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(The scene begins in black and white.) 

 

“Garbo!!!!!!!”   

 

The actor jerked upright in his makeup chair roaring like the character his makeup artist 

was trying to create.   

 

“That hurt me you fuk’n little twerp!” 

 

“Hush now,” the smaller man responded in his feminine tone. Deftly dabbing on some 

extra glue, he finished the rubber to skin paste up, seemingly non-pulsed by the man’s 

anger. He had, in fact, deliberately pinched the actor’s skin. He relished the idea that the 

little people always had a way of getting back at the big shots. He was needed, so the 

actor had to put up with him. It was a small trump card, but it was a trump card none the 

less. 

 

“You’ll spoil the costume fussing like that,” he chided. “The glue has to set…. you know 

that. Your moving has caused the whole thing to shift and now I have to correct the 

problem.” The smallish man sighed, enjoying the lie. “This will set us back an hour. You 

absolutely have to stay still!” 

 

[Shift camera stage left to a smallish man wearing a dark suit, white shirt, and plain black 

tie. In his right hand is a cigarette and the smoke drifts up around his head as he delivers 

his prologue.] 

 

“Stan Jazbo is a small time actor who, after countless commercials and movie bit parts, 

was recently given his first opportunity at a large role in a grade “B” horror movie. His 

ego has soared to the required heights, equaling what he perceives as his own importance. 

No one in the entire movie crew can stand him. As part of what he feels is required of any 

big time star actor, he does his best to make life impossible for those having to work 

around him. Though he is not aware of it, the Director only puts up with him because he 

is one of the few people large enough to carry the required costume without looking too 

fake in the wearing. Stan Jazbo is a failed College football linebacker who, having never 

made it big in the pros, turned to the only thing in life, other than ‘the game’, that he liked 

even a little bit. Measuring in at just under seven foot and weighing three hundred and 

fifty pounds, he is large even for this world. Tonight; he will seem even that much larger. 

Tonight Stan Jazbo, also known in real life as Norman Smith, is going on a trip to a place 



 

that does not exist… a place that men like him will always say is nothing more than make 

believe… a dream… or, at best, the mind toy of the small and insignificant people like 

his makeup artist.  Tonight Stan Jazbo will take a walk to the other side of the silver 

screen. Tonight, he will be playing the lead role in a very dangerous game… a game that 

will be played out on the Fur Side.” 

 

(camera shift back to center stage) 

 

Chief makeup artist George Garbo managed to calm his ‘project’, pressing him back into 

the oversized makeup chair. On a personal note, he did not consider this particular pain in 

the ass actor as anything more than a project. He was simply a required item that had to 

be worked upon. Finishing the essential brush strokes to smooth in the hair on the rubber 

mask material, he left the actor sitting in his chair with explicit instructions. “You stay 

here now until the ‘Best Boy’ comes for you. We have to let things set up a bit more and 

then you will have a long day of shooting. When we’re done with that, I will be here to 

take it all off of you again so the costume is not ruined. Do you understand that Mr. 

Jazbo?” He said this last bit louder than normal, as if he was speaking to someone who 

was a little slow. 

 

“Of course I do,” the actor growled. “I understand it all too well. If I’d known what I 

would have to suffer at your hands, I would have asked for double the money to do this 

stupid flick.”  

 

He sat back in the chair waving his hand dismissively. Garbo was quick to take 

advantage, leaving without further comment. Stan Jazbo truly was a grumpy pain in the 

ass. If they didn’t have so much riding on the creation of ‘The Beast’, Garbo’s own 

money included, he would have made the actor’s life a real living hell of hidden pins, and 

uncomfortable stitches in his underwear. He was a master at causing severe wedgies at 

the worst possible moments. 

 

Stan Jazbo, now made up to be ‘The Beast’, had a large head with the rough look of a 

Lion. Huge teeth hung down from his jaws like a Saber tooth Tiger’s. His hands and feet, 

now large paws, came complete with a set of retractable wooden claws. With these he 

was supposed to rip his way through papier-mâché walls, and Styrofoam cars. When he 

asked about it, he’d been told it was movie magic; all of which the cameras and editing 

would make to look real. His character was meant to strike fear into the hearts of those 

foolish enough to buy a ticket; mostly the under fifteen crowd… and here he sat in his 

small trailer on a dusty back lot during the hottest days of the summer; waiting for 

someone to come and get him. The small air conditioner hanging off of the window was 

blowing full blast so he wouldn’t overheat in all the fur. If he made it through the day 

without having heat stroke he would be very lucky. 

 

“Damn,” he muttered, growing bored within five minutes.  

 



 

Disregarding the makeup man’s advice, he rose from the chair. Being careful, he stayed 

bent over so his head wouldn’t hit the ceiling. As he stood, his reflection in the makeup 

mirror caught his attention. He sighed, as he regarded the face that was not his own. 

 

“And what would you know about it, huh? All you have to do is go out and wow an 

audience of pre-pubescent idiots. You think its easy being me? You’re not real and I have 

to make everyone think that you are. Football was never this hard. Football was simple. 

All ya gotta do there is go out look’n all spiffy in your uniform; and then hit the other 

team as hard as you can. They fall down one by one and you come off the field a hero for 

the night. Everybody loves you. Big celebration… then the next day you’re a nobody 

again and you go back to square one. That’s why you go back out on the field… to 

recapture that hero feeling. Fuk that ‘love of the game’ crap. As much as the coach 

preached the sermon I never believed it for a minute. At least in the movies they 

remember you a little bit longer than one night.”  

 

He halfway expected a response from the image, but of course, it was only his reflection 

so he did the response for it. “Sure… in the movies they remember you for two nights.” 

 

He snarled, and the reflection snarled. Holding up one paw, he slid the claws out. They 

made a spring and wood sound which he knew would be edited out with some other more 

fearful sound added in… probably steel on steel, or some sort of hydraulic hissing. He 

knew real cats didn’t make a sound when they extended their claws, but the sound was 

for the effect. Eventually, when he went on his rampage of rage, he would be covered 

with buckets of blood and the carnage would look real enough. In the end he would be 

killed by the hero of the flick. Even if they did make money, there was no sequel planned. 

The plot was all too predictable… all put together with yesterday’s glue. He would be 

surprised if they didn’t go bust before it could even be released… and that was also the 

‘nature of the beast’. He frowned as the words of the expression passed through his mind. 

It sounded too much like a bad pun. 

 

Behind him the trailer door opened and then closed again. 

 

“Be right with you,” he mumbled, still regarding himself in the mirror. 

 

 “Cha dae a po,” responded a small and very feminine voice. 

 

“What?” he asked, whirling around. “Who the….” 

 

He stopped in mid sentence.  

 

The woman was extremely small, perhaps three feet tall at a stretch, and she was 

perfectly formed. She appeared to be a Bobcat… at least, Stan Jazbo with his limited 

knowledge of animals, assumed she was a Bobcat… in any case half of her was. The 

other half appeared to be human. With the exception of her legs, which were wrapped in 

a black material, and a black matching loincloth, she was naked except for her fur. Her 

uncovered breasts were definitely human, as were her hands, but her perfectly shaped 



 

legs ended in uncovered paws similar to his own. As big as Stan was, he never would 

have found a midget woman to be attractive. Whoever this girl was, she made his breath 

catch in his throat. 

 

“What the hell? I thought this movie was going to be PG-13. That means no gore, no 

cursing, and definitely no ti… ah… breasts… not that I don’t mind. I’m only human, if 

you know what I mean.” 

 

The girl Bobcat, looking apprehensive, just gazed at him. ‘The Beast’, in the small 

confines of the trailer, towered over her, taking up most of the small space.  

 

“Did you come to get me? I mean… you’re not the ‘Best Boy’, but are they ready to 

shoot?” He actually smiled, which through the face of his costume appeared more as a 

snarl. “It’s not like I had a lot of lines to memorize or nothing.” He smiled again, and 

then did one of his best growls for her, sliding out the fake claws on his left paw to match 

the right.  

 

The girl became terrified and cowered back from him. Holding her own hands in front of 

her face, she mumbled words that he did not understand. 

 

“It’s OK girlie… really… it’s ok.” He slid the claws back in by pushing them on the wall 

of the trailer and then gave her his best smile again. The glued on mask crinkled up 

around his face making him seem even more fearsome. “Less’n you’re just acting; cuz 

then I have to really give you credit because I’m really thinking that you’re afraid of me, 

and that would be the mark of a truly good actor. That is, I hope you’re not really afraid 

of me cuz this is all just pretend… you know that.” 

 

The girl scrambled down to all fours her head touching the floor, as she bowed low. 

 

“To dow a mei…” was the first part of what she said to him in her cat like voice, but the 

rest was lost in a grouping of words that passed right through Stan’s brain and then 

slipped away into nothingness as he began to understand that the movie crew was playing 

a huge practical joke on him. He had to admit that it was a good joke, because this girl 

really really looked the part. There wasn’t anything about her that looked fake; unlike his 

own plastic and rubber get up. Her fur was beautifully fitted to her skin and the breasts, 

which couldn’t possibly be her own, looked good enough that Stan was very tempted to 

reach out and give them a squeeze. 

 

“OK… ok… funs over,” he said, his voice hardening. “If you’re here to take me to the 

shoot, that’s all well and good, but let’s just do it and we’ll forget all about those idiots 

and their demented idea of humor. You can tell them for me that I didn’t fall for it.” 

 

He clumsily reached out and, putting a huge paw on each of her shoulders, attempted to 

raise her from the floor. Her body went rigid, and the rubber play paws couldn’t bend far 

enough for him to get a grip on her. He sighed and wished he could have simply lifted 

her. 



 

 

“Out… come on… stop the acting and get out of the trailer. You lead, and I’ll follow. 

We’ll walk out together, they’ll all laugh at my expense, and they’ll have their fun… but 

know what? … fuk’em! My name is at the top of the list in this one, and I’ll match my 

paycheck to any of theirs; so let’s go on out and see who’s going to laugh the loudest.” 

 

Pushing the door to the trailer open, he stepped out in front of her.  

 

(The picture changes to vivid color from black and white.) 

 

The fresh mountain air hit him like a brick and he coughed. It was cold out. Looking 

down, he saw his feet standing in snow.  Next to where he stood, one set of footprints 

lead up to his trailer, but only one; and they looked like Bobcat prints. Before he could 

consider anything beyond the idea that this was all movie magic, the girl was out the 

door, which he heard slam shut. She began tugging on his paw. Her actions seemed 

urgent and he smiled, thinking that she was still acting; and doing one fine job of it. 

 

“Beast!” she cried out, tugging at his arm. She seemed a lot braver out in the open. 

“Beast… Beast… Beast… come… this way. They are killing my people! You must 

follow me!” 

 

“Right,” the actor replied. “I have to follow you, just like that; and just like all of a 

sudden you’re speaking perfect English when you couldn’t before. Tell you what. I’m 

going to turn around and go back into my trailer. Then you’re going to go tell that twerp 

of a Director that this boy doesn’t play stupid games when it comes to his acting career.” 

 

A sudden urge came across him and he roared as loud as he could. His voice went lower 

than it had ever gone in his life and his life force seemed to flow from him in a way that 

made the nearby trees tremble. 

 

The girl… midget… or Bobcat, whatever she was, fell back from him and seemed to be 

on the verge of bolting; but she stubbornly held her ground. 

 

“You must come with me! My people need your help! It is my life time favor that I have 

asked of the gods!” 

 

Stan the actor snorted at her, and in the action he found that the rubber of the costume 

didn’t feel so much like rubber anymore; nor did the fur on his body feel like a old dirty 

rug. Turning, he held out one large arm to open the door of the trailer; but the trailer 

wasn’t there. In front of him stretched a vast wilderness of snow and trees. His breath 

clouded in front of him. It was cold, but he was not cold, and in a strange way he relished 

the feeling of it. 

 

Turning back to the Bobcat, he asked, “What just happened here? I’ll admit… he’s good, 

whoever the special effects guy was that put this together… he’s really good… but…” 



 

His voice trailed off as he looked all around and realized that he was not in a room and 

the forest was not a painted backdrop. 

 

The girl looked at him quizzically. “What are ‘special effects’?” 

 

Stan was suddenly having a hard time breathing. Holding up his left paw, he made the 

claws slide out. There was no wooden sound. In fact, there was no sound at all… double 

‘in fact’, he felt them move just the same as he would have felt his fingers wiggle had he 

wiggled them. Moving his right paw up, he tested a claw with its thumb. His thumb hurt 

from the needle prick of it and he saw a small drop of blood forming at the puncture. 

 

“This can’t be happening,” he whispered… and an icy wind whispered back to him that 

yes… indeed it was. 

 

“Beast?” 

 

Ignoring the girl, Stan slid his claws back in and began patting down his body looking for 

the rip cord that Garbo had shown him. He remembered the man’s precise instructions, 

given to him in his wheezy little voice that had driven the actor so crazy.  

 

“Should there be an emergency… let’s say the building catches fire and your rubber suit 

here catches a spark… poof…. you’re blazing like Uncle Charlie when he started the grill 

with a gallon of gasoline. Grab this string and rip it as hard as you can. Then shuck the 

suit and pray someone has a fire extinguisher because it’s going to be a merry nut roast if 

you’re not fast.” 

 

There was no rip cord and, oddly enough, as his paws traveled the length of his legs he 

could feel them. He could also feel the fur of his legs with his paws. 

 

“This can’t be happening!” 

 

“What Beast?” 

 

“There’s no rip cord!”  

 

He roared as loud as he could and then did a dance around and around as he tried to strip 

the costume from his body. He finally collapsed into the snow, his ragged breath blowing 

clouds of steam into the air. 

 

When his breathing slowed, he groaned. “This can’t be happening. I must be high on the 

fumes from the glue… or having a nightmare…” 

 

The brightness of the snow all around him hurt and he squinted his eyes to see better. The 

blue of the sky seemed bluer than he remembered. He felt a paw being placed on his 

forehead in a tentative manner. 

 



 

“Beast? Are you of your right mind?” 

 

“Gawd I hope not.” 

 

He shifted his gaze and saw the small pretty face close to his own but upside down from 

where he was laying. She smiled at him… but he knew she was still terrified. He tried to 

smile back and this time the smile was not encumbered by a costume. He could feel it in 

his face. 

 

“I have never seen a Beast before,” she told him. “Do all Beasts act in this manner?” 

 

“What manner?” It was all he could think to say. His mind was on overload and the new 

sensory inputs were scaring the hell out of him. 

 

“Roaring, dancing around, falling into the snow… flashing their claws?” 

 

“Yeah,” he told her, trying to calm his panting. “We call it our sanity dance. Is my tail 

swishing around?” 

 

She looked down and saw that it was indeed going back and forth. “Yes.” 

 

“How do I make it stop?” 

 

“I don’t understand.” 

 

“My tail… how do I stop it from moving all around? I never had a tail before.” 

 

“You just stop moving it.” 

 

“Oh.” 

 

Stan’s tail stopped moving… and then it moved again… and then it stopped. He sat up 

and looked at it. It moved… it stopped… it moved. Reaching down, he held it in one 

massive paw, gripping it easily. Bringing it close to his face, he watched the tip of it 

move, and then stop moving, and then move again. 

 

“I’m him.” 

 

“I am not understanding,” she said in a hushed tone. 

 

He looked at her. “The beast thing they were making the movie about… I’m really him.” 

 

She looked back at him, confusion clearly written on her face. “What is a movie?” 

 

Dropping his tail, he looked at her. For all of what he could think of, she looked more 

like a cute cuddly toy than a living, breathing creature… but there she was… and here he 



 

was. He remembered a time during a football game when he had been hammered so hard, 

he didn’t know his own name… maybe this was the case now. Perhaps he had suffered a 

heat stroke inside the trailer and this was all an illusion. 

 

“You have incredibly nice tits, did you know that?” 

 

“I’m sorry?” 

 

“Tits… breasts… bazoobas… hooters…” 

 

Reaching out, he poked at one and she slapped his paw away. 

 

“Why would you do that?” she demanded, anger flashing across her face. “It is what the 

Wolves do; and they are heathens!” 

 

“You’re cute for a hallucination. That’s all I meant.” 

 

“Only my husband is allowed to touch me in such a fashion.” 

 

“Oh… you’re married then. I should have guessed that I couldn’t have a normal 

hallucination. I had to get one that was married.” 

 

He flopped back down into the snow and stared skywards. His tail began flipping again 

and his legs stretched. The claws of his rear paws extended out as well, completing the 

stretch. Stan the actor was hardly aware that he’d even done this, or that his new body 

was fitting him better than a glove. 

 

“It figures that the fates wouldn’t allow me to have sex with my own hallucination. God 

forbid that this might even be a little bit fun. Just wait till I wake up… I’m going to have 

such a thump-a-rama on that makeup guy’s head.” 

 

A snowball whapped him on the side of the head, just below his eye. He was up before he 

even realized that he’d been hit. It was as if his reaction time, which had always been 

good, was now a hundred times better. He roared, spinning around, and around, his new 

claws extended, looking for his attacker. 

 

WHAP! Another snowball landed right in his face. It was her! It was the girl Bobcat 

thing throwing snowballs at him and landing them where it hurt… right on his nose. 

Scooping up a mound of snow, he tossed it back at her but she easily side stepped his 

efforts, and nailed him with another small snowball.  

 

“You are a MMMMroudennnnn!” she yelled at him, bending down and scooping up 

more snow.  

 

Stan roared back at her, holding out his arms in wrestler fashion, beginning to circle her. 

“I don’t know what that means lady…. but I….” 



 

 

Another snowball pasted him in his face.  

 

“That’s it! I’ve had enough!” 

 

He charged, thinking she would be afraid like she was before. He expected that she 

would run away and this suited him just fine. He could then at least lie quietly in the 

snow until he woke up from this nightmare. It should be time to shoot his scenes soon, 

and they would come looking for him. He figured that even if he was hallucinating he 

could still be rational and logical about what he did. That was when the girl’s foot landed 

smack in the middle of his now dangling and unprotected balls. 

 

The air in his lungs just seemed to leave all on its own. He fell to his knees, his huge 

paws now covering the target of the kick; but that protection was just a little too late in 

coming. 

 

She was on him in a flash, her legs straddling his neck, and she was pounding on his head 

with her bare fists. “You call yourself ‘The Beast’?!  Protector of my people?! I have 

traded my soul to the Dark One for this life time favor of the gods and you are what they 

send me?!” 

 

Her little fist beat a rhythm on his head and the pain in his groin was such that he could 

not even move to shoo her away. He found himself wondering if this might be Carbon 

Dioxide poisoning. Maybe someone had left a car running outside of the trailer. It was 

possible…. 

 

Whap, whap, whap, whap, whap, whap…… 

 

When he could breathe again, Stan reached up with one paw and easily lifted the 

struggling little Bobcat woman off of his shoulders. Holding on to her, he managed to sit 

up, thus spreading his legs out, relishing the coldness of the snow on his testicles. With 

his free paw, he scooped in some extra and sighed. 

 

When the girl stopped screeching at him in her cat like voice, he released his grip on her. 

She dropped to the ground, landing easily. She began to speak, but he held up a palm and 

shushed her. Scooping more snow into his groin, he sighed again and gave in to the 

delusion. If he was going to do anything in his life, and this included being delusional, he 

figured he would at least give it his best shot. It was something that his grandmother had 

preached to him right up to the day she died. ‘Be your best at what ever you do 

Norman… just your best… God will understand if no one else does.’ He always 

wondered what she’d meant by that last part… ‘God would understand.’ 

 

He looked at the sky. “OK God… have it your way,” he said loudly. “Grandma said you 

would understand, so let’s see if she was right… huh? What’da say?” 

 

The wind kicked up and a cloud of dry snowflakes whirled around him. 



 

 

“I’m going to take that as a yes,” he mumbled to himself, and then turned his attention 

back to the little Bobcat.  

 

“OK…. Let’s start again, shall we? I’ll pretend that this is now all real and that I am ‘The 

Beast’. I’ll also pretend that this is not some stupid movie rubber and plastic get up I’m 

wearing, and that you are indeed a damsel in distress… that is what you are, am I 

correct?” 

 

Though she had no idea what a damsel was, the Bobcat girl nodded her head in the 

affirmative.  

 

“Good then,” he groaned. “We’re making progress. What’s your name? Mine’s Stan, by 

the way.” 

 

“Stan By The Way, I am Charga of the Meonsafoot Clan.” 

 

He shook his big head. “My name is ‘just’ Stan… Stan Jazbo.” 

 

He looked at her, and the look on her face clearly showed that she had no idea what he 

was talking about. “Screw it… just call me Norman.” 

 

“Norman,” she repeated, but she did not smile.  

 

“Yeah… my agent told me that I needed a stage name that everyone would remember, 

and that’s where the other one came from. Personally I always liked my real name better. 

It doesn’t sound so lame.” He re-adjusted his position in the snow, unconsciously rubbing 

his manhood with a paw. “So how come…”  

 

She began to talk, but he held up a finger, and looked at her. When she was silent he 

began again.  

 

“So how come you now speak perfect English?” 

 

“What is English?” 

 

“The language we are speaking.” 

 

“We are speaking the tongue of my ancestors. It is the Meonsafoot language; and you 

have hardly an accent.” 

 

“Right… ok then,” He tapped his head with a finger. “I’m nuts and let’s go with that. If I 

understand the words we’re speaking, we can call it whatever language we want… it’s 

still understandable, so it’s a moot point. Next and final question… what the fuk am I 

doing here?” 

