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 Larry Parker was dead tired.  He was working hard, real hard.  He was new on the job, and he wanted to impress his newly found friends, who were also working hard.  This wasn’t college.  This was the real world, and a guy had to produce.  But he was quick.  He’d catch on fast.  Or so said the lady in the Office of Human Resources the day he was hired.


     Larry was fresh out of college.  He wanted to make something of himself, so he moved to New York City in the autumn of 2000.  The leaves of the few scattered trees of the city were burnished red and flaming orange; eventually they would turn to brown and fall over the meadow of Central Park.  Larry liked walking home through the park.  It was a long walk but it reminded him of home.  He lived on the verge of civilized Manhattan, in the Fort Washington area.  It was above Harlem, and looked like a very middle class neighborhood.  On Larry’s salary it was all he could afford.  He was one step above the onslaught of gentrification, or so he liked to believe.  He hated the pretentious people, the beautiful people, the ones who lived in trendy areas like Soho, or Tribeca, or some of the other posh neighborhoods of Manhattan; mostly because they acted like they were better than everyone else.  But that was America today.  All across the board, the country was divided up between the haves and the have-nots.  And according to Seymour, Larry’s supervisor at the Houseman & Houseman agency, the haves had won.  “Just look at history,”  Seymour Levy use to say at the morning meeting.  “The haves are the true motivators of any society.  The rest of humanity are just part of a dung heap... Idiots who just don’t stand a chance.”  Then he’d jokingly say,  “That’s why they write those books for dummies.  ‘There’s a sucker born every second,’  Barnum”  Then he’d scratch his head and suck in his corpulent stomach and smile at his own feigned brilliance.  As for P.T. Barnum, he was his God.  The God of advertising.  The other God was Adolph Hitler, but no one cared to admit that.


     After the conference had broken up and everyone was on their way back to their cubicles, Alex, a friend and co-worker,  asked Larry if he wanted to go out with a few of the boys after work.  Larry was tired, but after a little coaxing he relented.  “Okay, let’s get shit faced and see what happens.”  


     “Excellent,”  said Alex.  “We’ll make a hustler out of you yet.”














     It was a cool night but the breezes were warm as they stirred the autumn leaves of the park.  Larry walked home, half drunk, half-dreaming of Elsa, his girlfriend at college.  She was a superfine woman, full breasted with a warm, luscious mouth and a killer body.  At least that’s what Larry’s buddies use to say about her.  Then he caught her in a motel in bed with a buddy named Tony, a football star.  He had suspected something was going on behind his back, because Elsa had broken too many dates.  He remembered how he had kicked in the Motel door and switched on the light.  There they were, butt ass naked with Elsa on top and going for broke like a well-greased sex machine.  “Damn you Elsa,”  he had said.  Then he just walked out the same door he had broken down and never called or spoke to Elsa again.  She had written him a letter six weeks after he had discovered her infidelity.  But it was too little too late.  She had written that he was the best guy she’d ever dated, a real wonderful guy, and that he’d go far in the world.  Larry just tore up the letter into little shreds as he read it on Campus Road.  Then he went off to Cancun on spring break and had the time of his life.  He even got laid five or six times.  It was mostly a blur.  But he new he had had fun because his buddies had told him so.  














     Now he let himself into his one bedroom apartment, kicked off his shoes, threw himself down on the bed and turned on the TV set.  He watched “Wild On” whenever he had the opportunity.  He liked Brooke Burke.  He also liked the idea of a beautiful woman walking down the hotspot beaches of the world, living a shallow existence, partying and getting paid for it.  “I should have been born with breasts,”  he muttered to himself as he closed the TV and shut the lamp beside his bed.  Then he fell into a deep sleep, and the whole world, with all of its social injustices and ambiguities, faded away into the misty field of dreams.  














     The next day, before he went to work he turned on the TV.  They were running a story about a child abduction.  It was a real nightmare of a story.  The little girl was only six years old.  It was believed that whoever did it might have known her.  There were predatory monsters out there, and it was enough to make Larry puke his guts up.  His stomach was queasy from the night before.  So he walked into his toilet and did just that.  Then he flushed the bowl and headed out the door.


     Outside, it was raining and it was cold and Larry could feel the negativity of a dissolute night still lingering in his mind.  As usual he had only vague memories of what had transpired.  He remembered a lot of jokes and beer and potato chips and women dancing on top of a bar.  They were wild party girls; they had flashed their breasts.  But that was all Larry could recall.  He thought of going to A.A. on several occasions but had decided against it.  ‘Who wants to get straight in this crooked world.  Besides, what are a few years more or less off this jaded life?’  


     He had said this to himself many times.  And for him it was true.














     He caught the A train to Twenty Third Street; the subway car was extra crowded, then he got off at the Twenty Third Street Station, or rather, was pushed off the station by a horde of workers who were in their usual early morning panic.  ‘It’s a hell of a world,’  thought Larry as he walked to his office building off of Sixth Avenue.  The traffic was almost at a stand still and Larry could hear the shouts of ill-tempered truckers and cabbies.  But it was like a dream and he knew that sanity and reality were just a few cups of coffee away.


     He said good morning to several co-workers.  Everyone liked Larry.  At his desk he tried to focus as he sipped his usual cup of java.  Starbucks.  How did he ever live without Starbucks, he wondered.  Then he tried to work on a logo.  But something strange was happening inside him, so he decided upon free association.  He let his pen flow over a blank sheet of paper.  It was how he freed himself to create.  After a few seconds, he watched the drawing emerge from a far off place inside his mind.  It was a wolf.  And it had wild, savage eyes.  Why a wolf?  Larry couldn’t figure it out.  But he had always liked wolves and especially legends about Werewolves.  He tried to recall one such legend, but all he could see in his mind was an image of a man being transformed into a beast, then he heard the blood curdling howls of the Werewolf as it ran through the forest.  It was being chased by a posse of State Troopers.  They had dogs.  Larry could hear them screaming to each other,  “He’s over here in the ravine.  And he’s dead.”  














     “Larry, are you okay?”  The intrusive voice of Seymour Levy brought him back to reality.


     “Yeah, I’m fine.”


     “Good.  Then let’s see that logo soon.  There’s no room for slackers here.  Remember...”


     “Yeah, I remember.  ‘There’s a sucker born every second.’


     “Good boy.  Now let’s get to it!”


     Larry just said, “Fuck you”  under his breath as he watched his boss leave his cubicle.  Then he produced a fantastic logo of a butterfly, and wandered out for lunch.  Alone.

















































































































Camp of the Gypsies

















     It was 10 am Saturday morning when Larry got a call from Alex McPherson, his co-worker and recent drinking buddy. 





     Larry liked Alex.  He was a good ole boy and quite a writer when it came to copy.  He also liked to get piss assed drunk and chase women who were unattainable on his paltry salary from the Houseman & Houseman agency.  But he was a dreamer, and for dreamers all things are possible, even the elusive contract he craved from New York Publishers.  He was a tall, lean man.  His eyes were sky blue and always curious and gleaming with frenetic energy.  He was a distinct contrast from Larry, who was also tall, but with a sturdy body and liquid brown eyes.











     “Hey, Larry... What’s up?”


     Larry smiled when he heard Alex’ voice.  “Not much,”  he replied, with a far away attitude.                                                                      


     “Sounds like you’re half-asleep.”


     “Not really.  I’m awake.”


     “Just thinking?”


     “Yeah, right.”


     “Do you want to take a ride upstate?”


     “That depends on how far up.  The last time we went I had to drive back.  And I was drunk.”


     “So was I.”


     “So what else is new?”


     They both started to laugh about the same time.


     “Not much... Do you want to go?”


     “Okay, what the hell.”


     “Can you be ready in an hour?”


     “Sure.”


     “I have a surprise for you.”


     “Great, that’s all I need.”


     “Oh, I think you’re going to like this.”


     “I think I’ve had enough of your surprises.”


     “Trust me.”


     “That’s my problem, I trust you.”


     “Be ready in an hour?”


     “Yeah, sure.  Why not?”


     “Cool.  I’ll be ringing your doorbell in about an hour.”


     Then Alex hung up the phone, while Larry simply smiled to himself.











     What Alex had up his sleeve, Larry could only guess.  But it would be interesting to see what he came up with.  The last time he’d took him to a costume ball and he had woken up with a woman, a complete stranger.  She was semi-retarded.  Her name was Gina Hernandez, and she was from the Bronx.  Her brothers were looking for her.  They rang his bell.  He tried to apologize.  But they didn’t care.  They said that she was nothing but a dumb whore.  Larry said they shouldn’t talk about her that way.  They said what the fuck do you know about it?  She’s a whore and a pain in the ass.  But she was their sister and so they were obliged to track her down and bring her home to Momma.  That’s what good Porto Ricans did.  When they left, Larry just scratched his head and wondered about all the inequalities that afflicted his society.  Also, he did not feel guilty about having slept with Lisa because he didn’t really remember it all that well - but he did remember the velvet soft feel of her dark Latin skin, and the scent of her gaudy perfume.  Ricky Martin would have been proud of him.  He was living “The Vida Loca.”  














