that he couldn’t see past the end of the 
block.

The car started with a roar on the first turn. Tamping 
down his panic, he pulled the car out onto the street, 
parked, and quickly got out and closed the double doors.
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Colin wasn’t a lawbreaker, at least not normally. He 

was beginning to feel queasy. Maybe this was a mistake?
No, I’m committed. I have to do this.
They were his parents; at the very least, he had to let 

them know he was unhappy and being bullied incessantly. 
He had to do something!

He drove slowly down the street being careful not to 
give it too much gas. He’d almost made it the two blocks 
out of downtown when he hit the red light. There were 
only two stoplights in Elkwood, one by the school and 
this one that was activated by a crosswalk. He thought 
maybe it was a glitch as he couldn’t see anyone, and then 
he saw her. His heart sank somewhere deep down into 
his stomach.

She walked out of the shadows of the old lawyer’s 
office building and crossed the street. It was Becca 
Emerson!

What is she doing here?
She looked as pale as always, her red hair tied back, 

wearing her usual dark clothes.
Colin closed his eyes.
Please don’t look. Don’t look, don’t look, just keep 

walking, don’t look this way, just keep walking.
He opened his eyes. She was standing directly in 

front of his car wearing a stunned expression. Quickly 
regaining her composure, she walked around to the 
driver’s window. Colin was no longer certain he was 
breathing. He inched the window down and gave his best 
effort at being calm.

“Oh, hi, Becca,” squeaked Colin.
“Colin, what are you doing out here? You can’t be out 
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here. The meeting ended early.”

“Uhh, yeah I know. Grandmother just wanted me to 
start the old car and make sure the battery was okay,” said 
Colin, drumming nervously on the steering wheel. Colin 
didn’t lie well under normal circumstances, never mind 
while sitting in a stolen car about to take a road trip out 
of town in the middle of the night.

Becca eyed him suspiciously. “You have to get out of 
here now! No one’s supposed to be out,” she said, looking 
around as if expecting someone to step out of the fog at 
any time.

Something occurred to Colin. “What are you doing 
out here? Were you at the meeting?”

She looked taken aback. “No, well … no. Colin, 
you have to take this car back wherever you got it and 
get home. In fact, you should just drive straight home. 
Quickly.”

Colin didn’t know why Becca sounded so anxious, 
but he recognized an opportunity when he saw it. “You’re 
probably right; I’ll just drive home and bring the car back 
in the morning.”

“Go, now!”
“Good night, Becca.” But she was already walking 

away from the car and was quickly swallowed up by the 
fog.

Colin stepped on the gas and sped the rest of the way 
out of town. If he did pass anyone, he didn’t realize it. He 
eased off the gas as he approached the old forestry road 
and wondered what could have got Becca so agitated? 
And why was she out so late anyway? Had she been at the 
town hall meeting?
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Putting Becca out of his mind, he was determined 

to forget about his strange encounter with the cloaked 
stranger and Mr. Emerson, and concentrate on the task 
at hand.

Mustering up as much courage as he could, Colin 
turned onto the dark road, accelerating into the night.
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Dark Roads

Driving wasn’t a difficult task; the car was old and 
bulky but so heavy that it hugged the corners. 

When he reached the one-mile marker out of town, the 
fog lifted, and it looked like the night would be clear 
from here on out.

Colin’s mind blurred with thoughts of Becca, 
Mr. Emerson, his grandmother, his parents, the town 
meeting, his aching ribs, Gareth Dugan, the cloaked 
figure—it was all making his head hurt.

Concentrate on driving, Colin!
It wasn’t long before the tall trees on either side of the 

road blocked his view, and he only occasionally caught 
glimpses of the bright, full moon. Colin had never 
travelled this road before and wasn’t sure how far north it 
ran before joining the main highway.

The loud, cynical portion of Colin’s brain continued 
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to argue that not only would his parents send him straight 
back to Elkwood, but they would probably dismiss his 
worry and misery as silly teenage stuff. At this depressing 
thought, Colin eased off the gas for a moment as he 
considered returning to Elkwood to face the wrath of his 
grandmother.

No, he was going. He stepped on the gas and flicked 
on the radio to take his mind off things.

Most of the stations Colin chanced upon contained 
the sweet rhythmic sounds of static, but occasionally, the 
old radio would grab a piece of a tune from an oldies 
station. As the road began its steep descent down to a 
tree-filled valley, an Elvis Presley song began to play, but 
then the song was gone again, replaced by a male voice 
shrouded in static.

“Alpha and beta units stay on him! If we lose him 
now, we may not get another chance,” growled the voice.

Must be a radio play.
“He’s too fast,” responded a female voice. “What’s the 

six on the chopper? We need it now! The trees are too 
dense, I repeat, the trees are too dense.”

“Affirmative, beta unit. Chopper is en route,” said the 
male voice.

Not a very interesting radio play.
But as there was nothing else on and at least the 

signal seemed to be clear, he just left the dial where it was.
“Alpha unit is down!” said a different male voice in 

a panic. “It just tore right through us. Jensen is down. 
Burke is missing! Oh God, this is a mess. Just a mess!”

