
 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Sanctuary 
 

Vixyy Fox 

 

 

 

Fireplug Muldoon was no stranger to hunting. He’d been a sniper in the army, hunting 

the ultimate in game… his fellow man. That was years ago, however, and now he had to 

content himself with the regular hunting seasons for whatever might satisfy his urge to 

kill. Mostly this was any sort of large game that would have given him a run for his 

money should he have played fair. Playing fair, however, was not in his deck of cards. 

Whether it was picking off crows with a small caliber high velocity, or trekking all the 

way to Alaska for Mountain Goat, he hunted with distance and stealth looking over his 

shoulder. 

 

Today his prey was Wolf. His weapon of choice was a high powered rifle, finely tuned 

and able to reach out a thousand yards with no difficulty. 

 

Squinting his eyes, he stared into the rifle’s scope, watching a prime example of Canis 

Lupis walking on the inside edge of a large fenced off pasture. The shot was not as clear 

as he might have liked, but he took it anyway; continuing to watch without reloading. It 

would take a good two seconds for the metal death to reach its target and he wanted to 

see it happen. When the bullet found its mark, there was a spray of red mist and the 

animal rolled, coming to rest in the snow. 

 



Fireplug smiled and muttered some movie nonsense about the shot being a righteous kill.  

Rising from his prone position, he looked in the direction he had to go in order to find the 

body and cut off its tail as his trophy. In his lifetime, he’d bagged Foxes and Coyotes, but 

never a Wolf. It would be a point of honor for him to cut off the tail as his proof. If 

nothing else, he would flash it around the hunt club and let all the others wish they were 

him. They were all jealous in any case. No one could out hunt or out shoot him. 

 

The farmhouse in the distance caught his attention and he cursed under his breath. It was 

closer than he would have liked. Through the blinders of the rifle’s telescopic sight, he 

hadn’t noticed it. Farmers could get quite upset if you were hunting around their property 

without permission. In actuality, his mind reasoned, he wasn’t anywhere near the farm. 

Coupled with this fact, his now dead quarry would have definitely been a threat to the old 

boy’s livestock; so there was a good argument to be had. As a courtesy he would knock 

on the door and ask permission to retrieve his kill. All things considered, between the fact 

that he’d probably saved the farmer one of his prized cows, and being that it was so 

darned cold out, maybe he would even be offered him a cup of coffee. 

 

 

------------------------------ 

 

 

Muldoon stood on the home’s porch, cradling his rifle in the crook of one arm Daniel 

Boon style. He’d passed several ‘posted – no hunting’ signs on his walk in and his 

thought processes began planning a smooth and diplomatic way to retrieve his kill. Many 

times, however, he’d muttered the cursed words ‘tree huggers’ under his breath. 

 

Standing calmly he knocked respectfully. The door finally opened, and he stood looking 

at a bearded fellow in a plaid shirt and work overalls. “I’m sorry,” the man told him, “But 

we do not allow hunting on our property. These grounds are sanctuary to all who walk 

them.” 

 

“Yes sir,” Fireplug replied, exerting his alpha abilities in an almost unconscious manner. 

He was used to having his way among men… men who automatically gave ground to 

him in unconscious abeyance. “I saw the signs on the walk in. I’m not here to hunt on 

your land; I am here to collect a kill that ran onto your property from the woods.” Mixing 

truth with a lie was as natural for this man as mixing two different kinds of gunpowder 

for a better burn. 

 

“Is that a fact?” the farmer asked flatly. 

 

“Yes it is,” the hunter replied without batting an eye. “I thought the courteous thing 

would be to tell you about it.” 

 

“It’s cold out,” the man in plaid said, and for a moment Fireplug thought he was going to 

shut the door in his face. “Come in and have a cup of Joe. We’ll discuss this in the 

warmth of the kitchen.” 



 

Muldoon smiled. That was what he was looking for and his wallet was rather fat for 

having such discussions. A hundred should turn the trick, though he might boost it up a 

bit if pressed. Not wanting to tip his hand, he smiled and said, “Thank you… that’s right 

neighborly.” 

 

The farmer led him back of the house. It was overly warm from the wood stove, upon 

which was a large old fashioned coffee pot; percolating merrily as if it had been 

expecting him. 

 

“You’re in luck,” the farmer told him, “I just put the pot on when you knocked. Give it 

another minute and we’ll have us some fresh. Put your gun and backpack over there in 

the corner. All things got a place and a loose cannon’s been known to sink a ship… not to 

mention put a hole in the roof. So what was it you shot?” 

 

“Wolf. He was tracking your property; maybe casing the place looking to take out one of 

your cows.” 

 

“I see,” the farmer replied plunking down two cups and going for the coffee pot.  “And I 

suppose you think you did me a favor then.” 