     The bell rang five times.  Larry muttered under his breath, something about how he couldn’t get use to New Yorkers and their perpetual impatience.  Everyone in New York City was a superstar, the center of his or her own universe.  It wasn’t like that where he came from.  Where he came from everyone knew his name, and there was no such thing as anonymity.  











     When he got downstairs he saw his friend from work in a new light.  There were two beautiful women in his Chevy, and the one in the backseat looked hot.  She had long, black raven tresses and hazel eyes that were mesmerizing.  Larry hopped into the backseat and said “Hi.  What’s up?”  


     “I’ll give you what’s up.  Introduce yourself to Larry.”


     “Hi, I’m Laura Miles.”


     “And I’m Linda,”  said Alex’ date.  Or so Larry assumed that they were dating.  How else could he get this kind of an outing together, if not with the help of his beautiful new girlfriend, who obviously had talked her friend, Laura, into going up to the country with them?  Fours company, I suppose, thought Larry.


     The Chevy lurched out and in no time they were crossing the George Washington Bridge on their way to Upstate New York.


     It was a beautiful day.  The leaves were all peaking now.  Some of them were falling, or spinning in their dance of death.  Larry was mesmerized by the pageant of leaves, and by the sultry looks of Laura.


     But he was quiet.  So Alex turned up the music in the back to help break the awkward silence that had arisen between Laura and Larry.  


     Larry wanted to talk but he couldn’t think of something interesting to say.  Besides, he was sick of ‘how much do you make?’ or else, ‘what do you do for a living?’  At every party he’d been to in New York these were always the first questions asked.  If you gave the wrong reply the girl in question would always excuse herself and then run off, looking for fairer game.  Larry had a hard time trying to adjust to the dog eat dog doctrine of existence that was prevalent in New York City at the dawn of the new millennium.  But what the hell, sometimes it was fun anyway.


     Finally he broke his silence.


     “Laura, you have such beautiful hair.  What part of the world are your ancestors from?’





     Laura laughed.  


     “My mother’s Greek.”


     “I guess that answers everything.”  


     Laura laughed again.


     There wasn’t much of anything Larry could say wrong after that, because Laura had decided that she liked him, and that she felt that certain chemistry which is called attraction.  She rested her hand on his thigh, and Larry felt sensual heat coming through the mere touch of her hand.  And to his mind it was beautiful.  


     He was never very uptight about sex.  He was from the ‘it’s just nature school’ and could never understand the fuss people made over it, especially so-called religious people.  He also thought that possibly they were the most perverted of all people, because they were victims of repressions that were brought on from believing in warn out doctrines about God and Satan.  For him evil was a thing of the mind, and terror was a function of an overactive imagination.











     They drove into the gypsy camp at about a quarter to 5 pm.  The surrounding woods were now beginning to darken with the deepening purple hues of twilight.  They pulled over on a dirt road next to the clearing where the gypsy’s had their camp.  There was the sound of a Flamenco Guitar.  It sounded beautiful, soulful and passionate.  Larry could vaguely make out the shape of two dancers.  As they drew closer he saw them with their flaring dresses, their long hair, and their lithe bodies, moving through the sensual rhythms, swaying with the melodies and the swift arpeggios.  The Guitarist’s brush strokes were brilliant, like flames shooting up into a darkening sky.  











     The gypsies made a campfire and played their music well into the night.  Larry and his friends passed around a joint of marajuana and exhaled blue smoke beneath the light of a full moon.  


     Then the girls went off into an old trailer to get their palms read.  Larry and Alex giggled like two school children.  They liked each other better when they were high.


     Eventually the girls were finished and came out of the wagon with grave expressions on their faces.


     Larry said, “I bet they believe in all this voodoo crap.”


     “Yeah, they probably do,”  replied Alex as he yawned.


     The girls sat back down beside them.


     “Who’s next?”  asked Linda.


     “Was it Good?”  asked Alex in return, with a real wide smirk upon his lips.


     “It was frightfully good,”  replied Laura.  “The woman laid out my whole life on a silver platter.  Marriage and three kids with the man of my dreams!”


     “Right.  And I’m the man in the moon,”  answered Alex.


     “Lay off her,”  said Larry.  


     Then Larry volunteered to go next.


     “Okay pal, but don’t say I didn’t warn you.  You could end up with a fatal disease,”  said Alex with a wry smile.  Then he chuckled.  


     “Enough.  I’ll play the jester and go in.”


     Then Larry got up and walked into the trailer, where the heavy set woman sat at a table and spewed out the fortunes of those who came seeking her advice.  ‘Will I be rich?  Will I find true love?  Most of all, will I be happy?’  Yes, thought Larry to himself.  These are the questions that plague the mind.


     Upon entering the wagon Larry looked squarely into the woman’s eyes.  She was a sphinx all right, a riddle that couldn’t be solved.  She had dark brown skin and she wore rags.  She even stunk of body odor.  And Larry thought all gypsies were dirty as a result.  But the women he had seen dancing were alive with passion, and even if they were dirty Larry didn’t mind.  He would have made love to either of them in a second flat.


     “Come, sit down.”  Larry saw the woman motion for him to sit opposite her.  She took his hand but before she could speak Larry noticed that there was a look of terror in her eyes.  She had looked down and saw the pentagram superimposed on Larry’s palm.  It was a sign of great evil.  “You must go.  Now!”  She started to cry and continued to scream, “Go!  Go!  Go!”   


     Larry ran out the door into the woods.  The moon was at its zenith and its streaming light was bright and terrible in its mysterious aspect.  The woods were dark and deep and full of entangling bushes.  Larry fell to his knees on several occasions.  He could hear the far off voices of his friends calling him.  They had seen him run out of the trailer like a banshee.  They called to him, but he hadn’t answered.  Now they were lost in the woods looking for Larry who was himself helplessly lost in the woods.  The chase went on for almost an hour.  Then Larry fell to the earth in utter exhaustion.  He closed his eyes tightly for a split second.  He saw the image of a wolf, a wolf with long fangs and a blood stained mouth.  He opened his eyes and, right before his startled gaze, stood a two legged wolf.  Larry screamed.  But it was too late.  The wolf that stood on two legs threw him to the ground and bit into his shoulder... Larry grabbed a near by rock and picked it up and started to pound the beast with it on the back of its head.  Then Larry heard a shot ring out.  It was one of the gypsies.  His name was Fernando.  He had been friendly towards Larry earlier in the evening.  


     The beast collapsed on top of Larry.  Fernando turned him over and Larry got up, dazed.  He could not believe his eyes.  For it was now the dead body of a man with the face of a wolf... Only the face was turning back to normal.  It’s wolf like features disappearing.


     “Go from here, quickly.  Run.  My brother is dead.  I have finally summoned up the courage to kill him.”


     Larry didn’t waste any time.  He ran like the Dickens towards the voices of his friends.    






























































Stitches











     Larry had stitches done to his shoulder in the Mount Elroy emergency room.  He was happy that his HMO covered this emergency procedure.  It didn’t seem to cover much more than that these days.  


     On the drive back to the City he was quiet.  In fact, they all were quiet.  And Larry was glad that he wasn’t the designated driver for a change.  He was the one swilling whiskey to compensate for his wounds.  It had been a long night and finally Larry could see the sun rising in the east as Alex’ Chevy crossed the George Washington Bridge.  The sky was lit crimson, almost to the point of blood red, and the clouds were running like freshly painted watercolors across the canvas of a pale blue sky.  Beneath the bridge the waters of the Hudson River mirrored the sky’s remorse.  Larry wondered about this marvel, wondered if it held a symbolic meaning, but later dispensed the thought as being insubstantial.  Then he looked over at Laura; she was sleeping and her face along with her dark Raven tresses was buried in a shadowy world of dreams.  She was by far one of the prettiest girls he’d ever seen.  Although she was not glamorous in a model sort of way, it made her more beautiful in Larry’s eyes, because he had grown to despise the arrogant attitudes of the beautiful people.  He hated them in their complacency, but most of all he hated, the way they held America spell bound to their petty amours and their vain careers as movie stars.  The men played heroes, but acted like cowards.  As for the women, they were merely ornaments, or the empty glitter of the multi-faceted diamond that was the driving force of Hollywood.  For every year America was hoodwinked into thinking that the great American dream was a reality and that these people counted for something of substance.  When, in truth, it was the little people, the unsung heroes of everyday life that were America’s true heroes and her greater glory.











     It was now five in the morning when Alex’ Chevy arrived at his apartment house in Fort Washington.  There was hardly anyone out.  Just a few stray drunks from the night before.  Larry was nearly asleep when he heard Alex’ voice.


     “Wake up, you’re home,”  said Alex rather sheepishly, since he felt guilty about what had happened.


     “Home?  Oh yeah,”  replied Larry.  He was groggy and had to shake the sleep that was calling to him as if he were a lost sheep.


     Laura was now awake.  “Can I come up with you?”  She asked in a low tone that was mysteriously steeped in a feminine darkness.


     Larry couldn’t believe his luck.  “Sure, if you don’t mind sleeping with a mangled man.”


     “Oh, I don’t mind.  I’m big on taking home stray dogs and cats and wounded birds.” 