“Pull yourself together!” ordered the first male voice. 
“You’re a trained agent! Get it together! Where did the 
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subject go?”

Agent? Subject? This is just lame.
“It’s breaking east,” said the second male voice. “No 

wait, south! It’s heading south toward the logging road.
Logging road?
“This is Commander Emerson,” interjected a familiar 

voice on the radio. “Don’t let this thing get away, you 
hear me?”

“Mr. Emerson?” said Colin.
What am I listening to?
“Sir,” came the female voice again, “we have a 

problem. There’s a car coming down the logging road.”
“What?” exclaimed Mr. Emerson. “How far?”
“It’s on track to intercept with the subject. We’re 

taking a shot at the subject, sir.”
A gunshot ripped through the night air, and Colin 

took his foot off the accelerator, heart racing.
“We got him, sir!” said the female voice again. “He’s 

injured! The subject is moving away from the road.”
“And the car?” said Mr. Emerson.
“Still coming.”
Colin didn’t know what to do. Were they talking 

about his car? Was that really Mr. Emerson? What’s the 
subject?

In a panic, he stepped on the gas, heart racing, hoping 
he’d be able to get out of the area entirely.

“Chopper support is inbound,” said the original male 
voice.

“Commander Emerson! The subject … we’ve lost 
him. No wait. He’s cut back to the road!”

A massive creature burst out of the trees ahead of 
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Colin, stumbling across the road, illuminated by a 
blinding spotlight. The animal looked like an enormous 
wolf, bigger than any man, but it stood upright! Stopping 
in front of Colin’s car, the creature turned its head and 
snarled.

Colin panicked and swung the car to the right, but the 
tires lost traction on the gravel and the old, heavy vehicle 
lurched headlong into the creature. The front window of 
the car smashed, and metal tore as the creature scraped its 
massive claws against the hood of the car. The tires finally 
caught some traction, sending the car arcing across and 
off the road where it crashed through the trees and down 
a steep embankment. The creature clung to the hood of 
the car and snarled ferociously.

Colin could hear deranged screaming and realized it 
was his own voice.

The old Pontiac hit something hard, and Colin 
smashed his head into the steering wheel as the car flipped 
forward, and then everything turned a murky black.

***

The world slowly spun back into focus and looked a 
lot like mud. Colin lay facedown on the ground, his 
heartbeat thundering in his ears. Or was it a helicopter? 
He remembered a helicopter. Mercifully, his glasses were 
still on his head but one lens was cracked.

Colin rolled over onto his back, and a searing pain 
shot through his left arm. He vomited, mostly on himself.
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He pushed to his feet with his right hand but fell 

back to his knees, the ground unsteady beneath him, 
and he wanted more than anything to slip back into 
unconsciousness.

What had happened?
Moonlight shone through the trees and glanced 

off the chrome rims of his grandfather’s car, which was 
upside down and on fire.

I crashed my grandfather’s car.
With that particular realization, Colin thought of his 

grandmother’s reaction and surged to his feet, stumbling 
toward the car.

I shouldn’t be this close to a burning car.
He turned and staggered away, clutching his left arm 

close to his body.
How did this happen?
Colin could remember driving, he was listening to a 

radio show …
He could hear a helicopter somewhere close, the low 

thump of the propellers resonating through the night air.
Then he’d hit something. No, something hit him?
Why can’t I remember?
A low, guttural growl came from behind Colin, and 

everything flooded back to him.
The wolf! The massive wolf! Big teeth! Big, sharp-looking 

teeth. The kind that eat things. They were chasing it and 
then I hit it. My grandmother is going to be so upset.

Colin turned around slowly, watching as the area in 
front of the smashed car began to move. The moonlight 
was so bright here that even in his confused and injured 
state there was absolutely no mistaking what he was seeing.
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The creature pulled itself up on all fours, its body 

covered with dark gray scraggly hair. But this was no wolf. 
Its body was more muscular, and it was the size of a small 
horse. Colin watched in stark horror as the creature put 
an enormous hairy hand on the Pontiac and pushed itself 
to its feet. It had a hand, not a paw! And feet! It reached 
its other hand up and rubbed its head. It growled again.

The creature’s large ears twitched as Colin took a step 
back. Time slowed down as the creature whipped around 
its head and in two long strides was looming over him.

Colin cowered. He wasn’t sure if he was actually 
cowering—he’d never done it before, he might be doing 
it wrong. He was shaking and sweating all over. The 
creature bent over and lowered its head level with Colin’s. 
It was definitely some sort of a wolf. It had a wolf ’s head. 
A snout protruded from the center of its face and began 
sniffing him with huge nostrils as two dark golden eyes 
studied Colin intently.

What were you supposed to do when confronted 
with a wild animal? All he could think of was to assume 
the fetal position, but he thought that was mainly for 
bears. The creature’s head whipped around as they heard 
a crash off to the right followed by the sound of an engine 
roaring. With the creature’s attention focused elsewhere, 
Colin noticed that the animal was bleeding. Its chest and 
stomach area weren’t as thickly covered in hair, and there 
was a bullet wound through its abdomen. Blood was 
matting the fur together.

