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The author of A. Fineand Private Place and The Last Unicorn, a pair of the very best fantasy
novels of our time, Peter S. Beagle has written only two fantasy short stories of which "Lila the
Werewolf" isthe best, a contemporary classic. Beagleisa musician, a script writer, and a literary
descendant of the fantasist Robert Nathan. Like Avram Davidson, he is an urban fantasist of wit
and perception; a lover of animals who knows their personalities; a writer with a flair for
characterization that raises himto the very top rank of contemporary writers who choose the
fantastic as their metier. And his New York setting vibrates with authenticity, though it has been
twenty years since dogs have been so common in the city. Thisis not a story about love.

LilaBraun had been living with Farrdll for three weeks before he found out she was awerewolf.
They had met at a party when the moon was afew nights past the full, and by the time it had withered to
the shape of alemon Lilahad moved her suitcase, her guitar, and her Ewan MacCall records two blocks
north and four blocks west to Farrell's gpartment on Ninety-eighth Street. Girls sometimes happened to
Farrell likethat.

One evening Lilawasn't in when Farrell came home from work at the bookstore. She had |eft anote
on the table, under acan of tunafish. The note said that she had gone up to the Bronx to have dinner with
her mother, and would probably be spending the night there. The coledaw in the refrigerator should be
finished up before it went bad.

Farrdl| ate the tunafish and gave the coledaw to Grunewa d. Grunewad was ahaf-grown Russian
wolfhound, the color of sour milk. He looked like agoat, and had no outside interests except shoes.
Farrell wastaking care of him for agirl who was away in Europe for the summer. She sent Grunewald a
tape recording of her voice every week.

Farrell went to amovie with afriend, and to the West End afterward for beer. Then he walked
home aone under the full moon, which was red and yellow. He reheated the morning coffee, played a
record, read through aweek-old "News of the Week in Review" section of the Sunday Times, and
findly took Grunewald up to the roof for the night, as he dways did. The dog had been accustomed to
deep in the same bed with his mistress, and the point was not negotiable. Grunewald mooed and
scrabbled and butted al the way, but Farrell pushed him out among the looming chimneys and ventilators
and dammed the door. Then he came back downstairs and went to bed.

He dept very badly. Grunewa d's baying woke him twice; and there was something el se that brought
him half out of bed, thirsty and lonely, with hissnusesfull and the night swaying like acurtain asthe
figures of hisdream scurried offstage. Grunewald seemed to have gone off the air—perhapsit wasthe
slence that had awakened him. Whatever the reason, he never really got back to deep.

Hewaslying on hisback, watching achair with his clothes on it becoming a chair again, when the
wolf came in through the open window. It landed lightly in the middle of the room and stood therefor a
moment, breathing quickly, with its ears back. There was blood on the wolf's teeth and tongue, and
blood on its chest.

Farrdll, whose true gift was for acceptance, especialy in the morning, accepted the ideathat there
was awolf in hisbedroom and lay quite ill, closing his eyes asthe grim, black-lipped head swung
toward him. Having once worked at a zoo, he was able to recognize the beast as a Central European
subspecies—smaller and lighter-boned than the northern timber wolf variety, lacking the thick, ruffy mane
at the shoulders, and having amore pointed nose and ears. His own pedantry always ddighted him, even
at theworst moments.



Blunt claws clicking on the linoleum, then silent on the throw rug by the bed. Something warm and
dow splashed down on his shoulder, but he never moved. The wild smell of the wolf was over him, and
that did frighten him at las—to be in the same room with that smell and the Miro printson thewalls.
Then hefelt the sunlight on hiseydids, and a the same moment he heard the wolf moan softly and
deeply. The sound was not repeated, but the breath on his face was suddenly sweet and smoky,
dizzyingly familiar after the other. He opened his eyes and saw Lila. She was Sitting naked on the edge of
the bed, smiling, with her hair down.

"Hello, baby," she said. "Move over, baby. | came home."

Farrdl's gift wasfor acceptance. He was perfectly willing to believe that he had dreamed the wolf;
to believe Lilas story of boiled chicken and bitter arguments and degplessness on Tremont Avenue, and
to forget that her first caress had been to bite him on the shoulder; hard enough so that the blood crusting
there as he got up and made breskfast might very well be his own. But then he lft the coffee perking and
went up to the roof to get Grunewad. He found the dog sprawled in agrove of TV antennas, looking
more like agoat than ever, with histhroat torn out. Farrell had never actudly seen an anima with its
throat torn out.