     “I thought you lived with your mother?”  asked Alex, from the driver’s seat.


     “Only for awhile.  After her divorce,”  replied Linda, who had been profoundly quiet since Larry was injured.


     “Divorced?”  Larry looked puzzled.


     “Yeah, what’s so strange about that?  Isn’t everybody divorced?”  asked Laura.


     “Divorced or jilted,”  Linda chimed in again.


     “I guess a good man’s hard to find,”  said Alex, half jokingly.


     “What would you know about it?”  asked Lisa.


     “I’m trying.  Ain’t I trying, Larry?”


     “Don’t ask me.  Not now.  I feel as if my flesh has been ripped off my shoulder.”


     “Take another swig of that pint.  It’ll fix you up.”  Alex was full of helpful wisdom, and thought the power of Alcohol could cure all the ills of mankind.











     Once upstairs, Laura helped Larry into bed.  She cleaned his wound to make sure no infection would set in.  She had been a nurse for a few years but had to quit because it was too much pressure and too depressing to work with people who were sometimes terminally ill.  Death was never pretty or glamorous.


     “You’re the most beautiful nurse I’ve ever had,”  said Larry.  


     He watched her tend his wound.  She liked him.  She stroked his hair after she was finished, and kissed him lightly on his brow.  He noticed that she had long, delicate fingers.  And she noticed that there was something different about him. He was a nice guy, which was a rarity in New York these days.  


     








     In the morning when Larry awoke Laura was gone, and Larry felt a void inside.  He might be falling in love with Laura, and he was wary of this fact.  Love had never worked for him.  He was the perpetual outsider.  He found it difficult to express his emotions outside of his art.  Women were usually drawn to him as an artist, but were later put off by his strange, solitary ways.  They knew intuitively that he had deep feelings, perhaps much deeper than he let on.  But inevitably, what appeared to be his coldness put them off.  In college, Larry had read “The Stranger.”  In its pages he had found a weird consolation.  Perhaps his angst and his feelings of estrangement were indicative of modern times.  Then he read “Twilight of the Gods” and was convinced that Fredrick Nietzsche was right when he wrote that “God was dead.”  As far as he was concerned the anthropomorphic God of the Bible had never really existed.  He was just a figment of the agrarian imagination, a wicked, vengeful God that had been followed blindly throughout the ages.  Besides, most of the stupid wars of history were fought over this febrile God, whose name was silence and usually mispronounced.  














     He slept restlessly in a bed of sweat.  He had strange, foreboding dreams - dreams of wolves howling at the moon - dreams of rabid wolves invading the homes of villages, devouring their human prey without even a pang of conscience.  














     Larry awoke with a start at about 2 am in the morning.  He rubbed the sleep from his eyes and went into his bathroom and turned on the light.  He looked into the mirror over the sink and inspected his wound.  He lifted the bandage off, just enough to see where the teeth of the wolf had punctured and torn his flesh.  He was frightened.  He was frightened because he knew that it was no ordinary beast that had torn his flesh with its fangs - it was something far more insane than that - it was an abomination.  Larry hated that word, but it seemed to fit, so in his mind he now called it “the wound of abomination.”


     Larry now looked into his eyes.  Then he reeled in terror, because for an instant, he saw it.  He saw the Werewolf, and it was trying to enter him.

























































































Candlelight 











     It was their first date, so Larry decided to go all the way.  It had to be intimate with the scent of candlelight, but not too pretentious.  He opted for the Cafe de Arte on 12th Street in Greenwich Village.  It was a small if quaint and somewhat out of the way hideaway for clandestine lovers.  Larry was single and so was Laura, but the atmosphere of the Cafe de Arte was warm and mysterious.  


     Larry waited patiently at a table for two, tucked neatly away in the shadows of the softly lighted restaurant.  There was a Flamenco Guitarist playing swift variations of Rodrigo’s plaintive melodies.  Larry recognized the music.  He had heard it last night in a dream, or possibly it was a nightmare.  There were gypsy women like the ones in the camp he and his friends had visited that fatal night.  And they were dancing wildly, dancing to haunted voices and the turbulent notes of the Guitar.  He had had several nightmares concerning wild beasts of the field, and women who had the power to transform themselves into different animals.  In these dreams, Larry felt as if he were descending the ladder of evolution into a more primeval state of existence.  For in these dreams he roamed the forests of the night with fearful symmetry.   He had the body of a man and the head of a wolf.  It was strange, indeed.  Then he experienced  scenes from someone else’s life.  Perhaps it was the life of the man who had molested him, the man that was shot by his brother, the Werewolf that had wounded his shoulder with its fierce fangs.  He was cursed to relive that moment over and over again, as if he had to pay for some hidden sin.  But why him?  Why was he chosen to be the bearer of “the wound of abomination?”


     Presently Laura entered the restaurant, and it seemed as if all eyes were upon her as she walked in a deliberate rhythm that was marked by sensual steps and a lovely, intriguing sway of her curvaceous hips.  She was all woman.  And Larry was falling helplessly in love with her.  It had been a very long time since a woman had taken his heart, or since a woman had pressed herself up against him in a fervent fit of passion.  At this point they had made love on two different occasions, and each time it was stormy beyond anything Larry had ever known.  He screamed during his orgasms; they were cries that came from somewhere deep inside; cries that were more bestial than human.  He worried that it might upset Laura, but she had already decided to abandon herself to his passion, even if it did border on the edge of darkness.  She fully enjoyed the ride of the wave as it crested in a peak of erotic splendor, far deeper than anything she had ever felt with a man before.  She did not know if she loved Larry.  But she was certainly involved in that period of time a woman uses to figure out if what she is experiencing is a profound prelude to love, or simply a pure animal attraction.  Either way, she was intrigued by this loner, this man who seemed at times superhuman.  


     Larry gazed in wonder at Laura’s face as she seated herself opposite him.  He could not believe that such a beautiful woman was serious about him.  In school he had never gotten the women he wanted.  The ideal ones always seemed to elude his advances.  


     “Hi, lover boy... Got a match?”  Laura took out a cigarette from her purse.  She was dressed in a tight black skirt and a blue sweater that revealed the perfect contours of her breasts.  Her navel was showing and Larry imagined that she was wearing a thong under her skirt, a blue one to match her blouse.


     Larry took the candle that was set in a red glass bowl that was wrapped in a white web of plastic and used that to help Laura light her cigarette.


     “I know.  It’s a bad habit.”


     “Did I say anything about it?”


     “No, not yet... But you will.”


     “I use to read “I Sing The Body Electric” by Walt Whitman, every night when I was a freshman.  Reading it gave me the ultimate respect for the human body.  Even now I can fully understand Whitman’s reverence.  Our bodies are temples.  We should worship...”


     “C’mon, let’s eat, because there isn’t world enough or time enough to waste.  Not with a guy who’s as sweet as you.”


     Laura gave him one of her most seductive glances, then turned away and took a long drag, puffing out a cloud of blue smoke.  “Now that’s what I call a romantic allusion.”  A translucent cloud of passion surrounded them.














     Laura and Larry kissed passionately on the cab ride back to Laura’s apartment on the Upper East Side of Manhattan.  The warmth of her lips left Larry breathless and wanting more.  Larry’s hands were trembling as he handed the cabby the money for the ride.  When finally he got out of the cab, Laura was all over him, holding him tightly against her luscious body, holding him and moaning like an hypnotic mythological Siren.  He caught on fire for her, so much, that when they were alone in Laura’s bedroom he could feel each of her embraces, each of her slithering tongue rolls, exploding across his chest and his belly, as they pierced the sacred center of his erection.  Then suddenly he turned Laura over and entered her forcefully, but she was ready - her womb opened to a thousand thrusts of pure delight, and she wailed in ecstatic union for her demon lover.  It was a dark passion she now felt for Larry, as she clutched his back with her powerful thighs.  Sex was not suppose to be this great, because men seldom knew what they were doing.  But this was fire she felt, a pure, living fire.  


     In almost no time she heard herself cry out in sweet agony as Larry burst inside her.  And he was howling.  At least, that’s what she thought she had heard.


    Then Larry rolled off, and Laura turned to lick the sweat from his face.  It tasted salty, salty and sweet.  Pungent as the ocean on a damp, summer night.














     On the cab ride home through the park Larry looked out of the window of the cab and saw that the moon was three quarters full.  He could feel the madness of a new lunar cycle, but this time it would be more intense.  Something was happening inside of him that he couldn’t explain, and he feared that soon he would lose control and he would be enmeshed in a cursed transformation.  It was like possession, but only worse.  There would be no exorcist for him, no respite once the sin of the beast had worked itself into him, body and soul.


























Friday Morning











     When Friday morning came round things started to loosen up around the office.  The Houseman & Houseman advertising agency was no different from any other business.  It had its good times and its bad times.  Lately, it was flush and it could afford to keep a visionary such as Larry Sanders on the pay roll.  But when the lean times came visionaries were considered a luxury and were the first to be shown the door.  Larry figured that there was a pink slip in his future, but he really didn’t give a crap about it.