 



 

“The Wolves have attacked my people and we need your help.” 

 

“Sure… just like that… your people are attacked and bammo, here I am come to save the 

day like Mighty Mouse.” He looked at the sky and shook his head as if wondering at 

God’s sanity. “That, perhaps, explains the why, but it does not explain the how.” 

 

The demure cat sat down in the snow, but did not move any closer to him. “I wished it to 

be so.” 

 

Stan harrumphed. “If wishes were nickels kid, I’d be a millionaire. Wishes don’t come 

true… ever.” 

 

“It was a life time wish I made of the gods. I sold my soul to the Dark One as a token to 

the seriousness of my request. My grandmother taught me the secret of it, but also told 

me that we should never ever use it, because when the wish comes true, the Dark One 

takes you to the under world. You have to sign the pledge in blood.” 

 

“And you did that?” 

 

She shook her head in the affirmative. 

 

He nodded his head in return. “Makes perfect sense to me.” Looking back up at the sky, 

he said loudly, “If people knew they were going to die when they wished for something, 

then they sure as shit ain’t going to wish it are they?” He looked back at her. “Otherwise 

there would be a lot of dead football players huh? Where’s your grandmother now?” 

 

“She’s dead. The Chieftain Wolf killed her.” 

 

Stan looked at the little Bobcat and actually saw the sadness in her eyes just before she 

dropped her gaze from him. 

 

“So what you’re telling me is true? You wished for me and here I am?” 

 

She nodded her head ‘yes’, but said nothing. 

 

“Listen… kid…” 

 

“Charga.” 

 

“Charga,” he repeated. “These gods of yours have a really warped sense of humor. I’m 

not a Beast. I’m a washed up two cent footballer turned horror movie monster trying to 

make it one last time before I sell my soul to who ever is willing to pay me minimum 

wage to wash dishes. If I’m lucky, they’ll throw in a free meal once a day. I’m not 

somebody who could do much about anything. The only thing I am is big.” 

 

“Grandmother told me that ‘The Beast’ has always been the protector of our people.” 



 

 

“And that makes it so?” 

 

She looked up at him and nodded her head again. 

 

He stood. “All right then… let’s go with that. I’m nuts, you’re pretty, and your 

grandmother seems to have been a pretty smart person; so I guess there’s no argument.” 

 

Charga stood too. “Grandmother was our Chieftain and leader in the spiritual.” 

 

Stan sighed “Of course she was… it’s only too logical. Funny my delusion would have 

the same crappy screenwriters as that stupid movie. How far away is your village?” 

 

“A day’s walk.” 

 

“Figures,” he replied. “It’s a nice round number and the writers wouldn’t have to think a 

whole lot about it.” Kneeling down he said, “Come on, climb on and we’ll cover some 

distance.” 

 

Though he was comfortable walking on just his hind legs, as he had when he first met the 

little Bobcat woman, he found that he was even more comfortable running on all fours. 

With her riding him like a horse, he took off at a dead run. As he moved, he envisioned 

himself running down the ball field like this… oh how the crowd would have gone 

crazy… but that was nuts too, because he was a person, not an animal. His mind laughed, 

and the cold wind in his face felt good. For the first time in a long time, he felt as though 

he really had a purpose, though he had no idea what that purposed was. Stan’s run didn’t 

last as long as he had thought it would though. Even in this dream world he assumed he 

was in, he tired quickly in the thin mountain air and the cold air moving in and out of his 

throat and lungs was harsh, working on him like sandpaper on wood. 

 

As he ran, Charga directed him by pulling on his ears. It had an almost natural feeling to 

it. A few miles slipped by, and although he did cover a good deal more distance than 

Charga would have on foot, he finally had to slow to a walk. For a time, the Bobcat 

climbed down from his neck and walked along beside him. Unlike him, she walked 

upright like a person. Also unlike him, her forepaws were human like hands. 

 

“You need to pace yourself better Beast.” 

 

“Thanks, I’ll remember to do that,” he retorted as he struggled to get his breathing under 

control. He was wheezing pretty badly and he silently cursed his desire to show off… just 

like he used to for the cheerleaders.  

 

“I’m not… in such… good’a shape… as I was when I was playing football.” His words 

were stuttered by his lungs which were telling him what a fool he was. 

 



 

“What is football?” she asked, placing a hand on his cheek and peering into his eye as 

they walked.  

 

The sun was now down and the moon was rising on the opposite side of the sky. The 

moon was just a sliver. To one such as Stan this meant nothing, but to Charga it was a 

good sign; with just a little light from the moon stealth would be easier to achieve when it 

was required. 

 

“It’s a stupid game that people play.” 

 

“People?” 

 

“Yeah… like me… and we play it as if it was life or death; only it’s a game. People 

watch it and bet money while they eat hotdogs and drink beer… that sort of thing. After 

you’re all used up you get tossed out on your ear and they forget all about you.” 

 

She didn’t respond and he turned his big head to look at her. His breathe was now 

controlled, but he was still exhaling large clouds of vapor as if he was not a living 

creature but driven by steam. His throat screamed at him of the pain the cold air was now 

causing. 

 

“You don’t understand any of that do you?” he wheezed. 

 

“What are people?” she asked softly. 

 

He sighed, and looked off at the moon. “Well… if you’re going to slip off the edge of 

sanity at least be smart enough to do it with a beautiful girl. It would seem that I have that 

much going for me anyhow. How much farther till we reach your people?” 

 

“Walking?” 

 

“Yes.” 

 

She thought about it; “Most of the night yet.” 

 

He nodded. “Good. Then you will have enough time to tell me what happened and what 

you want from me. That at least will be a start.” 

 

“I want you to save my people,” she replied, her fingers beginning to stroke his facial fur. 

Her hand seemed tiny on the side of his head, and though he didn’t notice, she was 

having a hard time just trying to keep up with his walk. 

 

He smiled; her fingers in his fur felt good. It had been a long time since anyone had paid 

any ‘good’ attention to him… though he never had fur before. 

 



 

“You know,” he told her quietly as they walked, “You’re pretty gutsy for a girl. How old 

are you?” 

 

“I am of breeding age.” 

 

“And that would be in years?” 

 

“I don’t know that word. I do know seasons, and there are four to complete a cycle; much 

as in life. I have seen eighteen such cycles.” 

 

“Yeah… that makes sense I suppose. A year… a cycle… means pretty much the same 

thing. Some stuff would be the same sane or insane.” He watched the sky, which was 

becoming speckled with stars. The moon in the distance was not even a small glow of 

luminescence. It wasn’t snowing, but he had the feeling that it would be before the dawn. 

 

“Tell me about yourself.” 

 

She leaned into him slightly as they walked, allowing her fur to brush his. “What is it you 

would like to know?” she asked, her voice stuttering with her footsteps.  

 

Stan looked at her now jogging beside him and the pain in his throat became too great. 

He stopped. 

 

“Can’t breathe,” he rasped, holding one paw over his mouth and nose. 

 

Charga tore the loincloth from around her mid-section and wrapped it around his face like 

a scarf. “Breath slowly,” she counseled him. Her scent on the loincloth went right to his 

head, which in turn, alerted his maleness in the same way an army is made ready by the 

banging of a War Drum. The warmth of her seemed to go directly from the cloth and into 

his lungs. He felt… if not soothed, then certainly excited. This raised his adrenalin level 

and he suddenly felt like running again. 

 

“If you are to fight, you will have to be more cautious with your body Beast. Have you 

never run in the cold before?” 

 

“Played ball in lots of snow… even one great snowstorm, but I guess I forgot. Thank 

you.” 

 

“It is my duty to keep you well,” she told him. 

 

“Thank you all the same. I’m ready to continue. I’ll walk, but you ride.” 

 

He got down low for her and she climbed back up and onto his neck. The thought of her 

naked loins riding against his neck excited him even further. The fact that he could hardly 

feel her through his thick fur was beside the point.  

 



 

Putting her face next to his right ear, she began to tell him the story of how they had been 

invaded. Her people were farmers, nothing more. On occasion, the Northern Wolves 

came in large raiding parties looking for slaves, and the stores of food that the farmers 

would have horded against the cold of the snow season. For this reason, their village was 

walled with huge logs, but this time the walls did no good as they were attacked by 

stealth, and treason. She herself saw a Meonsafoot open the gates for the marauders. 

Those men who attempted to fight were slaughtered, as well as anyone else who was 

willing to put up resistance… this had included her grandmother, who died while trying 

to organize the fight. Witnessing this, she made her way out of the village and had run to 

the most sacred of places; where the Totems gathered. Falling on her face before these 

gods, she made her lifetime request in the fashion her grandmother had taught her was 

proper, and holy. Her request that the folklore protector of her people be sent to her 

people’s assistance was granted, but a lifetime wish had to be paid for. When she looked 

up from where she lay, she found the Dark One standing in the shadows of the huge trees. 

She went to him and their pact was made. It was sealed with her paw print which was 

smeared in blood scratched from her forearm. When her people had been saved, her soul 

would be forfeit. The Dark One had then pointed off to the far mountain and she knew 

that this was where she would find ‘The Beast’. 

 

She’d left immediately, walking until she found his strange hut. The rest he already 

knew. As she’d spoken these things into his ear, her voice began to show a tired quality. 

If what she had told him was true, he suddenly realized that she’d not slept for at least 

two days. 

 

“We will be passing a stream shortly,” she told him, yawning. “After we cross it, follow 

the moon for a time. Your nose should be able to guide you since several of the out lying 

farms were put to the torch.” 

 

He nodded, not bothering to answer. His throat was beginning to feel better, but it still 

was a bit painful to breath. As he walked, the stillness of the night and the warmth around 

his neck, were beginning to work on him. He felt alive, and calm, and big… he felt very 

big; and protective of this new acquaintance riding him like a horse. He smiled knowing 

by the feel that she had actually fallen asleep on top of him. He was also grateful for the 

fur that covered them both as the temperature began to drop even lower. 

 

Within an hour he had crossed the stream. The icy water seemed not to bother his paws at 

all. Charga clung to his neck, each paw unconsciously holding on to a fistful of his fur, 

and he felt like a father caring for a small child. He could hear her soft breathing in his 

one ear and knew she was fast asleep. Marking the moon, he changed his direction to 

match it, and inside his being, some sort of navigational system told him that he was 

correct. His mind had already accepted that he was not the person he had known himself 

to be. It was as if he had fallen asleep and then awakened to find that he truly was this 

creature… ‘The Beast’. 

 

About three hours after crossing the stream his nose picked up a smell. He paused, and 

sniffed the wind, trying to figure out what it was that bothered him. The scent was setting 



 

off every alarm bell, whistle and siren in his being. He should know what the smell was. 

He should know! 

 

Charga surprised him by sliding off of his neck and crouching in the snow beside him. 

 

“I smell blood,” she whispered softly. 

 

“It’s close,” he whispered back. “Too close.” 

 

Unwrapping her loincloth from around his face, he handed it back to her. 

 

“You wait here for me, and don’t move. I’ll be right back.” 

 

Before she could argue with him, he was off at a run, his huge paws churning up a cloud 

of powdered snow. He’d traveled no more than five hundred yards when he found the 

source of the smell. A small body lay in the snow… a bobcat body. The Beast sniffed at it 

and knew the warmth of the rapidly cooling flesh. It was a female and the positioning of 

the body told the story. She had been violated, and then killed to satisfy the blood lust of 

another animal. Tracks lead away from the spot; tracks of a definite size and shape… and 

these tracks still had a scent… one he knew without knowing why; it was Wolf.  

 

Anger flashed red through his being. The urge to charge straight ahead and kill the one 

responsible for this act swept over him like a wave. Dream, nightmare, or even reality… 

there was no reason that an innocent child should die in such a fashion. 

 

The wind shivered through the trees shaking the bare branches, and on it was the whisper 

of a familiar voice. 

 

“Smith! … If your thoughts were bullets, and your head was a gun, you couldn’t blow 

your own brains out!”  

 

Stan actually looked in the direction he thought the voice was coming from. The wind 

surrounded him and he recognized the voice as belonging to his old coach. A mental 

picture came to him and he was sitting on the bench looking at the ragged old man. 

 

“Ya gotta control your anger ya big ass hole.” It was no whisper now and the man was in 

his face, staring at him through the bars of his football helmet. He paused to spit tobacco 

juice on the ground. “You’re gonna off and do exactly what the other team wants you to 

do. They hurt you, or do something really bad to piss you off, and you want to get even. 

Then they bait you from the other side so you’ll charge in and they can finish the job. 

You’re either gonna get clothe lined, or clipped. They’ll either break your neck, or pop 

your knee like a twig; and that’ll take care of you for good. At the very least we’ll take a 

fifteen yard penalty and then I’m gonna kick your butt from here to Bean Town. I only 

got ‘one’ you to throw against their offense and I can’t afford a penalty no matter how 

good it feels for you to kick ass. Control, control, control… and then kick their ass the 

smart way! Don’t be a chump!” 



 

 

The vision blew apart like a fireworks rocket, dissipating into the falling snow. He 

snorted at the air as if chasing the demon of his coach away; and then controlling his rage 

as he had been advised, followed the tracks. 

 

There were two wolves dragging the prisoners through the woods. There were only five 

prisoners left now out of almost twenty; and these were all children. Their only sin had 

been being too young to be of any use as slaves. They were a hindrance to traveling fast, 

and they were also extra mouths that did not need to be fed. The Wolf Chieftain had 

instructed that these prisoners be separated from the main body, taken to a near by farm 

dwelling, and released there to fend for themselves. He was no fool. Any parent of one of 

these cubs would still fight to the death if they thought the children were going to be 

harmed. The second in command, who had assigned these two Wolves to the task, did not 

agree that things should be as his Chieftain had instructed… what the Chieftain did not 

know would not hurt them; and these were two of his favorites. Their loyalty to him 

required a payment of sorts. 

 

Norman quietly walked up behind the rear most guard as he struggled to catch up with 

the others. The Wolf was about half the size of ‘The Beast’ and he might have made a 

good fight of things since he was armed with a sword, but he never had the chance. ‘The 

Beast’ simply leaned over top of him and bit his head off as he walked. 

 

In the darkness a steaming shower of blood sprayed into the air. The Wolf’s body 

actually kept walking for two steps before it tumbled down. There was a gasp as the 

children turned around with the noise. They were all familiar with the folk stories of ‘The 

Beast’, but the site of him hovering within the dark of the night caused them fear… and 

that fear was what kept them quiet. 

 

Spitting the head into his right hand, Norman lightly tossed it so it landed a few feet in 

front of the leading guard. This Wolf stopped and stared at the lump in the snow; not 

understanding for a moment what it even was. In that time, ‘The Beast’ walked quietly up 

behind him and extended a claw as if he were going to tap him on the shoulder with it. 

When the Wolf turned around the long claw went through his chest like a spear thrust. 

 

As the Wolf hung in the air from the claw, his body shaking, Norman pressed his face 

next to his and asked him; “Why?” 

 

The Wolf began to spasm and blood ran from his mouth, but he said no words, nor did 

‘The Beast’ care that he had not. He retracted the claw and the Wolf slumped to the 

ground dead.  

 

Taking the sword from the dead guard’s belt, the big cat awkwardly held it so he could 

cut the bonds tying the children’s hands. He was amazed that they did not try to run away 

from him. He felt almost a kinship with them and suddenly wanted to tell them that they 

could call him Uncle. Lying in the snow, he instructed them to climb onto his back and 



 

hold on. When they were safely with him, he found his way back to Charga, being careful 

to skirt the body of the first child he’d found. 

 

“These are all that were alive,” he told her. “I’m sorry I was not sooner.” 

 

“It’s not your fault,” she told him hugging each child as she helped them off of his back. 

“You could not have known. We will need to get them to shelter… they are almost frozen 

to death.” 

 

He looked at her and saw that she too was shivering almost uncontrollably. He pulled her 

to him along with the children and encompassed all of them in his fur… but Charga was 

right… he would have to get them to shelter before continuing the game he had been 

thrown into. 

 

Shelter came in the form of a burned out farm hut. The inside of what was left was almost 

as cold as the outside, but at least the walls kept the wind out. Snow was also beginning 

to pile up against it, which offered a sort of insulation similar to an igloo. 

 

“I don’t think I’m going to squeeze in there,” he told her, “But maybe you and the 

children might fit. The closeness will at least allow for the body heat to stay inside. I can 

see if there are any branches nearby that I can pile up on the roof to help.” 

 

“This was the house of my family,” she told him looking at the burned out shell of the 

building. “It is a place I know and there are hidden things here that the invaders would 

have missed. The children will live.” 

 

“Good,” he told her. “Good…” It was all he could think of to say. 

 

He tossed the two swords that had belonged to the Wolves on the dirt floor inside the hut. 

They made a small metallic sound and he found himself wondering how many children 

they’d killed. Charga had asked to see the bodies of the Wolves. She seemed satisfied 

with the destruction he’d caused, but this did not keep her from kicking at the now mostly 

frozen remains. It was on her advice that he’d taken the weapons the Wolves had been 

carrying.  

 

“What will you do now?” she asked him softly. 

 

“I will cause them fear.” 

 

“Why?” she asked him. “Can you not just kill them as you killed the other two?” 

 

“I may seem big to you little girl, but I am not inhuman…” and he stopped at the word 

‘Inhuman’ … what was he really? Was it a dream… a nightmare? He had seen the child’s 

body. He had tasted the blood of the first Wolf in his own mouth and he was not put off 

by it. In fact, he had savored it as he would have a cold drink of water during a hot 



 

summer’s practice session. He had been very satisfied in the deaths he had wrought; and 

yet he did not know why. 

 

“I’m big,” he told her, but these guys carry swords. If I came up against a bunch of them, 

I could be overwhelmed. That does you no good.” 

 

“But the two Wolves…” 

 

“I had surprise on my side. How many raiders were there?” 

 

“Perhaps fifty. I believe that is how many travel in a long boat.” 

 

“A long boat?” 

 

“Yes, that is how they travel. They come from over the sea and then travel inland on 

foot.” 

 

“Then they are like the Vikings,” he said, some understanding coming to him. He had 

done a research paper on the Vikings while in college. It was the one thing he had done 

that had actually earned him an ‘A’. Their history, as he stumbled through it, had truly 

interested him. There were similarities between his life as a footballer and the lives of 

these ancient people… at least he had thought so then. “Now that’s something I can work 

with.” 

 

“I don’t understand.” 

 

He grinned at her. “Vikings were fierce warriors, but they had a weakness… they were 

very superstitious.” 

 

“What is that?” 

 

He sat in the snow and pulled her to him so she could benefit from the warmth of his fur. 

She did not resist. 

 

“They believed in things that were not possible. Sea Serpents, Woodland Trolls, Spirits, 

Monsters...” 

 

“Like you?” she asked in her innocence. 

 

“Yes, like…” he paused, and frowned. “And your point in that remark was?” 

 

Charga laughed, and her laugh lightened his heart. “You are a monster are you not?” 

 

“No I am not a monster. I am Norman Smith. I am having a nervous breakdown or some 

other sort of mental collapse. I am delusional and I deserve the right to enjoy my 

delusion; no matter what else happens.” 



 

 

“But I thought your name was Stan…” 

 

He put a big finger in front of her mouth. “That was a pretend name for a pretend guy 

doing a pretend thing called a movie. Right now I only want to be who I am for real; and 

that person is Norman Smith.” 

 

“Norman Smith,” she repeated. “What will you do next Norman Smith?” 

 

He smiled. 

 

“Have you ever played football?” 

 

She shook her head. “We have a game called ‘Futball’. You kick a ball around and …” 

 

He snorted. “Kick ball is for sissies. Football is for men. OK… Coach’s first rule was; 

‘Make the other bastards as scared of you as possible before you play them.” 

 

“How will you do that, Norman Smith?” 

 

He liked the way she pronounced his name. Her voice had that cat’s quality to the words, 

and her body felt good pressed up against his own. He could get used to this part of his 

delusion in a big hurry. 

 

“Leave that to me… just point me in the direction of the village. By dawn, I’m hoping 

they’ll be hunkered down and too scared to come out from behind their walls… and 

that’s exactly what we want.” 

 

***** 

 

The village was no more than five miles away in the direction that the wind was coming 

from. In the cold breeze Norman could clearly smell the remnants of the cook fires as he 

carried the two corpses, one under each huge arm. An old horror movie flashed through 

his mind, and he envisioned Igor, the humpy backed guy with the bad complexion, 

dragging in two more bodies to Dr. Frankenstein. If things were not so real to him, he 

might have laughed out loud; but even in a delusion he realized the need for stealth. He 

wasn’t exactly sure what he would do with the dead wolves, but it was at least the 

beginning of a plan. Again he had surprise on his side and that was a good thing. If there 

were any Wolves camped out in front of the village walls, he was sure they would not 

wake up in the morning. That, at the very least, was the base of his plan.  

 

A low grumbling voice growled through his mind, “Kill Wolves… Kill Wolves…” 

 

It was so real that Norman stopped and looked behind himself. In the dim light of the 

moon, he saw there was no one there. Shrugging his shoulders, he passed it off as pre-

game jitters.  



 

 

His actual hope was that he could locate the prisoners. If it was possible, he would release 

them. Then he would have the beginnings of a team; and that was a very important 

thing… the team.  