The coffegpot was ill chuckling when he came back into the apartment, which struck him asvery
odd. Y ou could have either werewolves or Pyrex nine-cup percolatorsin the world, but not both, surely.
Hetold Lila, watching her face. Shewasasmal girl, not redly pretty, but with good eyesand alovely
mouth, and with a curious sullen gracefulness that had been thefirgt thing to spesk to Farrdll at the party.
When hetold her how Grunewald had looked, she shivered all over, once.

"Ugh!" she said, wrinkling her lips back from her neat white teeth. " Oh baby, how awful. Poor
Grunewad. Oh, poor Barbara." Barbarawas Grunewa d's owner.

"Yeah," Farrell said. "Poor Barbara, making her little tapesin Saint-Tropez." He could not look
away from Lilasface.

She said, "Wild dogs. Not redly wild, I mean, but with owners. Y ou hear about it sometimes, how a
pack of them get together and attack children and things, running through the streets. Then they go home
and est their Dog Y ummies. The scary thing isthat they probably live right around here. Everybody on
the block seemsto have adog. God, that's scary. Poor Grunewald.”

"They didn't tear him up much,” Farrdll said. "1t must have been just for the fun of it. And the blood.
| didn't know dogskilled for the blood. He didn't have any blood left.”

Thetip of Lilastongue appeared between her lips, in the unknowing reflex of afondled cat. As
evidence, it wouldn't have stood up even in old Salem; but Farrell knew the truth then, beyond laziness or
rationdization, and went on buttering toast for Lila. Farrell had nothing against werewolves, and he had
never liked Grunewald.

Hetold hisfriend Ben Kassoy about Lilawhen they met in the Automat for lunch. He had to shout it
over the clicking and rattling all around them, but the people Sitting Six inches away on ether hand never
looked up. New Y orkers never eavesdrop. They hear only what they smply cannot help hearing.

Ben said, "l told you about Bronx girls. Y ou better come stay at my placefor afew days."

Farrell shook hishead. "No, that'sslly. | mean, it'sonly Lila If shewere going to hurt me, she could
have doneit last night. Besides, it won't happen again for amonth. There hasto be afull moon.”

Hisfriend stared a him. " So what? What's that got to do with anything? Y ou going to go on home
as though nothing had happened?!

"Not as though nothing had happened,” Farrell said lamely. "Thethingis, it'still only Lila, not Lon
Chaney or somebody. Look, she goesto her psychiatrist three afternoons aweek, and she's got her
guitar lesson one night aweek, and her pottery class one night, and she cooks eggplant maybe twice a
week. She cdls her mother every Friday night, and one night a month she turnsinto awolf. Y ou see what
I'm getting at? It's till Lila, whatever she does, and | just can't get terribly shook about it. A little bit,
sure, because what the hell. But | don't know. Anyway, there's no mad rush about it. I'll talk to her when



the thing comes up in the conversation, just naturaly. It's okay."

Ben said, "God damn. Y ou see why nobody has any respect for liberals anymore? Farrell, | know
you. You're just scared of hurting her fedings.”

"Well, it'sthat too," Farrell agreed, alittle embarrassed. "I hate confrontations. If | break up with her
now, shell think I'm doing it because she'sawerewolf. It's awkward, it feels nasty and middle-class. |
should have broken up with her thefirst time | met her mother, or the second time she served the
eggplant. Her mother, boy, there's the real werewolf, there's somebody 1'd wear wolfbane againgt, that
woman. Damn, | wish | hadn't found out. | don't think I've ever found out anything about people that |
was the better for knowing.”

Ben walked all theway back to the bookstore with him, arguing. It touched Farrell, because Ben
hated to walk. Before they parted, Ben suggested, "At least you could try some of that stuff you were
talking about, the wolfbane. There's garlic, too—you put somein alittle bag and wear it around your
neck. Don't laugh, man. If there's such athing as werewolves, the other stuff must be real too. Cold iron,
dlver, ogk, running water—"

“I'm not laughing at you," Farrdl said, but he was il grinning. "Lilas shrink says she hasargection
thing, very deep-sested, take us yearsto break through al that scar tissue. Now if | start walking around
wearing amulets and mumbling in Latin every time shelooks a me, who knows how far it'll set her back?
Listen, I've done some things I'm not proud of, but | don't want to mess up anyone'sanadysis. That'sthe
snagaingt God." He sighed and dapped Ben lightly on the arm. "Don't worry about it. Well work it out,
I'll talk to her."

But between that night and the next full moon, he found no good, casua way of bringing the subject
up. Admittedly, he did not try as hard as he might have: it was true that he feared confrontations more
than he feared werewolves, and he would have found it dmost as difficult to talk to Lilaabout her guitar
playing, or her pots, or the palitica arguments she got into at parties. "Thething is," he said to Ben, "it's
son of one more little weakness not to take advantage of. In away."