    On this particular morning there was a buzz going around the office.  It seems that the body of a Governor’s Secretary had been found.  It was in pieces, and the pieces were all rotten from a year of decay.  After several theories were spun, Alex decided to go on over to Larry’s cubicle and ask his opinion.


      He showed him the headlines of one of the dailies.


     “So, old man, what do you make of it?”


     Alex dropped the newspaper onto Larry’s desk.  Larry looked up at him and then averted his eyes.  He was lost in thought and really didn’t want to be bothered.  In his eyes opinions were not knowledge, although they often passed for such.  Besides, he really wasn’t interested.  But an insight instantly presented itself to him.


     So he blurted it out.


     “Well, it’s really a simple case.  It’s obviously a crime of passion.  I do remember the scandal and how the media played it up.  In this case, I would say rightly so.  Everybody knows that some politicians are plotting pieces of shit and that they occasionally engage in trysts and other unsavory sexual practices.  In this case, I imagine that it probably entailed bondage and quite a bit of S&M.  The girl was young and smitten with his power.  She might have threatened to go public.  Or else, tell the wife.  Either way he would have been destroyed.


     “Shall I go on?”


     “Please do.  It’s an interesting take on it.”


     “One night she called him on the phone.  She was frantic.  Crying.  He had to calm her down.  He probably told her he loved her more than his wife and more than being Governor.  He asked to see her and she agreed.  


     “When he got to her apartment he promised her the world.  They made love.  She wanted to please him.  So he asked her for something special, something beyond the realm of normal sex.  Then he proceeded to tie her up.  When she was secured he smashed her head in.  She in turn died a slow and painful death... A death she viewed from a semi-trance that faded into blackness.  Once she was dead the Governor brought her body into her bathroom and proceeded to hack her up into pieces.  He had several plastic bags and a valise.  We all know that he had once been a police officer, so his clean up was thorough and complete.  


     “The story goes on...?”


     “Come on.  I’m on the edge of my seat.”


     “Okay, have it your way.  He waited for awhile.  Then he walked over to a car which he had rented, opened the trunk and took out a few pieces of luggage.  He went back to the apartment, packed up the pieces of her body, then loaded them into the trunk of the car and took off to bury her somewhere in an isolated cemetery on the edge of the City.  The car was never discovered because he had turned the plates around.  Even if someone had noticed it, it wouldn‘t have made much of a difference because the car was a popular model.”


     “That’s right.  She was found buried in a cemetery.  The stink got so bad that when the ground keepers happened upon it, they became suspicious and unearthed the area until they found the body parts.  It was a shallow grave.  They said the sight of her decaying limbs and severed head was hideous.  Some of them even heaved their guts up.”


     “Why does this stuff still shock us?”  Larry asked himself as much as he asked Alex.


     “I don’t know.  I guess it takes us out of the ordinary and into a place where events are interesting.”


     “That’s a good point.”


     “How are things going with Laura?”


     “I’m not sure.  She’s broken a couple of dates.”


     “Maybe she just needs time to think.”


     “Right.  I forgot.  They always need time to think.”


     “They’re women.”


     Then Alex looked down at the sketch Larry had just completed.  It was lying right beside the headline about the girl who’d been hacked into several pieces.


     “May I?”  He asked as he took the sketch pad into his hand and admired the fine craftsmanship of Larry’s preternatural imagination.


     “This is wild.  A wolf of sorts.”


     Then he put the pad back down. And told Larry how much he admired it and how he too was fond of wolves. 











































































































Toccata & Fugue in D Minor











     It was a dark, cloud enshrouded night with a full moon hanging low in the night sky.  It had been three long months since Larry had received “the wound of abomination.”  He lay in bed in a pool of sweat but it might as well have been a pool of blood.  He set his stereo to play Bach’s Toccata & Fugue in D Minor as played by Vigil Fox over and over again.  A streak of lightning cut through the sky and imploded Larry’s bedroom.  But Larry lay there frozen, unable to even breathe.  His body had ached that whole day from head to toe, and he had had to call in sick to work.  Now his throat began to tighten, and his head ached excruciatingly to the point of explosion.  What was happening to him?  


     In a vision he saw himself as a wolf, a wolf with piercing blue eyes that glinted with rage and bloodlust.  Then the transformation began.  Strange prickly hairs burst from his flesh.  His eyes were turning into the eyes of a wild animal.  His ears became pointed.  His canines stretched to become fangs.  His hands turned into hands that were brutal and hairy and full of the furious power that rips apart its prey.   His feet resembled the feet of a monster.  He could scarcely bear his enormous agonies.  They were like birth pains, even worse.  He let out a blood-curdling howl, and tore the shirt he was wearing from off his hairy body.  Then he leapt off his bed and ran into the bathroom.  When he looked into the mirror the face he saw was not his own, it was the face of a Werewolf, a wolf of the steppes, a wolf that was the same as the fabled wolf of folklore from the old countries of Europe.  


    He heard the first stirring notes and then the rising crescendos of Bach’s Toccata & Fugue in D Minor in a new light.  He had now entered the unholy realm, the realm where man becomes a beast.  But it was beautiful, for now he felt power.  And it was not like the fables.  He could reason.  He had the full faculties of a man coupled with the raging bloodlust of the wolf.  He walked out of the bathroom to his closet, found a coat and a pair of old Tennis shoes that were a size too big for his ordinary feet and pulled them over his hairy toes.  Then he found a gray overcoat and a black scarf to cover his face.  He dressed quickly.  














     He entered the park like a face among the shadows.  Darkness was now his only friend, and night the only witness to the fowl crimes and bloodletting visions that were running amok through the darkest corridors of his feverish brain.  


     He felt the vicious blood flowing through his veins like a torrent of revenge.  He had to savage someone, anyone.  He loped through the wooded areas of Central Park with heightened senses.  He could hear pitches of sounds he had never heard before his transformation, he could see in the dark as if his eyes were infra red scopes, and he could smell scents.  He smelt the sent of a man, an old homeless man, who was sleeping in a makeshift home under a Sycamore.  The man was covered with a blanket.  The night air was cold and enormously hostile.  Larry grabbed the man by the foot.  The man awoke.  “What the fuck!”  Then he screamed out in stark, raving mad terror.  Only Larry heard his screams as an invitation to feed.  He mauled the man beyond recognition and delighted in the savagery of his assault.  But it was not enough...


     He chewed out the man’s throat and drank from the warm current of blood that sprang from the dead man’s gaping wound.














     The next morning when he awoke he convinced himself that it had all been a horrible nightmare.  Then when he turned on his TV set he saw the naked truth.  He saw the crime scene and it was in Central Park.  The body had been taken away, but the yellow tape marked the squared off area where he had committed a most heinous crime.  It was said to be the act of a wild animal.  But no one could understand how this animal had managed to elude the public or the police who tried in vain to track it down.  How had it moved through the City undetected?  It was a mystery and the masses treated it as such.  The press proclaimed it a murder.  But not like any other.  It was as if they knew from the beginning that there was something supernatural about this murder of an inconsequential homeless man.  So they billed it as the first crime of the new millennium.  A crime that would perhaps live on and on in the minds of the citizenry.  Or so they hoped in their vain, little supercilious minds.  They were a wretched lot.


     Larry watched and listened to the newscaster with a heightened sense of awareness.  He was a new man in many ways.  The other weaker Larry was dead.  Now he was the soulless other, the stranger who killed without provocation.  A predatory beast.   Although in the twilight of his conscience he felt a twinge of remorse, it did not amount to much.  It had little or no power.  For the sheer thrill of the kill was enough to let destiny take its course.  Because with this new power of transformation came the certain knowledge that he was now immortal.  














     He went out walking that night to try to relieve the tension that was building up inside him.  He bought a paper from a newsstand on 125th Street in Harlem.  The hunt for the mad wolf killer was still on... But there weren’t any leads.  The market was on shaky ground... The world was always on shaky ground.  And there had been several murders of members of a gang by another rival gang.  But none of this phased Larry.  He was lost in a gruesome contemplation of his first blood thirsty murder.  The wolf inside of him was now dormant, but soon it would strike again.  And God help those who stood in its way.


     











     He walked into Riverside Park alone.  Something he ordinarily wouldn’t do when he was still a normal human being.  He knew the risks.  But it was easy at this point to throw caution to the wind.  In fact, he craved a little action.


    Several minutes into his walk along the path beside the Hudson River he got his wish.  A derelict man jumped out from behind a tree.  He was wielding a knife.  He charged Larry.


     Larry side stepped the first thrust and laughed.  The man became even more enraged.  He lunged and Larry grabbed him by the arm that held the blade and twisted his arm until he heard it snap.


    “Fuck!”  The man winced in incredible pain.


    “I’ll give you fuck...”


     Larry lifted the man up over his head with supernatural strength and flung him against the stones of the wall, which lined the shadowy path.  The man fell to the ground unconscious and then Larry stomped his head and kicked in his ribs.  After that he ran with a wailing wind blowing against his face.


     While he was running he could feel the pride and joy of the wolf, he could feel the thrill of the kill.  And he gloated inside.

























































































Dumped











     It was 7 pm on a Monday night when Larry heard the phone ring.  It was Laura.


     “Hello,”  said Larry.


     “Hi.”  Laura’s voice sounded tentative.