“You’ve been shot,” said Colin.
The creature turned back to Colin and looked down 

at the wound.
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Something crashed again as Colin realized that the 

helicopter sounded like it was getting closer.
Looking like it was trying to decide what to do, the 

creature finally dropped down to all fours and fixed its 
golden eyes on Colin who had backed up against a tree.

The animal closed its eyes and lowered its head. It 
looked tired, and Colin thought he heard it sigh. Time 
slowed again as the creature sprang forward pinning 
Colin against the tree with those dangerously sharp-
looking clawed hands. Colin screamed in pain as the 
animal grabbed his left arm, opened its jaws, and sank its 
teeth deep into Colin’s forearm. The pain he’d originally 
felt from his injured arm was nothing compared to what 
followed.

Heat rushed through Colin’s body; it felt like fire was 
consuming him from the inside out. His bones felt too 
big for his body, and his heart was hammering against his 
chest. The creature released his arm, turned, and fled into 
the night as a truck crashed through the trees in pursuit. 
They never noticed Colin leaning against the tree doing 
his best attempt to not die.

What was happening?
Colin retched again, trying to vomit, but nothing 

came out. He doubled over in pain, his body convulsing 
as spasms wracked him so violently he thought his spine 
would snap.

I’m dying!
Suddenly, the world in front of him exploded in vivid 

colors; he could smell the mustiness of his grandmother’s 
old car mixed with the smell of leaking fuel and the 
flames. As the helicopter flew overhead once again, Colin 
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heard a howl, and for a brief, insane moment, he thought 
he should answer. Colin’s skin began to feel tight, and his 
brain felt like it was splitting apart in his skull. Without 
warning, his grandmother’s car exploded, throwing 
flames toward the shining full moon as the world faded 
into a bright white nothingness.
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Dreams and Delusions

Colin was running. Well, he might have been Colin, 
he wasn’t sure anymore. He ran low to the ground, 

moving much faster than Colin had ever moved in his life. 
Dry leaves crunched under his feet and foliage whipped 
against him as he ran. It felt so good to just run. Running 
was so freeing. An exhilaration that burned through his 
veins like iced water.

The darkness didn’t hinder him in the slightest. Colin 
was aware of everything around him. He knew he was 
heading up hill; he could hear water in the distance, a 
stream maybe. He could smell animals in the forest, each 
one giving off its own individual signature, and he felt 
hunger. Hunger like he had never experienced before. It 
wasn’t just the need for nourishment; it was the need to 
hunt. To feel warm flesh and bone crunch in between his 
teeth, to—
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What’s wrong with me?
Colin realized he was standing on a rainy street in a 

gloomy part of a city. He was watching and waiting. A 
dirty looking man in raggedy clothing left a store with 
bars on the windows and glanced up and down the street. 
Colin looked down at his hands and realized they weren’t 
his own. He was seeing through someone else’s eyes.

The dirty man made his way to a beat-up car, and 
Colin could literally smell him from across the street. 
Through the fresh rain, through the putrid stench of 
exhaust from the city itself, he could smell the filth on the 
man. The blood. The dirt under his fingernails. It made 
his stomach turn. And then Colin moved. It seemed like 
such a small motion, but one moment he was standing 
still, and a moment later he was next to the dirty man 
who turned and looked at him. Panic spread across that 
grimy face.

“No! Not you! Please—”
He was running again. Through the night, across a 

field. The night was overcast, and fog floated low, creating 
an ominous ceiling effect, but it didn’t matter. He felt the 
moon up there somewhere, and it felt comfortable. Like 
a mother watching over a baby.

And then he was in an apartment. The furniture 
didn’t match, and the walls were stained yellow from 
smoke. It had to be smoke; the apartment reeked of it. 
A mirror hung crooked on the wall, and the reflection 
Colin saw looking back at him was not his own. This new, 
not-Colin’s jaw was angular, and he looked like he hadn’t 
shaved in days. His hair was tousled, and his eyes … there 
was something haunting about his eyes.
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A woman in an ill-fitting bathrobe and badly colored 

hair screamed at Colin. “Don’t you take him! He’s a good 
boy. He is a good boy.”

Colin’s voice was deep and raspy. “He’s a murderer. 
I’m sorry. I don’t want to do this.”

“Then leave. I’ll take care of him. I’ll keep him out 
of trouble.”

“I’m sorry. It has to be this way.”
Colin pushed his way past the woman who fell 

sobbing to the floor. Opening a door adjoining the living 
room, he found a boy, maybe eighteen or nineteen, 
huddled naked on the bed. Covered with dirt, his hair 
was matted to his head, the boy didn’t even look at Colin; 
he just stared at one of the walls.

“You’re him, aren’t you? The one they talk about?” the 
boy whispered.

Colin didn’t say anything; he reached for the boy 
and—

—was back in the field, only this time he was close to 
a farmhouse. It was a large house, and Colin felt like he 
recognized it. Leaping the low wall that ran around the 
property, Colin paced back and forth across the garden.