 

“THE TEAM IS EVERYTHING!” his coach had yelled at him, slapping his helmeted 

head over and over and over, during one particular half time break. His defensive line had 

been broken because Norman had tried to do it all himself. It seemed the coach was 

always yelling at him at the top of his lungs.  

 

“YOU CANNOT AND WILL NOT PLAY BY YOURSELF ON THAT FIELD… TO 

DO SO WILL ENABLE THE OTHER…. TEAMMMMMMM… TO CUT YOU OFF 

AT THE KNEEEEES… YOU COULD BE PLAYING MIDDDGGETTTSSSSS…. 

AND THEY WILL CUT YOU OFF AT THE KNEES… AM I GETTING THROUGH 

TO YOU SMITH?????” 

 

“Yes Coach,” he whispered to the wind. “The team is everything… the team is 

everything… the team is everything. You can’t do it alone, but right now I got no one 

else to help me.”  

 

Norman stopped on the edge of the woods and peered out at his objective. Finding the 

first Wolf to kill was easy. He was the lone guard standing near a fire, outside the village 

gates. Getting to him, however, was not going to be so easy. The moon had finally 

disappeared and it was now almost totally dark. It was perhaps only an hour before the 

dawn, but to get to where the Wolf stood, he had to cross at least a hundred yards of open 

ground. Laying the two bodies where he could come back to them, he began to circle 

around the fringes of the open area, being careful to stay down wind. His mind focused 

on prey while his eyes told him the guard was armed with a spear and his nose told him 

that the Wolf was not fearful.  

 

When he had a position he was comfortable with he lay down full length in the snow, and 

allowed his eyes to range out, taking in the rest of the area. Up against the shadows of the 

village wall he found two more guards and a bunch of lumps in the snow; which would 

probably be the prisoners he sought. From the looks of it, the Meonsafoot, (he was sure 

that this would be the proper pluralization of the word), would have huddled together, 

and covered themselves to stay warm. At any rate, it didn’t make sense that frozen lumps 

would be guarded. 

 

That was when the guard by the fire moved. At first he fluffed out his cloak and then he 

stretched, allowing Norman to get a good look at him. He was surprised that the Wolf 

wore chain mail besides his full metal helmet. He found himself thinking that this must 

surely be cold gear to wear in this climate.  

 

After his stretch, the Wolf turned, and shuffled towards the closest guard watching the 

prisoners. They exchanged words and then the first guard began walking almost directly 

towards the spot where the big Cat was lying. Again, Norman ‘The Beast’ did not detect 



 

any scent of fear and this was a good sign. If the guard had been afraid of anything, he 

would be more on his guard and it would have been that much harder to surprise him. 

 

When he was within ten feet of the woods the Wolf stopped. Tossing his spear to the 

ground, he pulled back his cloak and began to urinate. He was watching the rising steam 

in the darkness, enjoying the feeling of relieving his body when a giant paw reached 

around from behind him and clamped over his snout. Another paw grabbed him by the 

neck, and the pair twisted. There was a snapping sound and the guard’s body went limp. 

 

Though the cloak was small, Norman threw it over his shoulders and hunched down 

trying to make himself look as much like the fallen guard as possible. He would have 

fitted the helmet to his head as well, but it was simply too small. The cape by itself would 

have to do. 

 

The second guard fell much as the first and the third was asleep. Norman made this 

permanent with hardly a sound, running his body through with the Wolf’s own spear. 

Looking at the huddled mounds of blankets, his conscious mind told him he should 

quietly rouse the prisoners, and depart the area… but another more guttural voice spoke 

to his subconscious without even words; it told him to continue killing the Wolves. 

Norman listened to this voice with a fierce pleasure he had never before felt. Crawling 

along the walls of the village, he found one more guard on the opposite side. This one 

was larger than the others and walking back and forth, alert at his post. This Wolf posed 

more of a challenge; and Norman liked challenges on the playing field. ‘The bigger they 

are, the harder they fall’, he always mumbled to himself. He was careful not to let the 

coach hear him lest it be pointed out that the credo worked both ways; Norman was a 

pretty big guy. 

 

The thought of his coach standing in the gloom of the pre-dawn with him… spitting 

tobacco juice and giving him evil looks, almost made him turn back. The man had always 

been good at speaking with just a look. 

 

‘Cut to the chase,’ whispered a voice on the wind, and Norman’s mind saw the face of 

The Beast, as if he was sitting in the front row at the movies. The face was breathing 

heavily, its nostrils issuing clouds of steam, its eyes gleamed as they stared at the prey.  

 

‘Cue the voices,’ the voice next whispered, and a slew of voices began talking all at 

once… his coach, his history teacher, his parents… the movie producer… the fluff Garbo 

admonishing him about how he was mistreating the costume…a doctor…  

 

He had flashes of someone holding his eyelid open and shining a bright light into his 

eye…  

 

Yet deeper within his being a primal voice spoke to him in a baser tone that dripped 

saliva and growled more than talked; a voice which he knew really was ‘The Beast’. 

 



 

“Do it!” the voice commanded. “Taste the blood this time and savor the taste… it’s 

something you’ll always hold to your heart afterwards. Destroy this one completely… 

take the time to rip his intestines out… make them afraid Norman… make them very 

very afraid. You can cover the distance in three bounds… hold your breath when you do 

it… wait for his back to be towards you, and go… go… goooooo…” 

 

A disembodied Norman watched himself spring out from hiding and cover the distance in 

great running bounds almost hidden by the clouds of snow being tossed into the air by his 

huge paws. The final part of the run ended in a leap with his mouth open in a snarl and all 

of his claws out. His body weight literally crushed the life out of the lone guard. The only 

noise in the darkness was made by the air being forced from the big Wolf’s lungs.  

 

Norman was about to rise on his rear legs and bellow out ‘The Beast’s’ roar when he 

caught himself drifting between worlds. It was as if he was being pulled from the place 

by an invisible hand and he fought it has hard as he could. His chest jerked as he felt an 

electrical charge pumping through it. 

 

He fought the feeling. To leave now was to accomplish nothing. These people needed 

him… Charga needed him… the children…. the Meonsafoot people. In his mental fight 

to remain where he was, he bellowed as loud as he could. He was ‘The Beast’, and 

nothing was going to take him away from where he was needed. He had been called by 

the Totems or by whatever other force that had brought Charga to him. For the first time 

since his college ball days he felt alive… alive…. alive…. 

 

A spear thunked down in the snow next to him and for a moment he stood looking at it 

not comprehending exactly what it meant… and then a second spear sunk into his thigh. 

The pain of it brought him fully back to where he was. He bellowed even louder. 

Grabbing the spear, he pulled on it as hard as he could and it came out bloody.  

 

‘ESCAPE!’ roared the primal voice in his head and he did not hesitate to act upon this 

advice. Running to the protection of the shadows he heard excited voices yelling on the 

inside of the village walls. He didn’t stop there, but ran in great bounds, back to where 

the prisoners were being held. Getting to them, he roared and heard their screams of 

fright. They did not know he was there to help them. They thought he was a demon from 

the woods come down to hunt, kill, and eat. 

 

“Run to the woods,” he yelled at them as they scattered. “Run… run… run…” 

 

An arrow grazed his arm. 

 

“FALL BACK AND PUNT YOU DUMB BASTARD MORON!” He heard his coach 

screaming at him. “IT’S OVER FOR THIS QUARTER… FALL BACK AND PUNT 

BEFORE THEY SACK YOUR SORRY ASS!” 

 

On the ramparts of the wooden walls, Wolves were milling about, pointing, and howling.  



 

Arrows began falling in earnest, whizzing past him as he ran, but he was faster than any 

runner the archers had ever shot at before so they were just a little bit behind him. 

Norman knew this would not last so he began to zigzag. When they found the range, this 

saved him more than a few times.  

 

On the edge of the sky, the sun was beginning to peek over the horizon and Norman 

knew his plan was a bust. The wolves would not stay in the village now… they knew 

exactly what he looked like and that he was as vulnerable as any other wild animal. They 

would form hunting parties and come looking for him to wreak their revenge. His tracks 

would be easy to follow… they would also find their way to the farm and that put Charga 

and the children in danger. 

 

His brain had never worked as fast as some of the other players during his career, but it 

did work. Now the thought struck him that even the escaped Meonsafoot people would be 

hunted. 

 

Damn! 

 

Panic gripped his heart, as he made the tree line. An arrow whizzed past, telling him that 

his progress was still being marked, and he felt lost… he had forgotten how to get back to 

Charga. Panic… and his brain refused to think. 

 

He tripped over something, and as he fell, an arrow passed through the air where he had 

been. He landed heavily, the wound in his thigh causing him a sharp intake of breath. 

Looking down at his feet, he saw the frozen bodies of the first two wolves he had killed. 

It was ironic that this had happened, though Norman didn’t see this through his pain. 

Leaving them where he had, the dead Wolves had just saved his life. 

 

“Damn it!” he yelled, his panic churning into anger. Rising, he crashed into the woods, 

and promptly became totally lost.  

 

***** 

 

Norman lost track of time. He could have been running for only minutes; or it could have 

been hours. All he knew for sure as he crashed through the underbrush was that the day 

was becoming brighter and it had begun to snow again. Soon he was in the deep woods 

where old fallen trees near prevented any travel at all and tall pine trees guarded the 

ground from the sky. Climbing over the dead fall, he came into an area that looked like a 

natural Cathedral. Though it was cold the wind could not enter here, and there was some 

relief for him in the stillness; but it didn’t feel right… the whole area did not feel right…  

 

“What else could go wrong?” he asked out loud and the pine trees swallowed his voice. 

 

“What is it you seek?” whispered a voice. It was all around him and he turned circles 

looking for who it might be. 

 



 

“I…” he began, but stopped. “Charga… is that you?” 

 

There was no answer. 

 

“I’m sorry,” he finally said. 

 

“For what?” the voice whispered and he spun again trying to see who it could be. Again 

he found no one. “You did as you were asked; you killed Wolves.” 

 

“I… uh… screwed up. I was trying to be the hero and I forgot all about the team. Sure I 

killed wolves; but I probably got other people killed doing it.” 

 

“Do you really believe that?” 

 

The voice was behind him, and clear. Cat like, he turned quickly, holding his arms out 

with exposed claws. 

 

His old coach looked back at him, smiling. 

 

“Hello Norman.” 

 

“Coach?” He dropped his arms, retracting the claws. “Oh Coach… I am hallucinating 

aren’t I? Am I dead? Is that what this is all about? Have you come to take me home? I 

never would have expected anything like this. I thought you just ran to the light, did a 

goal post dance, and then got recycled or something.” 

 

The smallish man was dressed in his old football jacket and ball cap. His hands were in 

his pockets and his breath caused the same clouds of vapor as Norman. 

 

“Cold here isn’t it?” 

 

“Yeah….. it’s cold… am I dead?” 

 

“No Norman you are not dead. Not yet anyways.” 

 

Norman ‘The Beast’ didn’t know what he should do. He was, at best, confused. At worse, 

he just didn’t know. He actually felt like crying… but guys like Norman Smith weren’t 

supposed to cry… not never… at least not where anyone could see you doing it. 

 

“Norman, I’m sorry I hit you in the head with that ice chest.” 

 

The big cat put a paw to his head in remembrance. “University of Cincinnati; we lost that 

one. The ice chest didn’t bother me much. Causing the penalty that got them into field 

goal range bothered me more. Why’d you bring that up?” 

 



 

Coach smiled. “Because I never got to tell you I was sorry before I died. Things like that 

weigh on your soul. I also wanted to tell you that I loved you like the son I never had. I 

know you wouldn’t never know that on account of the way I treated you and all, but it’s 

the truth.” He pulled a hand out of his jacket pocket and motioned that Norman should sit 

down. “Take a load off Norman. We don’t have much time and I have a lot of ground to 

cover.” 

 

Norman sat in the pine needles, the cold ground feeling good on his wound. 

 

“Just like old times huh?” asked the Coach. He adjusted his cap and then placed the hand 

back in his pocket. He began to pace as if he were going back and forth in front of a 

blackboard full of X’s and O’s. 

 

“You going to yell at me?” asked ‘The Beast’. 

 

“No Norman, I’m not going to yell at you. I am going to explain a few things as best as I 

can explain them, however. Then we… you and I… are going to go over the play books, 

time permitting, and see if we can salvage this one for the Meonsafoot.” He stopped and 

looked at the big cat. “Ya gotta have a plan Norman. My Quarterbacks always understood 

that. You were a Linebacker so I have to try and be a little more patient with you.” 

 

Norman shifted his weight around, trying to find a more comfortable position. His mind 

was a little more at ease now… this was something he understood. Coach was right, he 

was never a Quarterback; he was a Linebacker and a damned good one. The stupid scouts 

just couldn’t see it.  He was glad Coach was here though, because even when you were at 

your best you still needed guidance. That’s why there were coaches. 

 

“I died,” began his coach. “You knew that didn’t you?” 

 

“Uh huh,” responded the big cat. “I heard it after the fact though. I was at the Bengal’s 

farm camp and we were in training. By the time I got the call it was too late to even try to 

make the funeral.” 

 

The coach pulled his hands out of his pockets and waved one dismissively. He then began 

pacing back and forth in front of Norman. “I figured it was something like that, so it’s all 

right. You were doing what I trained you to do.” 

 

Coach turned and smiled at him, and they both said, “Just play ball damn it!”  

 

The pair laughed then and the laughter was swallowed by the pine trees.  

 

“You knew who came to the wake then?” Norman asked him. 

 

“Of course I knew. A wake is your last goodbye…. well… never mind any of that. None 

of it is important at the moment.” He fixed the big cat with his ‘hard’ gaze. “Norman… 



 

this is real… here and now; it’s real. What you’re doing and feeling is as real as it can 

get… it’s just not in the same world that you and I came from.” 

 

“I sorta figured that one out,” he said, rubbing the area around his wound.” 

 

“Don’t lie to me Norman. You thought you were dreaming. ‘Hallucinating’ I believe was 

the term, and I can’t say that I blame you any. How were you to know?” 

 

“Yeah… all right… so what you’re telling me now is that this is real, it’s not a dream, I 

really am this Beast guy, and you’re long dead, but standing here…” 

 

“The Meonsafoot people really are dieing,” interrupted his Coach. 

 

“Charga?” 

 

“She’s as real as you are. Nice hooters huh?” And he winked. 

 

“I didn’t notice.” Norman lied, frowning at the man.  

 

The Coach stopped pacing and began patting his jacket; looking for his tobacco which 

was not there. Norman raised his hand, as if he was in the locker room again at half time.  

 

“I sure wish I had a chew,” said the Coach. “They don’t let us do that you know… 

damned unfair if you ask me. Yes Norman?” 

 

“Coach… you haven’t screamed at me… you haven’t cussed at me… and you haven’t 

thrown anything at me. How can I be sure that it’s really you and I’m not frozen to the 

ground over here dieing; same as I must be in the other world?” 

 

“Good question, simple answer; I’m not allowed to. That and this spot right here where 

we are now… this is hallowed ground; so you sort of have to be respectful.” 

 

“Oh.” 

 

“Now then; I want to introduce you to someone. Look over there.” 

 

Norman looked in the direction the Coach had pointed and saw a black robed individual. 

The hood of the robe was pulled well down over his face. He raised a big arm and 

wiggled his fingers at the person, but the person did not make a move in 

acknowledgement. 

 

“Friendly cuss.” 

 

“Yes… well… that fellow is Death. He’s normally a pretty serious guy. Over here they 

call him The Dark One.” 

 



 

“He got a name?” 

 

The Coach actually laughed. “Only you would ask a lame question like that Norman. 

Matter of fact, I call him Charlie; but he doesn’t talk much.” 

 

Norman looked back at the Coach. “I’m lost again.” 

 

“Be patient… I’m getting to it. Old Charlie there likes to wager. He comes to pick me up 

the day of my wake and I see that he’s holding a game schedule. He’s holding it like he’s 

been studying it. In fact, his thumb is on top of this one particular game, so I says, ‘If you 

have anything riding on that game you’ll take so and so, and you can even give them 

twelve points.’ He gives me this look like I’m crazy and I explain what I know about the 

players, the field conditions… fan base… that sort of thing. He takes my advice and 

scores really big. Well… I wasn’t actually such a good fellow during my life and there 

were some things lined up for me that were not all that pleasant, if you know what I 

mean. Well, Charlie sees the benefit of keeping me sorta close by, so he pulls some 

strings and the next thing I know, he’s coming to me more and more for advice. I like that 

cuz he owes me a few favors now. Mind you, he can’t break the rules but he can bend 

them pretty good; and that keeps me comfortable.” 

 

Norman exhaled loudly, and his whole head disappeared in a cloud of vapor which 

quickly dissipated. He held up a paw for a time out and the Coach stopped talking while 

he readjusted his position. 

 

“Hurts huh?” 

 

“Yeah… but I’ve played with pain before.” 

 

“Mississippi U?” asked the Coach. 

 

“Broken ankle that time.” 

 

“Yeah, I remember that one. Gotta give you credit, last game of the season and I didn’t 

even know.” 

 

They both heard fingers snapping and they turned and looked at Death, who was 

signaling them to wrap it up. The Coach waved at him. 

 

“OK, real quick… This girl Charga made a plea to the Totems. Those are animal spirit 

guides… minor gods… but over here they pretty much run things. She begs them for a 

‘Once in a life time’ favor. The stipulation to this is the fact that Charlie, over there, gets 

her soul after the final outcome. Now then… they have this ‘Beast’ guy hanging around 

in the basement and that was who was supposed to show up and vanquish the Wolves. 

He’s not really much more than a berserker. He like to kill and he’s not too particular as 

to what he does kill; if you get my drift. Charlie don’t like him; says he is too 

indiscriminant. That’s why they keep him locked in the basement. The Beast guy is pretty 



 

pissed about all of this. He’s completely cut out of the picture, see. He’s the one this 

Charga girl asked for based on the folk stories of her people. Well… I’m hanging with 

Charlie and he’d just picked up your number. Before he can go to get you, he has to 

check in here and give the go ahead on her contract; she has to sign it in blood before it’s 

a done deal. You’re dieing because of an allergic reaction to the costume glue, by the 

way.” 

 

“Figures,” grumbled Norman. “I just knew that dopey makeup guy didn’t know what he 

was doing.” 

 

“Well… you’re not dead yet. You’ve probably had a few flash backs…. am I right?” 

 

“Yeah… and lots of voices. That’s when I froze up trying to get guard number four. I got 

a spear in my ass because of that.” He thought about it for a moment, then added, “As I 

recall, yours was one of the voices screaming at me too.” 

 

“Gotcha… it was… that is, I was. I sort of fell back into my old coaching habits. I’m on 

the sidelines for you on this one kid… the rest of them are in the grand stands. This 

wagering seems to be a really big thing for them. At any rate… yeah, I was yelling. 

Sometimes I just can’t help myself. I won’t be doing it anymore though. The powers that 

be whined about it being an unfair advantage. Their guy was talking to you too… that 

was their idea of a counter offensive… bastards! I wanted you to back off and he’s telling 

you to; ‘Go ahead… Just do it!’ Reminds me of some darned stupid shoe commercial.” 

 

The Coach readjusted his ball cap again, and placed his hands back in his pockets. 

Norman remembered the action from when he was alive, and realized he was trying to 

control his temper. It was the Coach’s ‘dictum’ that if his hands were in his pockets, he 

couldn’t slug anyone.  

 

“Well, at any rate,” he continued, beginning to pace again. “She signs the contract in her 

own blood and everyone is happy with that; but I just have to say something. I make a 

suggestion that I got a guy ready to go who could do a hell…oh…sorry…” and he waved 

to The Dark One as if in apology, “A heck of a better job than any old ‘Beast’ they had 

tied up down in the basement. That raised a few eyebrows, including Charlie’s. Next 

thing I know, him and these totems have this big debate going on, and whammo…. we 

got us a wager.” 

 

“Thanks Coach, but I don’t know how this has anything to do with me. I gave it a try, and 

I screwed up… so that’s it, right? Send me to the showers.” 

 

“You was gonna die Norman. I got that turned back to a ‘maybe’ for ya. Ya gotta play 

this one out to the end for me. Die here, and die there… live here… and… well… you at 

least have a chance. It works like this; you win and you’re off the hook minus your 

recovery time. Do real good and old Charlie can really work wonders for ya. You at least 

get to live. Cool huh?” 

 



 

Norman scowled at his old Coach. He wasn’t totally buying it. “What’s in it for you?” 

 

“Well…. ah….” He looked over at the Dark One, and saw the hood of the robe nod up 

and down slightly. Taking off his cap, he looked directly at Norman. “Charlie’s talking 

about starting up a football league. I’ll get to coach again. When the time does come for 

you to die, you can come and play for me again.” 

 

Norman sighed. 

 

“Hey…” said the Coach pointing at him with his cap. “The game was my life Norman… 

it was my life… and… damn it Norman… everything I did… everything… It was all for 

the love of the game.” 

 

“I can’t believe you even said that,” the huge cat snorted. Lying back in the snow with a 

groan, he closed his eyes feeling very tired. “I think I’ll just die now.”  

 

He braced himself for the ranting and screaming he expected to begin at any moment… 

but it didn’t happen.  

 

Nothing happened. 

 

He opened his eyes, and found himself staring at the sky. It was pure white and snow was 

falling directly down on him. He was no longer in the place where he’d been. 