 

“I thought as much,” Fireplug replied, hesitating for a moment. The man was leading him 

into the very conversation he’d hoped to have… and for some reason he was suspicious. 

“You lose any livestock lately?” he asked. 

 

“Nope… I haven’t.” 

 

“Good thing for you then because this was one really big Wolf.” 

 

The farmer looked at him as he poured the coffee; his expression unreadable. “I take it 

you drink your coffee black,” he said. It was a statement, not a question. “You seem the 

sort. What kind gun you got?” 

 

“264 Winchester Magnum,” he replied, slipping out of his jacket and sipping at the 

coffee. It was good. “Take a look at it if you want. It’s been worked over by the best 

smith I could find, and then I fine tuned it myself. It’ll shoot a consistent one inch group 

at a thousand yards.” 

 

The farmer went to the rifle and picked it up as if it were a live snake. Jacking the bolt 

back, he checked to see there wasn’t a round chambered, and then held it to his shoulder; 

sighting it out the window overlooking the field where the Wolf’s body lay. He seemed to 

be studying the spot. Bringing it back down, his hands played with the bolt for a moment. 

Apparently not used to handling weapons. The hunter cringed when he heard it forcefully 

closed and the hammer falling on the empty chamber as the trigger was pulled. He was 

very particular about his weapons, but negotiations required that he maintain a pleasant 

attitude regardless of how his toys were abused.  



 

“It’s a tool,” he added, as he sipped his coffee. “The hunter is the artist.” 

 

“A shovel’s a tool,” the man in plaid replied. “And it digs a deep hole if the ‘artist’ is 

strong enough… and determined enough. Let’s go see what you killed. Your pack and 

your rifle can stay here right enough. I can’t say I get all that good a feeling from them. 

You can leave the jacket too for that matter. We won’t be long. We’ll do what we have to 

and then you can see about getting back to where you belong.” 

 

------------------------ 

 

The Wolf lay in the snow, the red of its blood contrasting sharply to the white. The two 

men looked down at its still form. 

 

The farmer measured the distance to the fence with a measured eye, and then followed 

the tracks back seeing that they never crossed to the other side of the boundary. 

 

“You lied to me,” he told the hunter flatly. “The Wolf was never on the other side of the 

fence. That means you had him in your sights when he was protected.” 

 

Fireplug took out his hunting knife, preparing to cut off the tail. He would take care of 

business first, and argue later. Without answering the accusation, he knelt in the snow, 

and viewed his kill up close for the first time. 

 

“Jesus God Almighty,” he swore, “It’s got hands.” 

 

“Is that a fact?” the farmer asked in a rumbling sort of growl. 

 

Fireplug looked up at him. What he saw made him clutch his knife and point it at the 

other man. 

 

“Stay back,” he shouted, slowly standing. 

 

“No problem there,” the Wolf in the plaid shirt told him. “But we do have a problem with 

your violation of sanctuary.” 

 

The hunter moved back slowly, crouching low in a fighter’s stance. “Stay back,” he 

shouted. “Whatever you are… I know how to use this thing.” 

 

“Yup… I’m sure you do,” the farmer turned Wolf agreed. There was no fear in his 

posture. Looking at the Wolf laying in the snow, he said, “Benny, get up off the ground. 

Go and tend to your brother like you was supposed too.” 

 

“Brother?” Fireplug asked, beginning to shiver from the cold. “What the hell…”  

 



Before he could finish speaking, the Wolf lying on the ground in front of him slowly sat 

up and blinked. Looking to the Wolf in the plaid shirt, he asked, “How long till dinner 

Pa?”  

 

“Depends… now get. I’ve business to finish here.” 

 

As Muldoon watched, the Wolf that had been lying dead trotted off towards the 

farmhouse. 

 

“This place is sanctuary,” the farmer told him in an even voice. “Because of that my son 

lives. Because of that, I cannot kill you.” He nodded towards the fence. “Cross that fence 

and I will promise you one thing Mr. Hunter; unlike the animals you’ve killed… you will 

see your death approaching head on.” 

 

He turned then and began walking slowly back towards the house. 

 

“Hey!” the hunter called to his back. 

 

The Wolf in the plaid shirt paused, and then slowly turned to face the man. “What?” he 

asked in a low voice. 

 

Fireplug was openly shivering now, his teeth beginning to chatter. “What do I do?” 

 

“I don’t care what you do,” was the flat reply. Looking for a moment towards the sky, the 

few snowflakes that were falling found his face as if finding a friend. He took a deep 

cleansing breath and then let it out again slowly. The cloud of vapor he produced quickly 

dissipated around him.  

 

Turning back to the hunter, he told him evenly, “It’s going to be very cold tonight…” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 