They made love often that month. The smell of Lilaflowered in the bedroom, where the smdll of the
wolf il lingered dmost visibly, and both of them werewild, heavy zoo smells, warm and raw and
fearful, the sveeter for being savage. Farrell held Lilain hisarms and knew what she was, and he was
awaysfrightened; but he would not have let her go if she had turned into awolf again ashe hed her. It
was ardief to peer at her while she dept and see how stubby and childish her fingernails were, or that the
skin around her mouth was rashy because she had been snacking on chocolate. She loved secret sweets,
but they always betrayed her.

It'sonly Lilaafter al, he would think as he drowsed off. Her mother used to hide the candy, but Lila
awaysfound it. Now she'sabig girl, neither married nor in agraduate school, but living in snwith an
Irish musician, and she can have dl the candy she wants.

What kind of awerewolf isthat. Poor Lila, practicing Who killed Davey Moore? Why did he die?

The note said that she would be working late at the magazine, on layout, and might have to be there
al night. Farrell put on about four feet of Telemann laced with Django Reinhardt, took down The
Golden Bough, and settled into achair by the window. The moon shonein at him, bright and thin and
sharp asthelid of atin can, and it did not seem to move at dl as he dozed and woke.

Lilas mother cdlled severd times during the night, which wasinteresting. Lilatill picked up her mall
and most messages at her old apartment, and her two roommeates covered for her when necessary, but
Farrdl was absolutdly certain that her mother knew she was living with him. Farrell was an expert on
mothers. Mrs. Braun caled him Joe each time she called and that made him wonder, for he knew she
hated him. Does she suspect that we share a secret? Ah, poor Lila

Thelast time the telephone woke him, it was il dark in the room, but the traffic lights no longer
glittered through rings of migt, and the cars made a different sound on the warming pavement A man was



saying clearly in the street, "Well, I'd shootm. I'd shoot'm.” Farrell let the telephone ring ten times before
he picked it up.
"Let metak toLila" Mrs. Braun said.

"Sheisn't here." What if the sun catches her, what if she turns back to hersdlf in front of acop, or a
bus driver, or acouple of nunsgoing to early Mass?"Lilaisn't here, Mrs. Braun."

"I have reason to believe that's not true." The fretful, muscular voice had dropped al pretense of
warmth. "l want to talk to Lila"

Farrdll was suddenly dry-mouthed and shivering with fury. It was her choice of wordsthat did it.
"WEell, | have reason to believe you're a suffocating old bitch and abourgeois Stdinist. How do you like
them agpples, Mrs. B?" Asthough hisanger had summoned her, the wolf was standing two feet avay
from him. Her coat was dark and lank with swest, and yellow saliva was mixed with the blood that strung
from her jaws. Shelooked at Farrell and growled far away in her throat.

"Just aminute," he said. He covered the receiver with hispam. "It'sfor you," he said to the wolf.
"It'syour mother."

Thewolf made a pitiful sound, almost inaudible, and scuffed at the floor. She was plainly exhausted.
Mrs. Braun pinged in Farrell's ear like abug againgt alighted window. "What, what? Hello, what isthis?
Listen, you put Lilaon the phoneright now. Hello? | want totalk to Lila. | know she'sthere.”

Farrell hung up just as the sun touched a corner of the window. The wolf became Lila. Asbefore,
she only made one sound. The phone rang again, and she picked it up without aglance a Farrell.
"Bernice?' Lilaaways caled her mother by her first name. "'Y es—no, no—yeeh, I'mfine. I'm al right, |
just forgot to cal. No, I'm al right, will you listen? Bernice, theré'sno law that says you have to get
hystericd. Yes, you are." She dropped down on the bed, groping under her pillow for cigarettes. Farrell
got up and began to make coffee.

"Well, therewas alittletrouble," Lilawas saying. "See, | went to the zoo, because | couldn't
find—Bernice, | know, | know, but that was, what, three months ago. Thethingis, | didn't think that
they'd have their horns so soon. Bernice, | had to, that's all. Thered only been a couple of catsand
a—wadll, sure they chased me, but I—well, Momma, Bernice, what did you want me to do? Just what
did you want me to do? Y ou're dways so dramatic—why do | shout? | shout because | can't get you to
listen to me any other way. Y ou remember what Dr. Schechtman said—what? No, | told you, | just
forgot to call. No, that isthe reason, that's the redl and only reason. Well, whose fault isthat? What? Oh,
Bernice. Jesus Chrigt, Bernice. All right, how isit Dad's fault?"