 

There was a scream and knew it was Charga. Sitting bolt upright his nose immediately 

smelled the smoke. The scream happened again, along with a spat of words, and he was 

up and running. Close ahead he recognized the area of the farm where he’d left her with 

the children. He did not try to be stealthy…. in fact, his charge sounded like a raging 

animal, which he was. In his anger, and his panic, the irony of this never occurred to him. 

 

Charga was being held in front of a bonfire by two Wolves. A third Wolf had one of the 

children held in front of him. He’d just pulled a red hot sword blade out of the fire and 

was saying something to her. His intentions were obvious. 

 

As Norman ran, he saw a football sized rock on the ground half covered with snow. 

Without stopping, he scooped it up. His eyes told him at a glance there were eleven 

Wolves standing in front of the burned out house. He roared and things began to move in 

the slow motion that only action induced adrenaline can produce. The details, now fixed 

in Norman’s brain, became exact right down to the color of the rusty chain mail vest 

worn by the Wolf holding the glowing sword.  

 

Norman’s huge frame was eating up the distance faster than he could have ever believed. 

He roared again and his roar sounded like the bellow of a runaway freight train screaming 

through an empty intersection just before derailing amidst sparks and the explosions. 

Throwing the rock, he felt it leave his fingers in a perfect spiral rotation which gave it an 

accuracy he’d never mastered in ‘the game’. It smashed into the lead Wolf’s head just as 



 

he let the child go. His face disappeared into a gush of red fluid and pulp. Those Wolves 

who had bows, scrambled to loose them from their shoulders, as three of the sword 

carriers ran forward to meet the charge. These the huge Cat bowled over like third string 

practice dummies, not even taking the time to kill them. Instead, he aimed himself at the 

center of the line and grabbed the first archer just as he drew back. This one he threw into 

the others, and then the action became a blur. Blood and helmets flew through the air. At 

least four of the Wolves fell from his claws, while two more had their heads cleanly 

bitten off. Of the three who’d initially charged him, two ran away, while the third bravely 

threw himself back into the fight. Norman clothe lined this one, snatched his sword away, 

and then drove it through his chest pinning him to the ground. 

 

Turning, he found a single remaining Wolf aiming an arrow at him from no more than 

five yards away. This Wolf’s face suddenly turned into a mask of pain and he staggered. 

His legs gave way as the arrow was loosed and it flew far wide of its intended target. The 

raider slowly sunk to his knees and then fell face forward, the bloody end of a sword 

sticking out of his back where there was no chain mail. Standing behind him was Charga.   

 

Rushing forward, Norman picked her up, hugged her, gave her a big kiss on the lips, and 

then was off in pursuit of the remaining two Wolves.  

 

The run back towards the village was about five miles. Norman figured he was good for a 

two minute plus time on each of the miles and wasn’t even breathing hard. As he ran, he 

thought of how wonderful it would have been to have this body when he was playing 

football… oh yes…. football… damn football; and he never ever would have believed 

this would be happening to him because of football! 

 

The first Wolf he caught up to kept looking back over his shoulder as he ran. Not only 

could Norman clearly see the fear on its face, but he could smell it in the cold air. It 

followed his prey like a cloud of stink and made tracking so much easier. It reminded 

Norman of the odor coming from something you might find dead alongside the road… 

like the smell of…. 

 

BANG! His huge paw slammed down on the Wolf’s helmet, forcing it over his eyes. The 

marauder’s arms flailed in the air, as he lost his balance. Scooping the animal up bodily 

‘The Beast’ threw it against a huge tree where it formed a backwards “U”. The audible 

snapping sound he heard was backbone and not tree trunk. 

 

Norman could see the remaining Wolf ahead of him; sprinting the last mile and trying 

hard to get away. He was howling for all he was worth in hopes there were more of his 

companions in the woods with an arrow knocked and ready. Norman felt this more that 

thought it, but pressed on regardless. Screw being ‘just’ a Linebacker. This time he had a 

plan. Slowing his speed slightly he eyed the remaining distance to perfect the timing of 

what he was going to do. He had a message to send to the Chieftain of the Wolves, and 

he wanted that message to go out as loud and as clear as possible.  

 



 

A thought flashed though his mind, and he almost choked. ‘Fuk with me… fuk with my 

belongings… but don’t fuk with my people…. and never ever fuk with my woman!’ 

 

He grinned as he ran, thinking that thought over and over like a mantra. In fact, as he 

closed the distance to the running Wolf, he began to laugh… it was nuts… crazy… the 

smell of fear… the sounds of the hard breathing… the clouds of breath as if the two 

animals were steam driven… the idea that the Meonsafoot would accept him as one of 

their own… and the fact that he had actually thought of Charga as his woman. He had 

hugged her… he had kissed her… he had felt her breast up against his own chest… 

 

By the time the Wolf had broken into the clearing in front of the village Norman was 

laughing hysterically with tears running down his cheeks. He was still laughing as he 

caught up to the Wolf and easily snapped his head off in a cloud of frothing red blood. 

 

As the body collapsed to the snowy ground, ‘The Beast’ began dancing around, holding 

the head in the air as if it were the game ball. Looking directly at the closed gates of the 

village, he pointed at the figure he saw standing on the ramparts, and then did the most 

ludicrous end zone dance he could think of. When he was finished, he spiked the Wolf’s 

head. As it bounced away, Norman roared as loud as he could… over, and over, and over 

until he was almost hoarse. When he was done, he stalked back into the woods and 

disappeared. 

 

On the rampart next to the gate, the Wolf Chieftain watched seemingly without emotion. 

Of all the Wolves, he alone was not afraid. The Elders had chosen him Chieftain for this 

expedition because of his bravery. He’d been tested many times in battle and in singles 

combat. He had always held steadfast and won. Though his people were barbaric 

marauders, they were also deeply spiritual, having a great respect for the forest where 

they lived. He’d worshiped there with all the belief’s held in his heart and had faced the 

monsters found there; both imaginary and real. He knew there was always a way to defeat 

them.  

 

His name was Urick Val Vosivar. In his language, the language of the Norse Wolves, Val 

Vosivar meant ‘The Song of Death’. He was resolved not to run. 

 

Turning, he called down to his pack. “Bring me the Meonsafoot traitor. We shall send 

him forward to speak with this monster. In the meantime… sharpen your spearheads.” 

 

He did a mental headcount… he was down to 34 men. It would be enough. They would 

then go home and the story would become legend. He would be a hero… and 

remembered for all time. 

 

***** 

 

 

 



 

By the time Norman made his way back to the farm he was fairly winded and panting 

heavily as he tried to cool his body; a totally new feeling for him. He slowly walked the 

distance, savoring the feel of the air and the sounds of the woods. He felt like a new…. 

certainly not a man, but something. He took the time to reflect on what his Coach had 

told him. Was it a dream? Was all of this a dream? Was he really dying? At least during 

the last action he had not had the Coach’s screaming voice in his head. He wished he had 

had that opportunity when he was playing football… well… maybe not. 

 

It was all just… confusing. Since there was nothing he could do about any of it, he chose 

to do what he did when playing a particularly exhausting game; he chose not to think 

about any of it beyond the surface of the action. 

 

“Watch the ball, watch the ball, watch the ball,” he hummed as he walked, using an old 

nursery rhyme tune.  

 

His coach was the one thing that did, however, nag at his more lucid thoughts. OK… so 

he was the object of some sort of screwed up wager put together by dead people and 

spirits… and not by his own choice. That was all right; being a footballer he was used to 

being the object of wagers. He’d always been able to roll with the punches. Especially 

since there was always a guy in a bar somewhere that lost money on you and you had to 

handle that. The part about Charga really bothered him though. Losing her soul 

regardless of the outcome… she must have been some sort of desperate to sign a contract 

with that Dark Dude in blood. He wondered if there was any room for a renegotiation. 

The contract was kind of drastic and definitely signed under duress. 

 

The children were the first to greet him. They ran up; climbing on his fur and clinging to 

him like sticky balls in the long grass. He laughed and gave the smallest of them a boost 

to his neck where she latched onto an ear with her claws. He winced a bit but said 

nothing. All around him, as he walked in, were Meonsafoot. These were the people 

who’d escaped in the early morning when he killed the guards. They’d found each other 

in the woods and followed their noses to Charga’s farm. Some of them had been hiding in 

the woods nearby and witnessed the fight. Unlike the children, whom Norman had now 

saved twice, they were awestruck by him. As a whole, they remained timid and stayed 

back a distance. He saw that some of the men held weapons which had been owned by 

the Wolves. It was apparent they were not used to the feel of them.  

 

Charga came forward, holding a bowl of something. This she held out to him and he took 

it gratefully. He sampled it and smiled. It tasted like oats. 

 

“I’m sorry it is not prepared better for you Beast.” 

 

“My name’s Norman, or did you forget that?” 

 

“My people owe you a debt of gratitude,” she continued formally. “You have saved them 

from the Wolves as I had asked you to do.” 

 



 

“We’re not out of the woods yet hun,” he told her, passing the bowl to the child on his 

shoulders. 

 

“They’re afraid of you,” she hissed at him in a stage whisper. 

 

“Good.” 

 

“Good?” she asked. “Good?” 

 

He looked around, and did a mental head count. There were, perhaps, twenty men and 

another twenty five women. Their blank looks and abused features told him they were all 

still pretty much in shock. These people had been beaten, abused, tied up, and almost 

frozen to death. Their children had been taken from them and all but a few killed… and 

then they had the hell scared out of them during his would be rescue. He was also willing 

to bet that none of them had eaten in days.  

 

Norman actually had no idea what he was going to do next and having this group hung 

around his neck only compounded his problems. Yet it was this very same group that he 

had been asked to rescue. The thought occurred to him that maybe he’d already 

completed the requirements of the wager… but nooo… he was still here; so he doubted it 

would be that easy. 

  

“Yes…” he muttered, looking back at Charga. “Respect comes from fear… that was what 

Coach always said.” 

 

“Who is this ‘Coach’?” she asked him. 

 

“It doesn’t matter none… he’s dead, and he was wrong.” He smiled in a sad way. “Guess 

that makes him ‘dead wrong’ doesn’t it?” He chuckled at his bad pun. “Respect and fear 

are two totally different things.” 

 

He slowly went to all fours so he would not hurt any of the children, and they laughed, 

riding him like the family dog. He noticed that the Meonsafoot were slowly coming 

closer. He would find out later, though he hardly gave it a thought at that moment, that 

these five children had not found their parents among those who had come in from the 

woods after the fight.  

 

“Where did you get the food?” he asked her. 

 

“We had a small store hidden. I was preparing it for the children when the Wolves came.” 

 

“Is there any more?” 

 

“Only a little.” She came forward and placed a paw on the side of his head. 

 



 

“Give some to the children and then divide the rest with whoever is here. I suppose this is 

as good a place as any to begin. They will have to figure out what to do for shelter, and 

that sort of thing. I’m going to squeeze myself into that house and catch a nap. In about 

an hour come get me. Bring whoever is in charge of this group so we can talk.” 

 

She looked at him in an embarrassed sort of way. 

 

“What… what is it?” 

 

“What’s an hour?” she asked. They both laughed, and she pressed her face to his. He 

didn’t know that this was the Meonsafoot form of a kiss, but he liked it… and it gave him 

a feeling inside that he had not had in a long time. That was when she noticed his wound. 

He saw her look and turned his head to look in the same direction; seeming to see the 

wound himself as if for the first time. 

 

“Don’t worry about it,” he told her. “It don’t hurt. I didn’t even know it was there.” 

 

Rising, he said, “Come get me in the amount of time it would take someone to walk to 

the village and back again. Then bring whoever is in charge of these people.” 

 

When he’d squeezed his bulk into what was left of the hut, the children followed him in 

and cuddled into his fur. He was fast asleep in the space of five heart beats. 

 

***** 

 

There was no moon that night. Norman stood on the fringes of the woods staying well 

downwind of the village, sniffing the air. Five Meonsafoot males armed with makeshift 

spears, stood with him. Between them, his paws bound, was the one who had opened the 

gates to the Wolves. One eye was swollen shut and his fur bore the evidence of the 

beating he had suffered. He stood silently, his head lowered.  

 

From where he was positioned, Norman could just make out the walls. He smelled no 

cook fires. In fact, he could sense no evidence of living creatures at all. It looked as if the 

Wolves really had packed it in and left with their tails between their legs. This was the 

message that the traitor Meonsafoot brought them.  

 

Norman had been startled awake by the sounds of screaming Meonsafoot voices. 

Scrambling out of the hut he found the traitor on the ground being beaten by the survivors 

of the raid. On Norman’s arrival, the Meonsafoot backed off and left the traitor to ‘The 

Beast’, hoping that he would rip him apart as he had the Wolves. This male had groveled 

on his hands and knees in front of Norman begging for his life, explaining over and over 

that he had no choice in doing what he had done. The Wolves had raided his farm, and 

killed his wife. Then they held his children hostage, telling him they would be spared if 

he cooperated. 

 



 

Norman had Charga bring one of the children out and this child confirmed that the man’s 

children had been among them when they’d been taken into the woods. 

 

“Your children are dead,” Norman told him softly. “We were able to save only these five. 

I am sorry for your loss.” 

 

The traitor had truly broken down then. Norman had no doubt that it was as he’d said, so 

he spared his life. The message this male brought was that the Wolves had packed up as 

much booty as they could carry and departed back to their long boat. He’d heard their 

arguments but the Chieftain kept them from burning the village before they departed out 

of respect for ‘The Beast’. It was to be his peace offering. Just within the gates they set 

up an altar to this god, for he was surely the avenging spirit of the Meonsafoot. On this 

altar they’d left a feast of foods and wine. It was their hope that he would take this 

offering and allow them to leave without pursuit. 

 

Norman circled the area and found tracks leading off that seemed to confirm this story. It 

had snowed all of that day so the tracks were mostly covered, but he could still smell the 

scent of Wolves. The scent caused the hair on the back of his neck to stand up. 

 

Norman stepped into the clearing and roared a challenge at the village walls. The echo of 

it bounced back at him from the fortification of upright logs.  

 

His plan was a simple one. If the village were indeed empty the Meonsafoot with him 

would ring the village bell calling in the surviving families. They would then consider 

what to do from there. As far as he was concerned, this would end his arrangement with 

Charlie and his wagering cohorts. If the Wolves really did leave, then he’d won and that 

was that. 

 

There was no response to his roared challenge, though he had not expected one. He could 

feel something trying to press in from the sidelines of his thoughts. He had a mental 

image of his coach having to watch his decisions in silence. This tickled him and he 

smiled to the night without so much as a whisper to the conjured image of the man. 

 

“Let’s do this,” he said to those with him. He then strode carefully out into the clearing. 

The Meonsafoot followed; their eyes everywhere and their keen senses stretched out as 

much as possible. Norman half expected to hear the whiz of arrows when he reached the 

half way point, but nothing happened… the village was deserted and there was not a 

sound or a scent to say otherwise.  

 

When they made it as far as the open gates to the village, they paused, smelling, and 

checking… listening, and looking. Just inside the gate, as the traitor had said, was an alter 

piled with food. The wind shifted and Norman smelled meat… cooked meat. His stomach 

rumbled and his mouth began to water. He had not realized how hungry he was. He was 

about to step forward and through the gates, when a paw was placed on his arm. Looking 

down, he saw the traitor standing next to him. His guards, their own senses stretching out 



 

to smell of food, had not even noticed his departure from their midst. The traitor shook 

his head, and then motioned that Norman should bend down that he might whisper. 

 

“Roar as loud as you can and stay here. Do not run into the village.” 

 

Norman considered the strange request and then thought; ‘What the hell… it couldn’t 

hurt.’ 

 

Patting the ground to get the Meonsafoot guards attention he motioned them behind 

himself, leaving the traitor where he stood. Looking at the traitor, he nodded, and then 

filled his lungs; letting loose with a roar that was sure to wake the dead. 

 

As soon as he roared, the traitor was sprinting through the gates. No sooner had he done 

so, than a large net was dropped down upon him from the ramparts and no less than ten 

Wolves jumped out from hiding, stabbing at his body with their spears. 

 

“RUN!” yelled Norman, and then he and the Meonsafoot guards sprinted for their lives. 

 

The whole way back to the woods he zig zagged back and forth behind the slower guards, 

drawing whatever arrows were loosed in their direction. For the entire distance, the words 

‘brave too late’ kept running through his mind over and over and over, as he remembered 

a similar circumstance during his football career.  The team’s goal kicker had his only 

child kidnapped. The mob, in the form of one certain person, had their meat hooks into 

the kicker for gambling debts. The deal offered to him was that ‘if’ he would blow all of 

his field goal attempts during the game, his sins and his debts would be forgiven. He 

refused and that began the process; his little girl was snatched. He was then told the child 

would be returned unharmed if he cooperated. The Mob had a very large amount of 

money riding on that particular game.  

 

The kicker had played it straight and the FBI got involved. During the game he’d done 

what they asked, but on the final field goal attempt he was given word that his child had 

been gotten back and was safe. That word from the FBI was premature. Norman always 

wondered if someone within that organization had had money riding on the game too. 

The man kicked the winning field goal and his child was killed. 

 

This player later met with the man who had his fingers into him for his gambling debts… 

the one behind the kidnapping. Though the kicker had been shot five times, he still 

managed to strangle him.  

 

There was never any mention of this in the nightly news… it was just something that 

circulated around the locker room. A word to the wise… so to speak. Officially, the 

kicker and his child were both killed in a terrible auto accident; their bodies consumed in 

the fire. His widow was then paid an unspecified amount of money through the player’s 

insurance fund. 

 



 

Brave too late… brave too late… brave too late… brave too late… brave too late… 

brave... 

 

The following day, Norman found three wolves outside the village walls trying to gather 

firewood. He killed all three of them, and in plain view of the village walls, stuck their 

bodies on broken tree limbs as a cashier might place a receipt on a spindle spike. 

 

After this he began to plan, but nothing he could come up with satisfied him. That, and 

the idea that the clock was running occurred to him. Though a time frame was never 

discussed, he figured any game the Coach was involved in would have a clock. 

 

He distinctly remembered the man’s voice grating on his ears as he yelled out his 

command to the offensive team when they were ahead by one point with just thirty 

seconds remaining; ‘RUN THE DAMN CLOCK OUT YOU MORONS!’ 

 

So what were his options? To himself, he acknowledged the truth… he had no idea. 

 

Charga and the children were cuddled up with him as he tried to catch what little sleep he 

could. It was the afternoon and he wanted to hunt for the entire evening. He enjoyed the 

feel of her against him. Though it was snowy and cold, he was amazed at how well his 

fur kept him warm. 

 

“Run the damn clock out,” he mumbled, and Charga stirred. 

 

“What did you say?” she asked groggily. 

 

“I was wondering what the time frame was to the game. Go back to sleep.” 

 

“What’s a time frame?” she asked, repositioning herself and placing an arm across his 

cheek. 

 

“How long I have to wrap this thing up… you know… take care of the Wolves like the 

Totems wanted me to do…. and that Charlie guy.” 

 

She sat up and looked at him, blinking her eyes as she came to full wakefulness. “What 

Charlie guy?” 

 

“Him and the Totems have this wonderful wager on whether or not I can take care of the 

Wolves like you requested. I’m just wondering what my goals should be… I mean… do I 

have to kill them all, or would it be good enough to just chase them all out of the 

country… that sort of thing.” 

 

“If they escape Beast, they will come back with five times the numbers and seek to wipe 

us out for resisting.” 

 

He turned his head so he could see her better. “And you know this because?” 



 

 

“We have lived it for many and many and many turnings of the seasons. They always 

raid us… it is why the village has a wall.” 

 

He thought about this for a moment. “And your men know how to wage war?” 

 

“We attack no one. We are only farmers; but if someone attacks us we know how to 

defend ourselves. This time they were among us even before we could take up weapons.” 

 

“Football is war.” 

 

“What?” 

 

“It’s something that the Coach always used to say. “Football is war.” 

 

“But you said it was a game.” 

 

He put his head back down and she snuggled into it. “It is, but it has all the aspects of a 

real war. You have intelligence gathering, and negotiations… you have offensive plays, 

you have defensive plays, you have equipment, and you have specialized teams… hell, 

you even have beautiful females wanting to cheer you on every step of the way. Every 

Tom, Dick, and Harry wishes they were you when you come home the hero.” 

 

“I see,” she said sleepily, “It’s all about… (yawn)…  beautiful females and…. (stretch)… 

being a hero….”  

 

Her breathing slowly went deeper and deeper until he knew she was asleep again. He let 

it go, but his mind didn’t… there was some detail he was missing… something really 

really big. 

 

When it was time for him to hunt, he managed to get out of the hut without waking her. 

As he stretched, he looked around their camp. Perhaps sixty Meonsafoot had come to 

them… sixty men, women, and children; from babies to teenagers to the very old. When 

they looked at him, they were still a little afraid… it showed in their faces. He was like 

something that; after you turn it on you’re never quite sure you’ll be able to control it or 

shut it back off. He noticed that the guards he’d insisted on were in place. It wasn’t much, 

but if they were caught without him around, they could at least form a defensive line. 

Perhaps it would at least make the Wolves think about it.  

 

He’d explained it to them in this fashion: “It’s fourth down and you’re on your own one 

yard line! I don’t give a damn if it is a losing game… you gotta stop the bastards from 

taking that ball and scoring again. If you can do something dirty to them, by God you do 

it… just don’t let the referee see what you done!” 

 

Of course they had no idea in the world what he was talking about; but that hardly 

mattered. 