     “I missed you.”


     Laura didn’t answer.


     “Did you miss me?”


     Laura still didn’t answer.


     “Larry, I just want to get to the point.  I’m sorry... but...”


     “Right.  But you’re really not interested in pursuing a relationship with me.  Larry Parker, a nobody.”


     “Don’t say that about yourself.”


     “So what did I do wrong?”


     “I’m not sure if I can put it into words.”


     “Oh, c’mon.  Try.  You owe me at least a shallow attempt.”


     “Larry, when we make love its weird... Don’t get me wrong, it’s really fantastic, but afterwards I don’t feel right about it.  I don’t get that warm fuzzy feeling.  It actually feels like we’ve done something wrong... Something profane, not sacred.”


     “Really,”  said Larry, somewhat sarcastically.  “You mean to say that I don’t inspire love?  That you’re not getting that wonderful afterglow that comes from the depths of your soul?”


     “I’m sorry to say this, but no... I’m not.”


     “That’s a pity.  But guess what, I really don’t give a fuck about you anymore.”


     “I’m sorry.  What more can I say except that I’m sorry?”


     “Yeah, I’m sorry too.”


     After having said this Larry became enraged and threw his cordless telephone across the room, where it bounced off his bedroom wall, landing with a thud upon the cold parquet floor.   Then he got up from the easy chair he was sitting in and started to pace.  Back and forth, back and forth, like a wild animal in a cage.  Fettered and yearning for the thrill of the hunt that would be denied him until the next full moon.  











     When he went to sleep that night he dreamt of Laura.  He could see her wild green eyes, her lovely lips, and her beautiful thighs covered by a thin blanket of moonlight.  They were lying in bed together, just talking.  The window was half-open to let in a cool springtime breeze.  Everything was calm and peaceful.  Larry kissed her lips softly, only to find that they weren’t her lips at all, they were the lips of a wolf!  She was licking him as if he were one of her children.  This outraged Larry.  


     He awoke the next morning with a huge headache.  He stumbled out of bed into the bathroom, opened the medicine chest and took out a bottle of Bayer Aspirin.  He dumped a few into his hand, swallowed them, then washed them down with a copious flow of water, which he ran over the palm of his hand in order to funnel something pure into his desecrated mouth.  Then he looked at the scar that the teeth his brother werewolf had left upon his shoulder.  And somehow he knew beyond any shadow of a doubt that “the wound of abomination” was growing deeper day by day.   











     Larry looked out of his bedroom window at the midnight sky.  Once again there was a three-quarter moon appearing amongst the stars.  It shone with a silvery brightness that was otherworldly.  He felt that he now belonged to the creatures of the night.  He was now a shadow living out his life in a world of shadows.  For the ungodly world of ghouls and demons and red eyed monsters was now the realm of his metaphysical life.  It was possible that he might walk the earth for a thousand years, privy to the power of the wolf, a power that had been passed down to him from a man who himself had also been a Werewolf.  How long had he endured before he was shot by his brother?  Was his brother also a Werewolf?  He remembered the eyes of the beast before it had mauled his shoulder.  They were wild and terrible in their aspect.  They had bore into his soul without mercy, the way its fangs had chewed into his shoulder.  


     Across the courtyard Larry could see into another apartment.  It was the call girl’s place, or so he referred to it that way in his mind.  But that was way back before he had become a Werewolf, before he knew anyone in the City of lost illusions, the City of crushed hopes and broken dreams.  


     He had been lonely one night, actually he had been lonely for most of his life, when he first espied the sexy priestess of wonton fantasies.  He saw the light emanating from her window.  He went to his closet and rummaged around for a pair of binoculars.  Then he got the show of his life.  The priestess was whipping one of her clients mercilessly, and he was loving every sick minute of it.  Larry figured him for a lawyer, because once he had wandered into an S&M den of iniquity and saw a guy getting the shit kicked out of him.  Later on he asked one of the club’s members about him.  The guy, who looked to be about fifty-eight or so, told him that mostly the S&M crowd consisted of the rich, the famous, the glamorous, the legal profession, and several political figures.  He also told him that it was about power and control and that most of them had conflicts and issues in that area.  


     But tonight the priestess of perverted fantasies was alone.  And she was pleasuring herself with her superfine fingers.  Larry looked on in awe.  The moon fever was coming on strong, and his head ached as his heart pounded out a quick, steady rhythm of dread mixed with fear.  He wanted her.  He could feel it.  This was different though, because he not only wanted her sexually, he wanted to devour her, to rake his hands over her naked breasts, to savage her womb with his teeth, to rip into her throat was his fangs and watch the blood spurt and drip down her helpless body.  


     When it was finished he would just lick his jowls and bay at the sickly pale full moon as it journeyed through the blackness of night.  Then would come the wail of the sirens after he had leapt from her window onto the edge of a fire escape.  The neighbors would be frantic.  They would call the police after they’d heard her blood chilling screams, after they had heard the howls of a wild animal.  A German Shepard?  No, that was too simple.  Forensics would confirm that it was a wolf, that a wolf’s DNA had been found embedded in the nails of the prostitute.











     














Scene of the Crime











     Her bedroom was sealed off with yellow police tape, so that the evidence wouldn’t be compromised.  The cops were told to do exactly that until Detective Jerry Malone arrived.  


     Detective Malone was a middle aged man of wiry build and close cropped hair.  He was on the verge of retirement.  He had solved many a difficult case, but the case of “the blood thirsty wolf” had defied his every attempt at a solution.  He was told by his superiors to call in a police psychic, but he was skeptical of people who purported to have powers that were considered paranormal.  No, he didn’t want to concede or relinquish his powers of deduction.  But the facts were always the same.  The forensic reports always concluded that the crimes were the work of a wolf.  The teeth marks, the short hairs of the wolf, the ripped out throats, the DNA samples, all indicated that a wolf, not a human being, had perpetrated these acts of violence.  But how was that possible?  Detective Malone knew that the clues that were the most valuable had their basis in concrete facts.  He had only to be discerning, and to be cautious in applying correct procedures.  Then the clues would yield him the facts, be they genetic or circumstantial, or possibly even a bullet wound that belied the victim had not committed suicide, but that he or she was murdered by a jealous husband or an enraged lover.   One had only to establish motive, search for clues, and find the facts.  Methodology was his God.


     Detective Malone now looked into the eyes of the police officer who had been the first to arrive at the scene of the crime.


     “Do you know what happened?”


     “I think it was the wolf.  I’ve read the case history.  I think most of us have, and to my mind it was the wolf.”


     “This is bullshit.  The wolf!  It’s a winter’s tale.  A lot of hocus pocus with no basis in fact.”


     “How do think it happens to them?”


     “The fuck if I know.  But there has to be a plausible way to explain this insanity.”


     “What should I do?”  asked the officer in charge.


     “You know what to do... Just go over everything with a fine toothcomb.  And get the facts... Get the fucking clues and they’ll lead you to the facts.  After you do that get me the report from forensics.”


     Then Detective Malone scratched his head and looked around with confusion in his brain and fear in his heart, because he knew that this was the sickest crime he’d ever had the pleasure of trying to solve.  Psychics.  Wolves.  Fangs.  Nothing human here.  Just the wolf hairs of Canine Lupus!  Just the saliva of a wolf.  But there weren’t any wolves in New York City; at least not for the last hundred years.  If there were a wolf on the prowl surely it would have been seen.  Surely some pedestrian would have seen it loping through the park at night.  How the hell could a wolf hide in Manhattan, claim four lives, and then keep disappearing without a trace?  Impossible!  And the media was playing this up for all it was worth.  As a result, the city was in a state of panic, people were afraid for their lives.  It was somehow worse than the Son of Sam incident.  It was actually starting to reach into the mythological region of the unconscious, the place where urban legends were born.  Besides, every psychopathic serial killer with an identity crisis was bound to imitate these acts of profane violence.  Then Detective Malone left the crime scene with a look of disgust on his weary face.


     On his way out of the apartment house in Fort Washington Detective Malone heard his cell phone ringing.  He answered it promptly.  It was the Police Commissioner.  “Hello Malone?”


     “Yeah, Chief.  You got the right number.”


     “Malone, you’ve got to solve this case.  The Mayor’s on my back and you know how he is.”


     Malone wanted to say, “I know how he is and he’s crazier than you.”  But he refrained.  Instead he said,  “I’ll do my best.  But this ain’t like anything I’ve ever dealt with before - this is insanity.”


     “I know Malone.  I’ve been doing my homework.  It’s really sick shit.  Just do you’re best.  Call in a psychic if you have to... I don’t give a fuck how it gets solved.  Just so long as it gets solved.  Understand?”


     “Right.  Okay Chief, I’ll do my best.”


     The phone clicked off.  And Detective Malone whispered to himself, “In other words, if I don’t solve this one my ass is grass.”

















Inconclusive Evidence











     Detective Malone’s partner, Ally Nichole, walked into his office the day after the last atrocity.  She dropped two reports onto his desk.  Malone was sifting through files of escaped serial killers, and serial killers who had yet to be apprehended.  Ally looked at what he was doing and shook her long red hair in a way that seemed to suggest that she was now siding with the “murderous beast theory.”


