St ephen King "Cycle of the Werewol f"
JANUARY

Sonewhere, high above, the npon shines down, fat and full-but here, in Tarker's
MIls, a January blizzard has choked the sky with snow. The wind rans full force
down a deserted Center Avenue; the orange town plows have given up |long since.

Arnie Westrum flagman on the GS&MW Railroad, has been caught in the small tool -
and-signal shack nine mles out of town; with his snmall, gasoline-powered rail-
rider blocked by drifts, he is waiting out the storm there, playing Last Man Qut
solitaire with a pack of greasy Bicycle cards. Qutside the wind rises to a shrill
scream Westrum raises his head uneasily, and then |ooks back down at his gane
again. It is only the wind, after all...

But the wind doesn't scratch at doors ... and whine to be let in.

He gets up, a tall, lanky man in a wool jacket and railroad coveralls, a Canel
cigarette jutting from one comer of his mouth, his seamed New England face lit in
soft orange tones by the kerosene |l antern which hangs on the wall.

The scratching cones again. Soneone's dog, he thinks, lost and wanting to be |et

in. That's all it is ... but still, he pauses. It would be inhuman to | eave it out
there in the cold, he thinks (not that it is much warmer in here; in spite of the
batterypowered heater, he can see the cold cloud of his breath)-but still he

hesitates. A cold finger of fear is probing just below his heart. This has been a
bad season in Tarker's MIIls; there have been onens of evil on the |land. Arnie has

his father's Welsh blood strong in his veins, and he doesn't like the feel of
t hi ngs.

Before he can decide what to do about his visitor, the |owitched whining rises to
a snarl. There is a thud as sonething incredibly heavy hits the door ... draws back

... hits again. The door trenbles in its frame, and a puff of snow billows in from
t he top.

Arnie Westrum stares around, |ooking for sonmething to shore it up with, but before
he can do nore than reach for the flinmsy chair he has been sitting in, the snarling
thing strikes the door again with incredible force, splintering it from top to
bott om

It holds for a nonent |onger, bowed in on a vertical line, and lodged in it,
ki cking and lunging, its snout winkled back in a snarl, its yellow eyes blazing,
is the biggest wolf Arnie has ever seen ...

And its snarls sound terribly |ike human words.

The door splinters, groans, gives. In a nmonent the thing will be inside.

In the corner, anpbngst a welter of tools, a pick leans against the wall. Arnie
lunges for it and seizes it as the wolf thrusts its way inside and crouches, its
yellow eyes gleanming at the cornered man. Its ears are flattened back, furry
triangles. Its tongue lolls. Behind it, snow gusts in through a door that has been
shattered down the center.

It springs with a snarl, and Arnie Westrum sw ngs the pick.

Once.

Qutside, the feeble lanplight shines raggedly on the snow through the splintered
door .

The wi nd whoops and how s.

The screans begin.

Sonet hi ng i nhuman has cone to Tarker's MIls, as unseen as the full noon riding the
ni ght sky high above. It is the Wrewlf, and there is no nore reason for its
coming now than there would be for the arrival of cancer, or a psychotic wth
murder on his mnd, or a killer tornado. Its tine is now, its place is here, in
this little Miine town where baked bean church suppers are a weekly event, where
smal | boys and girls still bring apples to their teachers, where the Nature Qutings
of the Senior Citizens' Club are religiously reported in the weekly paper. Next
week there will be news of a darker variety.

Qutside, its tracks begin to fill up with snow, and the shriek of the wi nd seens
savage with pleasure. There is nothing of God or Light in that heartless sound-it
is all black winter and dark ice.

The cycle of the Werewol f has begun.

FEBRUARY



Love, Stella Randol ph thinks, lying in her narrow virgin's bed, and through her
wi ndow streanms the cold blue light of a St. Valentine's Day full noon.

Ch love love love, love would be |ike

This year Stella Randol ph, who runs the Tarker's MIls Set 'n Sew, has received

twenty Valentines - one from Paul Newran, one from Robert Redford, one from John
Travolta ... even one from Ace Frehley of the rock group Kiss. They stand open on
the bureau across the roomfromher, illumnated in the nmoon's cold blue light. She
sent themall to herself, this year as every year.

Love would be like a kiss at dawn ... or the last kiss, the real one, at the end of
the Harlequin romance stories ... love would be like roses in twlight

They laugh at her in Tarker's MIls, yes, you bet. Small boys joke and snigger at
her from behind their hands (and sonetinmes, if they are safe across the street and
Constable Neary isn't around, they wll chant Fatty-Fatty-Two-By-Four in their
sweet, high nocking sopranos), but she knows about |ove, and about the noon. Her
store is failing by inches, and she weighs too much, but now, on this night of
dreans with the noon a bitter blue flood through frost-traced wi ndows, it seens to
her that love is still a possibility, love and the scent of summer as he cones ...
Love would be like the rough feel of a man's cheek, that rub and scratch

And suddenly there is a scratching at the w ndow.

She starts up on her elbows, the coverlet falling away from her anmple bosom The
nmoonl i ght has been bl ocked out by a dark shape-anorphous but clearly masculine, and
she thinks: | am dreaning ... and in ny dreanms, | wll let himcome ... in ny
dreanms | will let nyself come. They use the word dirty, but the word is clean, the
word is right; love would be |Iike coning.

She rises, convinced that this is a dream because there is a man crouched out
there, a man she knows, a man she passes on the street nearly everyday. It is

(love love is comng, |ove has cone)

But as her pudgy fingers fall on the cold sash of the wi ndow she sees it is not a
man at all; it is an animal out there, a huge, shaggy wolf, his forepaws on the
outer sill, his rear legs buried up to the haunches in the snowdrift which crouches
agai nst the west side of her house, here on the outskirts of town.

But it's Valentine's day and there will be love, she thinks; her eyes have deceived
her even in her dream It is a man, that nman, and he is so w ckedly handsone.

(wi ckedness yes | ove would be |ike w ckedness)

and he has cone this nobon-decked night and he will take her. He will

She throws the window up and it is the blast of cold air billowing her filmy blue
ni ght gown out behind that tells her that this is no dream The man is gone and with
a sensation like swooning she realizes he was never there. She takes a shudderi ng,
gropi ng step backward and the wolf |eaps smoothly into her room and shakes itself,
sprayi ng a dreany sugarpuff of snow in the darkness.

But love! Love is like ... islike ... like a scream

Too late she renmenbers Arnie Westrum torn apart in the railroad shack to the west
of town only a nonth before. Too late ...

The wolf pads toward her, yellow eyes gleaning with cool lust. Stella Randol ph
backs slowy toward her narrow virgin's bed until the back of her pudgy knees
strike the frane and she col | apses upon it.

Moonl i ght parts the beast's shaggy fur in a silvery streak.

On the bureau the Valentine cards shiver mnutely in the breeze from the open
wi ndow; one of them falls and seesaws lazily to the floor, cutting the air in big
silent arcs.

The wolf puts its paw up on the bed, one on either side of her, and she can snell
its breath ... hot, but sonehow not unpleasant. Its yellow eyes stare into her.
"Lover," she whispers, and cl oses her eyes.

It falls upon her.

Love is |ike dying.

MARCH

The last real blizzard of the year-heavy, wet snow turning to sleet as dusk cones
on and the night closes in-has brought branches tunmbling down all over Tarker's
MIls with the heavy gunshot cracks of rotted wood. Mdther Nature's pruning out her
deadwood, M It Sturnfuller, the town librarian, tells his wife over coffee. He is a
thin man with a narrow head and pal e blue eyes, and he has kept his pretty, silent
wife in a bondage of terror for twelve years now. There are a few who suspect the



truth-Constable Neary's wife Joan is one-but the town can be a dark place, and no
one knows for sure but them The town keeps its secrets.
MIt likes his phrase so well that he says it again: Yep, Mdther Nature is pruning

her deadwood ... and then the lights go out and Donna Lee Sturnfuller utters a
gasping little scream She also spills her coffee.
You cl ean that up, her husband says coldly. You clean that up right ... now.

Yes, honey. kay.

In the dark, she funbles for a dishtowel with which to clean up the spilled coffee
and barks her shin on a footstool. She cries out. In the dark, her husband | aughs
heartily. He finds his wife's pain nobre anusing than anything, except maybe the
jokes they have in The Reader's Digest. Those jokes-Hunor in Uniform Life in These
United States-really tickle his funnybone.

As well as deadwood, Mther Nature has pruned a few powerlines out by Tarker Brook
this wild March night; the sleet has coated the big lines, growi ng heavier and
heavier, until they have parted and fallen on the road like a nest of snakes,
lazily turning and spitting blue fire.

Al'l of Tarker's MIIls goes dark.

As if finally satisfied, the storm begins to slack off, and not |ong before
m dni ght the tenperature has plumreted fromthirty-three degrees to sixteen. Slush
freezes solid in weird scul ptures. Od Mn Hague's hayfield - known locally as
Forty

Acre Field-takes on a cracked gl aze | ook. The houses remain dark; oil furnaces tick
and cool. No linesman is yet able to get up the skating-rink roads.

The clouds pull apart. A full noon slips in and out between the remants. The ice
coating Main Street glows |ike dead bone.

In the night, sonething begins to how .

Later, no one will be able to say where the sound cane from it was everywhere and
nowhere as the full noon painted the darkened houses of the village, everywhere and
nowhere as the March wind began to rise and nopan |ike a dead Berserker winding his
horn, it drifted on the wind, |onely and savage.

Donna Lee hears it as her unpleasant husband sleeps the sleep of the just beside
her; constable Neary hears it as he stands at the bedroom wi ndow of his Laurel
Street apartment in his longhandles; Olie Parker, the fat and ineffectual gramrar
school principal hears it in his own bedroom others hear it, as well. One of them
is a boy in a wheelchair.

No one sees it. And no one knows the name of the drifter the linesman found the
next norning when he finally got out by Tarker Brook to repair the downed cabl es.
The drifter was coated with ice, head cocked back in a silent scream ragged old
coat and shirt beneath chewed open. The drifter sat in a frozen pool of his own
bl ood, staring at the downed lines, his hands still held up in a warding-off
gesture with ice between the fingers.

And all around himare pawprints.