 

 

He heard a Wolf’s cry in the distance and knew that he could not do this alone. There 

were too many wolves yet, and so far they had not yet come out in force. He was big, but 

the Wolves still had weapons, so it was a trade off. By himself, he could not hope to take 

on anything resembling an organized fight. In the end, he would need the Meonsafoot as 

much as they needed him. If he just had the time, he would teach them how to stand 

together. So far it was all he could do just to wing it.  

 

And that was when the realization hit him: this was what the wager was all about. To 

release a creature that would do nothing but kill the Wolves was easy… there was no 

challenge in that because it would have been a done deal… Dolphins against the Jets.  He 

suddenly wished he could talk to the Coach again. 

 

On that day’s hunt he found just one set of Wolf tracks leading away from the village. 

They were wide slashes in the snow which told him the Wolf who made them was at a 

dead run. He noted the direction they were going in and frowned. It was a messenger… 

had to be. He would be trying to get to their longboat. This was not a good thing. If the 

messenger could get through, that meant reinforcements either from the guards left with 

the boat, or… if the boat got back to where ever it came from…  

 

Norman cursed under his breath and took off at a run; but not so fast that he did not 

watch out for a possible ambush. There could always be an ambush; the lesson from the 

other night had not left him. 

 

The Wolf he was following was fast and the further Norman got from the village, the less 

he looked for an ambush. It stood to reason that an ambush would be made by a hunting 

party  and none of them could possibly have gotten out from the last time he’d made his 

rounds; there would have been other tracks. Soon he was running at full speed, following 

the tracks of flight made with no effort at concealment.  

 

The wind shifted and he could suddenly smell the Wolf he was following. There was no 

fear in the smell… none… so the animal did not know he was being followed. He must 

be relatively sure that he was going to make it to where he had to go. This was good 

news, and bad news. Good news that Norman could still catch him unawares, but bad 

news in the fact that he was close to whatever, or whoever, he was trying to reach. With 

out thinking his run became quieter with only a little loss of speed. Within minutes, he 

saw the Wolf’s silhouette standing in contrast to the sky on the edge of the forest.  

 

Norman leapt, just as the Wolf had filled his lungs to howl. The impact of his body was 

solid and better than any quarterback sack he’d ever accomplished. His crushing weight 

drove the wind from the Wolf’s lungs; knocking him unconscious. 

 

When Norman raised his head and looked over the ridge where the Wolf had been 

standing he saw the longboat nestled quietly up on the shore… but there was no one 

there… no guards, not a fire… nothing. He’d been duped. 

 



 

“End run!” he snarled. “There was no message… none… damn, damn, damn… they did 

a ‘Hail Mary’ and I got totally sucked in!” 

 

Throwing the unconscious Wolf over his shoulder, The Beast turned and ran as fast as he 

could back towards the farm… he had lost… they had won. The Meonsafoot were all 

going to be dead by the time he got there… all dead, and gone… and that meant the same 

thing for him. But suddenly, his own death didn’t matter any more; what mattered to him 

more was Charga… what about Charga??!! 

 

Norman was in such a state of mind that, as he ran, he broke out into the clearing right in 

front of the village walls. He never even hesitated, but sprinted clean across the open 

area. The Wolves standing guard saw him cross within easy arrow range, but the site of 

him running with the limp Wolf’s body across his shoulder was so stunning, none of 

them moved until he was gone again into the woods on the other side and still moving 

like a runaway freight train. 

 

From the ramparts of the wooden walls, one of the Wolf guards began to blow a horn, the 

wail of it going on, and on, and on. Norman did not hear it. His concentration was 

foremost on what he thought he would find. In his mind he heard the screams of the 

Meonsafoot women and children, as their men were overcome by brutal savagery.  

 

He had been fooled by one of the oldest ploys in football: he had followed the fake. He’d 

run after the halfback charging through the hole while the quarterback ran around the end 

left unguarded. 

 

Reaching the edge of the woods near the farm, he let out the loudest and most fearsome 

roar he could possibly make. In his mind, it was like an instant replay of the first time 

he’d rescued Charga, but this time would be different… this time they would be waiting 

for him. His mixed anger and fear pushed that thought aside. He roared again, and again, 

and again, but when he burst into the clearing, claws bared and his face a complete snarl 

of rage, he was forced to a sliding stop. Grouped in a circle with their spears pointed 

outwards, as he had instructed them to do in an emergency, were the Meonsafoot males. 

In the middle of the circle were all of the women and children. With a cheer, they 

lowered their weapons, and ran towards him, everyone trying to talk at once. His facial 

expressions changed over and over again as he was surrounded by them, hearing bits and 

pieces of the story as they all tried to talk at once. The children added to the confusion by 

crying out his name over and over…  

 

The Wolves had come… their Chieftain was with them… he demanded their leader 

surrender to him… but they held their positions… and then he said everyone would be 

spared if the Chieftain would come with him… Norman…. Norman… Norman… 

 

He reached out and picked up one of the children, tucking her under an arm, as one might 

their pet cat. This caused the other children to make even more noise, because now they 

all wanted to be picked up. 

 



 

… and then Charga went to him saying she was the leader… to save an attack… 

 

Norman held up a huge paw, “Stop… stop… this is just too confusing.” 

 

They all fell silent. 

 

“Charga what?” 

 

They all began trying to talk at the same instant yet again, and he held up his paw for a 

second time. Pointing at one of them, he said, “You tell me.” 

 

This Meonsafoot looked around himself, as if to make sure it was he who was being 

pointed at before talking. “Charga went with the Wolf Chieftain to save us,” he finally 

said. “We wanted to fight, but she said we would most definitely lose, and we had the 

children to think of.” 

 

Norman suddenly felt as if his world had fallen out from under him. He sat down, taking 

care not to sit on anyone. 

 

“How long ago?” he asked. 

 

The Meonsafoot looked at the sky. “The sun has moved from there… to there,” he said 

pointing. 

 

Norman figured it to be between half an hour to an hour. He vaguely remembered the 

horn blowing from the village… it was the alarm… they had been forewarned. Had he 

missed them by accident, or had they not attacked him from ambush on purpose? By now 

they were within the walls of the village. The Wolf slid off of his back and landed on the 

frozen ground with a thump. ‘The Beast’ looked at him with out comprehending, until 

one of the Meonsafoot raised his spear, his intent quite clear. 

 

“No! Don’t!” yelled Norman. The force of the shout made the villagers fall back a pace. 

“There’s been enough killing,” he told them in a softer voice. “Besides, we might need 

this one. Take him. Tie him up and blindfold him. Keep him in the hut. I’ll be there 

presently. Right now, I need to think.”  

 

The Meonsafoot all just looked at him. 

 

“Alone,” he added, moving his paws in a way that a mother or a teacher might shoo away 

children. When they had gone, taking the Wolf and doing as he had asked, he found a 

place to sit. Propping his back against a tree, he cuddled the one small child as an old 

lady might her cat. The little girl purred, as was the custom of the Meonsafoot when they 

were happy and content; but Norman didn’t notice. He was trying to puzzle it all out. For 

Norman, thinking on a larger scale went a little slower than it did for an average person; 

but in his own way Norman was capable of thinking a thing through to a greater depth 

than anyone had ever given him credit for. 



 

 

“Coach always told me I was never a Quarterback cuz I didn’t think,” he said to the kit. 

“He said I was a Linebacker cuz I was able to charge in like a bull… and under my 

breath, I would say, ‘lion’. Coach could be a real jerk.” 

 

The little girl wiggled around, still purring, and snuggled into him even more. He looked 

down at her, his eyes not really seeing; his mind was elsewhere. He began talking to 

himself as if talking to another person. She watched him very intently, being head over 

heals in love with him, as were all the children. 

 

“They didn’t kill anyone… that’s so odd. They could have easily overwhelmed the 

Meonsafoot. I mean… sure the men had their spears up, but these guys are veteran 

players. The sight of a few spears ain’t going to matter to the bunch of them… nope… 

not at all. And yet that would have been the end of the game wouldn’t it?” 

 

He looked over at the Meonsafoot who were going about the business of being a 

community and caring for each other. There was a good fire going now and he saw 

several of the females doing what looked like food preparation. His stomach rumbled. 

 

“I could sure use a hot mug of tea,” he said wistfully, “And something to eat.” His 

stomach rumbled loudly again as if agreeing with him. 

 

He no sooner said this, than the kit he was holding wiggled out of his arms and was 

running to the women. 

 

“Kids,” he mumbled, and lay back, looking straight up. The sky was perfectly white, and 

he let his mind drift into it, allowing it to free roam as he used to in school. Like they had 

all those years ago, his thoughts took the shape of a football game and he stood as a 

bystander, watching the game develop. 

 

 “He didn’t kill anyone… and now he has Charga. His thoughts followed the pretend 

game and he saw the Quarterback, the natural enemy of a Linebacker. This player took 

on the shape of the Wolf Norman had seen standing on the ramparts. He found himself 

thinking that this Quarterback was pretty good… he would need a good agent to talk for 

him… talk… negotiate… bargaining power… 

 

Norman sat up. “Negotiations; has to be it. There’s no way in hell he could have known 

Charga meant something to me and Charga gave up freely to keep from having any of her 

people killed… damummmmmmm…. and now he has the upper hand because I don’t 

have anything on my side of the table to bargain with.” 

 

His eyes narrowed, and then he smiled evilly. “The longboat,” he almost whispered, and 

then he laughed. “See that Coach?” he yelled to the sky. He then flopped back to the 

snowy ground. “I coulda been a Quarterback! You just never gave me the chance to think 

on my own. The long boat is their ticket home and there ain’t nobody guarding it.” 

 



 

He glanced over at the Meonsafoot women and his smile grew even larger. The kit was 

on her way back with a large steaming bowl of something. Two of the women were also 

coming in his direction carrying a bigger bowl between them. It was settled then… he 

would eat and then he and some of the men would pay a little visit to the longboat. That 

was the Wolves’ lifeline. He would hold a knife to it and smile… how much better a 

bargaining chip could a player have… unless, of course, he was voted ‘MVP of the Super 

Bowl. He laughed.  

 

“Write your own ticket with that one,” he thought out loud. 

 

 

The following morning, the sun broke the day in the midst of a snowstorm. From the 

ramparts, as the light grew with the day, a very cold watchman saw something on the 

field outside of arrow shot. That ‘something’ caused him to rub his eyes in disbelief, and 

then set up a howling which brought all the Wolves to the wall expecting to repel an 

attack. What they saw caused them to become as still as the morning. Slowly, every eye 

went to their leader, as he too stood on the wall facing whomever, or what ever, might be 

confronting his people. 

 

In the distance, partially hidden by the flying snow was the creature he had expected, but 

it was not alone. The Beast stood next to something, his arm around it as if he and it were 

old friends.  

 

The Wolves in his charge began to mumble and a few went down on their knees in 

heartfelt prayer to their chosen gods; praying that they would not desert them for the 

desecration they were witnessing. 

 

Squinting, Urick Val Vosivar was able to make out the object in question, and he was 

suddenly very afraid. It was the dragon head from the bow of their longboat. Even if he 

had possession of the boat, his men would refuse to sail in it with out the protection 

afforded them by this totem. He could only imagine how upset the gods would be by this. 

This Beast was far more intelligent than he could have ever guessed. 

 

Turning, he barked an order, and six of the Wolves sprang to carry it out. Four went to 

bring the prisoner, while two went to their Chieftain’s hut. These brought back his cape, 

shield, and armor. His sword he already carried… always carried. The other Wolves took 

up a position at the gates or the ramparts, spears and swords ready. They would repulse 

an attack if that was the intention of what was taking place. The Wolves at the gate made 

ready to open it as those manning the walls crouched well down, as the rampart was 

made for the much smaller Meonsafoot. They’d lost too many of their brethren not to be 

overly cautious now.  

 

Norman could see the walls of the village through the falling snow, but little else. He 

stood alone next to the dragon’s head, moving his feet around, trying to stay warm. The 

temperature had dropped during the night and though he was well insulated, cold was still 

cold. He allowed himself to smile; blessing the memory of his history teacher. The 



 

dragon’s head was the key to the car when it came to the Norse Wolves. Norse was Norse 

and, as in his own world, he knew they would be very seriously superstitious about 

sailing without a dedicated totem attached to the bow of their long boat. The dragon was 

their only protection at sea.  

 

The Meonsafoot had amazed him. As quiet and mild as they were, they’d produced the 

wood working tools required to remove the head and had done so very efficiently. They’d 

also taken great pains to ensure a way to reattach it later. They told him it would be bad 

luck to treat the head with disrespect. He didn’t bother to bring up the fact that if they had 

torched the boat outright… well… sometimes it just wasn’t worth the argument; and 

there were a lot of things that he didn’t know.   

 

“I sure hope this works Coach,” he said softly to the falling snow. There was no reply, 

nor had he expected one. The Coach had told him he wasn’t allowed to have any more 

input. What was to be was to be and it all rested squarely on Norman’s shoulders. He 

thought hard throughout the night about what he was going to do; and to say… and had 

gone over alternate plans. All the ‘what if’s’ had plagued him as he watched the 

Meonsafoot cutting at the wood of the dragon’s head. There was nothing for him to do 

now except press on. The Coach had always told his team, ‘Once a play is begun you are 

committed to it until circumstances dictated otherwise’. 

 

One of Coach’s favorite mantras was, ‘Football is sixty percent planning, ten percent 

conditioning, twenty percent luck, and twenty percent guts.’ Then he would always ask 

Norman how many percent that was. The big Linebacker would always get it screwed up 

and answer one hundred percent to the laughter of the whole team. He never understood 

why the Coach had always done that… make him the laughing stock when things were 

uptight; but he always did. 

 

“I did it because you could take it,” said a voice to his left.  

 

Norman turned, and saw the smallish man standing there looking through the falling 

snow at the village, as he was himself. 

 

“You never bothered to ask me if I wanted to take it Coach. It hurt me.” 

 

“Yeah… I’m sorry I guess… hell… sure I’m sorry, but it got the job done. It helped the 

rest of the team loosen up just a little so I could get through to them. They all knew you 

were my favorite.” 

 

Norman smiled, and resisted the urge to say, ‘Bullshit’. He looked at the small man out of 

the corner of his eye, but the Coach never looked at him. He just continued looking off in 

the direction of the village. 

 

“I thought you weren’t allowed to talk to me anymore.” 

 



 

“Nawwwwww….. I can talk to you; I just can’t give you any advice. Charlie thought you 

could use some company, so he let me come out here.” 

 

“You mean you thought I could use some company, and so you talked Charlie into it.” 

 

“Something like that. Jeshhhh it’s cold here. You know… I’m proud of you.” 

 

In the distance, the gate to the village opened and two figures walked out…. one large, 

and one small. The larger of the two wore a black cape and held an ornate shield. 

 

“Thanks for that,” he said turning to look at the Coach, but there was no one there.  

 

“Damnnnn….. even in my delusion I’m delusional.” 

 

Turning his face to the sky, he said loudly; “All right… I want all of you to remember 

one thing. As I recall it, the wager was that I could do the job better than this Beast guy 

locked up in the basement somewhere. At stake were the lives of the Meonsafoot people. 

I’m supposed to save their lives…. so…. you all just keep that in mind and I don’t want 

to hear any bellyaching when this thing is all over with.” 

 

Nothing outwardly changed… there was not any more snow… there was no wind on his 

cheek… nothing…. 

 

“I will take that as an ‘OK’,” he muttered, and looked back at the approaching figures. 

“And now I’m even talking to myself. This is frigging nuts.” 

 

“It is not crazy to speak to the gods. That is, if the word ‘nuts’ is a reference to being 

lunatic.” 

 

The voice was close behind him and even though the hair on the back of his neck stood 

up, Norman refused to be startled. Checking the distance to the two people walking 

towards him, he slowly turned around. The Wolf he’d captured the day before was 

standing there, calmly looking at him. 

 

“You speak Meonsafoot,” Norman said in a flat voice. 

 

“My wet-nurse was Meonsafoot. She taught it to me.” 

 

“How did you escape?” 

 

“I didn’t.” 

 

“Don’t fuk with me boy,” Norman hissed, “Or….” 

 

The Wolf quickly knelt, pressing his face to the snow. “Please forgive me Beast. I did not 

mean to make light of you or what you are doing. I am still your prisoner. The 



 

Meonsafoot told me what happened… that you prevented them from killing me. They 

also told me of their children. Please believe me… that was never supposed to have 

happened. You told them there had been enough killing and that you had a plan. I knew 

you would need help, so I gave them my word that I would not escape. My life is still 

yours. You may kill me if you wish, but I agree… there has been too much killing. It 

should never have been this way.” 

 

He glanced up at the Beast who towered over him. “There should never have been any 

killing at all.” 

 

Norman glanced at the people approaching him. Seeing they were still a distance away, 

he turned back to the Wolf. 

 

“That was it? You gave them your word and they let you go?” 

 

“Yes. A Wolf’s word is his bond.” 

 

Norman snorted. “Rape, murder, and steal; and your word is your bond… that takes guts 

to even suggest.” 

 

“You will need me. My father does not speak Meonsafoot.” 

 

“Your father?” 

 

“He is the Chieftain and will be here shortly. He is an honorable Wolf.” 

 

In his mind, Norman saw the body of the first child… the one he had just missed saving. 

He felt his anger rising like vomit. With an effort, he controlled himself and turned back 

to watch the approaching figures. Without looking at the Wolf, he said, “All right… your 

life is mine, I accept that. For now you stay just as you are. If you move, I’ll kill you 

before you can move three feet.” 

 

“He will not recognize me Beast.” 

 

“What?” 

 

“My father… I am dead in his eyes… he will not openly recognize me.” 

 

“Oh goody,” he grumbled, “More Warrior Code crap. Just what the f… ah…. heck I 

need. What’s your name?” 

 

“Obsidian.” 

 

“All right Obsidian, you move over here behind me and stay quiet. Stay low like you are 

and we’ll see just how much of a father you have in the Chieftain.”  

 



 

Inside his head a little voice began to scream that he should kill the Wolf, then the 

Chieftain, and after that every Wolf in the Village. It called him a coward, growling and 

roaring in rage; but Norman ignored it, thinking to himself that these gods holding the 

wager sure enough did not like to play by the rules. 

 

The Chieftain stopped when he was about ten feet from Norman. Norman, for his part, 

kept his arm around the huge Dragon’s head and smiled, letting his two big saber like 

teeth show more than they did normally. 

 

“Entai ei mei,” said the Chieftain, his voice being much more tenor than his bulk 

suggested it should have been. He was only half of Norman’s size, but twice again larger 

than Charga who stood next to him, her hands clasped in chains. 

 

“Sure, sure,” said Norman, “And the same back to you. Are you all right Charga?” 

 

“Yes Beast.” 

 

The Chieftain released her, letting the chains drop to the ground noisily. He then looked 

at Norman, pointed to Charga, and then at the Dragon’s head.  

 

Norman laughed softly. So the Wolf was willing to begin the negotiations. The Dragon’s 

head must be very important to the Wolves if he was willing to risk himself alone and in 

the open like this. True… he wore a sword, but it was not drawn and at this distance, 

Norman could easily have killed him and his son; and then slipped back into the forest. 

This time the Coaches voice whispered to him.  

 

“Cut off the head of the snake and it can’t bite you no more. You sack the Quarterback 

son, and you sack him hard. If he does get up off the ground, he’ll be so afraid of you, 

he’ll be shaking so bad he’ll fumble the ball every time you charge him.” 

 

“Shut up!” The Beast screamed at the sky. “All of you just shut up! You got no say so in 

any of this!” 

 

“Beast?” asked Charga in a hushed tone. “You are not well?” 

 

“I’m fine,” he told her, getting himself back under control. “It’s just that the folks you set 

this all up with have a very strange sense of what’s right and what’s not right.” 

 

“I don’t understand.” 

 

“Don’t worry about it. I’ve got it under control,” he told her turning his focus back on the 

Chieftain. 

 

“I hope I have it under control,” he mumbled.  

 

Pointing a finger at himself, he said, “Norman Smith.” Then he pointed at the Chieftain. 



 

 

“Urick Val Vosivar,” replied the Wolf steadily, putting the emphasis on the last name. 

 

Norman looked at him, trying to read his expression, but it was blank… the Wolf would 

have made a very good poker player. 

 

“Urick…… no deal.” 

 

The Wolf looked at him; his gaze was steady. 

 

“He does not understand you Beast,” Charga told him. With the release of her chains she 

had not left her place. 

 

“Do you understand his language?” 

 

“Only a little.” 

 

“How do you say, ‘Stick it in your as… uh… ear’?” 

 

“I am not understanding.” 

 

He smiled just a little bit, but he never took his eyes off of the Chieftain. “Of course you 

don’t,” he said softly. “Wolf pup,” he said, deliberately not using his name. “I want you 

to stand up very slowly, and step out from behind me.” 

 

The young Wolf did as he was told, coming into plain view. Norman saw the Chieftain 

stiffen slightly. ‘You weren’t expecting that one were you Urick?’ he thought to himself. 

 

“Obsidian, I want you to say this exactly to your father. ‘Why did you have the children 

murdered?’” 

 

The young Wolf did as he was asked, and Norman saw Urick’s eyes move from himself 

to his son and back again. He said something in a low guttural voice, but he said it while 

looking directly at Norman. 

 

“I do not know what you are talking about,” echoed Obsidian’s voice. 