She didn't want the coffee, or any breskfast, but she sat at the table in his bathrobe and drank milk
greedily. It wasthefirgt time he had ever seen her drink milk. Her face was sandy pae, and her eyes
werered. Taking to her mother left her looking as though she had actualy gone ten roundswith the
woman. Farrell asked, "How long hasit been happening?'

"Nineyears," Lilasaid. "Sincel hit puberty. First day, cramps, the second day, this. My introduction
to womanhood." She snickered and spilled her milk. "I want some more," she said. "Got to get rid of that
tagte"

"Who knows about it?" he asked. "Pat and Janet?' They were the two girls she had been rooming
with.

"God, no. I'd never tell them. I've never told agirl. Bernice knows, of course, and Dr.
Schechtman—he's my head doctor. And you now. That'sal." Farrell waited. She wasabad liar, and
only did it to heighten the effect of the truth. "Wdll, there was Mickey," shesaid. "The guy | told you
about thefirgt night, you remember? It doesn't matter. He's an acidhead in VVancouver, of dl the places.
Hell never tell anybody."

Hethought: | wonder if any girl has ever talked about mein that sort of voice. | doubt it, offhand.
Lilasad, "It wasn't too hard to keep it secret. | missed alot of things. Like | never could go to theriding
camp, and | still want to. And the senior play, when | wasin high school. They picked meto play the girl



inLiliom, but then they changed the evening, and | had to say | was sick. And the winter's bad, because
the sun sets so early. But actudly, it'sbeen alot less trouble than my goddamn dlergies." She madea
laugh, but Farrell did not respond.

"Dr. Schechtman saysit'sasex thing,” she offered. "He saysit'll take years and yearsto cureit.
Bernicethinks | should go to someone ese, but | don't want to be one of those women who runs around
changing shrinkslike hair colors. Pat went through five of them in amonth onetime. Joe, | wish you'd say
something. Or just go away."

"Isit only dogs?' he asked. Lilasface did not change, but her chair rattled, and the milk went over
agan. Farrell said, "Answer me. Do you only kill dogs, and cats, and zoo animals?'

The tears began to come, heavy and dow, bright asknivesin the morning sunlight. She could not
look at him, and when shetried to speak she could only make creaking, cartilaginous soundsin her
throat. "Y ou don't know," she whispered at last. "Y ou don't have any ideawhat it'slike.”

"That'strue," he answered. He was dways very fair about that particular point.

Hetook her hand, and then sheredlly began to cry. Her sobswere horrible to hear, much more
frightening to Farrdll than any wolf noises. When he held her, sherolled in hisarmslike astranded ship
with the waves damming into her. | dways get the criers, he thought sadly. My girls dways cry, sooner
or |ater. But never for me.

"Don't leave me!" shewept. "I don't know why | cameto live with you—I knew it wouldn't
work—but don't leave me! There's just Bernice and Dr. Schechtman, and it's so londly. | want
somebody dse, | get so lonely. Don't leave me, Joe. | loveyou, Joe. | loveyou.”

She was patting his face as though she were blind. Farrell stroked her hair and kneaded the back of
her neck, wishing that her mother would call again. Hefdt skilled and weary, and without desire. I'm
doing it again, he thought.

"l loveyou," Lilasaid. And he answered her, thinking, I'm doing it again. That's the greet advantage
of making the same mistake alot of times. Y ou cometo know it, and you can study it and get insdeit,
redly makeit yours. It's the same good old mistake, except thistime the girl's hang-up is different. But it's
the samething. I'mdoing it again.

The building superintendent was thirty or fifty: dark, thin, quick, and shivering. A Lithuanian or a
Latvian, he spoke very little English. He smelled of black friction tape and stale water, and he was strong
inthetwisting way that asmal, lean anima is strong. His eyeswere dmost purple, and they bulged a
little, straining out—the terrible eyes of aherad angel stricken dumb. He roamed in the basement all day,
banging on pipes and taking the elevator gpart.

The superintendent met Lilaonly afew hours after Farrell did: on that first night, when she came
homewith him. At the Sght of her thelittle man jumped back, dropping the two-legged chair hewas
carrying. He promptly fell over it, and did not try to get up, but cowered there, clucking and gulping,
trying to cross himsdlf and make the sign of the horns a the sametime. Farrell sarted to help him up, but
he screamed. They could hardly hear the sound.

It would have been merdly funny and embarrassing, except for the fact that Lilawas equdly as
frightened of the superintendent from that moment. She would not go down to the basement for any
reason, nor would she enter or leave the house until she was satisfied that he was nowhere near. Farrell
had thought then that she took the superintendent for alunatic.

"I don't know how he knows," he said to Ben. "I guessif you believe in werewolves and vampires,
you probably recognize them right away. | don't believeinthem at dl, and | live with one.”