Wl fprints.

APRI L

By the nmiddle of the nonth, the last of the snow flurries have turned to showers of
rain and sonething amazing is happening in Tarker's MIIs: it is starting to green
up. The ice in Matty Tellinghams cow pond has gone out, and the patches of snow in
the tract of forest called the Big Wods have all begun to shrink. It seens that
the old and wonderful trick is going to happen again. Spring is going to cone.

The townsfolk celebrate it in small ways in spite of the shadow that has fallen
over the town. Gramma Hague bakes pies and sets them out on the kitchen w ndowsill
to cool. On Sunday, at the Grace Baptist Church, the Reverend Lester Lowe reads
from The Song of Solonon and preaches a sernmon titled "The Spring of the Lord's
Love." On a nore secular note, Chris Wightson, the biggest drunk in Tarker's
MIls, throws his Great Spring Drunk and staggers off in the silvery, unreal Iight
of a nearly full April moon. Billy Robertson, bartender and proprietor of the pub,
Tarker's MIIls' only saloon, watches him go and nutters to the barmaid, "If that
wol f takes sonmeone tonight, | guess it'll be Chris."

"Don't talk about it," the barmaid replies, shuddering. Her name is Elise Fournier,
she is twenty-four, and she attends the Guace Baptist and sings in the choir
because she has a crush on the Rev. Lowe. But she plans to leave the MIIls by
summer; crush or no crush, this wolf business has begun to scare her. She has begun



to think that the tips mght be better in Portsmouth ... and the only wolves there
wore sailors' uniforns.

Nights in Tarker's MIls as the noon grows fat for the third tine that year are
unconfortable times ... the days are better. On the town comon, there is suddenly
a skyful of kites each afternoon.

Brady Kincaid, eleven years old, has gotten a Vulture for his birthday and has | ost
all track of time in his pleasure at feeling the kite tug in his hands like a live
thing, watching it dip and swoop through the blue sky above the bandstand. He has
forgotten about going hone for supper, he is unaware that the other kite-fliers
have left one by one, with their box-kites and tent-kites and Al um num Fliers
tucked securely under their arns, unaware that he is al one.

It is the fading daylight and advanci ng bl ue shadows which finally make himrealize
he has lingered too |long-that, and the noon just rising over the woods at the edge
of the park. For the first tine it is a warmweather noon, bloated and orange
instead of a cold white, but Brady doesn't notice this; he is only aware that he
has stayed too long, his father is probably going to whup him ... and dark is
com ng.

At school, he has laughed at his schoolmates' fanciful tales of the werewolf they
say killed the drifter last nonth, Stella Randol ph the nonth before, Arnie Wstrum
the nonth before that. But he doesn't laugh now As the moon turns April dusk into
a bl oody furnace-glow, the stories seemall too real.

He begins to wind twine onto his ball as fast as he can, dragging the Vulture with
its two bl oodshot eyes out of the darkening sky. He brings it in too fast, and the
breeze suddenly dies. As a result, the kite dives behind the bandstand.

He starts toward it, winding up string as he goes, glancing nervously back over his
shoul der ... and suddenly the string begins to twitch and nove in his hands, saw ng
back and forth. It rem nds himof the way his fishing pole feels when he's hooked a
big one in Tarker's Stream above the MIls. He looks at it, frowning, and the line
goes sl ack.

A shattering roar suddenly fills the night and Brady Kincaid screans. He believes
now, Yes, he believes now, all right, but it's too late and his scream is |ost
under that snarling roar that rises in a sudden, chilling glissade to a how .

The wolf is running toward him running on two |legs, its shaggy pelt painted orange
with moonfire, its eyes glaring green lanmps, and in one paw - a paw w th human
fingers and claws where the nails should be-is Brady's WVulture kite. It is
fluttering madly.

Brady turns to run and dry arns suddenly encircle him he can snell sonmething |ike
bl ood and ci nnanon, and he is found the next day propped against the War Menori al,
headl ess and di sembowel | ed, the Vulture kite in one stiffening hand.

The kite flutters, as if trying for the sky, as the search-party turn away,
horrified and sick. It flutters because the breeze has already cone up. It flutters
as if it knows this will be a good day for Kkites.

MAY

On the night before Honecoming Sunday at the G ace Baptist Church, the Reverend
Lester Lowe has a terrible dream from which he awakes, trenbling, bathed in sweat,
staring at the narrow wi ndows of the parsonage. Through them across the road, he
can see his church. Monlight falls through the parsonage's bedroom w ndows in
still silver beans, and for one nonent he fully expects to see the werewolf the old
codgers have all been whispering about. Then he closes his eyes, begging for
forgiveness for his superstitious |apse, finishing his prayer by whispering the
"For Jesus' sake, amen" - so his nother taught himto end all his prayers.

Ah, but the dream...

In his dream it was tonorrow and he had been preaching the Honecomnming Sernon. The
church is always filled on Honecom ng Sunday (only the oldest of the old codgers
still call it Od Home Sunday now), and instead of |ooking out on pews half or
whol |y enpty as he does on nobst Sundays, every bench is full.

In his dream he has been preaching with a fire and a force that he rarely attains
in reality (he tends to drone, which may be one reason that Gace Baptist's
attendance has fallen off so drastically in the last ten years or so). This norning
his tongue seens to have been touched with the Pentecostal Fire, and he realizes
that he is preaching the greatest sernon of his life, and its subject is this: THE
BEAST WALKS AMONG US. Over and over he hammers at the point, vaguely aware that his



voi ce has grown roughly strong, that his words have attained an alnost poetic
rhyt hm

The Beast, he tells them is everywhere. The Great Satan, he tells them can be
anywhere. At a high school dance. Buying a deck of Mrlboros and a Bic butane
lighter down at the Trading Post. Standing in front of Brighton's Drug, eating a
SlimJim and waiting for the 4:40 G eyhound from Bangor to pull in. The Beast
m ght be sitting next to you at a band concert or having a piece of pie at the Chat
'n Chew on Main Street. The Beast, he tells them his voice dropping to a whisper

that throbs, and no eye wanders. He has themin thrall. Watch for the Beast, for he
may smle and say he is your neighbor, but oh ny brethren, his teeth are sharp and
you may mark the uneasy way in which his eyes roll. He is the Beast, and he is

here, now, in Tarker's MIls. He

But here he breaks off, his el oquence gone, because something terrible is happening
out there in his sunny church. H's congregation is beginning to change, and he
realizes with horror that they are turning into werewlves, all of them all three
hundred of them Victor Bow e, the head selectnman, usually so white and fat and
pudgy ... his skin is turning brown, roughening, darkening with hair! Violet
MacKenzi e, who teaches piano ... her narrow spinster's body is filling out, her
thin nose flattening and splaying! The fat science teacher, El bert Freeman, seens
to be growing fatter, his shiny blue suit is splitting, clocksprings of hair are
bursting out like the stuffing from an old sofal His fat lips split back like
bl adders to reveal teeth the size of piano keys!

The Beast, the Rev. Lowe tries to say in his dreans, but the words fail himand he
stunbl es back from the pulpit in horror as Cal Blodwin, the Gace Baptist's head

deacon, shanbles down the center aisle, snarling, nmoney spilling from the silver
collection plate, his head cocked to one side. Violet MicKenzie |eaps on him and
they roll in the aisle together, biting and shrieking in voices which are al nost
human.

And now the others join in and the sound is like the zoo at feeding-tine, and this
time the Rev. Lowe screans it out, in a kind of ecstasy: "The Beast! The Beast is

everywhere! Everywhere! Every-" But his voice is no longer his voice; it has beconme
an inarticulate snarling sound, and when he |ooks down, he sees the hands
protruding fromthe sleeves of his good black suitcoat have becone snaggl ed paws.
And then he awakes.

Only a dream he thinks, Iying back down again. Only a dream thank God.

But when he opens the church doors that norning, the norning of Honeconing Sunday,
the norning after the full nmoon, it is no dream he sees; it is the gutted body of
Clyde Corliss, who has done janitorial work for years, hanging face-down over the
pul pet. Hi s push-broom|eans cl ose by.

None of this is a dream the Rev. Lowe only wi shes it could be. He opens his mouth
hitches in a great, gasping breath, and begins to scream

Spring has cone back again-and this year, the Beast has cone with it.

JUNE

On the shortest night of the year, Afie Knopfler, who runs the Chat 'n Chew,
Tarker's MIls'" only cafe, polishes his long Formica counter to a gleaning
brightness, the sleeves of his white shirt rolled to past his nuscular, tattooed
el bows. The cafe is for the nonent conpletely enpty, and as he finishes with the
counter, he pauses for a nonment, |ooking out into the street, thinking that he | ost
his virginity on a fragrant early sumrer night like this one -the girl had been
Arlene MCune, who is now Arlene Bessey, and married to one of Bangor's nost
successful young | awyers. God, how she had noved that night on the back seat of his
car, and how sweet the night had snell ed!

The door into summer swings open and lets in a bright tide of noonlight. He
supposes the cafe is deserted because the Beast is supposed to wal k when the noon

in full, but Afie is neither scared nor worried; not scared because he weighs
twotwenty and nmost of it is still good old Navy nuscle, not worried because he
knows the regulars will be in bright and early tonorrow nmorning for their eggs and
their homefries and coffee. Maybe, he thinks, I'll close her up a little early

tonight-shut off the coffee urn, button her up, get a six-pack down at the Market
Basket, and take in the second picture at the drive-in. June, June, full npon - a
good night for the drive-in and a few beers. A good night to remenber the conquests
of the past.



He is turning toward the coffee-maker when the door opens, and he turns back,
resi gned.

"Say! How you doin'?" he asks, because the customer is one of his regulars

al though he rarely sees this custoner later than ten in the norning.

The customer nods, and the two of them pass a few friendly words.

"Coffee?" Alfie asks, as the customer slips onto one of the padded red counter-
st ool s.