 

“There are five survivors,” Norman replied simply. 

 

Obsidian repeated this, and then had a brief exchange of words with the Chieftain.  

 

“He asked me if this was true, Beast. I told him that it was. It is not our way to kill 

children. My father would never order such a thing.” 

 

“Ja!” said the Chieftain loudly, pointing a finger at his son. He then spat out a flurry of 

words and became silent again. 



 

 

“He says that dead creatures cannot talk and that I should limit what I say to his and your 

exact words.” 

 

“Fair enough; tell him I said he’s a liar.” 

 

Obsidian hesitated and then translated the words exactly. Urick’s sword was out and his 

body moved into a position of attack. 

 

Norman didn’t move from the position he’d been in. Out of the corner of his eye, he had 

seen Charga ready herself. He wondered if she really would have thrown herself in 

between them… and then he felt guilt for even doubting that she would. 

 

The Chieftain held his position, but did not attack. 

 

“What were your orders concerning the children Urick?” Norman asked softly. 

 

Obsidian translated almost as fast as he spoke the words. 

 

“They were to be taken to a nearby farm house, and released. The older children were 

perfectly capable of taking care of the younger ones. When we left, those adults not 

brought with us were also to be released. This has always been the way.” 

 

“Your orders were not followed and that almost cost you the game. Coach’s first three 

rules were; ‘Do as I say, do as I say, do as I say,’ and he would kick your ass if you didn’t 

follow those rules. Off hand, I’d say that someone under ‘your’ command does not have a 

high opinion of your leadership decisions.” 

 

Norman watched the Chieftain’s eyes switch from his own, to those of Obsidian as he 

listened to the translation. He also saw the crisp anger flash through them as he heard the 

words and understood the challenge. 

 

“May I use the dead man to carry a message to the village?” 

 

Norman nodded his head and Urick said something to his son. It was a command with no 

feeling of endearment in the words.  

 

The young Wolf stepped forward, bowed to The Beast, and then set off at a run. Norman 

marked his progress across the snowy ground and thought that the youngster would have 

done any College team proud; if not as a Quarterback, then possibly as a Fullback, or an 

End. 

 

“You’ve got a good boy there Urick… you should love him, not punish him.” Norman’s 

comment was more to himself than anything else. 

 

“I do, but failure is not to be rewarded.” 



 

 

Norman’s jaw sagged in astonishment and the Chieftain smiled at him. The surprise was 

total and it was one point for the Wolf leader. 

 

“Yes… I speak the tongue, but no one knows this, and no one is to know this.” He looked 

at Charga and she nodded her head in acknowledgment.  

 

Turning back to Norman, he said, “You come here, and you kill my people; and you do 

not understand anything about us.” 

 

The big cat felt the urge to show his disdain by pissing in the snow next to the wooden 

dragon’s head, but he resisted the temptation. He was acting as a Quarterback now and he 

had to think things through before acting… and that was so much harder. 

 

“I was called here by the gods,” he retorted. “Who are you to question what I might or 

might not know? I saw what I saw and I would kill all of you if it would prevent such a 

thing. Children were raped and murdered by Wolves.” 

 

“I ordered no such killings.” 

 

“So you say.” 

 

The Wolf Chieftain glared at Norman and the big cat stared right back. Neither was going 

to give in and the stalemate continued until the Chieftain’s second in command arrived at 

a run, trying to keep up with Obsidian. He stopped, stood at attention, and nodded his 

head slightly as a sign of servitude. His breath clouded the area between himself and his 

Chieftain. 

 

“What were my orders concerning the Meonsafoot children?” Urick asked the Wolf in his 

own language. 

 

“They were to be released,” he replied, darting a furtive glance at The Beast.  

 

Obsidian, hardly panting, translated. 

 

“And then this ‘creature’ showed up and killed all of them, including the guards… but 

you knew that. I reported that information to you after personally following the tracks.” 

 

“You did not follow the tracks,” the Chieftain replied softly. “You cowered in the woods 

just out of site of the village. I know this, because I followed your tracks the next day. 

The Beast has told me there were survivors. You ordered the children killed, didn’t you?” 

 

There was no hesitation or fear in the second in command’s face as he pulled out his 

sword and slashed at his leader. He knew he was dead even as he attempted to take the 

leader down. Urick Val Vosivar’s dagger was in the Wolf’s guts as the sword glanced off 

of the Chieftain’s raised shield. Urick deftly twisted his blade making the hole large, and 



 

then pulled it out, pushing the other Wolf backwards with a blow from the shield. The 

warrior staggered backwards, trying to maintain his footing. He seemed to regain his 

composure, slowly standing upright, but his sword arm lowered as if the weight of the 

blade had become too much for him. He looked at Norman and then back to Urick. With 

a sigh, he collapsed to the snow, where his flowing blood froze almost as fast as it leaked 

from his body. 

 

Urick said something as he stared at the body. Obsidian translated it immediately. “There 

are those who would have me fail. I knew this Wolf from when we were pups and I had 

no idea he would be among my enemies.” 

 

“Seen it happen before,” replied Norman, the young Wolf again translating. “You had no 

choice. You did what you had to do. You can have your dragon back. You’ll be needing 

to leave and I don’t think your people should come back. The other guy the gods was 

going to send ain’t as nice as me.” 

 

The black Wolf looked at him. “I cannot leave. I must complete my mission. The 

Meonsafoot people must be brought back into the system of things, or the system is in 

danger of collapsing.” 

 

“System?” 

 

The Wolf nodded. “They have always been our slaves. We have treated them well and 

further released them after a period of years in servitude. They grow our food for us, take 

care of our pups… cook and mend.” 

 

“So this is something new? The slaves revolted!” 

 

“It is against the Meonsafoot nature to revolt.” 

 

“Says who?” 

 

“History.” 

 

Norman snorted. “History is full of people who revolted. I saw a 95 pound water boy 

punch a 350 pound tackle right in the snot locker. Son of a bitch went down too… out 

cold. He just bullied the little guy one time too many. When he come to, I had a little chat 

with him… I was at 385 pounds back then and a lot meaner than I am now. We came to 

an understanding and he never bothered the kid again.” 

 

The Chieftain’s expression never changed. “So are you telling me that you are a defender 

of the weak, or that sometimes the weak fight back?” he asked through his son. 

 

“Both. Are you willing to negotiate?” 

 



 

Urick looked at Charga and spoke in his heavily accented Wolf dialect. Obsidian 

continued his translation. “Your grandmother was your Chieftain?” 

 

Charga nodded in the affirmative, but said nothing. 

 

“She was a brave woman. I think she was like this ‘water boy’ your ‘Beast’ spoke of. I 

regretted having to kill her, but she was trying to resist.” 

 

“You don’t kill a person for trying to resist,” Norman interjected. 

 

The Wolf calmly turned back to him. “She was about to run me through with a spear.” He 

pulled his cape back and displayed a wound across his ribs. 

 

The big cat nodded. “No more killing… can we agree to that?” 

 

“I agree,” replied the Wolf. “For now… at least until we talk. I do not kill for the pleasure 

of killing; but I have a duty.” 

 

“Fair enough,” Norman told him. Then he turned to Charga. “Do you agree with this 

Chieftain Charga?” 

 

The small cat woman looked at him, at first not understanding, and then his words jelled 

in her mind. Norman was recognizing her as Chieftain of her people. He had taken 

himself out of the picture as protector, and become the governing body for the 

negotiations. She bowed to him, and then said to the Wolf, “Will you do me the honor of 

having a meal in my home.” 

 

Urick bent and wiped his dagger blade on the body of his former second in command. 

Standing, he put it back into its place of hiding. “I accept,” he said formally, bowing to 

her. Turning to his son, he said something that the young Wolf did not translate. Norman 

glanced at the young Wolf and noticed the swell of emotion on the boy’s face.  

 

“I am no longer a dead man,” he whispered, as if to himself. He looked at The Beast. 

“My father says that, with your permission, I will lead a party to reattach the dragon’s 

head to our boat.” 

 

Norman nodded his consent and the boy was off at a run. 

 

***** 

 

The meal was simple and unpretentious. The three of them had all been served a 

vegetable stew in similarly sized bowls by the children. This had been Norman’s idea. He 

wanted to press home the point of the betrayal to the Chieftain, and the bowls would 

signify the equality of those involved. His agent, may he rot in the shadows of the goal 

post, had taught him the psychology of the negotiation. The problem had been that the 

teams had employed people even better in the arts. The man had buckled under the 



 

pressure, the weight of which was tripled by a side payment he received on another of his 

represented players and made to an off shore bank. He sold Norman’s talents out for a 

pittance. Norman had foolishly given the man ‘power of attorney’ under his insistence 

that it would speed the negotiations and the deed was done.  

 

‘The Beast’ sighed as the remembrance flashed through his mind. He had then passed it 

off as: ‘more dying flashback crap’. 

 

The three of them had squeezed into the farm hut, which the Meonsafoot had done a good 

job of patching up, even increasing the height of the roof to accommodate Norman’s 

bulk. From what Norman could see, these people were very capable in their ways. They 

had not stood around bemoaning their losses, but had endeavored to set things as right as 

they could. In the middle of the hut was a small fire. Between its warmth and the food, he 

felt a contentment he had not found in years. As the three sat in silence, his mind free 

ranged in and out of thought and he found himself staring at the sky through the small 

smoke hole in the top of the roof. The stars were so bright in the absence of any city 

lights. He wondered if these were the same stars he could never see through the glare of 

the arc lamps lighting up the many night games he’d played.   

 

Charga sat on an opposite end of the fire from Urick and Norman was comfortably 

situated with his back to the corners of the wall. Though the bare floor was cold on his 

bottom, his fur did a good job of protecting him. 

 

“We should begin,” he said softly to the other two, breaking into their thoughts. “If we 

are to get anything resolved, we have to talk. Sitting here in silence accomplishes 

nothing.” 

 

“I agree,” said the Wolf. 

 

Charga nodded. 

 

“I know why I am here,” Norman commented, “But I am at a loss understanding the 

relationship between your two peoples. I do know that things have to change.” 

 

“Change is easy for you to talk about, but my people are dying,” said Urick. “It has been 

a very hard winter and their provisions are almost gone. We were sent here to bring back 

supplies and workers for our village. Change is not in the picture. We have always raided, 

and the Meonsafoot have always provided for us. They keep extra stores against our raids 

and we never leave them with nothing. I do not understand what happened this time. We 

arrived and found that the village had been fortified.” 

 

Norman watched Charga for a change of some sort. He expected anger but she remained 

impassive. It was puzzling to him, but he continued.  

 

“I think they just grew tired of being bullied.” 

 



 

“Perhaps… but look where it got them,” said the Wolf. 

 

“Look where it got you,” Norman retorted. “How did it feel when the shoe was on the 

other foot?” 

 

“Shoe? I do not understand shoe.” 

 

Norman squinted and gave a little smile. “You were on the defensive.” 

 

“We are warriors… we are taught how to be on the defensive.” 

 

“You were afraid.” 

 

“Fear keeps you alive.” 

 

“Seems that didn’t work so good for some of your men… did it?” Norman’s voice was 

like acid and he felt the fur on the back of his neck stand up ever so slightly. He was 

watching Urick’s sword hand and would have killed him out right if he had made a move. 

He was being the Linebacker again and he wanted to see how far he could push this 

quarterback. 

 

“Stop it, both of you,” hissed Charga. “This is my house, and you are both guests. Guests 

do not act like this.” She stood, taking the bowls from them in a way that showed her 

disapproval. When she’d passed them outside to one of the other women, she turned back 

to them, speaking first to the Wolf in his own language, and then instantly translating 

what she’d said for Norman.  

 

“I told him that I want the Wolves to go away and never come back. This is a negotiation. 

Wolves may be warriors, but they have no concept of the gentler things of life. I know 

this from the stories brought back by the slaves they released. My people have suffered 

enough. This is what I want from him… his word that they will stop and just go away 

forever.” 

 

Both Norman and Urick looked at her. Norman was amazed at how forcefully she spoke 

to both of them. There was a depth of strength to her that he had not even considered, but 

he should have; she had already bargained away her own life to gain his assistance. He 

suddenly felt that she’d been severely shorted on the deal. He also realized that she was 

truly his quarterback… she would call the plays. If she had told him to kill Urick right 

then he would have done so. He was a linebacker taught to follow the ball and to be as 

mean as he possibly could be to the other side. 

 

Turning back to the Wolf Chieftain, she continued in her own language. “We grow 

food… the same as you could grow food, but it is too easy for you to steal it from us so 

you never grow enough. Yes we have hidden things, because we have had to have them 

or starve to death after you mad your raids. I never want to see another Wolf. I would kill 

all of you if I could, but it is not our way to kill. Maybe if you were enslaved to the 



 

Meonsafoot you would see why… ” She stopped talking and looked at Norman in a way 

that wrenched at his heart 

 

 “Killing, is killing, is killing,” Norman told her softly. “I have done enough of it, but 

even if you killed all of these Wolves, others would come Charga. That is what we have 

to change.” 

 

She looked at him. “How? These will go and when you are gone they will be back so it 

will continue as it was before.” 

 

“A Wolf’s word is his bond,” Norman told her, quoting Urick’s son. “You said you 

wanted the Chieftain to give you his word…” He looked at Urick. 

 

“I cannot do that,” he replied softly, looking at Norman and not Charga. 

 

Norman nodded his understanding and then explained it to Charga. “It’s warrior bull 

crap,” he told her. “He can’t go back empty handed. He cannot admit defeat. If he goes 

back to his people like that, he will simply be replaced… most likely run out of town in 

disgrace…” He looked at Urick. “Maybe even be forced to kill himself for honor’s 

sake?” 

 

The Wolf nodded. 

 

“And then they will send someone else; someone more like his second in command.” 

 

Charga looked at the Wolf Chieftain, and he again nodded. “He speaks truly.” 

 

“Then we are all doomed,” she whispered. 

 

“Maybe not,” Norman said softly, and they both looked at him. 

 

“Football is war,” he continued, almost talking to himself. “Football is war…  Urick, 

have your people ever been defeated?” 

 

“Yes… it is rare, but they have been.” 

 

“What happened when they were?” 

 

The Chieftain shrugged his shoulders. “We died… and then those who were left returned 

home.” 

 

“And afterwards… what happened afterwards?” 

 

He smiled, but it was an ironic smile. “We sued for peace and came to an understanding.” 

 

“An understanding?” 



 

 

“Yes… we acknowledged that they were indeed strong, and that we granted them their 

lands. Some we then traded with and others we stayed well away from. But I do not see 

the point in all of this. The Meonsafoot would never be able to defeat us.” 

 

Norman smiled slightly, letting the look press his point. “I put up a pretty good fight as I 

recall.” 

 

“You are not Meonsafoot.” 

 

“I was called here by the gods to protect the Meonsafoot. That makes them my people; 

therefore I am a Meonsafoot.” 

 

“Even if this were true,” replied the Wolf, wondering what Norman was getting at. “You 

are only one; we are many. In a pitched fight you would loose.” 

 

“I do not like this talk of more killing,” Charga said, giving Norman a look that melted 

his heart. What she meant was; ‘Kill all the Wolves you want, but I do not want you to 

die’. 

 

“I have a proposal,” he told them both. “I propose that we play a game. If the Meonsafoot 

win, then the Wolves go away and never come back. It will be as if they were defeated by 

a greater nation; and that is what you will tell them when you get home Urick. If the 

Meonsafoot loose, I will go with you to your home as your prisoner. You will tell them 

that the Meonsafoot are now protected by a great nation of Cats like myself and you can 

never come back on pain of death. You can do with me as you wish.” 

 

“What game would you have us play?” Urick asked him suspiciously. 

 

“Football.” 

 

“Futball?” 

 

Norman nodded.  

 

Urick looked at Charga. “Futball?” he asked her, almost amazed. 

 

Charga looked at Norman, and saw his smile. He nodded his head.  

 

“Yes,” she told him, holding out her paw. “Futball.” 

 

Urick grasped it. 

 

“Done,” he told her. “A game of futball. We shall play Meonsafoot rules as a given and 

not Wolf; since we do not want anymore blood to be spilled. We shall come early on the 

day after tomorrow to your futball field. This will give us both time to prepare.” Looking 



 

to Norman, he said, “I was expecting some sort of trick from you Beast. Futball is a 

passion for my people. I think that you will be coming home with me.” 

 

Norman did not like the sound of this, and a voice way in the back of his mind screamed 

that he had just fumbled the ball on his own goal line. Futball… futball…   Charga had 

mentioned…  

 

His jaw dropped when he remember what Charga had said about futball… kickball! He 

had just agreed to settle their differences with a game of soccer! 

 

He had the mental image of the Coach throwing the big ice chest on him again; followed 

by the bench, a sideline television camera, and then whatever else he could lay his hands 

on. 

 

It was not a comforting image. 

 

***** 

 

The following morning Norman woke with the sun well up in the sky. At first he couldn’t 

remember where he was. He had a sudden spark of image; an eyelid being pulled open 

and a bright light flashing on. It burned into his brain the same as if he’d been staring into 

the sun. He shook it off. Standing, he almost bumped his head on the ceiling. 

 

“Dam,” he cursed softly.  

 

Moving out of the hut, he was immediately set upon by the kit who had become the most 

attached to him. She clung to his leg purring loudly. ‘The Beast’ pretended to act as if she 

was not even there, and began a slow walk out into the yard, looking for Charga. Usually 

she was right there. He saw some of the women by the cook fire and a few of the other 

children there as well, but except for the kit attached to his leg, he was actually all alone. 

 

Looking down at the Kit, he asked her, “I don’t suppose you know what’s going on?” 

 

She nodded her head yes, but only continued to purr. 

 

He pulled her off, careful not to hurt her or him, as she’d dug in her nails to stay attached. 

He then gently held her in his arms. 

 

“Talk to me,” he said, burying his face in her middle making her giggle. “Where is 

everyone and why wasn’t I woken up?” 

 

“Futball,” she giggled cheerily. 

 

“Futball? You mean Football right?” 

 



 

“FUTBALL!” she fairly yelled at him, wiggling in his arms as he blew a raspberry on her 

stomach. 

 

Norman put her back on the ground, and she grabbed his paw; tugging on it and leading 

him along. She led him to the cooking fire, where he was handed a large bowl of 

something that tasted rather bland. Next she pulled him to the edge of the woods, where 

he saw a path that was well trampled by many feet. When they were part way down this 

path he took a moment and excused himself to a deeper part of the trees, having to insist 

that she not follow for a few moments. When he came back they would continue on. It 

was amazing that his body worked here just as it did in… real life(?). The question stuck 

in his mind like a loose bearing in an engine that was coming apart. Real life… he would 

have to go back at some point; not that he actually knew how that would work. 

 

As he stood taking care of nature, he heard a quiet sound behind him. 

 

“Psssssstttttttttttt…….” 

 

He turned and saw the Coach peeking out from behind a tree. 

 

“Coach?” he said loudly, and the man made an awful face, waving his arms madly and 

signaling Norman that he should shut his yap. 

 

“Come over her you big moron,” he hissed whispered to him. 

 

“You think I’m stupid?” returned the big Linebacker cowering just a little. “You’re gonna 

slap the snot outta me if I get close enough.” 

 

“Nooooooo….. it’s important… c’mereeeeee…” 

 

Norman relented and as soon as he was in range, the Coach slapped him a good one 

upside the head; but only the one time. 

 

“That’s for not trusting me,” he whispered at the huge cat as he recovered his balance.  

 

In truth it had not even hurt, but Norman’s reaction was one of reflex. “I thought you 

couldn’t do that,” he said, rubbing the spot. 

 

“There’s no one here but me is there; so I can do as I please,” he hiss whispered. “You’ve 

got big troubles. If they ever found out I was out here even Charlie couldn’t help me.” 

 

“I won the bet Coach. That’s what Charlie wanted… so now it’s done. No matter who 

wins the game, the Wolves go away, and the Meonsafoot people are saved.” He shrugged 

his shoulders. “I’m sorry if all those people ya mentioned are so upset; their loss not 

mine. I did what I was supposed to do and Charlie won… so where’s the problem?” 

 



 

“That Charga girl is a gonner Norman. Charlie already took her. Now there’s an even 

bigger bet going on over this stupid soccer match you set up.” 

 

Norman’s legs wobbled and he sat back in the snow not sure of what he’d just heard. The 

kit’s voice called out to him and he replied to her, insisting that she stay where she was; 

that he would be done in a moment. He then turned his full attention back to the Coach. 

 

“Get her back!” he hissed. 

 

“What are you talking about? You got a staggering job ahead of you Norman. I know ya 

never played soccer before but I think ya still got a chance. Don’t blow this one Norman, 

and there will be great things in it for us.” 

 

“Us?” he asked, no longer whispering. 

 

“SHHHhhhhhhhh… keep your voice down, or they might hear you.” 

 

“Get her back here now!” 

 

“You don’t understand…” 

 

Norman stood and reared to his full height…  

 

“GET HER BACK NOW OR THE GAME IS OFF! YOU GOT THAT? CHARLIE CAN 

GO TO HELL, TAKE ME WITH HIM, AND WE’LL SIT AROUND ROASTING 

MARSHMELLOWS!” 

 

“Norman…” 

 

‘The Beast’ snarled at the Coach and then put his face very close to the man’s. “Yeah 

Coach… you know what that means. Charlie loses his fuking bet and I was your idea. 