Helived with Liladl through the autumn and the winter. They went out together and came home,
and her cooking improved dightly, and she gave up the guitar and got akitten named Theodora.
Sometimes she wept, but not often. She turned out not to be ared crier.

Shetold Dr. Schechtman about Farrdll, and he said that it would probably be a very beneficia



relaionship for her. It wasn', but it wasn't a particularly bad one either. Their lovemaking was usualy
good, though it bothered Farrell to suspect that it was the sense and smdll of the Other that excited him.
For the rest, they came near being friends. Farrell had known that he did not love Lila before he found
out that she was awerewolf, and thismade him fedl agreat ded easier about being bored with her.

"1t break up by itsdlf inthe soring,” he said, "likeice."

Ben asked, "What if it doesn't?" They were having lunch in the Automat again. "What'll you doif it
just goeson?'

"It'snot that easy." Farrell looked away from hisfriend and began to explore the mysterious,
swampy innards of hisbeef pie. He said, "Thetroubleisthat | know her. That wasthe red mistake. You

shouldn't get to know peopleif you know you're not going to stay with them, oneway or another. It'sall
right if you come and go in ignorance, but you shouldn't know them.”

A week or 0 before the full moon, she would start to become nervous and strident, and this would
continue until the day preceding her transformation. On that day, she wasinvariably loving, in the tender,
desperate manner of someone who is going away; but the next day would see her silent, spesking only
when she had to. She dways had acold on the last day, and looked gray and patchy and sick, but she
usudly went to work anyway.

Farrdl was sure, though she never talked about it, that the change into wolf shape was actually
pesceful for her, though the returning hurt. Just before moonrise she would take off her clothes and take
the pinsout of her hair and stand waiting. Farrell never managed not to close his eyes when she dropped
heavily down on al fours; but there was amoment before that when her face would grow alook that he
never saw a any other time, except when they were making love. Eachtimehesaw it, it struck himasa
look of wondrous joy at not being Lilaany more.

"See, | know her," hetried to explain to Ben. "She only likesto go to color movies, because wolves
can't see color. She can't stand the Modern Jazz Quartet, but that's all she playsthefirst couple of days
afterward. Stupid things like that. Never gets high at parties, because she'safraid shell sart talking. It's
hard to wak away, that'sdl. Taking what | know with me."

Ben asked, "Is she still scared of the super?”

"Oh, God," Farrdl said. "She got hisdog last time. It was a Dalmatian—good-looking animal. She
didn't know it was his. He doesn't hide when he sees her now, hejust gives her alook like a stake
through the heart. That man isaredly classy hater, anaturd. I'm scared of him mysdlf." He stood up and
began to pull on hisovercoat. "l wish hed get turned on to her mother. Get some practica use out of
him. Did | tell you shewantsmeto cal her Bernice?'

Bensad, "Farrdl, if | wereyou, I'd leave the country. | would."

They went out into the February drizzle that sniffled back and forth between snow and rain. Farrdll
did not spesk until they reached the corner where he turned toward the bookstore. Then he said very
softly, "Damn, you have to be so careful. Who wants to know what people turn into?!

May came, and anight when Lilaonce again stood naked at the window, waiting for the moon.
Farrell fussed with dishes and garbage bags and fed the cat. These moments were dways awvkward. He
had just asked her, ™Y ou want to save what's | ft of the rice?’ when the telephonerang. »

It was Lilas mother. She caled two arrathree times aweek now. "Thisis Bernice. How's my Irisher
thisevening?'

"I'mfine, Bernice," Farrdll said. Lilasuddenly threw back her head and drew a heavy, whining
breath. The cat hissed sllently and ran into the bathroom.

"| cdled to inveigle you two uptown this Friday,” Mrs. Braun said. "A couple of old friends are
coming over, and | know if | don't get some young peoplein well just St around and talk about what
went wrong with the Progressive Party. The Old Left. So if you could sort of sweet-talk our girl into
spending an evening in Squaresville—"



"Il haveto check with Lila" She's doing it, he thought, thet terrible woman. Every timel talk to her,
| sound married. | see what she's doing, but she goesright ahead anyway. He said, "I'll talk to her inthe
morning.” Lilastruggled in the moonlight, between dancing and drowning.

"Oh," Mrs. Braun said. "Yes, of course. Have her call me back." She sighed. "It's such acomfort to
meto know you'rethere. Ak her if | should fix afondue.”

Lilamade a handsome wolf: tall and broad-chested for afemale, moving as easily aswater diding
over stone. Her coat was dark brown, showing red in the proper light, and there were white places on
her breast. She had pale green eyes, the color of the sky when ahurricaneis coming.