"Pl ease. "
Well, still time to catch that second show, Alfie thinks, turning to the coffee-
maker. He don't look like he's good for Long. Tired. Sick, maybe. Still plenty of
time to-

Shock wi pes out the rest of his thought. Alfie gapes stupidly. The coffee-maker is
as spotless as everything else in the Chat 'n Chew, the stainless steel cylinder
bright as a netal mirror. And in its snoothly bulging convex surface he sees
sonething as unbelievable as it is hideous. His custoner, sonmeone he sees every
day, soneone everyone in Tarker's MIIls sees every day, is changing. The custoner's
face is sonehow shifting, nmelting, thickening, broadening. The custoner's cotton
shirt is stretching, stretching ... and suddenly the shirt's seans begin to pull
apart, and absurdly, all A fie Knopfler can think of is that show his little nephew
Ray used to like to watch, The Incredible Hul k.

The custoner's pleasant, unrenmarkable face is becoming sonmething bestial. The
custonmer's mld brown eyes have |ightened; have beconme a terrible gold-green. The
custonmer screams ... but the scream breaks apart, drops like an elevator through
regi sters of sound, and becones a bellowi ng grow of rage.

It - the thing, the Beast, werewolf, whatever it is-gropes at the snooth Form ca
and knocks over a sugar-shaker. It grabs the thick glass cylinder as it rolls,
sprayi ng sugar, and heaves it at the wall where the specials are taped up, still
bel | owi ng.

Al fie wheels around and his hip knocks the coffee urn off the shelf. It hits the
floor with a bang and sprays hot coffee everywhere, burning his ankles. He cries
out in pain and fear. Yes, he is afraid now, his two hundred and twenty pounds of
good Navy nuscle are forgotten now, his nephew Ray is forgotten now, his back seat
coupling with Arlene McCune is forgotten now, and there is only the Beast, here now
like sone horror-nmonster in a drive-in novie, a horror-nonster that has conme right
out of the screen.

It leaps on top of the counter with a terrible nuscular ease, its slacks in
tatters, its shirt in rags. Alfie can hear keys and change jingling in its pockets.

It leaps at Alfie, and Alfie tries to dodge, but he trips over the coffee urn and
goes sprawing on the red linoleum There is another shattering roar, a flood of
warm yel |l ow breath, and then a great red pain as the creature's jaws sink into the
deltoid nuscles of his back and rip upward with terrifying force. Blood sprays the
floor, the counter, the grille.

Alfie staggers to his feet with a huge, ragged, spraying hole in his back; he is
trying to scream and white noonlight, sumrer noonlight, floods in through the
wi ndows and dazzles his eyes.

The Beast | eaps on hi m again.

Moonlight is the last thing Alfie sees.

JULY

They cancelled the Fourth of July.

Marty Coslaw gets remarkably little synpathy fromthe people closest to himwhen he
tells them that. Perhaps it is because they sinply don't understand the depth of
hi s pain.

"Don't be foolish," his mother tells him brusquely-she is often brusque with him
and when she has to rationalize this brusqueness to herself, she tells herself she

will not spoil the boy just because he is handi capped, because he is going to spend
his life sitting in a wheelchair.
"WAit until next year!" his dad tells him clapping him on the back. "Tw ce as

good! Twi ce as doodl y-damm good! You'll see, little bitty buddy! Hey, hey!"

Herman Coslaw is the phys ed teacher at the Tarker's MIIls grammar school, and he
al nost always talks to his son in what Marty thinks of as dad's Big Pal voice. He
al so says "Hey, hey!"™ a great deal. The truth is, Mirty makes Hernan Coslaw a
little nervous. Hernman lives in a world of violently active children, kids who run



races, bash baseballs, swimrally sprints. And in the mdst of directing all this
he would sonetimes |look up and see Mrty, somewhere close by, sitting in his
wheel chair, watching. It made Herman nervous, and when he was nervous, he spoke in
his bellow ng Big Pal voice, and said "Hey, hey!" or "doodly-damm" and called Marty
his "little bitty buddy."
"Ha-ha, so you finally didn't get something you wanted!" his big sister says when
he tries to tell her how he had | ooked for-ward to this night, how he | ooks forward
to it every year, the flowers of light in the sky over the Commons, the flashgun
pops of brightness followed by the thudding KER-WHAMP! sounds that roll back and
forth between the low hills that surrounded the town. Kate is thirteen to Marty's
ten, and convinced that everyone |oves Marty just because he can't walk. She is
delighted that the fireworks have been cancell ed.
Even Grandfather Coslaw, who could usually be counted on for synpathy, hadn't been
i mpressed. "Nobody is cancellin der fort of Choo-lie, boy," he said in his heavy
Slavic accent. He was sitting on the verandah, and Marty buzzed out through the
french doors in his battery-powered wheelchair to talk to him Gandfather Coslaw
sat | ooking down the slope of the awmn toward the woods, a glass of schnapps in one
hand. This had happened on July 2, two days ago. "It's just the fireworks they
cancel . And you know why."
Marty did. The killer, that was why. In the papers now they were calling him The
Full Mon Killer, but Mty had heard plenty of whispers around school before
classes had ended for the summer. Lots of kids were saying that The Full Mon
Killer wasn't a real man at all, but some sort of supernatural creature. A
werewol f, maybe. Marty didn't believe that-werewl ves were strictly for the horror
novi es- but he supposed there could be some kind of crazy guy out there who only
felt the urge to kill when the nmoon was full. The fireworks have been cancelled
because of their dirty rotten curfew.
In January, sitting in his wheelchair by the french doors and | ooking out onto the
verandah, watching the wind blow bitter veils of snow across the frozen crust, or
standing by the front door, stiff as a statue in his |ocked |eg-braces, watching
the other Kkids pull their sleds toward Wight's Hill, just thinking of the
fireworks made a difference. Thinking of a warm sunmer night, a cold Coke, of fire-
roses blooming in the dark, and pinwheels, and an Anerican flag nade of Ronman
candl es.
But now they have cancelled the fireworks ... and no matter what anyone says, Marty
feels that it is really the Fourth itself his Fourth-that they have done to death.
Only his Uncle Al, who blew into town late this norning to have the traditional
salmon and fresh peas with the famly, had understood. He had |istened closely,
standing on the verandah tiles in his dripping bathing suit (the others were
swimring and laughing in the Coslaws' new pool on the other side of the house)
after lunch.
Marty finished and | ooked at Uncle Al anxiously.
"Do you see what | nean? Do you get it? It hasn't got anything to do wth being
crippled, like Katie says, or getting the fireworks all mxed up with America, |ike
Granpa thinks. It's just not right, when you |look forward to sonething for so |ong
it's not right for Victor Bow e and some dumb town council to come along and
take it away. Not when it's sonething you really need. Do you get it?"
There was a |ong, agonizing pause while Uncle Al considered Marty's question. Tinme
enough for Marty to hear the kick-rattle of the diving board at the deep end of the
pool, followed by Dad's hearty bellow "Lookin' good, Kate! Hey, hey! Lookin'
reeeeeel ... good!"
Then Uncle Al said quietly: "Sure | get it. And | got sonething for you, | think.
Maybe you can make your own Fourth."
"My own Fourth? What do you nean?"
"Cone on out to ny car, Marty. |'ve got something ... well, I'll show you." And he
was striding away along the concrete path that circled the house before Marty could
ask hi mwhat he neant.
H s wheel chair hunmed along the path to the driveway, away from the sounds of the
pool - spl ashes, | aughing screans, the kathummm of the diving board. Away from his
father's boom ng Big Pal voice. The sound of his wheelchair was a |ow, steady hum
that Marty barely heard-all his life that sound, and the clank of his braces, had
been the music of his novenent.
Uncle Al's car was a l|lowslung Mercedes convertible. Mirty knew his parents
di sapproved of it ("Twenty-eight-thousand-dollar deathtrap,” his nother had once
called it with a brusque little sniff), but Marty loved it. Once Uncle Al had taken
him for a ride on sone of the back roads that crisscrossed Tarker's MIIls, and he



had driven fast-seventy, nmaybe eighty. He wouldn't tell Marty how fast they were
going. "If you don't know, you won't be scared," he had said. But Marty hadn't been
scared. His belly had been sore the next day from | aughing.

Uncle Al took sonmething out of the glove-compartrment of his car, and as Marty
rolled up and stopped, he put a bulky cellophane package on the boy's wthered
thighs. "Here you go, kid," he said. "Happy Fourth of July."

The first thing Marty saw were exotic Chinese marki ngs on the package's |abel. Then
he saw what was inside, and his heart seemed to squeeze up in his chest. The
cel | ophane package was full of fireworks

"The ones that look |like pyramids are Twi zzers," Uncle Al said.

Marty, absolutely stunned with joy, nmoved his |lips to speak, but nothing canme out.
"Light the fuses, set them down, and they spray as nany colors as there are on a
dragon's breath. The tubes with the thin sticks coming out of them are bottle-
rockets. Put them in an enpty Coke bottle and up they go. The little ones are
fountains. There are two Roman candles ... and of course, a package of
firecrackers. But you better set those off tonorrow "

Uncle Al cast an eye toward the noises com ng fromthe pool

"Thank you!" Marty was finally able to gasp. "Thank you, Uncle AI!"

"Just keep nmum about where you got them" Uncle Al said. "A nod's as good as a w nk
to a blind horse, right?"

"Right, right," Marty babbl ed, although he had no idea what nods, w nks, and blind
horses had to do with fireworks. "But are you sure you don't want them Uncle Al ?"
"I can get nore," Uncle Al said. "I know a guy over in Bridgton. He'll be doing
business until it gets dark." He put a hand on Marty's head. "You keep your Fourth
after everyone else goes to bed. Don't shoot off any of the noisy ones and wake
them all up. And for Christ's sake don't blow your hand off, or nmy big sis wll
never speak to me again."

Then Uncle Al |aughed and clinbed into his car and roared the engine into life. He
raised his hand in a half-salute to Marty and then was gone while Marty was stil
trying to stutter his thanks. He sat there for a noment |ooking after his uncle
swal l owi ng hard to keep from crying. Then he put the packet of fireworks into his
shirt and buzzed back to the house and his room 1In his mnd he was already waiting
for night to come and everyone to be asl eep

He is the first one in bed that night. H's nother conmes in and kisses hi m goodni ght
(brusquely, not looking at his sticklike | egs under the sheet). "You okay, Mrty?"
"Yes, nom"

She pauses, as if to say sonmething nore, and then gives her head a little shake
She | eaves.