He’s gonna trash you realllll good. Straight to hell and don’t pass ‘GO’. No football dead 

league… no coaching… and you’ll be stacking the wood for our marshmallow roast.” He 

smiled real big. “Maybe we’ll even be using your sorry carcass for the fire.” 

 

For the first time that he could ever remember, Norman found his Coach could say 

nothing at all. 

 

The kit’s voice called out to him again and she sounded scared. He replied to her in a 

gentle voice saying he was coming. Turning back to the man, he hissed, “I’ll be where 

ever it is this little one is taking me. Tell Charlie to bring Charga there and do it in 

person. I got a few things I want to tell him.” 

 

It was not a request. 

 

 



 

By the time Norman walked out of the woods and down the path into the playing area, his 

anger had subsided from raging inferno to a smoldering pile of green lumber. Everything 

that had happened to him so far had run through his mind as he walked with the kit. It 

was like watching a news loop that simply would not stop. She’d been anxiously tugging 

at his paw since he hadn’t picked her back up. She sensed the change in him and it was 

frightening. 

 

Questions flashed across the horizons of his mind like heat lightening. ‘Who am I…’ 

‘What am I…’ ‘ Where am I…’ Images popped and sparked; paramedics, dead Wolves, 

the Coach, the body of the dead kit… and every football game he’d ever suffered 

through. Voices flooded his mind beginning with the Beast in the basement calling him a 

sissy, to the sounds of the Director calling out ludicrous instructions to him and then 

yelling ‘CUT-CUT-CUT!’. There were also a gaggle of others he didn’t recognize but 

whose mental image was of a crowd of angry faces all connected to fistfuls of money 

which were being shaken at him.  

 

Ahead were the Meonsafoot, kicking a ball around a large field with large netted goals at 

each end of it. When they saw him, play stopped, and the laughing banter that had been 

carrying on blew away with the wind. They had not stopped in awe of him… they 

stopped because of how he looked; which was deathly pale. Through his fur he appeared 

almost as white as the snow on the ground. 

 

Norman made it as far as mid field before collapsing; his eyes squeezed shut against the 

pain. 

 

BEEEEEEEEEeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeeee…………………… 

 

“CODE BLUE… WE HAVE A CODE BLUE…. DOCTOR FRANKLIN TO I.C.U. 

STAT…” 

 

CRASH CART…. DAMMIT HURRY UP…. POWER ON…….. 

 

WhhhhhheeeeeeeeeEeeEEEEeEEEEEEEEEEEE…………….. 

 

“CLEAR!” 

 

KATHUMP…….. 

 

“Damn! Again!” 

 

WhhhhhheeeeeeeeeEeeEEEEeEEEEEEEEEEEE…………….. 

 

 

“CLEAR!” 

 

KATHUMP…….. 



 

 

“We have a pulse!” 

 

There was a small amount of applause that faded into the background like a cheap sound 

track and Norman was left floating in blackness. Eventually his senses came back to him, 

but he could not be sure if he was dreaming, awake, or … he just didn’t know. When he 

opened his eyes he found that he was sitting on a hard wooden stool at a small card table. 

On the table was a pair of dice. They sat together with the one spots up. For every intent 

and purpose they looked like the empty eye sockets in a skull. 

 

“I never asked for any of this!” he said loudly to the darkness around him. To his 

amazement and relief, his voice was still that of ‘The Beast’ and not of one Norman 

Smith. 

 

“You’re right Norman, you didn’t.” The voice was that of the Coach. The smallish man 

stepped into the narrow beam of light that played on the table. He was only visible from 

the waist up and his old university football jacket seemed to hang from his frame. The red 

and beige front and sides looked tattered, and his matching cap was pushed well back 

onto his forehead. His hands, as always, were in the pockets of the jacket. “But you was 

dying. I grabbed your hand Norman and kept you from fall’n all the way down the 

mountain.” 

 

“Save it Coach. I’m done listening to your drivel. I got sucked in once, it ain’t gonna 

happen again. I bought in to it just like you hoped I would. Problem is… I got sucked in a 

little too hard. Now I got a problem and I don’t think I want to discuss it with you. 

You’re just a flunky. Where’s Charlie?” 

 

The Coach’s face showed that the words had hurt him and Norman almost felt bad… but 

now the Coach was on the other team and his getting hurt didn’t matter anymore; it was 

just a part of the game.  

 

A black robed figure stepped into the light but only to where the robe merged with the 

darkness till you could hardly make out one from the other. 

 

“He wants me to tell you that there are rules. He’s sorry about that, but rule number one 

is that; when a soul is called for one has to be taken. It’s not a negotiable item. Your gal 

Charga made her deal and signed for it in blood. That’s an ‘on paper’ contract Norman.” 

 

Norman snorted. “You always told me there was no contract in the world that couldn’t be 

broken if the right offer was tabled.” 

 

Charlie reached out and picked up the dice. His boney hand shook them lightly and 

tossed them on the table. They came up snake eyes again, landing right where they had 

been; and the skull eyes stared at the football player. The hooded figure nodded at the 

Coach. 

 



 

“He wants to know what you have in mind.” 

 

“Me for Charga,” he replied without hesitation. “That and I’ll play for you willingly, but I 

want to be a Quarterback and I don’t want to play for your buddy over there. Oh… and I 

want to name my team and I get to pick the mascot and the team colors. I also get to pick 

65% of the players.” 

 

Charlie picked up the dice again, shook them and tossed them on the table. They came up 

as a three. He looked at the Coach. 

 

“You finish the game with the Wolves and he’ll consider your request.” 

 

“No!” Norman said strongly. “It ain’t no fuking request!” He cursed, because he knew it 

would be offensive. “I don’t take ‘considered’s’.”   

 

He decided to lay all of his cards on the table. He was a Linebacker and it was time for 

the Blitz.  

 

“Charga back now… that’s not negotiable.” He looked directly at Charlie, and lowered 

his voice slightly. “The rest of it’s fluff and you know it. Hell… I’ll even play for the 

Coach and you can stuff the Quarterback thing; but I don’t budge unless you swap us out. 

That’s within your rules… you said so… a soul was called for; no one specified which 

soul. You do that and I’ll play your stupid game all the way through.”  

 

Norman squinted his eyes and stared at Charlie. “That way you don’t lose face since ya 

already claimed the win. That option I do have and, damn it, I will use it. I believe it’s 

called ‘free will’. I remember that from Sunday School.” He smiled at the robed figure. 

“It sorta makes us people unpredictable. Scary ain’t it?” 

 

The hooded figure turned and looked at the Coach. He in turn looked very nervous. “I 

didn’t say a word… I swear.” 

 

Charlie picked up the dice again, shook them, and then tossed them on the table. They 

came up a seven. 

 

Charlie pointed to the Coach and made a quick gesture with his hand. Coach, still looking 

very nervous, produced a parchment like document from inside his jacket and handed it 

to Norman. The big cat saw a reddish brown paw print at the bottom of it. 

 

“Charlie says to tear it in half and toss it on the table.” 

 

Norman did as he was told, glancing up at Charlie as he tossed the torn paper over top of 

the dice. He looked the same as when Norman had first seen him in the woods.  

 

“It’s done,” said the Coach… and then everything faded to black. 

 



 

 

“Beast… Beast… wake up Beast.” 

 

Norman felt many hands upon his body, all gently shaking him. He rolled onto his back 

and opened his eyes. The first thing that struck him was the blueness of the sky. A small 

face positioned itself over his own and he recognized her scent even before his brain 

understood who exactly was looking down at him. His arms worked as if on their own, 

scooping her in and hugging her to himself amidst the laughter of everyone present. 

 

Holding her to him, he sat up and looked at all the faces watching him. The Meonsafoot 

people were becoming more than just faces to him now. He recognized each of them, 

though he still was having a problem remembering the names. 

 

“I believe we have a Futball game to win!” he said loudly, and they all cheered.  

 

They had a practice game then. Other than in High School gym class, Norman had never 

played soccer. He was amazed. As big as he was… as fast as he was… he could not get 

close to the ball, while all around him danced laughing little Cat like creatures, passing, 

kicking, and stealing the ball easily when ever he did get it. 

 

As quiet as they were, as un-warlike as they might have been, the small little Meonsafoot 

were the most agile creatures he had ever seen in his life. 

 

In short order, they had a group huddle from which Norman was excluded. Charga 

emerged from the huddle and politely approached him wishing to discuss his abilities. It 

had been proposed, unanimously, that he should be taught how to tend goal; where his 

bulk alone filled most of the scoring area. 

 

He agreed… it made sense… but inwardly he wished he could tackle someone. 

 

 

The next day Norman really and truly wished that he could tackle someone. As he 

watched the game from his position in front of the goal, he was sickly aware that the 

score was now four to nothing in favor of the Wolves. The Meonsafoot had been playing 

as hard as they could but the Wolves were just a little bit larger, and that allowed for a 

superior running quality. That much was as obvious as the nose on his face. 

 

The rules were simple. There were seven players on both sides, plus a goal tender. The 

first team to score seven goals would win. Meonsafoot rules required that there could be 

no body contact between the ball handler and his opposing number. All but the goalie 

could use any part of their body during play except their paws. The goalies were free to 

catch the ball, but they could not throw it back into play… it had to be kicked. Norman, 

himself, had actually blocked several goal attempts. His size helped, but the Wolves soon 

learned how to get around this and each goal they scored was like a physical wound. 

Unlike the teams he’d played against in the past, the player scoring the goal did no 



 

strange and egotistical celebratory dance. Even being four goals behind, he found an 

admiration for the Wolves in this. They were very efficient in what they did.  

 

After a goal was scored, both teams would huddle for a brief moment at their own end of 

the field and play was then resumed with the team who had just been scored against 

taking possession of the ball, which was then kicked into play by the goalie. 

 

They even had referees consisting of one Wolf, and one Meonsafoot, both of whom were 

sworn to remain absolutely neutral. So far as he could tell, Norman thought both had kept 

absolutely to their oath. 

 

After the forth goal Norman held his hand up and walked out onto the field requesting a 

time out. The referees conferred for a moment and then the time out was granted. 

Apparently in Wolf Rules time outs were not permitted, but under Meonsafoot Rules they 

were. 

 

Norman took his team out of ear shot and gathered them around himself. The other 

Meonsafoot people, who had been silently watching, also gathered around. Some put 

arms around the others, giving comfort as best they could. All of them looked very 

serious. Charga came and stood next to Norman. The only one to be excluded was the 

referee… least it be said that he was not being fair. 

 

Looking at them, Norman remembered all the violent tirades his coach had gone on to 

rally his team. He had just opened his mouth in imitation when he stopped himself. The 

Meonsafoot looked up at him expectantly, but he could not bring himself to chew them 

out. Instead, he squatted on the ground, fixed them each with a look, and then told them; 

“We need a plan.” 

 

When the team came back out onto the field, Norman lumbered to the central position on 

the field across from Urick. One of the Meonsafoot took his place as goalie.  

 

“Do you think this is wise?” asked the Wolf. 

 

The big footballer bit back the sarcastic remark he was about to make. The question was 

asked in earnest and it was about him coming off of the goal position to play the field. 

His brain took a quick second to digest the fact. 

 

“Yes,” he replied. It was all he could think to say. 

 

Play was about to commence when the Wolf referee ran out onto the field stopping 

things. 

 

“There are only six players on the Meonsafoot side!” he proclaimed.  

 

“Seven!” Norman said loudly and then turned to show him Charga holding on to his 

back.  



 

 

There were mumbled voices from the Wolf side of the field.  

 

The two referees discussed this between themselves and the Wolf turned to the field in 

general and loudly proclaimed; “There is no rule against this. The number is seven. 

Commence playing! 

 

Norman signaled the new goaltender and he dropkicked the ball clear into the middle of 

the Wolves’ side of the field. This, by itself was unusual because by doing so the 

Meonsafoot lost all control of the ball. It also startled the Wolves enough that precious 

seconds were lost before they rallied and chased after it. By then, Norman was down the 

field, kicking it again just in front of himself. Charga had mounted his shoulders all the 

way, and was yelling information to him, watching around and behind him. All focus of 

attention was on the pair as Norman controlled and played with the ball just enough to 

stay somewhat ahead. They did not notice the other two Meonsafoot racing as fast as they 

could straight down to the opposite side of the field. At a given point, they turned inward, 

running the patterns that Norman had described for them. 

 

When the time was right, Norman feinted a mighty kick right at the Wolves’ goaltender, 

and then passed the pall to the Meonsafoot, who easily kicked it into the goal. Norman let 

out one yell when it went in… and then realized that no one else had. He actually blushed 

and would have apologized if anyone had been standing near to him.  

 

Urick barked a command and the Wolves continued play with out stopping, choosing not 

to huddle. Speed was their ally and they quickly ran down the field so the goalie could 

field the ball to them. Unlike the other times when the Meonsafoot followed them, the 

one who had kicked the goal rushed in and attempted a block. By the rules he could not 

touch the goalie, but nothing said he could not try to block the kick. Norman did the 

same, running in like a freight train from the opposite side. As he did so, he reached 

around behind himself, grasping Charga and bringing her to his front.  

 

The goalie, now in a panic, kicked the ball straight down the field, between Norman and 

the blocking Meonsafoot. With an easy toss, Norman propelled Charga directly in the 

way of the ball and she blocked its progress nicely. Norman recovered, and kicked the 

ball so powerfully that it went right through the goaltender’s fingers. This time Norman 

was sure not to let out any type of noise at all, though the urge to bellow for all he was 

worth was almost overwhelming. 

 

As the Wolves moved back down the field, Urick called for a time out. As he passed 

Norman, he actually smiled. 

 

“I underestimated you,” he said in a low voice. 

 

Norman just nodded. 

 



 

While the Wolves were in their huddle, the Meonsafoot huddled as well. They had just 

recovered two of the goals and hope had been rekindled. ‘The beast’ turned and looked at 

the opposing team, finding Urick staring at him too. He waved and the Wolf waved back. 

He was pleased to see that Urick’s son stood next to him… and then it occurred to him 

that the Urick had told him the boy was the fastest of all the Wolves. He smiled to 

himself. That would be the thing to watch in the next attack. Without a doubt…  

 

When the Wolves were ready, both teams came out onto the field. This time Charga 

stayed back by the goal as an extra defender and Norman went to midfield and faced off 

once again with Urick. The two stood staring at each other and then there was the sound 

of the kick; both teams intermingled. Norman turned and fell back towards his own goal 

as fast as he could. As he ran, he held out his arms and two Meonsafoot leapt for them, 

one now hanging from each huge paw.  Norman then headed for the ball which was 

being, as he had guessed, brought speedily down field by Urick’s son. The boy was ahead 

of all the other players and would have had a straight in shot at the goal except that 

Charga moved to head him off. He easily maneuvered around her, but it took precious 

seconds off his run. When he was in range, he made his kick. Norman, coming up fast, 

would have been too late, except he now swung the Meonsafoot hanging from his right 

paw like a bat. The small cat’s feet struck the ball and it sailed all the way back up to the 

other end of the field. True to the rules, nothing but the Cat’s feet had touched the ball; no 

penalty was called. The ball was then recovered by the three Meonsafoot who were left. 

These three had stayed on the other end of the field as Norman instructed. They were 

alone and unhindered. Between them, they easily maneuvered the ball around the 

goaltender and scored. 

 

The score was now only one goal apart. Though there was no outward cry of victory… 

no show of emotion, other than a few paws shaken, Norman could now see that the 

Meonsafoot players were on fire. 

 

The next goal was scored singularly by the Meonsafoot with no special instructions from 

Norman. In fact, the small cat who made the goal did so and was knocked unconscious in 

the same moment. He had just accomplished the tremendous feat of stealing the ball from 

one of the Wolf players and was driving it in, when he kicked it right into the goalies feet. 

The goalie, in gut reaction, kicked it straight back at him. Meaning to take the ball with a 

head butt, the Meonsafoot caught the ball full in the face. It ricocheted off of him and into 

the goal, but the impact knocked him back and he lay unmoving on the ground.   

 

Both sides ran to him and he was carried off of the field to recover.  

 

It took Norman a moment to realize that the Wolves did not need to do this. Perhaps the 

image as wonton killers of children was, as in all societies, brought about by the few. 

 

The next, but almost goal, was a penalty kick by Norman. As in all games, mistakes are 

made. In this game of ‘Futball’ mistakes, as in other games, were dealt with by penalty 

kicks; the offended party kicking against the offending party. Norman had been playing 

the ball down at the Wolves’ end of the field, again with Charga on his back, when he 



 

was crashed into by none other than Urick’s son. The young Wolf was doing his best to 

shadow Norman, as that was the instruction he’d been given, when Norman moved his 

body one way, and his feet the other. It was an old trick he’d used as far back as the Pee 

Wee football leagues of his childhood. The two had crashed together, and since Norman 

had control of the ball, the penalty was against Obsidian who was left to guard the goal. 

 

Norman’s kick was so powerful that it swept right through the young Wolf’s blocking 

legs. Unfortunately, the ball was deflated. Popping loudly when it impacted Obsidian’s 

legs, it did not roll any farther; and so did not count as a goal.  

 

The game was adjourned to lunch at a tie score so the ball could be mended. 

 

As they walked off the field Norman heard the sound of music. One of the Meonsafoot 

had come up with something akin to a fiddle and was playing it for all he was worth next 

to the large fire the women had been cooking on. Two of the children danced in front of 

him until one of the women came over and chased them to their chores. Nowhere that the 

huge cat looked did he find anything even approaching animosity. The Wolves sat in 

small groups. Here and there they also sat alone with a Meonsafoot, or two, for company.  

 

Neither side was armed. 

 

Charga waved him over to a spot close but not too close to the fire where there was a 

large blanket on the ground. She did not talk to him immediately, but sent one of the kits 

to fetch the Wolf Chieftain. “Tell him we would be honored if he would join us for food,” 

she told the child, making her repeat the words to insure she had them right. 

 

“You did real good out there…” Norman told her; but she interrupted him before he 

could finish. 

 

“Do not say the words that will anger the gods,” she chastised. “There is no place for 

singular talk in the playing of Futball.” 

 

“Say what?” 

 

“No one person scores a goal… no one person celebrates the victory; or sorrows in the 

defeat.” 

 

“You sound like the Coach, but he still let us whoop and holler as much as we wanted to. 

That’s all part of the game and it helps get you’re adrenalin worked up.” 

 

“Adrenalin?” 

 

“Yeah… it gets you going… makes you stronger… your body makes it… ahhhh… never 

mind. It’s probably just a guy thing anyways.” 

 



 

Charga sat looking up at him, and then slowly, she knelt down next to him, placing her 

paw on his massive arm. Norman thought his insides were going to melt. 

 

“When we are done here Beast, I shall be going away. I will miss you.” 

 

“Going...” he began but she stood and put a finger to his lips. Hugging his head, she 

reached down and pulled on his paw until he raised it up. She pressed her breasts into it 

and for that moment in time; Norman’s heart stopped… and then started again. 

 

“Am I… that is to say… is this a bad time?” The voice spoke in Meonsafoot but was 

heavily accented. 

 

Norman looked up to find Urick standing next to the blanket. He wanted so bad to yell 

out that; ‘Yes! Bad time bad time! Go away!’… but he did not. 

 

Charga turned and wiped her eyes. “We wish you to have a meal with us before we again 

play,” she told him in Wolf. 

 

Urick bowed formally. “Thank you, but I think that perhaps there is more here than I 

should see. Perhaps another day would be better.” 

 

“There will be no ‘other’ day,” she told him without explanation. He accepted the 

statement and sat.  

 

Within seconds, the three had been served bowls of vegetable stew. Urick’s bowl was 

larger than Charga’s, but Norman’s was three times again larger that that. He would have 

wondered where they had found such a large bowl, except that his mind was not on the 

stew. In fact, he hardly even tasted it. Charlie D. had not told Charga about the change of 

plans. His eyes narrowed in anger. If the Coach had made one of his appearances at that 

moment, Norman would have insured that the man died a second time.   

 

The Beast mumbled something as he looked towards the forest.  

 

“Did you say something?” asked Urick in his own language. Charga automatically 

translated. 

 

“Yessssss……” replied the big cat, never taking his eyes off of the woods. “I was cursing 

Death.” 

 

“Really? Then we have that in common. I think this is something we all do at times, 

especially when our time has run out; but is this a common thing among your kind?” 

 

Norman turned back to him, the strange three way conversation fitting the moment like a 

glove. “It happens often enough. Death is a common bastard with common addictions 

just like all the rest of us. He bets on things he shouldn’t otta bet on and…. Oh… never 

mind.” 



 

 

Charga leaned against him ever so lightly and he felt the heat of her body on his. 

 

“You sound as if you know him personally,” said Urick. 

 

“I’ve met him a few times. He don’t talk much; probably welched on a bet and got his 

tongue cut out.” 

 

The black Wolf chuckled, but Charga was strangely quiet, leaning against him even more 

than she had. 

 

“S’ok,” he told her. “It’s all taken care of.” 

 

She just looked up at him and her eyes seemed a million miles away. 

 

When everyone had eaten and enough time was given to the digestion of the meal, the 

game began again.  

 

The fifth goal went to the Wolves. Before the game began, they had huddled at their end 

of the field and come out with a play that Norman truly admired. In Futball, the ball was 

much harder to hide, but hide it the Wolves did with a combination of moving feet and 

blocking bodies. With Charga pounding on his head signaling a wrong move on his part, 

Norman had gone charging after the feint. The ball flew down field and it was three 

Wolves on the lone goaltender. The small Cat like creature didn’t stand a chance. 