Usudly she was gone as soon as the changing was over, for she never cared for himto see her in
her wolf form. But tonight she came dowly toward him, walking in astrange way, with her hindquarters
amogt dragging. She was making a high, soft sound, and her eyes were not focusing on him.

"What isit?" he asked foolishly. The wolf whined and skulked under the table, rubbing against the
leg. Then shelay on her belly and rolled, and as she did so the sound grew in her throat until it became an
odd, sad, thin cry, not a hunting howl, but ashiver of longing turned into breath.

"Jesus, don't do that!" Farrell gasped. But she sat up and howled again, and adog answvered her
from somewhere near the river. She wagged her tail and whimpered.

Farrdl said, "The super'll be up herein two minutes flat. What's the matter with you?' He heard
footsteps and low frightened voicesin the gpartment above them. Another dog howled, this one nearby,
and the wolf wriggled alittle way toward the window on her haunches, like ababy, scooting. She looked
at him over her shoulder, shuddering violently. On an impulse, he picked up the phone and called her
mother.

Watching the wolf as she rocked and dithered and moaned, he described her actionsto Mrs. Braun.
"I've never seen her likethis" hesaid. "I don't know what's the matter with her."

"Oh, my God," Mrs. Braun whispered, Shetold him.

When he was silent, she began to spesk very rapidly. "It hasn't happened for such along time.
Schechtman gives her pills, but she must have run out and forgotten—she's way's been like that, snce
shewaslittle. All the thermos bottles she used to leave on the school bus, and every week her piano
musc—"

"I wish you'd told me before," he said. He was edging very cautioudy toward the open window. The
pupils of the wolf's eyes were pulsing with her quick breaths.

"Itisn't athing you tell people!” Lilals mother wailed in hisears. "How do you think it wasfor me
when she brought her fird little boyfriend—" Farrell dropped the phone and sprang for the window. He
had the insde track, and he might have made it, but she turned her head and snarled so wildly that he fell
back. When he reached the window, she was aready two fire escape landings below, and there was
eager yelping waiting for her in the Street.

Dangling and turning just above the floor, Mrs. Braun heard Far-rell's distant ydll, followed
immediately by aheavy thumping on the door. A strange, tattered voice was shouting unintelligibly
beyond the knocking. Footsteps crashed by the receiver and the door opened.

"My dog, my dog!" the strange voice mourned. "My dog, my dog, my dog!"
"I'm sorry about your dog," Farrell said. "L ook, please go away. I've got work to do."

"I got work," thevoice said. "I know my work." It climbed and spilled into another language, out of
which English wordsjutted like broken bones. "Whereis she? Where is she? Shekill my dog.”

"She's not here." Farrdll's own voice changed on the last word. It seemed along time before he said,
"Y ou'd better put that away."
Mrs. Braun heard the howl as clearly asthough the wolf were running beneeth her own

window—Iondy and insatiable, with akind of gasping laughter init. The other voice began to scream.
Mrs. Braun caught the phrase silver bullet severd times. The door dammed, then opened and dammed



agan.

Farrell was the only man of his own acquaintance who was ableto play back his dreamswhile he
was having them: to stop them in mid-flight, no matter how fearful they might be—or how lovely—and
run them over and over studying them in his deep, until the most terrifying reel became at once utterly
harmless and unbearably familiar. Thisnight that he spent running after Lilawaslike that.

He would find them congregated under the marquee of an gpartment house, or romping around the
moonscape of acongruction site: ten or fifteen males of all races, creeds, colors, and previous conditions
of servitude; whining and yapping, pissing againg tires, inhding indiscriminately each other and the lean,
grinning bitch they surrounded. She frightened them, for she growled more wickedly than coyness
demanded, and where she snapped, even in play, bone showed. Still they tumbled on her and over her,
biting her neck and earsin their turn; and she snarled but she did not run away.

Never, at least, until Farrell came charging upon them, shrieking like any cuckold, kicking at the
snuffling lovers. Then she would turn and race off into the spring dark, with her thin, dreamy howl floating
behind her like the train of asmoky gown. The dogsfollowed, and so did Farrell, calling and curaing.
They dwayslost him quickly, that jubilant marriage procession, leaving him stumbling down rusty iron
laddersinto placeswhere hefdl over garbage cans. Y et he would come upon them asinevitably intime,
loping aong Broadway or trotting across Columbus Avenue toward the park; he would hear them inthe
tennis courts near the river, breaking down the nets over Lilaand her moment's Ares. There were dozens
of them now, coming from all directions. They stank of their joy, and he threw stones at them and
shouted, and they ran.