H s sister Kate cones in. She doesn't kiss him nerely |leans her head close to his
neck so he can snell the chlorine in her hair and she whispers: "See? you don't
al ways get what you want just because you're a cripple.”

"You might be surprised what | get," he says softly, and she regards him for a
nmoment wi th narrow suspi ci on before going out.

H's father conmes in last and sits on the side of Marty's bed. He speaks in his
booming Big Pal voice. "Everything okay, big guy? You're off to bed early. Rea

early."

"Just feeling a little tired, daddy."

"Ckay." He slaps one of Mrty's wasted legs wth his big hand, wnces
unconsciously, and then gets up in a hurry. "Sorry about the fireworks, but just
wait till next year! Hey, hey! Rootie-patootie!"

Marty smiles a snmall, secret smile

So then he begins the waiting for the rest of the house to go to bed. It takes a
long time. The TV runs on and on in the living room the canned |aughtracks often
augnmented by Katie's shrill giggles. The toilet in Ganpa s bedroom goes with a
bang and a flush. H's nother chats on the phone, w shes soneone a happy Fourth

says yes, it was a shane the fireworks show had been cancelled, but she thought
that, under the circunmstances, everyone understood why it had to be. Yes, Marty had
been di sappoi nted. Once, near the end of her conversation, she |aughs, and when she
| aughs, she doesn't sound a bit brusque. She hardly ever |aughs around Marty.

Every now and then, as seven-thirty becane eight and nine, his hand creeps under
his pillow to make sure the cellophane bag of fireworks is still there. Around
nine-thirty, when the nobon gets high enough to peer into his w ndow and flood his
roomwith silvery light, the house finally begins to wi nd down.

The TV clicks off. Katie goes to bed, protesting that all her friends got to stay
up late in the sumer. After she's gone, Mrty's folks sit in the parlor awhile
| onger, their conversation only nurmurs. And..



. and nmaybe he slept, because when he next touches the wonderful bag of
fireworks, he realizes that the house is totally still and the noon has becone even
bri ghter-bright enough to cast shadows. He takes the bag out along with the book of
mat ches he found earlier. He tucks his pajama shirt into his pajama pants; drops
both the bag and the matches into his shirt, and prepares to get out of bed.

This is an operation for Mrty, but not a painful one, as people sonetines seened
to think. There is no feeling of any kind in his legs, so there can be no pain. He
grips the headboard of the bed, pulls hinmself up to a sitting position, and then
shifts his legs over the edge of the bed one by one. He does this onehanded, using
his other hand to hold the rail which begins at his bed and runs all the way around
the room Once he had tried noving his legs with both hands and sonersaulted
hel pl essly head over heels onto the floor. The crash brought everyone running. "You
stupid showof f!" Kate had whi spered fiercely into his ear after he had been hel ped
into his chair, a little shaken up but laughing crazily in spite of the swelling on
one tenple and his split lip. "You want to kill yourself? Huh?" And then she had
run out of the room crying.

Once he's sitting on the edge of the bed, he wi pes his hands on the front of his
shirt to nake sure they're dry and won't slip. Then he uses the rail to go hand
over hand to his wheelchair. Hi s useless scarecrow |l egs, so nuch dead weight, drag
al ong behind him The noonlight is bright enough to cast his shadow, bright and
crisp, on the floor ahead of him

H s wheelchair is on the brake, and he swings into it with confident ease. He
pauses for a monent, catching his breath, listening to the silence of the house.
Don't shoot off any of the noisy ones tonight, Uncle Al had said, and listening to
the silence, Marty knows that was right. He will keep his Fourth by himself and to
himself and no one wll know At least not until tonmorrow when they see the
bl ackened husks of the twi zzers and the fountains out on the verandah, and then it
woul dn't matter. As many colors as there are on a dragon's breath, Uncle A had
said. But Marty supposes there's no | aw agai nst a dragon breathing silently.

He lets the brake off his chair and flips the power switch. The little amber eye,
the one that nmeans his battery is wellcharged, comes on in the dark. Marty pushes
RIGHT TURN. The chair rotates right. Hey, hey. Wen it is facing the verandah
doors, he pushes FORWARD. The chair rolls forward, humming quietly.

Marty slips the latch on the double doors, pushes FORWARD again, and rolls outside.
He tears open the wonderful bag of fireworks and then pauses for a nonent,
captivated by the summer night-the somolent chirr of the crickets, the |ow,
fragrant breeze that barely stirs the |eaves of the trees at the edge of the woods,
the al nost unearthly radi ance of the noon.

He can wait no longer. He brings out a snake, strikes a match, lights its fuse, and
wat ches in entranced silence as it splutters green-blue fire and grows nmgically,
withing and spitting flane fromits tail.

The Fourth, he thinks, his eyes alight. The Fourth, the Fourth, happy Fourth of
July to ne!

The snake's bright flane gutters low, flickers, goes out. Marty lights one of the
triangular tw zzers and watches as it spouts fire as yellow as his dad's |ucky golf
shirt. Before it can go out, he lights a second that shoots off I|ight as dusky-red
as the roses which grow beside the picket fence around the new pool. Now a
wonderful snell of spent powder fills the night for the wind to rafter and pull
slow y away.

Hi s groping hands pull out the flat packet of firecrackers next, and he has opened
them before he realizes that to light these would be calamty-their junping,
snappi ng, machi negun roar would wake the whole neighborhood: fire, flood, alarm
excursion. Al of those, and one ten-year-old boy named Martin Coslaw in the
doghouse until Christmas, nost likely.

He pushes the Black Cats further up on his lap, gropes happily in the bag again,
and comes out with the biggest twi zzer of all - a Wrld dass Twi zzer if ever there
was one. It is alnmost as big as his closed fist. He lights it with mxed fright and
delight, and tosses it.

Red light as bright as hellfire fills the night ... and it is by this shifting,
feverish glow that Marty sees the bushes at the fringe of the woods below the
verandah shake and part. There is a |ow noise, half-cough, half-snarl. The Beast
appears.

It stands for a nonment at the base of the |awn and seens to scent the air ... and
then it begins to shanble up the slope toward where Marty sits on the slate
flagstones in his wheelchair, his eyes bulging, his upper body shrinking against
the canvas back of his chair. The Beast is hunched over, but it is clearly walking



on its two rear legs. Walking the way a nman would walk. The red light of the
twi zzer skates hellishly across its green eyes.

It noves slowy, its wide nostrils flaring rhythmcally. Scenting prey, alnost
surely scenting that prey's weakness. Marty can snell it-its hair, its sweat, its
savagery. It grunts again. Its thick upper lip, the color of liver, winkles back
to show its heavy tusk-like teeth. Its pelt is painted a dull silvery-red.

It has alnpbst reached himits clawed hands, so like-unlike human hands, reaching
for his throat-when the boy renmenbers the packet of firecrackers. Hardly aware he
is going to do it, he strikes a match and touches it to the master fuse. The fuse
spits a hot line of red sparks that singe the fine hair on the back of his hand,
crisping them The werewolf, nonmentarily offbalance, draws backwards, uttering a
qguestioning grunt that, like his hands, is nearly human. Marty throws the packet of
firecrackers in its face.

They go off in a banging, flashing train of light and sound The beast utters a
screech-roar of pain and rage; it staggers backwards, clawi ng at the explosions
that tattoo grains of fire and burning gunpowder into its face. Marty sees one of
its lanplike green eyes whiff out as four crackers go off at once with a terrific
thundering KA-PON at the side of its nuzzle. Now its screans are pure agony. It
claws at its face, bellowing, and as the first lights go on in the Coslaw house it
turns and bounds back down the lawn toward the woods, leaving behind it only a
smel | of singed fur and the first frightened and bewi |l dered cries fromthe house.
"What was that?" Hi s nother's voice, not sounding a bit brusque.

"Who's there, goddanmit?" His father, not sounding very nmuch |like a Big Pal.
"Marty?" Kate, her voice quavering, not sounding nean at all. "Marty, are you all
right?"

Grandf at her Cosl aw sl eeps through the whol e thing.

Marty leans back in his wheelchair as the big red tw zzer gutters its way to
extinction. Its light is now the nmld and lovely pink of an early sunrise. He is
too shocked to weep. But his shock is not entirely a dark enotion, although the
next day his parents will bundle himoff to visit his Uncle Jim and Aunt |da over
in Stowe, Vernont, where he will stay until the end of summer vacation (the police
concur; they feel that The Full Mon Killer mght try to attack Marty again, and
silence hin). There is a deep exultation in him It is stronger than the shock. He
has | ooked into the terrible face of the Beast and lived. And there is sinple,
childlike joy in him as well, a quiet joy he will never be able to communicate
later to anyone, not even Uncle A, who nmight have understood. He feels this joy
because the fireworks have happened after all.

And while his parents stewed and wondered about his psyche, and if he would have
conpl exes from the experience, Marty Coslaw cane to believe in his heart that it
had been the best Fourth of all.

AUGUST

"Sure, | think it's a werewolf," Constable Neary says. He speaks too |oudly-naybe
accidentally, nmore like accidentally on purpose-and all conversation in Stan's
Barber Shop cones to a halt. It is going on just half-past August, the hottest
August anyone can remenber in Tarker's MIIs for years, and tonight the nmoon will
be just one day past full. So the town holds its breath, waiting.

Constabl e Neary surveys his audience and then goes on from his place in Stan
Pel ky's niddle barber chair, speaking weightily, speaking judicially, speaking
psychologically, all fromthe depths of his high school education (Neary is a big,
beefy man, and in high school he nostly nade touchdowns for the Tarker's MIIs
Tigers; his classwork earned himsone Cs and not a few D s).

"There are guys," he tells them "who are kind of like two people. Kind of Ilike
split personalities, you know They are what I'd call fucking schizos."

He pauses to appreciate the respectful silence which greets this and then goes on:
"Now this guy, | think he's like that. | don't think he knows what he's doi ng when
the nmoon gets full and he goes out and kills sonmebody. He could be anybody - a
teller at the bank, a gas-jockey at one of those stations out on the Town Road,
maybe even soneone right here now. In the sense of being an aninmal inside and
| ooking perfectly normal outside, yeah, you bet. But if you nmean, do | think
there's a guy who sprouts hair and hows at the moon ... no. That shit's for kids."