This is Becca Emerson’s house.
The information came to him distinctly. He could 

smell her. She was up there in one of the rooms. That fresh 
soapy smell mixed with the odd perfume she wore that 
smelled like Twizzlers. And he could hear her breathing, 
she was asleep. Her heartbeat was steady. Thump. Thump. 
Th—

Colin was lying in bed. A big bed in a dark paneled 
wood room lit with candles. Two older women and a man 
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with a stone-faced scowl stared down at him. They were 
dressed strangely, as if they were from the past. This was 
a different time completely. He raised a hand and looked 
at it. It was pale and dainty. He had a woman’s hand! He 
looked down at himself. He had women’s breasts too! The 
scowling man made a grunting sound.

“I’ve never seen anything like it,” he said. “She’s 
feverish, but the injury she sustained last night is gone, 
like it never was.”

“What do you mean?” Colin asked in a voice that 
was definitely not his own.

“Don’t panic, dear. Try not to move. You’re ill,” said 
one of the ladies.

“What happened to me?”
“You were attacked,” said the man. “Some sort of 

beast. A monstrous thing if I ever—”
Colin was standing at the end of a long dirt road next 

to a battered old mailbox. At the end of the driveway, 
he could see a shack of a house. He was surrounded by 
fields of corn and beyond them, vast rocky mountains. 
He looked down at his hands. They were large and worn. 
Farmer’s hands.

An old man rode up on a horse and reined it to a 
stop. “Fletcher,” said the old man. “It’s happened again!”

“Not another one,” replied Colin in a deep baritone.
“The same as before. It’s impossible. Tore the thing 

to pieces.”
“It makes no sense. Nothing could do that.” But 

Colin didn’t really believe that, or maybe the man whose 
eyes he was seeing didn’t believe it. He felt nervous.

“That’s the fourth cow this month. I’ve never seen 
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anything like this. The claw marks are … they’re not 
natural!”

“I’ll keep watch tonight.”
The old man pulled on the reins and turned the horse 

around. “You kept watch last night and a whole lot of good 
that did us!” The old man spurred the horse into a gallop 
and raced off down the dirt driveway toward the house.

Colin felt relief and then guilt and then—
He nestled quietly in the undergrowth. He couldn’t 

remember why he was doing this. He knew his name was 
Colin. He remembered Becca. He remembered school. 
He remembered … nothing else really. Just shadows. He 
remembered the deer because it chose that moment to 
step into view. Colin crept lower. The deer was at least 
twenty feet away, and it’d be hard to cover the distance, 
but Colin was hungry, so very hungry. The deer’s heartbeat 
was racing; it knew something wasn’t right. It would bolt! 
Colin leaped at the deer clearing the twenty feet as if it 
was a single step. He plowed into the startled creature 
and clamped his enormous jaws around the deer’s throat 
and rippe—

He was caged. He growled and snarled and clawed 
with massive, hairy hands at the bars. It was dark and 
stormy, and he was out in the open, surrounded by rocks. 
He threw himself at the cage bars, but the metal was too 
thick. Chanting was coming from men wearing hooded 
robes who surrounded the stone circle, swaying back and 
forth to their song. Colin wanted to tear them to pieces.

No!
This wasn’t him. He wasn’t this caged thing. He 

grabbed one of the bars with both hands and pulled 
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with all his strength, and the bar gave way. The chanting 
stopped as he grabbed another bar and ripped it from 
its holding. And then another, and another, until 
Colin squeezed through the bars to feel the heavy rain 
dampening his fur as he stretched to his full height; he 
must be over seven feet tall! Colin could see the men 
running away through the dark night, and he could smell 
their fear. He liked a good run. Dropping to all fours, he 
raced off in pursuit, kicking up dirt as he—

He lay chained to a table in a white laboratory 
surrounded by men in white coats and surgical masks 
observing him. Colin began to panic as he tried to move 
his arms but they were restrained to the table.

“What are you doing to me?” said Colin in a young 
sounding voice.

“It’s quite all right, son,” answered one of the doctors. 
“We just want to examine you and study that thing inside 
you.”

“What thing? What are you talking about? Where’s 
my dad? What happened at the cabin?”

A nurse appeared with a syringe.
“What are you going to do with that?” asked the boy.
“Just relax,” said the nurse.
Colin felt a pin prick, and then the world turned 

woozy and—
He was in what looked like a cave, or maybe a 

catacomb, flickering torches hanging from the walls, the 
air was musty and old. Looking down at the body he now 
inhabited, Colin noted he was naked and, thankfully, a 
man. His left foot was shackled to the wall by a long, 
rusty chain.
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Thirteen men in white hooded robes that hid their 

faces stood in front of him. One swung incense while 
another read from a book. It sounded Italian or maybe 
Spanish. Colin had never been any good with languages. 
But he could smell the fear in the men or priests or 
whatever they were. And it made him angry. “Let me go!” 
said Colin. His voice was low and guttural. Commanding.

The priests didn’t move, and the reader continued.
“If you don’t let me go, you’re all going to be sorry,” 

said Colin.
The reader pulled back his hood to reveal a cross 

tattooed on his forehead. The old man was bald, and his 
skin had a weathered quality that looked like he’d spent 
time at sea. He smelled of incense and fear.

“It is not right that you exist, my son,” said the priest, 
making the sign of the cross. “You are not fit for this 
world. Whatever manner of evil brought this upon you, 
we will extinguish it here tonight.”

