 SEQ CHAPTER \h \r 1Smile......


I hate pigs!  I hate pigs with a greater intensity than Indiana Jones hates snakes and his father, esteemed archaeologist Henry Jones Senior hates rats!


They eat their young!  Well, not all the time but hearing that once, let alone witnessing it is enough to make one forever look upon them with a jaundiced eye.  


And what’s with the children’s stories?  The Three Little Pigs!  C’mon!  Pigs with architectural leanings - the only shelters those things make is when they cannonball into a heap of mud made from last night’s recycled dinner of unfortunate piglets and clear enough muck out to mix cement with!


Sadly, I’ve met worse creatures, discounting the cross-eyed, little red-haired kid who came to the carnival with his Grace Kellyesque mother and hollered at everyone within earshot, “Momma, he’s all covered with hair.  Come see, it’s ever so disgusting!”


The mother was polite and reserved as she looked me over, her interest palpable and the kid’s father tried to seem oblivious and advised I could make a small fortune if I exhibited myself in the carnival sideshow; his wife walked around me and stared at my backside.  “You know,” he chuckled, “how the ladies like to be scared hoss! Strip down, gird your loins with something, snarl and you’re the big bad wolf to every Little Red Ridin’ Hood in the audience.  Or go au naturel,” he leered, “and charge ‘em double.”


I politely refused and claimed I wouldn’t be with the Smith Melton International Lion Emporium for much longer, the big cats had been sent to zoos in Chicago and San Diego decades before and the circus had been revived and revamped by an arts grant that the latest generation of Smith Meltons, Tamara and her cousin Jeffrey,  had secured.  Everything old was new again and the pair had been convinced that a carnival and oddities show was just the sort of distraction the beleaguered nation needed. 


Toothy and athletic, the photogenic blondes considered themselves their best advertisements and were forever heard to shout ‘smile, smile’ with the same zest that Mr.Roarke used to welcome you to Fantasy Island.  People magazine wrote all about their pedigree beyond the Mayflower, Entertainment Tonight did frothy pieces that credited them with returning a little piece of Americana to an increasingly complex world and TMZ photographed them with tiresome celebutantes at envelope openings.


The Smith Meltons wielded their own cameras after they lured sweet young things away from their parents with promises of getting them into the “entertainment world”.  I’d been able to scare off the last few with a suggestive swagger and a few growls.  I bought a few to my trailer where I detailed what I knew about the pair’s killing spree and was met with dubious astonishment for my efforts.  ‘You’re a what!’ came up quite often and when I walked the last shocked girl to her car, the cook, a jovial Frenchman, nudged the fortune teller and said, “Elle a vu le loup”.




She has seen the wolf, it was an archaic phrase used to mark the loss of a girl’s virginity but as I’d had no desire to detail exactly what had gone on inside the trailer that had caused the girl to scream and shout and produced a series of muffled thumps, I settled for flashing the pair an agreeable grin.


The fortune teller had said nothing, merely looked at me for a few moments then bent her head to one side, claimed an invitation from the Smith Meltons loomed and I should appear genuine.  The Smith Meltons never knew what hit them!  Or should I say bit them!  The largest wolf on record weighed in at 175 pounds and was killed along 70 Mile River in Alaska by a government hunter during the Great Depression - the runts of our race weigh an average of 5 to 8 pounds more than that!  Summer’s end heralds a coat change and weight shift in many species of the canine family, we remain thick-coated and heavily muscled until we die of old age, or are shot and left to rot!   


My mother always told me there was something elementally damaged about a creature that took nothing of its kill and found delight in death alone.  I had never thought to encounter such aberrants until I found my own family dead weeks ago and the elegant handguns that had been too far away for the cousins to reach this time still smelled of my children’s blood and my mate’s desperation.


I had stalked this twisted little family patiently, been foolishly noble and given them a fighting chance when I signed my name to the application ‘Ven Gance’ yet everything faded away when I was Wolf again and teeth and claws were poised over vulnerable throats and pounding hearts.  I suppose it only added to their terror when I urged “Smile” in the voice they heard from the labourer they’d invited to supper just before I ended their carnival careers.  
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