And thewolf ran a their head, on sdewalks and on wet grass, her tail waving contentedly, but her
eyes dill hungry, and her howl growing ever more warning than wistful. Farrell knew that she must have
blood before sunrise, and that it was both useless and dangerousto follow her. But the night wound and
unwound itsalf, and he knew the same things over and over, and ran down the same streets, and saw the
same coupleswalk wide of him, thinking he was drunk.

Mrs. Braun kept legping out of ataxi that pulled up next to him, usudly at corners where the dogs
had just piled by, knocking over the crates stacked in market doorways and spilling the newspapers at
the subway kiosks. Standing in broccali, in black taffeta, with afront like aferryboat—yet asleanin the
hips as her wolf-daughter—with her plum-colored hair al loose, one arm lifted, and her orange mouth
pursed in abellow, she was no longer Bernice but awronged fertility goddess getting set to blast the
harvest. "Weve got to split up!" shewould roar at Farrdll, and each timeit sounded like a sound idea.

Y et helookeafor her whenever helost Lilastrail, because she never did.

The superintendent kept turning up too, darting after Farrell out of aleysor cdlar entrances, or
popping from the freight devators that |oad through the sdewalk. Farrell would hear his numberless
passkeys clicking on the flat piece of wood tucked into his belt.

"Y ou see her? Y ou see her, the walf, kill my dog?' Under thefat, ugly moon, the army .45 glittered
and trembled like his own mad eyes.

"Mark with across." He would pat the barrel of the gun and shake it under Farrell'snoselike a
maraca. "Mark with across, blessby apriest. Three silver bullets. She kill my dog.”

Lilas voice would come sailing to them then, from up in Harlem or away near Lincoln Center, and
thelittle man would whirl and dash down into the earth, disappearing into the crack between two dabs of
sdewak. Farrdl understood quite clearly that the superintendent was hunting Lila underground, using the
keysthat only superintendents have to take elevators down to the black sub-sub-basements, far below
the bicycle rooms and the wet, shaking laundry rooms, and below the furnace rooms, below the passages
walled with dectricity meters and roofed with burly steam pipes; down to the relms where the great dim
water mainsroll like whaes, and the gaslines hump and preen, down where the roots of the gpartment
houses fade together; and so aong under the city, scrabbling through secret ways with silver bullets, and
his keys rapping against the piece of wood. He never saw Lila, but he was never very far behind her.



Cutting across parking lots, pole-vaulting between locked bumpers, edging and dancing hisway
through fluorescent gaggles of haughty children; legping uptown like asalmon againgt the current of the
theater crowds;, walking quickly past the random killing faces that floated down the night tide like
unexploded mines, and especidly avoiding the crazy facesthat wanted to tell him what it wasliketo be
crazy—so Farrel pursued LilaBraun, of Tremont Avenue and CCNY, in the city dl night long. Nobody
offered to help him, or tried to head off the dangerous-looking bitch bounding aong with the delirious
raggle of admirers streaming after her; but then, the dogs had to fight through the same clenched legs and
vengeful bodiesthat Farrell did. The crowds dowed Liladown, but hefdt relieved whenever she turned
toward the emptier streets. She must have blood soon, somewhere.

Farrdl'sdreams eventually lost their clear edge after he played them back a certain number of times,
and so it was with the night. The full moon skidded down the sky, thinning like atatter of butter ina
skillet, and remembered scenes began to fold doppily into each other. The sound of Lilaand the dogs
grew fainter whichever way hefollowed. Mrs. Braun blinked on and off at longer intervas, and in dark
doorways and under subway gratings, the superintendent burned like a corposant, making the barrel of
hispistol run rainbow. At last helost Lilafor good, and with that it seemed that he woke.

It was dtill night, but not dark, and he was waking dowly home on Riverside Drive through a cool,
grainy fog. The moon had s, but the river was strangely bright—glittering gray asfar up asthe bridge,
where headlights | eft shiny, wet pathslike snails. There was no one else on the street.

"Dumb broad,” he said doud. "The hdl with it. She wantsto mess around, let her messaround.” He
wondered whether werewolves could have cubs, and what son of cubsthey might be. Lilamust have
turned on the dogs by now, for the blood. Poor dogs, he thought. They were al so dirty and innocent
and happy with her.

"A mord lesson for dl of us," he announced sententioudy. "Don't fool with strange, eager ladlies,
they'll kill you." Hewasalittle hysterical. Then, two blocks ahead of him, he saw the gaunt shapeinthe
gray light of theriver, done now, and hurrying. Farrell did not call to her, but as soon as he began to run,
the wolf whedled and faced him. Even at that distance, her eyes were stained and streaked and wild. She
showed dl the teeth on one side of her mouth, and she growled likefire.