“You’re an idiot,” said Colin. “I feel amazing. There is 
nothing wrong with me.”

“You have killed without remorse,” accused the priest.
“I killed thieves and murderers. I did a service. This 

power I have, it’s good.”
“You are possessed, my son.”
“And who are you that you think you can take it 

away from me?”
“We are the ones that would protect you.”
“I will tell you one last time. Let me go.”
“This we cannot do,” said the priest.
“So. Be. It.”
Colin felt something inside him surge. Like 
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butterflies in your stomach at first, then quickly turning 
into a burning sensation that raced through every limb, 
muscle, and sinew. The hair on his arms stood on end, 
and bone began to crack as Colin screamed. The priests 
ran in a panic, trying to escape the catacomb as Colin 
was consumed in blinding pain—

Colin sat up in bed in a cold sweat. It was his own 
bed. He wasn’t a man, a woman, large dog, or anything 
else unnatural. He was just Colin. And he was in his bed. 
The illuminated numbers on his alarm clock read 6:00 
a.m.

How did I get home? Did I dream everything?
He tried to piece together the events from the night 

before. He remembered sneaking out while the town 
meeting was on and stealing his grandfather’s car to go see 
his parents. He remembered the alley and Mr. Emerson 
and the strange man. He remembered driving out of 
town and seeing Becca, and he remembered turning onto 
the forestry road … but nothing else. Horrible dreams 
had plagued his sleep. Something to do with blood and 
priests and …

It was like trying to pick up water with a pair of 
tweezers. He couldn’t fully remember anything.
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Got Change?

Sneaking across the hall so as not to disturb his 
grandmother, Colin crept into the bathroom, carefully 

closing the door and locking it. After unsuccessfully trying 
to recall the events of the previous night, Colin decided a 
shower was the best course of action. He felt grubby, for 
lack of a better word. He looked at his reflection in the 
bathroom mirror. Still the same loser as yesterday and the 
day before and the day before that. His reflection looked 
back at him, still in agreement.

Colin removed his underwear, which apparently was 
the only thing he had slept in, and turned on the hot water. 
Stepping into the shower and closing his eyes, Colin let 
the water pour over his face and body. He fumbled for 
the soap on its usual ledge and turning around, opened 
his eyes, coming face to face with a giant wolf-man. It 
was standing in his shower looking down at him. Colin 
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didn’t scream or shriek; he just slipped easily into a blind 
panic, dropping the soap, and tried to scramble out of 
the shower, slipped on the soap he had dropped, and fell 
backward toward the creature. He made a grab for the 
shower curtain, missed, and collapsed into the bathtub 
again. He’d expected to fall into the creature, but it was 
gone as if it had never been there in the first place. Colin 
scrambled up, flinging the curtain open to see if the 
creature was in the bathroom.

It wasn’t.
But his grandmother was.
She stood in the open doorway, ninety pounds of 

bitter old woman with bright pink rollers in her hair and 
wearing an ancient looking nightgown. Her blind eyes 
stared in Colin’s direction who unnecessarily covered his 
private areas with his hands, looking sheepish.

“Uh, Grandma, I … ”
“You’re making a lot of noise!” barked his grandmother.
“I’m sorry. It was just—”
“How am I supposed to get my beauty sleep with you 

in here treating my bathtub like it’s a playground?”
“I … I slipped.”
“Frightened me half to death banging around like 

that!” His grandmother stepped out and slammed the 
door. “And lock the door when you use the bathroom!” 
she called from behind the door.

I did lock the door. Didn’t I?
Colin tried to recall, but his memory was playing 

tricks on him. He closed the curtain and quickly washed. 
Shutting off the water, he opened the curtain and then 
closed it again. Something had caught his eye. There was 
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a rip in the shower curtain, four rips to be exact. Four 
perfect gashes that sliced diagonally across the curtain.

Creepy.
Colin’s brain was a logical one, not really all that 

creative unless you count some marginally impressive 
finger paintings he’d done in the third grade. The sketchy 
memory from the previous night, the giant creature he 
hallucinated in his shower, the gash in the shower curtain, 
the locked bathroom door. None of it made any sense, 
and that troubled Colin. It troubled him while he dried 
off, it troubled him when he got dressed, and it troubled 
him as he walked down the stairs.

His grandmother had already taken her place in front 
of the TV, so Colin ducked into the small kitchen and 
made himself a bowl of cereal. Still hungry, he ate two 
cartons of yogurt and drank the remainder of the milk. 
After the milk, he made some toast and piled it with 
peanut butter.

I’m so hungry! What is wrong with me?
Once he had consumed the toast, he started searching 

the pantry and for the lack of anything better, ended up 
eating an entire package of beef jerky. He was happily 
tearing through the dried meat when he was suddenly 
very aware of the time.

School!
Colin raced down the hallway and out the front door 

before his grandmother had a chance to bark at him for 
being late/dressing strange/being an idiot. The sky was 
overcast as usual, and parts of Elkwood were shrouded in 
fog. Colin ran for the bus stop but arrived just in time to 
see the retreating taillights of the school bus. Another day 
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of being late. Maybe even another detention.