"What about the Coslaw boy, Neary?" Stan asks, continuing to work carefully around
the roll of fat at the base of Neary's neck. Hs long, sharp scissors go snip ...
snip... snip.

"Just proves what | said," Neary responds with sonme exasperation. "That shit's for
kids."

In truth, he feels exasperated about what's happened with Marty Coslaw. Here, in
this boy, is the first eyeball witness to the freak that's killed six people in his
town, including Neary's good friend Alfie Knopfler. And is he allowed to interview
the boy? No. Does he even know where the boy is? No! He's had to nake do with a
deposition furnished to himby the State Police, and he had to bow and scrape and
j ust-a-dam-bout beg to get that nuch. All because he's a small-town constable,
what the State Police think of as a kiddie-cop, not able to tie his own shoes. All
because he doesn't have one of their nunbfuck Snpbkey Bear hats. And the deposition!
He mght as well have used it to wipe his ass with. According to the Coslaw kid,
this "beast" stood about seven feet tall, was naked, was covered with dark hair all
over his body. He had big teeth and green eyes and snelled like a |oad of panther-
shit. He had claws, but the claws |ooked |ike hands. He thought it had a tail. A
tail, for Chrissake.

"Maybe," Kenny Franklin says from his place in the row of chairs along the wall,
"maybe it's some kind of disguise this fella puts on. Like a mask and all, you
know. "

"I don't believe it," Neary says enphatically, and nods his head to enphasize the
point. Stan has to draw his scissors back in a hurry to avoid putting one of the
bl ades into that beefy roll of fat at the back of Neary's neck. "Nossir! | don't
believe it! Kid heard a lot of these werewolf stories at school before it closed
for the sumer-he admtted as nuch-and then he didn't have nothing to do but sit
there in that chair of his and think about it ... work it over in his mnd. It's
all psycho-fuckin-logical, you see. Wiy, if it'd been you that'd cone out of the
bushes by the light of the nmoon, he woul d have thought you was a wol f, Kenny."

Kenny laughs a little uneasily.

'Nope, " Neary says gloomly. "Kid' s testinony is just no dam good 'tall."

In his disgust and disappointnent over the deposition taken from Marty Coslaw at
the home of Marty's aunt and uncle in Stowe, Constable Neary has also overl ooked
this line: "Four of themwent off at the side of his face - | guess you'd call it a
face-all at once, and | guess maybe it put his eye out. Hs left eye."

If Constable Neary had chewed this over in his mind-and he hadn't-he would have
| aughed even nore contenptuously, because in that hot, still August of 1984, there
was only one townsperson sporting an eyepatch, and it was sinply inpossible to
think of that person, of all persons, being the killer. Neary would have believed
his nmother the killer before he would have believed that.

"There's only one thing that'll solve this case," Constable Neary says, jabbing his
finger at the four or five nen sitting against the wall and waiting for their
Saturday nmorning haircuts, "and that's good police work. And | intend to be the guy

who does it. Those state Snokies are going to be laughing on the other side of
their faces when | bring the guy in." Neary's face turns dreany. "Anyone," he says.
"A bank teller ... gas jockey ... just sonme guy you drink with down there at the
bar. But good police-work will solve it. You mark nmy words."

But Constable Lander Neary's good police work cones to an end that night when a
hairy, noon-silvered arm reaches through the open wi ndow of his Dodge pickup as he
sits parked at the crossing-point of two dirt roads out in Wst Tarker's MIIs.
There is a low, snorting grunt, and a wld, terrifying snelllike sonething you
woul d snell in the |ion-house of a zoo.

H's head is snapped around and he stares into one green eye. He sees the fur, the
bl ack, danp-I|ooking snout. And when the snout winkles back, he sees the teeth. The
beast claws at him alnost playfully, and one of his cheeks is ripped anay in a
flap, exposing his teeth on the right side. Blood spouts everywhere. He can feel it
running down over the shoulder of his shirt, sinking in warmy. He screans; he
screanms out of his nouth and out of his cheek. Over the beast's working shoul ders,
he can see the noon, flooding down white |ight.

He forgets all about his .30-.30 and the .45 strapped on his belt. He forgets all
about how this thing is psycho-fuckin-logical. He forgets all about good police
work. Instead his mnd fixes on sonething Kenny Franklin said in the barber-shop
that nmorning. Maybe it's some kind of disguise this fella puts on. Like a nask and
all, you know.

And so, as the werewol f reaches for Neary's throat, Neary reaches for its face,
grabs doubl e-handfuls of coarse, wiry fur and pulls, hoping madly that the mask



will shift and then pull off-there will be the snap of an elastic, the liquid
ri pping sound of latex, and he will see the killer.

But nothing happens-nothing except a roar of pain and rage from the beast. It
swipes at himwth one clawed handyes, he can see it is a hand, however hideously
m sshapen, a hand, the boy was right-and lays his throat wi de open. Blood jets over
the truck's wi ndshield and dashboard; it drips into the bottle of Busch that has
been sitting tilted agai nst Constable Neary's crotch.

The werewol f's other hand snags in Neary's freshly cut hair and yanks him half out
of the Ford pick-up's cab. It hows once, in triunph, and then it buries its face
and snout in Neary's neck. It feeds while the beer gurgles out of the spilled
bottle and foans on the floor by the truck's brake and cl utch pedals.

So much for psychol ogy.

So much for good police work.

SEPTEMBER

As the nmonth wears on and the night of the full npon approaches again, the
frightened people of Tarker's MIls wait for a break in the heat, but no such break
cones. Elsewhere, in the wider world, the baseball divisional races are deci ded one
by one and the football exhibition season has begun; in the Canadi an Rockies, jolly
old Wllard Scott informs the people of Tarker's MIls, a foot of snow falls on the
twenty-first of Septenber. But in this corner of the world summer hangs right in
there. Tenperatures linger in the eighties during the days; kids, three weeks back
in school and not happy to be there sit and swelter in droning classroons where the
cl ocks seem to have been set to click only one mnute forward for each hour which
passes in real tine. Husbands and w ves argue viciously for no reason, and at
O Neil's Gulf Station out on Town Road by the entrance to the turnpike, a tourist
starts giving Pucky O Neil sone |ip about the price of gas and Pucky brains the
fellow with the gas-punp nozzle. The fellow, who is from New Jersey, needs four
stitches in his upper lip and goes away mnuttering balefully under his breath about
| awsui ts and subpeonas.

"I don't know what he's bitching about,” Pucky says sullenly that night in the Pub.
"I only hit him with half of ny force, you know? If I'd a hit himwth all nmny
force, | woul da knocked his frockin smart nouth right the frock off. You know?"
"Sure," Billy Robertson says, because Pucky |ooks like he may hit himwth all his
force if he disagrees. "How about another beer, Puck?"

"Your frockin-A " Pucky says.

MIt Sturnfuller puts his wife in the hospital over a bit of egg that the
di shwasher didn't take off one of the plates. He takes one |look at that dried
yellow snear on the plate she tried to give him for his lunch, and pounds her a
good one. As Pucky O Neil would have said, MIt hits her with all his force. "Dam
slutty bitch," he says, standing over Donna Lee, who is sprawl ed out on the kitchen
floor, her nose broken and bl eedi ng, the back of her head al so bl eeding. "My nother
used to get the dishes clean, and she didn't have no di shwasher, either. \Wat's the
matter with you?" Later, MIt will tell the doctor at the Portland Ceneral Hospital
enmergency room that Donna Lee fell down the back stairs. Donna Lee, terrorized and
cowed after nine years in a marital war-zone, will back this up.

Around seven o'clock on the night of the full nmoon, a wind springs up-the first
chill wind of that long sunmmer season. It brings a rack of clouds from the north
and for awhile the noon plays tag with these clouds, ducking in and out of them
turning their edges to beaten silver. Then the clouds grow thicker, and the noon
disappears ... yet it is there; the tides twenty miles out of Tarker's MIls feel
its pull and so, closer to hone, does the Beast.

Around two in the nobrning, a dreadful squealing arises from the pigpen of El nmer
Zi nneman on the West Stage Road, about twelve miles out of town. Elmer goes for his
rifle, wearing only his pajana pants and his slippers. Hs wfe, who was al nost
pretty when Elmer married her at sixteen in 1947, pleads and begs and cries,
wanting himto stay with her, wanting himnot to go out. Elner shakes her off and
grabs his gun from the entryway. H's pigs are not just squealing; they are
scream ng. They sound |ike a bunch of very young girls surprised by a maniac at a

sl unber party. He is going, nothing can nake him not go, he tells her ... and then
freezes with one work-callused hand on the latch of the back door as a screaning
how of triunph rises in the night. It is a wlf-cry, but there is something so

human in the how that it makes his hand drop from the latch and he allows Alice



Zinneman to pull him back into the living room He puts his arnms around her and

draws her down onto the sofa, and there they sit like two frightened children.

Now the crying of the pigs begins to falter and stop. Yes, they stop. One by one

they stop. Their squeals die in hoarse, bloody gargling sounds. The Beast how s

again, its cry as silver as the noon. Elner goes to the wi ndow and sees sonethi nghe

cannot tell what-go bounding off into the deeper darkness.

The rain conmes later, pelting against the windows as Elnmer and Alice sit up in bed

together, all the lights in the bedroomon. It is a cold rain, the first real rain

of the autum, and tonmorrow the first tinge of color wll have conme into the

| eaves.

El mer finds what he expects in his pig-pen; carnage. Al nine of his sows and both

of his boars are dead- disenbowelled and partly eaten. They lie in the nud, the

cold rain pelting down on their carcasses, their bulging eyes staring up at the

col d autumm sky.

Elmer's brother Pete, called over from Mnot, stands beside Elner. They don't speak

for a long time, and then Elnmer says what has been in Pete's mnd as well.

"I nsurance will cover sonme of it. Not all, but some. | guess | can foot the rest

Better ny pigs than another person.”

Pete nods. "There's been enough," he says, his voice a murnmur that can barely be

heard over the rain.

"What do you nean?"