     “Well,”  said Malone, rather briskly.  “Don’t just stand there.  Tell me what they say.”


     “The evidence is inconclusive, except for the hairs of a wolf and the teeth marks it left with its fangs.  Our Miss Gibbs was a prostitute of sorts.  We found DNA samples from several different people.  She must have slept with more than one man a night.  She was a well-known call girl who stole a few clients from a well-established agency; then set herself up so that she could finish school.  She was a second year psyche major at Hunter.”


     “What else?”  Malone’s voice went flat in an endeavor to hide his disappointment.


     “I phoned Elaine Feldman.  She said that she would be available Saturday to go to the scene of the crime and feel out the vibrations of the place.”


     “I can’t believe it.  What’s happening to this world?  Aren’t there any sane people left?  Don’t answer that... I’m afraid of the answer.”


     “It’s a sick world, Malone.”


     “I know it.  But what about the evidence?  Was it carbon dated?”


     “Yes, it was... Like I said before, the woman slept around a lot.  And usually in the same bed.”


     “Maybe it’s just a freak with a pet wolf?”


     “Impossible.  How could he carry it up a fire escape?  Besides, wild animals kill only when they’re hungry.  Don’t look at me with those eyes.  You know I’m not crazy.  And you also know that my feminine intuition has helped you crack some really difficult cases.”


     “I know, you’re right.  What’s up with you and Jim?”


     “You were right on the money.  Jim’s got himself a whore.  I got pictures of him fucking the little bitch.  Your P.I. friend was very efficient.”


     Ally turned around and quickly exited Malone’s office.  She didn’t want him to see the tears that were now rolling down her cheeks.


     But Malone could sense her sorrow.  He turned back towards his computer screen and continued to study the worst of humanity.  It never ceased to amaze him how absolutely ignoble and detestable were this two legged animals that walked upright and were classified as Homo Sapiens, and called the human race.

















     When Ally walked into her bedroom she found her husband Phil there.  He was a tall man in his mid thirties with dirty blonde hair and bedroom eyes to match his natural good looks.  He had been hot with the ladies when he was young, but Ally had thought that had ended when he met her.  Obviously the pictures she was carrying in her sweater pocket proved her wrong.  She looked at him with loathing, and he picked it up.  He put the newspaper down onto the bed.


     “Been reading an article about your killer.”


     Ally didn’t answer.  She just threw the pictures onto the bed on top of the newspaper.


     “Care to explain this?”  Her voice swelled with anger.


     Phil just shrugged his shoulders.


     “It was a fling Ally... Just a fling.  But now its over.  I realize now that it’s you I love.”


     Ally reached into her other pocket and pulled out her revolver.  She pointed it right at Phil’s receding hairline. 


     “Pack your bags and get the fuck out of my house.”


     Phil knew her temper all too well for him not to jump up.


     “C’mon Ally.  Let’s talk about this.”


     “Talk is cheap and so are you.  Now get the fuck out before I blow your brains out and make it look like an accident.”


     “But I don’t have much money.  I’m unemployed again.”


     “I know that.  Take the money in the top drawer.  It’s about five hundred.  It’s more than you’re worth.”


     Phil stopped arguing.


    “Okay.”


     He took the money, packed a couple of suitcases and called a cab.  An hour later he was gone.














     Later on that night Ally met her friend Veronica in a downtown pub.  It was a fog enshrouded night, and its vapor was almost wet with remorseful tears that were rapidly dissolving into a gray cloud of apathy and despair.


     It was still early in the week and the pub wasn’t crowded.  Veronica saw Ally walk in so she waved.  Ally saw her immediately.  It was hard to miss her.  She was a beautiful model type with long blonde hair that fell in ringlet curls upon her often bare shoulders.  She walked over to the table where Veronica was sitting and sat down opposite her.


     “Phil is cheating on me.”


     “Are you sure?”


     “Yes, I’m sure.”  She took the pictures out of her pocket and showed them to Ally. 


     “That no good two-timing fucking bastard!”


     “That’s what I told him.  I also told him to get out or I’d blow his brains out.”


     “You should have blown his brains out.  He deserved it.”


     She looked at the pictures again.


     “I can’t believe this.”


     “Believe it,”  replied Ally.  Then she gathered up the pictures and put them back in her pocket.


     “What are you going to do now?”


     “Right now I’m going to get drunk.  Then I’ll catch a cab home.  After that I’ll try to forget what a corrupt world we live in.”


     “What about the monster?”


     “He struck again last night.  It was the most heinous thing I’ve ever seen.  And I’ve been on the force for ten years.”


     “Any hope of catching him?”


     “It’s all so random.  There’s no pattern to his murders.  Except one.”


     “Which is?”


     “He always kills when the moon is full.”


     “He?”


     “Well, maybe he’s a creature... A thing of evil.”


     “It’s just so weird Ally.”


     “I know.  It really is...”


     “I’m just so scared.  I’ve even had nightmares about being its next victim.”


     “We’re all scared and working overtime to catch him, or whatever it is.”































































































The Waitress











     Anne had been working overtime at the diner on 65th Street and Eighth Avenue.  It was a long, grueling fourteen-hour shift.  She hated the job but it was all she knew.  She reprimanded herself several times a day for not having finished college.  She also reprimanded herself several times a day for having married Freddy, and for having spent three years in the joint for a crime she did not commit.  “Tell it to the judge,”  was the expression that marked her existence.  An existence of hard luck stories and bad breaks and wicked men and lonely nights -when a bottle of gin was her only solace.  


     In the mornings, when she looked around at her raunchy, ramshackle apartment, she always felt like crying.  But what the hell, life had to go on no matter what happened.  


     Besides, she looked a good deal younger than her years.  Although her eyes were getting that lack luster look of the clinically depressed.  A kind of Valium otherworldly covering to keep away the loneliness and the pain.


     She walked to Fifth Avenue and caught a downtown bus.  It was the middle of the night, a weeknight and there wasn’t a soul around for miles.  She had never seen the streets so empty, so bereft of life.  The creature, the “Werewolf”  was still on the prowl.  But that was in Manhattan, the concrete jungle that she seldom visited.  Unless of course someone with money took her there to a club, or to see a Broadway Show.  Her favorite was “Phantom of the Opera.”  Possibly because she herself had been scared by the ravages of time and experience.














     She had decided to take the long way home and stop at the local bar on Thirty-Eighth Street before she went to bed.  Maybe she would pick up a stranger and bring him to a motel in Sheepshead Bay.  She wasn’t sure.  She only knew how depressed she felt, and this was the reason she took the street that ran along the side of Greenwood Cemetery.  Besides, what difference did it make?  The beast was afoot in Manhattan.  As far as she knew nothing had ever happened in Brooklyn.  Brooklyn was off limits to werewolves.  Or so she thought.














     It was a full moon night.  Larry was in Greenwood Cemetery for reasons unknown to himself.  There was an APB out every night of the full moon, but he was still at large.  The press pool liked to put it that way; it felt official to say “still at large.”  Not only was he still at large but he was growing increasingly ravenous as the months rolled on.  And what if those months became years?  How deep would his craving for human blood and victims to savage become?  


    As a Werewolf he danced with the night.  He was running with a pack of wild dogs through the paths and the clearings, up the hills and across the hairy faces of graves.  He felt the rush of power in his limbs and felt the thrill of killing in his blood.  The beast was now in the fore and the man was in abeyance.  He quit the pack of wild dogs and loped off on his own, pale moonlight streaming silver over the gray tombstones, over the stone cold crypts of the dead.  














     He saw Anne walking alone through the shadows... Walking in the darkness with only her lost soul to guide her.  In a flash he leapt over the cemetery fence and was upon her.  Anne cried out for a few seconds.  But it was over quickly.  Larry threw Anne’s body over the picket fence of the cemetery.  Then he leapt over to the other side and dragged her corpse into the inner precincts Greenwood’s sanctuary for the dead.  He ripped her throat with his extended canines and drained her of blood.  Then he ripped her body apart limb from limb.  And for the first time a Werewolf ate human flesh.  It gave him a power to do so.  Though it was evil, it delighted his desecrated soul.   


     


     











                   


     


     


     Transformation











     Not long after having read the dailies and the several stories and conjectures about the reality of Werewolves, Larry decided to film one of his transformations.  


     He set up a camcorder on a tripod and placed it in the corner of his bedroom.  He checked the view and the focus.  It would be better than any Werewolf movie, better because it would be real.  Perhaps he could even find a liaison to help him sell it to the media; he knew their greed for sensationalism was boundless.  














     It was a bright, red full moon and it hung oppressively low in the summer skies.  Larry’s head started to pound, and his heart was beating a wild cacophony of melodramatic heartbeats.  Moonlight flooded through his open window; yet the room somehow remained in the deeper darkness of hell.  It was submerged in the realm of shadows, the realm that was occasionally referred to as “the dark side.”  Larry’s body felt as if he were about to burst into uncontrollable flames.  He trembled.  He shook.  And the features of his face distorted into something ghastly.  Then came the agonizing transformation, which was also a kind of ecstasy for Larry the man.  He thrashed about for several minutes, until the hideous transformation was complete.  Then in a matter of seconds, he leapt out of his window onto a tree in the backyard of his apartment house.  