Great. No memory, hallucinations, and the appetite of 
a bear after hibernation. How can this day get any worse?

And then it started raining.

***

Colin arrived onto school grounds as the bell rang 
to indicate the beginning of class, his heart sank as he 
rounded the corner of the main building and came face 
to face with Principal Hebert.

“Well hello, Mr. Strauss. First you skip out on 
checking in after detention yesterday and now you’re late 
once again. I have the distinct feeling of deja vu. Might 
you be sharing the same feeling this morning?” said 
Principal Hebert.

“I’m sorry, Mr. Hebert. I—”
“Miss the bus again, did we?”
“Well, yes, but well, you see—”
“Oh, there’s more?” said Principal Hebert. “Come 

on, Mr. Strauss. Enlighten me.”
Colin stared at Principal Hebert. Principal Hebert 

stared back. People were always trying to push Colin into 
doing things he didn’t want to. He hated that feeling. 
Maybe it was the disorientation, the food, maybe even 
the weather was finally getting to him but he decided to 
do something about it.

“Last night I tried to run away, met a floating man in 
a back alley, and then blacked out and ended up back in 
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my bed. This morning when I woke up, I found a giant 
wolf-man in my shower and then I ate half the contents 
of my kitchen. And that, Mr. Hebert, is why I’m late.”

Colin’s chest hurt, his pulse was racing, and he felt 
like he was going to have a heart attack.

Principal Hebert raised an eyebrow. “That’s much 
more interesting than you missing the bus, Mr. Strauss. 
Try and make it on time in future.”

Colin slowly sidestepped around the large, scary 
authoritarian and ran up the rest of the steps into the 
building.

Once inside, he leaned against a wall. His heart was 
trying to pound out of his chest, and he had a splitting 
headache. At a water fountain, Colin threw some water 
on his face, trying to collect himself.

He knocked lightly on the door to the biology 
classroom and pushed open the door.

“Mr. Strauss!” barked Mr. Winter.
Colin actually jumped. He’d been expecting Mrs. 

Davenport again, but it looked like Mr. Winter was 
feeling better.

“Take a seat quickly please. We have a lot to cover, 
and I’m in no mood for your tardiness today.”

Colin slouched his way to the empty stool next to 
Jeremy who was looking his usual spritely self.

Leaning over, Jeremy asked in a whisper, “Detention 
again?”

Colin shook his head. “Let me off with a warning.”
“Today we’re going to study the brain,” said Mr. 

Winter. “Although most of you seem to be missing yours, 
there’s no reason not to study it in case you happen to 
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come across one. While I fully expect the majority of you 
to fail the inevitable test that will follow our line of study 
today, I do encourage you all to try your hardest despite 
the fact you’re all idiots.”

This was new. Mr. Winter was cruel and callous often 
alluding to insults and playing on the edge of being rude. 
But this was much too straightforward, even for him.

Maybe he’s still not feeling well.
“Turn to page thirty-four in your textbooks and start 

reading.” Mr. Winter sat down at his desk and closed his 
eyes.

Colin looked to Jeremy for an answer, but his friend 
just shrugged.

The rest of the class started reaching for their 
textbooks, so Colin did the same. His head felt like it was 
trying to split in half. It felt like his brain was humming, 
a sort of buzzing or static sound.

“You okay, Colin?” said Jeremy. “You look a little 
pale.”

The entire class was beginning to notice him.
Colin stared at Jeremy who was still talking, but 

Colin couldn’t hear him over the static in his head. He 
looked back at the rest of the class. All the usual suspects 
were present. Tori was seductively tracing her pen along 
her jaw line while she read.

That buzzing!
Gareth Dugan was in his usual spot along with Kevin 

Hadfield, but henchman number two, Sam Bale, was 
absent today.

There was Becca, looking gorgeous like always. Her 
eyeliner was especially dark today. Either that or she was 
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just really tired.

The goth twins, Micah and Nathaniel, were sitting 
together in the back, staring at Colin. That was weird in 
itself, but what really tipped the scales was that they both 
looked incredibly worried. Or angry. He couldn’t tell.

Colin lurched unnaturally as he lost control of his 
body and almost fell off his stool. Jeremy was shaking 
him. The buzzing in his head was numbing, he could 
barely hear anything, and the splitting pain in his head 
almost blinded him. He wiped a hand across his face and 
it came away wet. He was sweating. Not just sweating, he 
was practically leaking.

Finally, a bit of popularity.
Colin smiled drunkenly and fell off his stool but 

quickly scrambled to his feet.
“What on earth is going on, Mr. Strauss?” snapped 

Mr. Winter.
Colin staggered toward the door using the tables as 

support and muttered something about the bathroom. 
He crashed out of the door and collapsed in the hallway 
as Mr. Winter started to shout something but was cut off 
as the door swung shut.

The floor felt cool on his face, but he scrambled to 
his feet and made his way down the hallway toward the 
bathroom. He couldn’t seem to get his arms and legs to 
work properly.

Managing to turn on a tap, he splashed water on his 
already damp face.