 

The Meonsafoot next came up with a plan of their own. Norman was politely asked to 

guard the goal and then they ran the ball down field scoring on a very intricate series of 

passes. The score was again tied, but the game was far from over.  

 

The next kick came from the Wolf side of the field. With a sound Norman heard all the 

way on his side of the field, their goalie sent the ball sailing towards his goal in a high 

arc. It bounced down at the same time that three Wolves reached the area no more than 

ten feet away. There were a series of four short passes which totally confused ‘The 

Beast’, and the ball easily went into the net. The score was now six to five. 

 

Norman was about to slam his paw against the goal when he caught himself.  

 

“No anger…” he muttered under his breath. “No anger… mustn’t piss off the damned 

gods…” 

 

In the back of his mind, he heard the laughter of multiple voices and he bit his tongue till 

he tasted blood. He knew they were watching… wanting him to lose… betting whatever 

it was they bet with each other that he would lose. He would not give in. 

 

He called for a time out. 

 



 

When they broke from their huddle, Norman came out of it with a clear head. He smelled 

the air; it was cold and crisp. Being down wind from the Wolves, he picked up their scent 

and his memory matched it to them with out conscious thought. There was no noise in the 

air except the crunching of paws on the frozen ground. Everything seemed once again to 

be in slow motion, just like in the cheap B grade thriller he’d been involved with; the 

irony of this did not pass him by.  

 

Turning, he saw Charga on the sidelines where he’d sent her. A small cloud of steam 

appeared where her breath met the frigid air. She looked worried and walked along the 

sideline keeping pace with him. Their eyes met… and then he turned to the business at 

hand. 

 

Inside… in his heart… he wanted to form the team up and call the numbers. Four plays to 

a goal… it would be that easy… four plays… just four. 

 

The ball was kicked out by the goaltender… and things became a blur. Norman followed 

to the inside of the ball handler, passing the ball back and forth with him, using his bulk 

to shield him from his Wolf counterparts. With the rules of ‘no contact’ the Wolves could 

not go through him since he was handling the ball and he was always just one step ahead 

so he was not the one threatening contact with them… just in case there was a rule he was 

not aware of. Of the run, after the Meonsafoot scored the goal, all that Norman could 

remember were: feet and ball, feet and ball, feet and ball. 

 

The score was now six to six. 

 

Norman sprinted back to his own goal. He was actually winded and a little dizzy. He 

glanced over at Charga and she gave him a small worried looking smile. 

 

He heard a huge crowd applauding. Spinning, he looked behind himself, but saw only 

trees. A marching band began to play…. and he heard cheering. Standing straight, he 

roared for all he was worth at the naked forest. It was an angry roar… the sound of an 

animal in pain. His own voice startled him as it shook the quiet day and he blinked as if 

waking from a bad dream. He turned, looking again to the sidelines and the small cat who 

meant so much to him. 

 

Charga almost ran out onto the field, but he motioned her back, shaking his head in the 

negative; there could not be more than seven on the playing field. 

 

There was the sound of a referee’s whistle and the audible noise of a foot making contact 

with a ball. Norman looked up to find the Futball sailing through the air towards him. 

Immediately the sound of the cheering crowd was back. The ascending wave like chant 

leading to the kickoff washed over him and then the voices broke into; ‘HOLD THAT 

LINE – HOLD THAT LINE!’ 

 

Before he could stop himself, Norman was running through the ranks of his team with an 

arm raised high signaling for a fair catch. As soon as the ball dropped into his arms, all of 



 

the crowd noises disappeared and the only noise he then heard was the wind rushing past 

his ears as he ran. Realizing what had happened he slowed his run until he was standing 

still and just staring down at the ball in his paws. 

 

The Meonsafoot referee walked up to him and, holding his paws out, gently took it from 

him. Looking up at Norman with emotion that he could not hide, he told him simply, 

“Free kick for the Wolves. You must guard the goal.” 

 

Urick came up to the pair and accepted the ball from the referee. As the opposing team’s 

Captain, it was his right to the kick. The rest of his team and that of the Meonsafoot 

moved to the sidelines, which was a requirement of the penalty. Only the two players 

were to be on the field.  

 

Looking at Norman in a quizzical way, Urick asked him, “Are you well?” 

 

The big cat looked at him, seeing actual concern in the Wolf’s expression, and was 

puzzled by it. Urick seemed to read his mind. 

 

“If we are to win, I want it to be a fair victory, not one that has a reason reaching into the 

shadows of unfairness.” 

 

Norman shook his head in understanding. “My being here is not without its costs.” 

 

They began walking to the Meonsafoot side of the field. 

 

“Thus your knowledge of Death?” 

 

“Yes.” 

 

“Is there something that I should know perhaps?” 

 

“It’s all one big fuking game to them,” Norman sighed. 

 

“To who?” 

 

“The gods. They’re all blood sucking bastards.” 

 

“Be careful what you say Beast,” Urick whispered. “They might hear you.” 

 

Norman stopped and looked at the Wolf. Urick stopped and returned his gaze.  

 

“I’m tired of being careful. They have their jobs to do, but they also view us as their little 

bit of entertainment. They can’t control us… something called free will, and it really 

really bothers them. Since they can’t control us, they wager on us.” He turned and began 

walking again. Urick followed. “And they cheat like hell,” he added as they walked. 

“There is never a level playing field.” 



 

 

Urick stopped, as he had reached the point from where he would kick the ball. His team 

and the Meonsafoot team were now watching from the sidelines. Norman was left to 

stand alone in front of the goal, and this he did, crouching down with his arms extended. 

   

The referees both signaled that the game was to commence. Urick positioned the ball for 

his kick, and then backed up the distance of two body lengths. Before he kicked, he fixed 

Norman’s eyes with his own, and nodded. His run forward was made with all the strength 

that he could muster. Norman braced himself to leap to the right or left as he would need 

to do. He’d already missed five times and he knew that he was not as good at this as he 

needed to be. 

 

The kick was made… and the huge cat was totally surprised by the path the ball took.  

 

Urick’s kick popped up, and then right back down again, landing with incredible 

backspin. It came gently to a stop at his feet and then rolled two feet back as he reached 

for it. 

 

Norman looked at the ball, and then up at Urick. The big black Wolf smiled the first 

smile Norman could remember.  

 

“That was for the children,” Urick told him softly in the still air. He shrugged his 

shoulders. “Freewill. As you say Beast; ‘Fuk the blood sucking bastards’.” He exhaled 

slowly and a cloud of fog played out onto the wind. Raising his voice, he said loudly, 

“The playing ground is level again. Now we truly play for the final point.” 

 

This time there was cheering and it was not in Norman’s head, but from the Meonsafoot 

and the Wolves’ who were watching from the sidelines. Both teams went to their 

respective sides, and huddled. Norman again squatted on the ground so his head would be 

at the same level as those of his people. 

 

“It’s up to you now,” he told them, looking at each in turn and speaking their names. 

“You know what to do. Charga and I will be sitting this last point out. I have faith in 

you… win or lose… I have faith.” 

 

Norman raised a large paw in the air and they all pressed in on him placing their paws on 

his. Their fur pressed against his, and in this, Norman Smith, ex-pro football player found 

the thing that had eluded him his entire life. 

 

Within minutes, the final point was scored. The Futball had been kicked into the goal 

belonging to the Wolves. 

 

Norman, standing on the sidelines, roared. Scooping Charga into his arms, he closed his 

eyes and hugged her to himself as she held him. It was glorious… it was too wonderful to 

believe… it was… 

 



 

“CUT! THAT’S A WRAP!” 

 

(the picture reverts to black and white) 

 

The command was followed by applause, and voices yelling ‘Bravo! Bravo!’ 

 

Norman blinked. Bright lights blinded him, and then one by one the lights began blinking 

off. He felt a small body wiggling in his arms and looked down to find a smallish actress 

hanging there. She was dressed in a ‘Batman’ like leather outfit that left her almost 

topless, but not quite. She smiled up at him with adoring eyes. 

 

“You can put me down now Stan,” she whispered. “You’re sorta hurting my ribs here. 

Maybe we can take it back up later tonight… huh? I’ll even wear the cat outfit for ya.”  

 

He dropped her like she was diseased, and took a step backwards. She gave him a hurt 

look, and then got up and stalked off showing exactly how she felt with her body 

language. 

 

“Damn it all Stan!” yelled the Director. “That was some of the best acting I have ever 

seen, and I’ve seen a lot of acting in my time! There’s not only gonna be just a sequel 

here pal… but one after that, and one after that… hell… this is gonna be huge! It’s gonna 

be hugely huge! You’re gonna be the name on every set of lips in the country! Hell… in 

the whole damn world!”  

 

Norman blinked and looked around himself. He was on the movie set. Near by, extras in 

Wolf costumes were moving off of to the extra’s dressing room. One of them, in the 

guise of a jet black Wolf waved to him. He looked down, and found that the snow under 

his feet was nothing more than blown Styrofoam. 

 

“What just happened here?” he asked, looking towards the man who’d been yelling his 

excitement. 

 

“What just happened?!”  He turned and looked at his assistant.  “Robbie! Stan Jazbo 

wants to know what just happened here!” 

 

“We made a movie?” 

 

“We made a movie…” The man’s voice echoed his disapproval and he waved a hand 

dismissively. “That’s what I get for hiring my nephew.” Turning back to Norman, he said 

loudly and expansively, “Stan Baby… WE MADE A 

MOOOOOVVVIEEEEEEEEEE!!!!”  

 

He came forward and put his arms around the actor’s middle, giving him a huge hug.  

 



 

“We’re gonna be rich baby… and you can take that to the bank… rich beyond your 

wildest dreams, not to mention you’re gonna be the hottest new actor to hit the silver 

screen in years! CAN WE SAY OSCAR HERE???!!!” 

 

“I don’t feel so good,” Norman said quietly, still looking around in disbelief. “Can I go to 

my trailer?” 

 

“Sure, sure… whatever you want Stan… you just ask for it. We’re going to dinner 

tonight baby… it’s on me! Damn… I never thought an actor would have such a good 

idea.” He poked a finger into the big man’s chest, punctuating his words. “You… told… 

me… the other plot was crap. You… told… me… there was a better way. You… told… 

me… what direction to go with the movie. And then you adlib the entire damn thing! 

Pure genius Stan; you are pure genius. We all owe you big time; myself included. 

Anything you want, you just name it!” 

 

“I want to go to my trailer,” he said again softly.  

 

The Director looked closely at the actor’s face and saw tears running from his bloodshot 

eyes. Either it was another reaction like the one he’d had at the beginning of the film, or 

the poor bastard was so into the filming that coming down off the high was beginning to 

take its toll already. 

 

“Robbie! Come over here and take Mr. Jazbo to his trailer. I think he’s having a hard 

time seeing.” 

 

Norman allowed himself to be lead meekly back to his trailer by the hand. He bent to go 

through the door, and then turning, thanked the young man who had lead him and closed 

it behind himself. He stood for a moment, just looking at the door. He knew the mirror 

was behind him and he did not want to look into it. It would only re-enforce that he was 

nothing more than a man in a monster suit. That was something he did not want to be 

reminded of… his heart was breaking. 

 

There was a soft knock at the door and Norman pushed it open with such force that there 

was a thump, and an ‘oof’, and the sound of someone plopping down to the ground with a 

thump. It was Garbo. In one hand he held onto his costume recovery kit. The man felt 

around on the ground for his glasses, which he found, and placed back on his face. They 

sat comically on his nose having been bent badly by his plump bottom. His look was one 

of adoration. His ship had finally come in, and it came in the form of one rather thick 

witted ex-football playing movie magic genius. 

 

“Stan babbbbbyyyyyyy… we have to get the costume off of you. That’s one for the 

museum now because this movie is going to set all kinds of records.” 

 

“Later,” Norman told him, and closed the door again. 

 



 

Without thinking he turned away from the door, and stopped. Seeing himself in the 

mirror, he frowned; the costume now looked more than just a bit worn.  

 

“And what would you know about it, huh?” Norman asked the reflection softly.  

 

He sighed, ignored the reflection, and sat down heavily in his padded make up chair. He 

recognized his own words… the words he had spoken to the same mirror at the very 

beginning. Right before… 

  

There was a knock at the door. 

 

“Go away Garbo!” 

 

“Message for Mr. Norman ‘The Beast’ Smith!”  

 

Norman looked at the door. No one around here called him Norman Smith let alone ‘The 

Beast’. Rising, he looked back to the mirror, waiting for something strange to happen, but 

everything was as it was supposed to be.  

 

Opening the door, he found a smallish man standing at the bottom of the steps next to a 

sleek looking bicycle. He was wearing a biker’s racing outfit, complete with the teardrop 

helmet. On his chest was emblazoned the word, ‘MERCURY’ and on his sneakers were 

painted ‘wing’ signets. 

 

“Are you Norman ‘The Beast’ Smith?” he asked. “They said you would be in this 

trailer.” 

 

“Yes.” 

 

“ID please,” the young man told him. 

 

Norman reached back as if to take his wallet out before realizing that there was no wallet, 

nor even a pocket. A reflection next to him caught his eye and he saw the plastic star 

tacked to the side of the trailer bearing his name. He pointed to it.  

 

“That’s me. Just ask anyone around here. I’m the only moron big enough to fit the 

costume.” 

 

“Works for me,” said the young man seemingly oblivious to the status the star signified. 

Handing over a large envelope, he promptly mounted his bike and was away. 

 

Norman walked back into the trailer and plopped back down into his chair. The envelope 

was made of a coarse material. There was a large wax seal over the outer flap in the 

shape of a skull and crossed bones. He sniffed at it and wrinkling his nose at the pungent 

smell of sulfur. It reminded him of burned flesh for some reason. 

 



 

Breaking the seal, he found another parchment like paper inside with writing on it in the 

blackest of ink. He could not decipher the words written there. It was like nothing he had 

ever seen before. Sighing, he threw it on the dressing table.  

 

Holding the large envelope upside down, he shook it and a smaller envelope of a modern 

nature fell out. It was addressed to him, and he recognized the hand writing right away. 

He was suddenly tempted to throw the whole thing in the garbage can and strike a match 

to it… but… still… a letter from a dead man was just a little unusual. Reaching out, he 

managed to turn on the lights of the makeup mirror, and was momentarily blinded. They 

were almost too bright to read by, and he had to squint. 

 

Dear Norman, 

 

I won’t keep you long. Needless to say, I am very proud of you. You did what I never 

could do in life. You let go of the reins and let the horses run free. Congratulations on 

your win. 

 

Norman stopped reading for a moment and looked at the ceiling, rolling his eyes. When 

he’d taken a few breaths to settle his mind, he continued reading the letter, which was not 

that long. 

 

Charlie sends his regards and the contract that he kinda (wink wink) forgot to have you 

sign when you made your arrangement with him. 

 

The deal is this: since he does not have a signed contract, he has no hold on you. In this 

case you live out your life as you would have before everything happened. (good thing 

you tore up that girl’s contract – smart move) 

 

Charlie is real hot for the football league we talked about. Sign the contract, and you 

come play for me. It’s agreed that you can pick the colors, the name of the team, and the 

mascot. Oh… and Charlie just told me he’ll sweeten the pot. You can have one wish; 

what ever you want… it just can’t have nothing to do with how long you live. That’s a 

card he won’t ever give up. 

 

It works like this: prick your finger, sign your name at the bottom of the funny looking 

paper; make your wish, and it’s a done deal. 

 

Warmest regards, 

 

Coach 

 

“This is no longer funny,” the big actor mumbled. “I’m nuts… crazy… gone over the 

edge! It never happened, and these movie people got a really really sick sense of humor!” 

 

Balling the letter up, he was about to toss it to the far side of the trailer, when he looked 

at his reflection in the mirror again. It was the eyes that caught his attention. The 



 

reflection shook its head just slightly… just enough for Norman to see it happen. It was 

then that the big footballer knew he was looking at ‘The Beast’ he had substituted for. 

 

“It’s not a joke,” it whispered to him. “You did good kid; better than I would have done. 

The offer is a solid one. Take it while you can. I heard them all talking… there’s a wager 

on you now… bastards!” 

 

Norman was out of the chair and had slammed his fist into the mirror in the space of a 

heart beat. He howled as he pummeled the mirror again and again until all the shards of 

glass had fallen, and he was looking at bare wall. The paper with the funny writing lay 

under the broken glass, and there was blood on some of the pieces.  

 

Norman put both hands on the wall, his head hanging between them as he struggled to 

control his breathing. Where his hands rested on the wall, streaks of blood began to run 

down. There was also the sound of his tears falling onto the shards of the mirror. 

 

The door to the trailer burst open and someone asked him if he was all right. 

 

“Never better,” Norman managed without turning around. “Go tell Garbo I’ll be ready for 

him in five to ten minutes.” 

 

“Sure thing,” said the voice, and the door closed again. ‘Stan Jazbo… The Beast’ 

recognized the voice as belonging to one of the camera operators. 

 

Slowly, with one big hand, Norman swept the glass off of the paper. When it was mostly 

clean, he calmly looked at it. Picking up one of the bloodiest of the shards, he signed his 

name at the bottom of the paper with it. 

 

“I want to go back,” he whispered. “That’s my wish. If this isn’t a dream and if I’m not 

crazy, I want to go back.” 

 

***** 

 

Garbo knocked on the trailer door. He had a heavier black pair of glasses on now since 

the others hadn’t fit right after he sat on them. There was a Band-Aid wrapped around the 

nose piece. They were ugly as sin, but they were at least comfortable. He wore them 

because it was going to take him twice as long to remove Norman’s costume. Since they 

were all sure they had a huge hit on their hands, care had to be taken to preserve what 

was left… it was now a museum piece just like Frankenstein’s vest. 

 

No one answered, and the door felt oddly cold. 

 

He knocked again and called out; but still there was no answer.  

 



 

Opening the door, he was greeted with an icy blast of air that diminished rapidly. There 

was snow on the floor… mounds and mounds of real snow; not the fake stuff like they’d 

used in the movie. 

 

He touched it and pulled his hand back quickly.  

 

There was a motion inside the trailer and he saw a black robed person standing near the 

make up dresser. The mirror behind the figure was shattered, and there were bloody hand 

prints on the bare wall. Garbo got a worried look on his face. “Who are you, and what 

happened to Stan?” he demanded, trying to make himself sound forceful.  

 

The figure slowly rolled up a parchment looking paper, and tucked it up one sleeve of the 

robe. The same hand then withdrew a large cigar and placed it into the hood to a face that 

Garbo could not see. The figure took a step closer to the smallish man and the other hand 

produced a match as if by magic. It was struck on the wall of the trailer, and illuminated 

the face within the hood as the cigar was lit. The match was dropped into the snow where 

it made a small piff and the cigar was puffed several times followed by a long draw. The 

figure then blew a large smoke ring down at the makeup artist. The hand that struck the 

match stretched out towards him and one boney finger pointed as if it was being aimed. 

 

The little man visibly paled and backed up two steps. He called out the Director’s name 

loudly as he moved away from the trailer. By his forth step he had turned and fled, 

yelling for all he was worth. 

 

Charlie D. One smiled around his cigar and then closed the trailer door to the outside 

world. When security made it back to the trailer, trailed by Garbo, the Director and the 

entire film crew, there was not a thing out of place, including the shattered mirror, which 

was again whole. The only thing that was missing was one Stan Jazbo… aged pro-

football player… actor wanna be… beast in the making. 

 

(CUT! … SHIFT TO THE SNOWY MOUNTAIN SCENE AND THE BEAST 

WALKING WITH THE LYNX CAT GIRL OR WHAT EVER THE HELL SHE IS! 

THAT’S IT… DO A FLY OVER, REVERSE DIRECTION, AND THEN PAN THE 

CAMERA BACK… SLOWWWWLYYYYY….. SLOWWWWLLYYYYYY… 

ANNNDDDD FLY BACK TO BEHIND THEM AGAIN… GOOD… HERE COME 

THE VILLAGERS… KEEP IT ROLLING!   

 

Whispers: good idea with the little kids there Robbie… nice touch.  

 

Whispers back: thanks JD, but I didn’t have anything to do with it.  

 

Whispers again: then forget I mentioned it… our little secret ok? 

 

 

(The narrator’s voice begins in an epilog fitting to the end of the movie.) 

 



 

‘Somewhere in a land that is very cold and snow filled… there was a race of creatures 

who needed help.’ 

 

‘Somewhere in a land that was hot and sunny… there was a man who needed badly to 

find out who he was and what it was he was supposed to do with his life.’ 

 

‘Norman Smith, down on his luck ex-football player, finally meeting a cross roads in his 

life; did not just flip a coin and keep on going. He made a choice… a choice that gave 

him permanent residence on ‘The Fur Side’.’ 

 

“CUT! THAT’S A WRAP!” 

 

“ROLL CREDITS!” 

 

 

Norman Smith… played by… WhiteFireTyer 

 

Charga… played by… Dark Natasha 

 

Charlie D. One…                   played by…                      Tuetonic Dragon 

 

Coach played by… WireWolf 

 

Urick Val Vosivar … played by… Lil’Napoleon 

 

Obsidian Val Vosivar … played by… Grey Wolf 

 

Rod Serling played by… Vixyy Fox 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

end 

 

 

 

  

 

 

 

 

 