     By now he had fully mastered the art of invisibility.  He also hand chose his victims when he was Larry, the human.  He chose mostly lonely, single people, and people who were worthless in his eyes.  In short, anyone who had ever evoked his ire, either directly or indirectly, was fair game for Larry, the Werewolf.  


     Tonight he chose someone he had known personally, an old college buddy.  His name was Tony.  He had once posed as Larry’s friend, but only to steal Elsa, the woman of his dreams.  He was jealous of Larry.  He envied him his many artistic abilities.  He felt that he possessed genius and would go on to be recognized for a vast array of contributions to society.  But Larry was socially shy, while he was a true confidence man and could easily destroy what little social strides Larry had made at college.  This included the seduction of Larry’s girlfriend.  Little did he know that Larry was now living in the City of his birth.  

















     Tony was returning home late that night, fearful because he knew the Werewolf always stuck on the night of the full moon.  So he walked nervously through dark and lonely streets, through the barren wasteland of the towering skyscrapers.  The only faces he saw as he walked home through the vapid streets were the faces of the distraught and the demented.  For some reason unknown to him he remembered Larry Parker.  Remembered how he had wanted to destroy him because he felt dwarfed, insignificant by comparison.  He had just been with Angela in little Italy.  He had fucked her all night.  The woman was a wonton and a sex addict.  She was also married.  Tony preferred it that way.  Why bother to form an intimate, vital relationship with a woman?  Besides, he was a man and a real man didn’t need the foolishness of a real emotional involvement with the opposite sex.  Commitment was for jerks, jerks like Larry Parker.  


     For some strange reason, he felt an ominous presence around him and it made his hairs stand on end.  He was shivering inside now, as the false face of his usual swaggering bravado faded into the face of fear.  A face that had always lurked in the shadows of his mind.   


     As he turned the corner onto Barrow Street, he went into shock.  For a full second the body of a man with the face of a wolf appeared in front of him.  He heard it growl.  And the blood seemed to congeal in his veins.  His mind tried to deny the reality of this manifestation.  It was truly a thing of evil.  Not simply mischievous but evil to the core.  Tony shut his eyes for a half-second.  When he opened them again the beast was there.  It reached out to clutch him in its monstrous grasp.  It ripped his flesh and tore open the main arteries of his neck, draining him of life giving blood.  Once it was finished, it dropped the limp body on the sidewalk in front of his apartment on Barrow Street.  Tony had not even managed to cry out.  The beast had learned to work fast.  














     Larry loped through the streets feeling supremely powerful.  He had the extra satisfaction of having destroyed one of his old enemies.  

















     The first rays of morning light found him alone and shivering in his bed.  It was only Tuesday.  It felt like a thousand years had passed him by in just a fleeting moment of time.  He could now understand why he had been chosen to carry on the curse of the Werewolf into the new millennium.  He had the physical endurance and the psychic capacity to carry the tradition to a higher level of evil.  At all costs the legend of the Werewolf had to go on.  The power must be passed on to a new generation every thousand years.  The old Werewolf had known this.  The gypsy council must have decided that Larry would be the new host of the dark soul of the Werewolf.  There was no other way of explaining this wicked twist of fate, this evil that had befallen an otherwise honest man.









































The Newscast 














     There was a buzz astir at Larry’s office on Twenty Third Street.  The six o’clock news was going to show an allegedly real videotape of the transformation of man into Werewolf.  The tape had been mailed to the main office of the network, and for all intensive purposes was considered to be an actual rendering of the transformation.  Larry’s co-workers listened to the gossip and dismissed the event as a media hoax.  But he himself knew that it was real, for it was he who had created the tape and sent it to the network.  Why had he done this?  He could not answer this question.  There was a complex psychology at play, and Larry thought that perhaps somewhere in the hidden depths of his psyche he felt guilty about the murders he had committed and wanted to be stopped.  











     He was sitting at his desk, staring abstractly into his computer screen when he heard his phone ring.  It was Laura.


     “Hi stranger.  How are you doing?”


     “I’m fine,”  answered Larry.  “How are you?”


     “I’m spooked.”


     “Why’s that?”


     “This whole Werewolf thing has me on edge.  Do you think it’s real?”


     “It’s difficult to say.  There’s a possibility that the whole universe is just an appearance.  That life itself is an illusion.  “A tale told by an idiot” was how Shakespeare expressed it in Macbeth.


     “There’s nothing unreal about being ripped apart by a supernatural thing of terror.  Is there?”


     “Are you going to watch it on the news?”


     “Will you come over and watch it with me?”


     “I thought we were through.”


     “I’m a woman.  I can always change my mind.”


     “I guess great sex does count for something.”


     “I guess you’re right.”


     “Will you come over?  I’ll make us a yummy dinner.”


     “I’ll bring the wine.”











     It was exactly 5:45 pm when Larry showed up at Laura’s apartment on the Upper East Side of Manhattan.  


     He somehow looked different to Laura, more assertive, more in control.  And yes, more manly.  She was drawn to him all over again, but this time it was because of the new strength she saw in him.  They sat on the couch together and Laura turned on her TV set with the remote.  She brushed Larry’s hair away from his eyes with her fingertips.  He was beautiful now in the twilight.  The fading sunlight enhanced his fine masculine features and Laura, as if for the first time, realized how attractive he was in his own solitary way.


     When the newscast had come on Laura waited with bated breath for the moment of revelation.  As did the rest of America and the world.  Larry of course had already watched the tape on several different occasions.  


     Laura watched with dread.  She saw a man lying alone in bed.  An ordinary man, a man who resembled many others.  Even Larry.  But it was difficult to make out his features, because the angle of the camera did not permit a clear viewing.  The image of the man was somehow distorted, but the transformation was clear enough.  It struck fear into Laura’s heart.  Though she knew it might be a hoax, her woman’s intuition told her it was real.  


     “Larry, I think this is real.”


     “It’s a fake.  It has to be a fake.”


     Laura was confused.  She wished she could see it again.  


     “That room... It looked like your room on the night you were bitten by the wolf!  And the second murder...!”


     Larry grabbed a pillow and clamped it down over Laura’s face.  She tried to scream, but it was much too late.  She thrashed about in the struggle but she was no match for Larry’s supernatural strength, a strength that came as a gift for having taken on the evil destiny of a Werewolf.  


     Three minutes later she lay there limp, dead.


     








     Larry wrapped the body in a carpet and in the middle of the night he carried the body to a rented car, loaded it into a black trunk in the car’s back seat, weighted it down with heavy stones, then drove off to an abandoned peer, where he cast both corpse and trunk into the brackish river.  The river, restless and relentless, now claimed its victim, as it had claimed many victims in the past, from Mary Rogers on.














     Now Larry was certain that he would never be caught.  He had thoroughly wiped down the apartment, vacuumed away every fiber, every hint of the first murder he had ever committed as a human.  And he delighted in the fortitude it gave his “lost soul.”  If he was damned, then so be it.  To live was to sin, and to sin was the ultimate adventure of life.  And if his sins were inhuman, so be it.  For the reality of being human was only a masquerade, a thin veil, and a facade.  Life was indeed hell, and heaven was a shallow disguise to keep the ignorant guessing about the truth.  The truth being that evil was far more gratifying than goodness.  And far more prevalent and wide spread in the last century than ever before.  The new millennium would be the same: more murders, more pogroms, more death, suffering, and despair.  For the bloodlust of the race ran deep, and the roots of evil were as a tree of boundless poisonous fruits.









































Pacing











     Jerry Malone kept pacing... Outside it was cold.  It was dark.  The full moon was coming on and panic was spreading once again.  What could he do?  He was a man of reason.  Even if everything the forensic scientists had said about Canis Lupus were true, he would still be at a loss.  How to catch a Wolf, possibly a Werewolf?  Perhaps Elaine, the psychic was right when she said, “He’s a man as much as a wolf, and a wolf as much as a man.”  She had touched several of the objects that were left lying around the room of the murdered prostitute.  In the beginning, Jerry thought he had another “White Chapel” on his hands.  That there would be several ritualistic murders, but because of his scientific methods and the new technology, instead of the slap dash antiquated ways of Scotland Yard, he, Jerry Malone, would stop the evil initiation of the new millennium.  


     In his mind he went back, back to the first murder.  It was the homeless man, a man without identification.  It had occurred one mile away from the prostitute, who had been the second person to be savagely murdered by the beast.  What had they in common?  Not very much, except their alienation.  They were both alone in the world.  But what did that mean?  Even he was now alone in the world.  Widowed with one kid in college.    


     Jerry poured himself another drink.  He would pour himself several drinks before the night was through.  














     Though the night was brisk and cold, Jerry decided to go for a walk up to 84th Street and the river.  He thought of the apartment house where the prostitute had been killed.  Had the wolf known her?  Could it reason like a man, function in daily life like some serial killers were known to do?  Was he like Ted Bundy?  Did he sexually molest his victims after he had hand picked them?  He tried to establish a pattern.  But there was none, except that the Werewolf always struck on the night of the full moon.  And, for all intensive purposes, the murders could not be causually linked.  For the most part they had been women, except for Tony, the pimp, and the homeless man.  