As he looked up into the mirror, Colin was astonished 
to see the wolf creature from his morning shower standing 
right behind him, snarling. Colin spun around to face 
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an empty bathroom, and he started to laugh. It sounded 
somewhat maniacal; the sort of laughter you might 
hear in a mental institution. Unexpectedly, the buzzing 
stopped, the blinding pain subsided, and he regained full 
control of his gangly limbs once again.

He looked at his reflection. Same Colin. He was 
double-checking the bathroom to make sure there was 
no large, hairy, scary-looking creature lurking in any of 
the stalls when Jeremy burst in. “Jeremy! You scared me!”

“Are you okay? Winter sent me to check on you, but 
you look more like yourself now. What happened back 
there? And was that you laughing before I came in here?”

Colin shrugged. “I don’t know. I really don’t know. 
I couldn’t hear. There was this buzzing sound. I think I 
might be going crazy, Jer.”

“You were growling in class.”
“Growling?”
“Yeah, like a dog. Did you get contacts?” said Jeremy.
“What? No, I …”
Colin felt his face for his glasses.
I forgot my glasses?
“I thought you were blind without those things?”
“I … geez, Jer. I have no idea what’s going on with 

me. There was this whole thing last night with a car and 
then Becca was there, and I keep seeing this—”

“What? What are you seeing?” suddenly Jeremy got 
excited. “Are you hallucinating? Because that would be 
awesome.”

Colin just looked at Jeremy, but despite the joke, he 
could see his friend’s worry. “I’m sure it’s nothing.”

“You sure? Do you want me to take you to the nurse?”
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“No, I’m feeling much better.” Colin hurriedly assured 

his friend. “Maybe I’m getting the flu or something.” The 
Elkwood School nurse was a monster of a woman called 
Mrs. Turnbull who had never heard the term bedside 
manner. She also didn’t like to be interrupted, ever. Only 
the truly sick students of Elkwood ever went to Mrs. 
Turnbull’s office.

“And the glasses?”
“I’ve been eating a lot of vitamin A lately?”
Jeremy gave him one of those slow blinking low stares 

that clearly said you’re kidding, right?
Mr. Winter burst into the bathroom, slamming the 

door hard against the wall. “Back to class, Mr. Rodson!”
“Yes, sir,” said Jeremy, making a quick exit.
Mr. Winter waited until the door was closed and 

then grabbed Colin by the shirtfront, pushing him 
hard up against the wall. “Just what do you think you’re 
doing disrupting my class? Do you know how important 
biology is? It’s everywhere! It’s in me, it’s in you, it’s all 
over the place, and no one really understands it, so that’s 
why we have to study it! Do you understand me, boy?”

Colin was too shocked to speak. A teacher was 
attacking him! Mr. Winter’s eyes looked different. Like 
he was on drugs or something. The muscles in his face 
were tense and strained.

Colin nodded.
“Now get your ugly, useless, self back to class and 

read the chapter! Idiot!” Mr. Winter released Colin and 
stormed out of the bathroom muttering. “They’re all 
idiots, ignorant idiots, all of them.”

This day cannot get any worse. Or weirder.
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***

After lunch and third period French, Colin’s day did 
somehow manage to get much worse and a lot weirder. 
Jeremy had opted for Spanish as his foreign language, 
so Colin normally sat alone in French class. For today, 
Madame Frontier suggested they take part in group 
conversations, quickly splitting the class into three small 
groups of five students each. Colin got stuck with Kevin 
Hadfield, who was more interested in doodling in his 
biology textbook. The goth twins and Becca were also in 
his group, which was the only bright shining point in an 
otherwise scary and crappy day.

“Colin, are you feeling okay? You didn’t look well 
earlier,” asked Becca, sounding concerned.

“He always looks like that,” said Kevin. “It’s called 
ugly, and it’s not curable.”

Nathan and Micah simply stared at Colin.
“Yeah, I feel better. Just a dizzy spell.”
“Why don’t you have your glasses today?” said Becca.
Why does everyone notice that today? Yesterday I could 

have come to school naked and painted purple, and no one 
would have noticed a thing.

“I got contacts,” said Colin quickly.
“You have nice eyes.”
“You have nice eyes,” mimicked Kevin in a whiny 

voice.
Micah and Nathan still hadn’t blinked.
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“Are you guys okay?” inquired Colin to the twins. 

They continued staring.
“Everyone should be speaking French. Remember 

your pronunciations,” trilled Madame Frontier.
“They must like your eyes too, Colin,” sneered 

Kevin. “How are those ribs today. Heard you took a nasty 
tumble during detention?”

“No, they’re good. You must have heard wrong. Or 
maybe you’re just such a moron that you have no concept 
of reality,” Colin shot back. “Maybe your chronic stupidity 
is getting the better of you and soon you’ll take that final 
step to becoming nothing more than a drooling vegetable.”

What am I doing?
Becca stared open-mouthed. The twins looked ill. 

Kevin didn’t know what to say; he just stared.
“Uh, sorry,” said Colin. “I don’t know what came … 

uh … over me.”
“No, come on, Colin. Tell me more,” spat Kevin. 