"You know what | rmean. Next full noon there's got to be forty men out... or sixty
or a hundred and sixty. Time folks stopped dicking around and pretending it

ain't happening, when any fool can see it is. Look here, for Christ's sweet sake!"

Pete points down. Around the slaughtered pigs, the soft earth of the pen is full of

very large tracks. They look like the tracks of a wolf... but they also |ook

wei rdly human.

"You see those fucking tracks?"

"l see them" Elner all ows.

"You think Sweet Betsy from Pi ke nade those tracks?"

"No. | guess not."

"Werewol f nmade those tracks," Pete says, "You know it, Alice knows it, npbst of the
people in this town know it. Hell, even I knowit, and | conme from the next county
over." He looks at his brother, his face dour and stern, the face of a New Engl and
Puritan from 1650. And he repeats: "There's been enough. Tinme this thing was
ended. "

El mer considers this long as the rain continues to tap on the two nen's slickers,
and then he nods. "I guess. But not next full noon."

"You want to wait until Novenber?"

El mer nods. "Bare woods. Better tracking, if we get alittle snow"

"What about next nont h?"

El mer Zinneman |ooks at his slaughtered pigs in the pen beside his barn. Then he
| ooks at his brother Pete.

"Peopl e better ook out," he says.

OCTOBER

When Marty Coslaw cones hone from trick or treating on Halloween N ght with the
batteries in his wheelchair all but dead flat, he goes directly to bed, where he
lies awake until the half-nmoon rises in a cold sky strewn with stars |ike dianond
chips. CQutside, on the verandah where his life was saved by a string of Fourth of
July firecrackers, a chill wind blows brown leaves in swirling, aimess corkscrews
on the flagstones. They rattle like old bones. The Cctober full noon has cone and
gone in Tarker's MIls with no new nurder, the second nonth in a row this has
happened. Sonme of the townspeople -Stan Pelky, the barber, is one, and Cal Bl odw n,
who owns Bl odwi n Chevrolet, the town's only car deal ership, is another-believe that
the terror is over; the killer was a drifter, or a tranmp living out in the woods,
and now he has noved on, just as they said he would. Qhers, however, are not so
sure. These are the ones who do long reckoning on the four deer found sl aughtered
out by the turnpike the day after the October full moon, and upon El mer Zinnenman's
el even pigs, killed at full noon tine in Septenber. The argunent rages at The Pub
over beers during the | ong autum nights.

But Marty Cosl aw knows.



This night he has gone out trick or treating with his father (his father |ikes
Hal | oween, |ikes the brisk cold, likes to laugh his hearty Big Pal |augh and bel | ow
such idiotic things as "Hey, hey!" and "Ring-dang-doo!" when the doors open and
famliar Tarker's MIls faces look out). Marty went as Yoda, a big rubber Don Post
mask pulled down over his head and a vol umi nous robe on which covered his wasted
| egs. "You al ways get everything you want," Katie says with a toss of her head when
she sees the nmask ... but he knows she isn't really mad at him (and as if to prove
it, she makes him an artfully crooked Yoda staff to conplete his getup), but
perhaps sad because she is now considered too old to go out trick or treating.
Instead she will go to a party with her junior high school friends. She will dance
to Donna Sunmer records, and bob for apples, and later on the lights will be turned
down for a ganme of spin-the-bottle and she will perhaps kiss sone boy, not because
she wants to but because it will be fun to giggle about it with her girlfriends in
study hall the next day.

Marty's dad takes Marty in the van because the van has a built-in ranp he can use
to get Marty in and out. Marty rolls down the ranp and then buzzes up and down the
streets thenmselves in his chair. He carries his bag on his lap and they go to all
the houses on their road and then to a few houses downtown: the Collinses, the
Macl nnes', the Manchesters', the MIIlikens', the Eastons'. There is a fishbow full
of candy corn inside The Pub. Snickers Bars at the Congregational Church parsonage
and Chunky bars at the Baptist Parsonage. Then on to the Randol phs, the Quinns',
the Dixons', and a dozen, two dozen nore. Marty cones hone with his bag of candy
bulging ... and a piece of scary, alnost unbelievable know edge.

He knows.

He knows who the werewol f is.

At one point on Mrty's tour, the Beast hinself, now safely between its noons of
i nsanity, has dropped candy into his bag, unaware that Marty's face has gone deadly
pal e under his Don Post Yoda mask, or that, beneath his gloves, his fingers are
clutching his Yoda staff so tightly that the fingernails are white. The werewolf
smles at Marty, and pats his rubber head.

But it is the werewolf. Marty knows, and not just because the man is wearing an
eyepatch. There is sonething el sesone vital simlarity in this man's human face to
the snarling face of the animal he saw on that silvery summer night alnost four
nont hs ago now.

Since returning to Tarker's MIls from Vernont the day after Labor Day, Marty has
kept a watch, sure that he will see the werewl f sooner or later, and sure that he
will know him when he does because the werewolf wll be a one-eyed man. Although
the police nodded and said they would check it out when he told them he was pretty
sure he had put out one of the were wolf's eyes, Mrty could tell they didn't
really believe him Mybe that's because he is just a kid, or maybe it's because
they weren't there on that July night when the confrontation took place. Either
way, it doesn't matter. He knew it was so.

Tarker's MIls is a small town, but it is spread out, and until tonight Marty has
not seen a one-eyed man, and he has not dared to ask questions; his nother is
already afraid that the July episode nay have permanently marked him He is afraid
that if he tries any out-and-out sleuthing it wll eventually get back to her.
Besides - Tarker's MIls is a small town. Sooner or later he will see the Beast
with his human face on.

Going home, M. Coslaw (Coach Coslaw to his thousands of students, past and
present) thinks Marty is so quiet because the evening and the excitement of the

evening has tired himout. In truth, this is not so. Marty has never-except on the
ni ght of the wonderful bag of fireworks-felt so awake and alive. And his principal
thought is this: it had taken him alnost sixty days after returning honme to

di scover the werewolf's identity because he, Marty, is a Catholic, and attends St.
Mary's on the outskirts of town.

The man with the eyepatch, the man who dropped a Chunky bar into his bag and then
smiled and patted him on top of his rubber head, is not a Catholic. Far fromit.
The Beast is the Reverend Lester Lowe, of the Grace Baptist Church.

Leaning out the door, snmiling, Marty sees the eyepatch dearly in the yellow
lanmplight falling through the door; it gives the mousy little Reverend an al npst
piratical |ook.

"Sorry about your eye, Reverend Lowe," M. Coslaw said in his boomng Big Pal
voi ce. "Hope it's nothing serious?"

The Rev. Lowe's snile grew |ongsuffering. Actually, he said, he had |lost the eye. A
benign turmor; it had been necessary to renpbve the eye to get at the tunor. But it



was the Lord's will, and he was adjusting well. He had patted the top of Marty's
whol e- head mask again and said that some he knew had heavier crosses to bear.

So now Marty lies in his bed, listening to the Cctober wind sing outside, rattling
the season's last |eaves, hooting dimy through the eyehol es of the carven punpkins
which flank the Coslaw driveway, watching the half-nmoon ride the starstudded sky.
The question is this: Wat is he to do now?

He doesn't know, but he feels sure that in tine the answer will cone.

He sleeps the deep, dreamless sleep of the very young, while outside the river of
wi nd bl ows over Tarker's MIIs, washing out COctober and bringing in cold, star-shot
Novenber, autumm's iron nonth.

NOVEMBER

The snoking butt end of the year, Novenber's dark iron, has come to Tarker's MIIs.
A strange exodus seens to be taking place on Main Street. The Rev. Lester Lowe
watches it from the door of the Baptist Parsonage; he has just conme out to get his
mail and he holds six circulars and one single letter in his hand, watching the
conga-line of dusty pick-up trucks-Fords and Chevys and I nternational
Harvest erssnake its way out of town.

Snow is conming, the weatherman says, but these are no riders before the storm
bound for warner clines; you don't head out for Florida or California s golden
shore with your hunting jacket on and your gun behind you in the cab rack and your
dogs in the flatbed. This is the fourth day that the nmen, |led by El ner Zi nneman and
his brother Pete, have headed out with dogs and guns and a great many six-packs of
beer. It is a fad that has caught on as the full npon approaches. Bird season's
over, deer season, too. But it's still open season on werewol ves, and nost of these
men, behind the nmask of their grim get-the-wagons-in-a-circle faces, are having a
great tinme. As Coach Cosl aw nmight has said, Doodly-dam right!

Sone of the nen, Rev. Lowe knows, are doing no nore than skylarking; here is a
chance to get out in the woods, pull beers, piss in ravines, tell jokes about
pol acks and frogs and niggers, shoot at squirrels and crows. They're the real
animals, Lowe thinks, his hand unconsciously going to the eyepatch he has worn

since July. Sonebody will shoot sonmebody, nmost likely. They're lucky it hasn't
happened al r eady.
The last of the trucks drives out of sight over Tarker's HIl, horn honking, dogs

yarking and barking in the back. Yes, sonme of the nmen are just skylarking, but
sone- El mer and Pete Zinneman, for exanpl e-are dead serious.

If that creature, man or beast or whatever it is, goes hunting this nonth, the dogs
will pick up its scent, the Rev. Lowe has heard Elner say in the barber shop not
two weeks ago. And if it-or he-don't go out, then nmaybe we'll have saved a life.
Soneone's |livestock at the very |east.

Yes, there are sone of them maybe a dozen, maybe two dozen-who nean busi ness. But
it is not them that has brought this strange new feeling into the back of Lowe's
brai n-that sense of being brought to bay.

It's the notes that have done that. The notes, the longest of them only two
sentences long, witten in a childish, |aborious hand, sonetines msspelled. He
| ooks down at the letter that has conme in today's nmail, addressed in that sane
childish script, addressed as the others have been addressed: The Reverend Lowe,
Bapti st Parsonage, Tarker's MIIls, Miine 04491.

Now, this strange, trapped feeling ... the way he inagines a fox nust feel when it
realizes that the dogs have sonehow chased it into a cul-de-sac. That panicked
monent that the fox turns, its teeth bared, to do battle with the dogs that wll
surely pull it to pieces.