     “A Guido and a derelict.  What a fucking combination,”  Jerry whispered this to himself and to the cryptic moon that would soon swallow up its next victim.  


     “Damn the wolf.”


     Jerry turned his collar up to the damp and cold wind, and wandered towards midtown.  He looked up at the sky and knew the cycle of the Werewolf was about to begin again.  But where would he strike next?  And who would be his next victim?































































































In The Belly of The Beast











     Larry, for some reason a rather dull day, went down into the subway at Twenty Third and  Eighth Avenue.  It was only 4:30 pm and he had left work early.  The place was stifling to him.  He was cagey almost all the time he was there, longing for freedom, longing for the hunt and the kill.  But mostly, longing for the night of the full moon and for the moment of agonized ecstasy that marked his transformation of a human being into the purer form of a Werewolf.  


     As the A train seemed to fly from stop to stop, Larry noticed a gaunt face sitting opposite him.  He recognized him immediately.  It was the face of Detective Malone, a face he had seen many times on television, standing behind The Mayor and the Police Commissioner. 


So this was the man that was tracking him down.  In a way, he felt sorry for him.  He had a gold shield and an excellent track record when it came to solving homicides.  He knew the secret sins of humanity, and he knew how vile a thing was human nature.  He had the eyes of a man who had seen it all, a man who was weary of life.  And yes, a man who would soon be found torn apart.  For Larry saw the pentagram superimposed upon his forehead.  


     Larry tracked Jerry Malone to his midtown apartment off of Ninth Avenue.  He would be an easy prey, because now that he had the cloak of invisibility, they were all easy prey.  Perhaps he would be asleep when he entered his room.  He would ring his doorbell.  There would be no answer when he came to the door.  He would stick his head out and Larry would pounce upon him, then without mercy he would rip open his throat and drink the warm, rich red blood of a man who’s life had been wrapped around the unnatural acts of other human beings.  And was he any different from himself?  Had he not also delighted at times in the killing or the execution of a murderer that he himself had the pleasure of hunting? 


     There was a thin line between man and beast, and a cop like Jerry Malone walked upon its edge














Nightmare











     Elaine Feldman kept tossing and turning in her sleep.  She was the psychic who was occasionally called upon by the N.Y.P.D. to try to unravel the threads of a homicide that had exhausted other more traditional methods of crime detection.  Often she thought of her many psychic gifts as a curse.  She was plagued by crime scenes and the visions they brought to her third eye.  Yet she felt it was her divine duty to get involved and help the hapless victims, the unfortunates of her society.  She was a rich New York Jew, single, and waiting for the right man to come along.  But because of her wealth and her psychic gifts she did not trust humanity.  It seemed to her that everyone in New York City had a motive; not necessarily murder, but money was the reason for living in New York and she had inherited a fortune from her father, who had amassed it downtown in the offices of Goldman Sachs.  He had been a silent partner when he passed away.  She missed him.  As for her mother, she had married several times after her father’s death.  Her sisters were all married to successful men, and this made her happy.  Yet happiness had always eluded her as she tried in vain to search for that special someone who held the key to her bliss.  


     Her long blonde hair cascaded around her pillow as she lay in her bed in a posh 9th Street apartment.  She could see the Werewolf now.  He was vivid and now beyond disbelief.  He was stalking someone.  A tall middle aged man.  Who was it?  Yes, she knew him.  It was Malone.  Her favorite skeptic.  He was sitting alone in his apartment, watching a little late night television.  The doorbell rang.  He walked across the room in order to answer the door.  He assumed it was one of his neighbors and that there was some kind of trouble brewing.  Perhaps a domestic quarrel?  But no, there was a growl, a beastly otherworldly growl from the fiery depths of hell!  Then she saw its hideous wolfish face and heard its blood-chilling howl.  She awoke with a start in a pool of sweat.  Trembling.


     Then she walked over to her window and saw that the moon was almost full.  She then checked her Calendar.  It was tomorrow... The moon would be full tomorrow.








Solitary Confinement











     It was certainly a strange concatenation of events that had transpired on the evening of the full moon in New York City.  It was strange by anyone’s standards, even Larry’s.














     As He Larry lay in his cell on Riker’s Island; he pondered the unreal nature of existence.  Life was an ocean of dreams and inconsistencies.  He had lived as a man before he killed as a beast.  He had loved, suffered the loss of love, been attacked by a Werewolf, and then hunted down like a wild animal.  


     He had been caught in a trap and defeated by two women, one a psychic and the other a police officer.  They had used the detective as bait.  The psychic had known beyond any shadow of a doubt that Detective Malone was going to be the Werewolf’s next victim.  There was something personal about the killings, as if they were predestined.  Indeed, did not an arbitrary God single men and women out to act in these tragic plays before time was born, predetermining all life’s deeply tragic events?  


     Larry watched the events unfold in his mind, one by one.


     He had gone through his transformation alone in his apartment.  Then with the cloak of invisibility he left and headed for midtown.  He walked into the apartment house of Jerry Malone easily - someone had let him in unwittingly.  He rang Malone’s doorbell with blood in his eyes.  He was savagely wonton in his lust for Malone’s blood.  Why?  He could not say.  Perhaps it was the pull of Malone’s own loneliness.  It would be a kind of mercy killing.  Again, Larry pondered this idea.  It appealed to his warped sense of justice.  He did not want to think of himself as a killer who killed blindly, or for that matter, as a beast on a wild rampage.  No, his motives were pure and evil and pristine in their nakedness.  


     Malone had come to the door dressed in a white bathrobe.  He had heard the doorbell ring.  He stuck his head out into the hall.  He said, “Is anyone there?”  But there was only silence.  Then the doorbell rang once again.  Malone came to the door, this time with a loaded gun.  “Fuck if I don’t blow you away.”  But when he stuck his head out the door and peered at the seemingly empty landing he was again disappointed.  Then finally he opened the door wide.  “Who’s there?”  Silence reigned supreme, nothing more than stark, raving mad silence - the kind heard in asylums on malevolent, windy nights.  


     Larry, the Werewolf, entered invisibly into Malone’s apartment.  Malone closed the apartment door behind them.  He locked it shut!  Then he dead bolted it.  Nothing human could get through that door.  


     Then he sat down in his easy chair, gun in lap, and turned on the TV with his remote.  It would be a long night... He was waiting... Waiting for this thing to come to him.  For some reason he had now become a believer in the fantastic reality of the Werewolf.  He knew he was out there, somewhere, like a shadow creeping in appalling strides of darkness.  He knew and waited in silence, in that perfect knowledge of a man of superior reason and little or no imagination.


     Larry was standing now in Detective Malone’s field of vision, but Malone was looking right through him at the screen of images that moved in illusory motions across the screen of his television set.  


     Suddenly Larry made himself visible.


     “Oh, my god,”  Malone said dumbfounded.


     Larry snarled and appeared hideous beyond anything Malone had ever seen.  He levied his gun at the grotesque being and emptied out a full clip of bullets into it.  


     Larry howled, a cold-hearted blood chilling howl.


     Then he rushed at Malone and took him in the grasp of his powerful, beastly hands, lifting him up over his head.   That was when Elaine screamed and Ally Nichole, a half-frozen policewoman stepped out from behind a curtain and fired point blank a silver bullet into Larry’s chest.  The bullet entered through his rib cage and just missed his heart.  Larry dropped Malone.  Then came crashing to the ground himself.  He lay there in a pool of his own blood.  And they watched him astounded and shocked as he turned back into the form of a man.  They called for backup and an ambulance.  Twenty minutes later Larry was lying on an operating table in Saint Luke’s Hospital on Ninth Avenue.


     It was morning now and what was once his human soul hovered around his body.  











     Larry tried to wash the redness from his eyes.  He hated being caged.  It reminded him of Central Park Zoo in the spring, when he had walked among the other animals and pitied them for their confinement, while he resented their keepers for their greed and arrogance.  How to feel sorry for this two legged animal that killed out of spite, jealousy, greed, revenge, and madness?  


     From his cell he could see out a window into the night sky.  The moon was at three-quarters and waxing towards completion, towards another harvest of blood, sweat, and tears.  


     Then Larry thought of Poe’s poem “The Raven.”  He had it memorized since adolescence, when he had recited it to his classmates in Junior High.  They were filled with terror as he spoke the lines, for Larry was an excellent actor as well as a highly skilled artist.  Even at that young, melancholy age.











 “And the Raven, never flitting, still is sitting, still is sitting


On the pallid bust of Pallas just above my chamber door;


And his eyes have all the seeming of a demon’s that is dreaming.


And the lamp-light o’er him streaming throws his shadow on the floor;


And my soul from out that shadow that lies floating on the floor


Shall be lifted - nevermore!”











     Larry whispered these last lines from Poe’s Raven into the floating shadows of his prison cell.  He knew that his soul would be lifted up into the light nevermore.  He knew that he was damned, and he knew that the Werewolf was a demon that was sleeping, ever dreaming in the darkness of his soul.





And that soon it would re-emerge.
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