“You were up to the part where I’m a drooling vegetable.”
The headache was back again. Colin’s vision began to 

swim, and he put his head down and rubbed his temples.
What is wrong with me?
He wanted to lash out, tell Kevin exactly what he 

thought about him.
You’re an idiot, a lackey, a lowlife coward who hides 

behind Gareth Dugan because you don’t know how to look 
after yourself. You’re a follower, a sheep, and not a smart 
sheep, the dumbest possible sheep you could ever imagine. 
And you smell. You smell like old farts and engine oil. That’s 
what I think of you.

That’s what he wanted to say but of course he would 
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never say that out loud.

“So I’m a dumb, stinking sheep, am I?” said Kevin.
“Wait, what?” said Colin.
“I’m sure he didn’t mean that, Kevin,” Becca hastily 

reassured him. “Tell Kevin you didn’t mean that, Colin.”
I didn’t say that out loud, did I?
“I’m going to tear you apart, Strauss. As soon—”
“Wait, you heard me? Just now? But I didn’t say—”
Oh, Colin. Why are you doing this? It was Becca’s voice, 

but her lips hadn’t moved.
The smell. Can’t take the smell. It’s getting worse. Micah’s 

voice!
Colin looked around the class as fire burned through 

his brain. He could hear everyone, not just their voices, 
but their thoughts! All jumbled together in a horrible 
mess. Talking about food, French class, dating, clothing, 
TV shows, next period, last period, goats, Tori’s latest 
outfit, where was Sam Bale, did Colin get beaten up last 
night, how tired they were, while others daydreamed. A 
maelstrom was spinning in his brain, and then as quickly 
as it arrived, it was gone.

“I’m not even going to wait until after class. I’m 
going to kick the crap out of you right here!” Kevin 
lunged at Colin but missed by a mile, collapsing into the 
now empty chair and onto the floor in front of the twins. 
Colin was now standing three feet away behind Becca’s 
chair. Madam Frontier shouted in French.

“What the … ?” said Kevin.
And then the twins both vomited in unison. All over 

Kevin.
Becca grabbed Colin’s shirt and dragged him out of 
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the classroom, away from the shrieks of Kevin Hadfield 
and what appeared to be the never-ending stomach 
contents of the goth twins. Madam Frontier fluttered 
around the classroom trying to regain order.

Becca didn’t stop walking until they were outside the 
building, not far from where Gareth, Sam, and Kevin 
had jumped Colin the evening before.

An exhausted Colin slumped down onto a picnic 
bench while Becca stared hard at him.

“Why do people keep staring at me today?” mumbled 
Colin helplessly.

“Well, after you fell out of biology class this morning 
and whatever the hell just happened now, do you really 
have to ask? What’s going on, Colin?”

“I honestly have no idea. I keep getting this headache. 
And I feel dizzy. Must be the flu. Maybe I’m getting 
whatever the twins have?”

“Where were you going last night when I saw you in 
town?”

“Are you writing a book or something?” snapped 
Colin. What is wrong with me? I don’t talk like this?

“Don’t be that way. I’m just trying to put the pieces 
together. You’re not yourself at all.”

Colin looked up at Becca. She looked genuinely 
concerned. Through the dark makeup, he could see her 
blue eyes shining down at him.

You’re beautiful, like an angel.
“Look, I appreciate a good compliment, but that’s just 

corny.” Becca smiled. “And what are you? A ventriloquist 
now, I didn’t even see your lips move.”

“You heard me say that? Out loud?”
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“Is this what puberty is like for a guy? And I thought 

girls had it bad.”
They both laughed. The school PA system crackled to 

life, and Principal Hebert’s voice boomed over the loud 
speaker.

“I need everyone’s attention. I just received some 
distressing news. I would prefer that everyone to hear 
it from the sheriff’s department but no one is available 
right now and it’s better you hear it here first rather than 
second- or third-hand elsewhere.”

There was a distinct pause. Colin looking out across 
the football field and through the fog could just make 
out a figure on the other side of the field. It looked like 
a man, wrapped in a long jacket, his face covered by a 
hood. Colin’s stomach lurched as he realized the figure 
was watching him. Even more disturbing, Colin could 
smell the man, and the scent was familiar.

“The body of one of our grade eleven students, Samuel 
Bale, has been found at the northern edge of Merton 
Forest,” continued Principal Hebert. “His parents didn’t 
realize he was gone until this morning, and one of the 
Merton’s farmhands found the body early this morning. 
The Elkwood Sheriff’s Department is on site now. To dispel 
any rumors or gossip, he appears to have been attacked 
by an animal. This is a tragic day for Elkwood, and our 
thoughts and prayers go out to the Bale family. Under the 
circumstances, we will be dismissing everyone early today 
for the weekend. A funeral and burial will be held Sunday, 
and a grief counselor will be available here at the school 
on Monday if anyone needs to talk to someone.”

The PA screeched as the ancient system shut off.
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Becca said something hurriedly and ran back into 

the school. Colin didn’t hear her anyway. The only thing 
that rang inside his head were the words attacked by an 
animal.

Coldness seeped into Colin’s bones as shards of 
memory pricked along the edges of his brain. He couldn’t 
fully grasp why, but something didn’t feel right.

He looked back across the football field, but the 
stranger in the fog was no longer there.
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