He closes the door firmy, goes inside to the parlor where the grandfather clock
ticks solemm ticks and tocks solem tocks; he sits down, puts the religious
circulars carefully aside on the table Ms. MIller polishes twice a week, and opens
his new letter. Like the others, there is no salutation. Like the others, it is
unsigned. Witten in the center of a sheet torn from a grade-schooler's 1|ined
notepad, is this sentence:

Why don't you kill yourself?

The Rev. Lowe puts a hand to his forehead-it trenbles slightly. Wth the other hand
he crunples the sheet of paper up and puts it in the large glass ashtray in the
center of the table (Rev. Lowe does all of his counselling in the parlor, and sone
of his troubled parishoners snpke). He takes a book of nmatches from his Saturday



afternoon "at hone" sweater and lights the note, as he has |it the others. He
wat ches it burn.

Lowe's know edge of what he is has conme in two distinct stages: Following his
nightmare in May, the dream in which everyone in the dd Hone Sunday congregation
turned into a werewolf, and following his terrible discovery of Cyde Corliss's

gutted body, he has begun to realize that sonething is ... well, wong with him He
knows no other way to put it. Sonething wong. But he also knows that on sone
norni ngs, usually during the period when the noon is full, he awakes feeling
amazi ngly good, amazingly well, amazingly strong. This feeling ebbs with the noon,

and then grows again with the next noon.

Following the dream and Corliss's death, he has been forced to acknow edge ot her
things, which he had, up until then, been able to ignore. Clothes that are nuddy
and torn. Scratches and brui ses he cannot account for (but since they never hurt or
ache, as ordinary scratches and bruises do, they have been easy to dismiss, to
sinply ... not think about). He has even been able to ignore the traces of blood he
has sonetimes found on his hands ... and |ips.

Then, on July 5th, the second stage. Sinply described: he had awakened blind in one
eye. As with the cuts and scratches, there had been no pain; sinmply a gored,
bl asted socket where his left eye had been. At that point the know edge had becone
too great for denial: he is the werewl f; he is the Beast.

For the last three days he has felt fam liar sensations: a great restlessness, an
inmpatience that is alnost joyful, a sense of tension in his body. It is coning
agai n-the change is alnpost here again. Tonight the noon will rise full, and the
hunters will be out with their dogs. Well, no matter. He is smarter than they give
himcredit for. They speak of a man-wolf, but think only in terns of the wolf, not
the man. They can drive in their pickups, and he can drive in his small Volare
sedan. And this afternoon he will drive down Portland way, he thinks, and stay at
sone nmotel on the outskirts of town. And if the change cones, there will be no
hunters, no dogs. They are not the ones who frighten him

Way don't you kill yourself?

The first note came early this nonth. It said sinply:

I know who you are.

The second sai d:

If you are a man of Cod, get out of town. Go soneplace where there are animals for

you to kill but no people.

The third said:

End it.

That was all; just End it. And now

Way don't you kill yourself?

Because | don't want to, the Rev. Lowe thinks petulantly. This whatever it is - is
nothing | asked for. | wasn't bitten by a wolf or cursed by a gypsy. It just
happened. | picked some flowers for the vases in the church vestry one day |ast
Novenber. Up by that pretty little cenetery on Sunshine Hill. | never saw such
flowers before ... and they were dead before | could get back to town. They turned
bl ack, every one. Perhaps that was when it started to happen. No reason to think
so, exactly ... but I do. And I won't kill nyself. They are the aninmals, not ne.

Who is witing the notes?

He doesn't know. The attack on Marty Coslaw has not been reported in the weekly
Tarker's MI1ls newspapers, and he prides hinself on not listening to gossip. Also,
as Marty did not know about Lowe until Hall oween because their religious circles do
not touch, the Rev. Lowe does not know about Marty. And he has no nmenory of what he
does in his beast-state; only that alcoholic sense of well-being when the cycle has
finished for another nmonth, and the restl essness before.

I am a man of God, he thinks, getting up and beginning to pace, wal king faster and
faster in the quiet parlor where the grandfather clock ticks solem ticks and tocks

solem tocks. | ama man of God and | will not kill nyself. | do good here, and if
| sonmetimes do evil, why, nen have done evil before ne; evil also serves the wll
of God, or so the Book of Job teaches us; if | have been cursed from Qutside, then
God will bring me down in His tine. All things serve the will of God ... and who is
he? Shall 1 make inquiries? Wio was attacked on July 4th? How did I (it) lose his
(its) eye? Perhaps he should be silenced ... but not this nonth. Let them put their

dogs back in their kennels first. Yes ...

He begins to walk faster and faster, bent |low, unaware that his beard, usually
scant (he can get away with only shaving once every three days ... at the right
time of the nonth, that is), has now sprung out thick and scruffy and wry, and
that his one brown eye has gone a hazel shade that is deepening noment by nonent



toward the enerald green it will becone later this night. He is hunching forward as
he wal ks, and he has begun to talk to hinself... but the words are growi ng | ower
and lower, nore and nore |ike grow s.
At last, as the gray Novenber afternoon tightens down toward an early anvil-col ored
dusk, he bounds into the kitchen, snatches the Volare's keys from the peg by the
door, and alnmost runs toward the car. He drives toward Portland fast, sniling, and
he does not slow when the season's first snow starts to skirl into the beans of his
headl i ghts, dancers from the iron sky. He senses the nmoon sonewhere above the
clouds; he senses its power; his chest expands, straining the seans of his white
shirt.
He tunes the radio to a rock and roll station, and he feels just ... great!
And what happens later that night might be a judgment from God, or a jest of those
ol der gods that men worshipped fromthe safety of stone circles on nmoonlit nights -
oh, it's funny, all right, pretty funny, because Lowe has gone all the way to
Portland to beconme the Beast, and the man he ends up ripping open on that snowy
Novenmber night is MIt Sturnfuller, a lifelong resident of Tarker's MIls ... and
perhaps God is just after all, because if there is a first-class grade-A shit in
Tarker's MIls, it is MIt Sturnfuller. He has conme in this night as he has on
other nights, telling his battered wife Donna Lee that he is on business, but his
business is a B-girl naned Rita Tennison who has given hima lively case of herpes
which MIt has already passed on to Donna Lee, who has never so nuch as |ooked at
another man in all the years they have been marri ed.
The Rev. Lowe has checked into a notel called The Driftwood near the Portland-
West brook line, and this is the sane notel that MIt Sturnfuller and R ta Tenni son
have chosen on this Novenber night to do their business.
MIt steps out at quarter past ten to retrieve a bottle of bourbon he's left in the
car, and he is in fact congratulating hinself on being far from Tarker's MIIls on
the night of the full nmoon when the one-eyed Beast |eaps on himfromthe roof of a
snowshrouded Peterbilt ten-wheeler and takes his head off with one gigantic sw pe.
The last sound MIt Sturnfuller hears in his life is the werewolf's rising snarl of
triunph; his head rolls under the Peterbilt, the eyes w de, the neck spraying
bl ood, and the bottle of bourbon drops fromhis jittering hand as the Beast buries
its snout in his neck and begins to feed.
And the next day, back in the Baptist parsonage in Tarker's MIls and feeling just
great, the Rev. Lowe will read the account of the murder in the newspaper and
think piously: He was not a good man. All things serve the Lord.
And following this, he will think: W is the kid sending the notes? Wo was it in
July? It's tinme to find out. It's time to listen to some gossip.
The Rev. Lester Lowe readjusts his eyepatch, shakes out a new section of the
newspaper and thinks: Al things serve the Lord, if it's the Lord's will, I'Il find
him And silence him Forever.

DECEMBER

It is fifteen minutes of midnight on New Year's Eve. In Tarker's MIls, as in the
rest of the world, the year is drawing to its close, and in Tarker's MIls as in
the rest of the world, the year has brought changes.

MIt Sturnfuller is dead and his wife Donna Lee, at |ast free of her bondage, has
noved out of town. Gone to Boston, some say; gone to Los Angeles, other say.
Anot her wonan has tried to make a go of the Corner Bookshop and failed, but the
barber shop, The Market Basket, and The Pub are doing business at the sanme old
pl aces, thank you very nmuch. Cyde Corliss is dead, but his two goodfornothing
brothers, Alden and Errol, are still alive and well and cashing in their foodstanps
at the A& two towns over-they don't quite have the nerve to do it right here in
the MIls. Gamma Hague, who used to nmeke the best pies in Tarker's MIls, has died
of a heart attack, WIlie Harrington, who is ninety-two, slipped on the ice in
front of his little house on Ball Street late in Novenber and broke his hip, but
the library has received a nice bequest in the will of a wealthy sunmer resident,
and next year construction will begin on the children's wing that has been tal ked
about in town neeting since time out of mnd. Olie Parker, the school principal,
had a nosebleed that just wouldn't quit in October and is diagnosed as an acute
hypertensive. Lucky you didn't blow your brains out, the doctor grunted, unw apping
the bl oodpressure cuff, and told Olie to |lose forty pounds. For a wonder, dlie
| oses twenty of those pounds by Christnas. He |ooks and feels |like a new man. "Acts



like a new man, too," his wife tells her close friend Delia Burney, wth a
|l echerous little grin. Brady Kincaid, killed by the Beast in kite-flying season, is
still dead. And Marty Coslaw, who used to sit right behind Brady in school, is
still a cripple.

Thi ngs change, things don't change, and, in Tarker's MIls, the year is ending as
the year cane in - a howing blizzard is roaring outside, and the Beast is around.
Sonewher e.

Sitting in the living room of the Coslaw home and watching Dick Cark's Rockin New
Year's Eve are Marty Coslaw and his

Uncle Al. Uncle Al is on the couch. Marty is sitting in his wheelchair in front of
the TV. There is a gun in Mirty's lap, a .38 Colt Wodsman. Two bullets are
chambered in the -gun, and both of them are pure silver. Uncle Al has gotten a
friend of his from Hanpden, Mac MCutcheon, to nmake them in a bullet-loader. This
Mac M Cut cheon, after sonme protests, has nelted Marty's silver confirmation spoon
down with a propane torch, and calibrated the wei ght of powder needed to propel the
bullets without sending them into a wild spin. "I don't guarantee they'll work,"
this Mac MCutcheon has told Uncle A, "but they probably will. Wat you gonna
kill, AI? A werewolf or a vanpire?"

"One of each," Uncle Al says, giving himhis grin right back. "That's why | got you
to make two. There was a banshee hanging around as well, but his father died in
North Dakota and he had to catch a plane to Fargo." They have a |augh over that,
and then Al says: "They're for a nephew of mine. He's crazy over novie nonsters,
and | thought they'd nake an interesting Christmas present for him™"

"Well, if he fires one into a batten, bring it back to the shop,” Mac tells him
"I"d like to see what happens.”

In truth, Uncle Al doesn't know what to think. He hadn't seen Marty or been to
Tarker's MIls since July 3rd; as he could have predicted, his sister, Marty's
nmot her, is furious with him about the fireworks. He could have been killed, you
stupid asshole! What in the name of God did you think you were doing? she shouts
down the tel ephone wire at him

Sounds like it was the fireworks that saved his - A begins, but there is the sharp
click of a broken connection in his ear. H's sister is stubborn; when she doesn't
want to hear sonething, she won't.

Then, early this month, a call came from Marty. "I have to see you, Uncle A, k"
Marty said. "You're the only one | can talk to."

"I'"'min the doghouse with our mom kid," A answered.

"I't's inmportant,” Marty said. "Please. Please."

So he cane, and he braved his sister's icy, disapproving silence, and on a cold,
clear early Decenber day, Al took Marty for a ride in his sports car, loading him
carefully into the passenger bucket. Only this day there was no speeding and no
wild laughter; only Uncle Al listening as Marty talked. Uncle A listened with
growi ng disquiet as the tale is told.

Marty began by telling A again about the night of the wonderful bag of fireworks,
and how he had blown out the creature's left eye with the Black Cat firecrackers.
Then he told him about Hall oween, and the Rev. Lowe. Then he told Uncle Al that he
had begun sending the Rev. Lowe anonynmbus notes . . . anonynous, that is, until the
last two, following the nurder of MIt Sturnfuller in Portland. Those he signed
just as he had been taught in English class: Yours truly, Martin Cosl aw.

"You shouldn't have sent the man notes, anonynbus or otherwise!" Uncle Al said
sharply. "Christ, Marty! Did it ever occur to you that you could be wong?"

"Sure it did," Marty said. "That's why | signed nmy name to the last two. Aren't you
going to ask ne what happened? Aren't you going to ask ne if he called up ny father
and told himl'd sent hima note saying why don't you kill yourself and another one
saying we're closing in on you?"

"He didn't do that, did he?" A asked, know ng the answer already.

"No," Marty said quietly. "He hasn't talked to ny dad, and he hasn't talked to ny
nmom and he hasn't talked to ne."

"Marty, there could be a hundred reasons for th-"

"No. There's only one. He's the werewlf, he's the Beast, it's him and he's
waiting for the full nmoon. As the Reverend Lowe, he can't do anything. But as the
werewol f, he can do plenty. He can shut ne up."

And Marty spoke with such chilling sinplicity that Al was al nbst convinced. "So
what do you want from ne?" A asked.

Marty told him He wanted two silver bullets, and a gun to shoot them with, and he
wanted Uncle Al to come over on New Year's Eve, the night of the full noon.



"I''ll do no such thing," Uncle Al said. "Marty, you're a good kid, but you're going
|l oopy. | think you've come dowmn with a good case of Weelchair Fever. If you think
it over, you'll knowit."

"Maybe," Marty said. "But think how you'll feel if you get a call on New Year's Day
saying |'m dead in nmy bed, chewed to pieces? Do you want that on your conscience,
Uncle Al ?"

Al started to speak, then closed his mbuth with a snap. He turned into a driveway,
hearing the Mercedes' front wheels crunch in the new snow. He reversed and started
back. He fought in Viet Nam and won a couple of nedals there; he had successfully
avoi ded lengthy entanglenments with several lusty young ladies; and now he felt
caught and trapped by his ten-year-old nephew. H's crippled ten-year-old nephew. O
course he didn't want such a thing on his conscience-not even the possibility of
such a thing. And Marty knew it. As Marty knew that if Uncle Al thought there was
even one chance in a thousand that he might be right

Four days later, on Decenmber 10th, Uncle Al called. "G eat news!" Mirty announced
to his famly, wheeling his chair back into the famly room "Uncle Al's coning
over for New Year's Eve!'

"He certainly is not," his nother says in her coldest, brusquest tone.

Marty was not daunted. "Gee, sorry - | already invited him" he said. "He said he'd
bring party-powder for the fireplace.”

Hi s mother had spent the rest of the day glaring at Marty every tine she |ooked in
his direction or he in hers ... but she didn't call her brother back and tell him
to stay away, and that was the nopst inportant thing.

At supper that night Katie whispered hissingly in his ear: "You always get what you
want! Just because you're a cripplel™

Ginning, Marty whispered back: "I |ove you too, sis."”

"You little booger!"

She flounced away.

And here it is, New Year's Eve. Marty's nother was sure Al wouldn't show up as the
storm intensified, the wind howing and noaning and driving snow before it. Truth
to tell, Marty has had a few bad noments hinself... but Uncle Al arrived up around
eight, driving not his Mercedes sports car but a borrowed four-wheel drive.

By eleven-thirty, everyone in the famly has gone to bed except for the two of
them which is pretty nuch as Marty had foreseen things. And although Uncle A is
still pooh-poohing the whole thing, he has brought not one but two handguns
conceal ed under his heavy CPO coat. The one with the two silver bullets he hands
wordl essly to Marty after the fam |y has gone to bed (as if to conplete making the
point, Marty's nother slamed the door of the bedroom she shares with Marty's dad
when she went to bed-slammed it hard). The other is filled with nore conventi onal
|l ead-loads ... but Al reckons that if a crazyman is going to break in here tonight
(and as tine passes and not hi ng happens, he cones to doubt that nore and nore), the
.45 Magnumwi Il stop him

Now, on the TV, they are switching the caneras nore and nore often to the big
lighted ball on top of the Allied Chemical Building in Times Square. The last few
mnutes of the year are running out. The crowd cheers. In the comer opposite the
TV, the Coslaw Christmas tree still stands, drying out now, getting a little brown,
| ooki ng sadly denuded of its presents.

"Marty, nothing-" Uncle Al begins, and then the big picture window in the famly
room blows inward in a twinkle of glass, letting in the howing black wind from

outside, twisting skirls of white snow ... and the Beast.

Al is frozen for a nmonent, utterly frozen with horror and disbelief. It is huge,
this Beast, perhaps seven feet tall, although it is hunched over so that its front
hand-paws al nost drag on the rug. Its one green eye (just like Marty said, he
thinks nunbly, all of it, just like Marty said) glares around with a terrible,
rolling sentience ... and fixes upon Marty, sitting in his wheelchair. it |eaps at

the boy, a rolling how of triunph exploding out of its chest and past its huge
yel l ow-white teeth.

Calmy, his face hardly changing, Marty raises the .38 pistol. He |ooks very small
in his wheelchair, his legs like sticks inside his soft and faded jeans, his fur-
lined slippers on feet that have been nunb and senseless all of his life. And,
incredi bly, over the werewolf's mad how ing, over the w nd s screaning, over the
clap and clash of his own tottering thoughts about how this can possibly be in a
world of real people and real things, over all of this A hears his nephew say:
"Poor old Reverend Lowe. |'mgonna try to set you free."



And as the werewolf leaps, its shadow a blob on the carpet, its claw-tipped hands
outstretched, Marty fires. Because of the |ower powder-load, the gun makes an
al nost absurdly insignificant pop. It sounds like a Daisy air-rifle.

But the werewolf's roar of rage spirals up into an even higher register, a lunatic
screech of pain now It crashes into the wall and its shoul der punches a hole right
through to the other side. A Currier and lves painting falls onto its head, skates
down the thick pelt of its back and shatters as the werewlf turns. Blood is
pouring down the savage, hairy mask of its face, and its green eye seens rolling
and confused. It staggers toward Marty, growing, its claw hands opening and
closing, its snapping jaws cutting off wads of blood-streaked foam Marty holds the
gun in both hands, as a small child holds his drinking cup.

He waits, waits ... and as the werewolf lunges again, he fires. Magically, the
beast's other eye blows out like a candle in a stormMnd! It screans again and
staggers, now blind, toward the w ndow The blizzard riffles the curtains and
twists them around its head - A can see flowers of blood begin to bloom on the

white cloth-as, on the TV, the big |ighted ball begins to descend its pole.
The werewol f collapses to its knees as Marty's dad, w ldeyed and dressed in bright

yel | ow paj amas, dashes into the room The .45 Magnumis still in Al's lap. He has
never so nuch as raised it.
Now t he beast collapses ... shudders once ... and dies.

M. Coslaw stares at it, open-nouthed.

Marty turnes to Uncle A, the snoking gun in his hands. His face |ooks tired

but at peace.

"Happy New Year, Uncle Al," he says, "it's dead. The Beast is dead." And then he
begi ns to weep.

On the floor, under the nesh of Ms. Coslaw s best white curtains, the werewl f has
begun to change. The hair which has shagged its face and body seems to be pulling
in sonmehow. The lips, drawn back in a snarl of pain and fury, relax and cover the
shrinking teeth. The claws nelt nmmgically away to fingernails ... fingernails that
have been al nost pathetically gnawed and bitten.

The Reverend Lester Lowe lies there, wapped in a bloody shroud of curtain, snow
bl owi ng around himin random patterns.

Uncle Al goes to Marty and conforts himas Marty's dad gawks down at the naked body
on the floor and as Marty's nother, clutching the neck of her robe, creeps into the
room Al hugs Marty tight, tight, tight.

"You done good, kid," he whispers. "I |ove you."

Qutside, the wind hows and screans against the snowfilled sky, and in Tarker's
MIls, the first mnute of the new year becones history.

Aft erward

Any dedi cated noon-watcher will know that, regardless of the year, | have taken a
good nmany liberties with the lunar cycle-usually to take advantage of days
(Valentine's, July 4th, etc.) which "mark" certain nonths in our mnds. To those
readers who feel that | didn't know any better, | assert that | did ... but the

tenptation was sinply too great to resist.

St ephen Ki ng
August 4, 1983