Farrdl| trotted steadily toward her, crying, "Go home, go home! Lila, you dummy, get on home, it's
morning!" She growled terribly, but when Farrell wasless than ablock away she turned again and
dashed across the Street, heading for West End Avenue. Farrell said, "Good girl, that'sit," and limped
after her.

In the hours before sunrise on West End Avenue, many people came out to walk their dogs. Farrell
had doneit often enough with poor Grunewald to know many of the dawn walkers by sight, and someto
talk to. A fair number of them were whores and homaosexuals, both of whom aways seem to have dogs
in New Y ork. Quietly, dmost dways aone, they drifted up and down the Nineties, piloted by their smal,
fussy beadts, but moving in akind of fugitive truce with the city and the night that was ending. Farrell
sometimes fancied that they were al adeep, and that this hour wasthe only true rest they ever got. \

He recognized Robie by histwo dogs, Scone and Crumpet. Robie lived in the gpartment directly
below Farrdl's, usudly unhappily. The dogswere horrifying little homebrews of Chihuahuaand Y orkshire
terrier, but Robie loved them.

Crumpet, the mae, saw Lilafirst. He gave addighted yap of welcome and proposition (according
to Robie, Scone bored him, and he liked big girls anyway) and sprang to meet her, yanking hisleash
through Robie's dack hand. The wolf was amost upon him before he redlized hisfata misunderstanding
and scuttled desperately in retreat, meowing with utter terror.

Robie wailed, and Farrell ran asfast as he could, but Lilaknocked Crumpet off hisfeet and dashed
histhroat while he was dtill in the ar. Then she crouched on the body, nuzzling it in adreadful way.

Robie actually came within astep of legping upon Lilaand trying to drag her away from his dead
dog. Instead, he turned on Farrell as he came panting up, and began hitting him with agood dedl of



strength and accuracy. "Damn you, damn you!" he sobbed. Little Scone ran away around the corner,
screaming like amandrake.

Farrdl put up hisarms and went with the punches, dl thewhileyeling at Lilauntil hisvoice ripped.
But the blood frenzy had her, and Farrell had never imagined what she must be like at those times.

Somehow she had spared the dogs who had loved her al night, but she was nothing but thirst now.
She pushed and kneaded Crumpet's body as though she were nursing.

All dong the avenue, the morning dogs were barking like trumpets. Farrell ducked away from
Robi€e's soft fists and saw them coming, tripping over their trailing leashes, running too fast for their stubby
legs. They were small, spoiled beasts, most of them, overweight and short-winded, and many were not
young. Their owners cried unmanly pet names after them, but they waddled gallantly toward their degths,
barking promises far bigger than themselves, and none of them looked back.

She looked up with her muzzle red to the eyes. The dogs did fdter then, for they knew murder when
they smelled it, and even their slly, nearsghted eyes understood vaguely what creature faced them. But
they knew the smdll of lovetoo, and they were dl gentlemen.

Shekilled the first two to reach to her—a spitz and a cocker spaniel—with two snaps of her jaws.
But before she could settle down to her medl, three Pekes were scrambling up to her, though they would
have had to stand on each others shoulders. Lilawhirled without a sound, and they fell away, rolling and
yelling but unhurt. As soon as she turned, the Pekeswere a her again, joined now by a couple of vaiant
poodies. Lilagot one of the poodlies when she turned again.

Robie had stopped beating on Farrell, and was leaning againgt atraffic light, being sick. But other
people were running up now: a middle-aged black man, crying; aplump youth in aplastic car coat and
bedroom dippers, who kept whimpering, "Oh God, she's eating them, look at her, she'sredlly eating
them!™; two lean, agdess girlsin dacks, both with foamy beige hair. They al caled wildly to their
unheeding dogs, and they al grabbed at Farrell and shouted in hisface. Cars began to stop.

The sky wasthin and cool, risng pale gold, but Lilapaid no attention to it. She was ramping under
the swarm of little dogs, rearing and spinning in circles, snarling blood. The dogs were terrified and
bewildered, but they never swerved from their labor. The smell of lovetold them that they were
welcome, however ungracioudy she seemed to receive them. Lilashook hersdlf, and apair of squedling
dachshunds, hobbled in adouble harness, tumbled acrossthe sidewalk to end at Farrell's feet. They
scrambled up and immediatdy towed themsalves back into the maglstrom. Lilabit one of them dmostin
half, but the other dachshund went on trying to climb her hindguaners, dragging hisripped comrade with
him. Farrell began to laugh.

Theblack man said, "Y ou think it'sfunny?* and hit him. Farrell sat down, il laughing. The man
stood over him, embarrassed, offering Farrdll his handkerchief. "1'm sorry, | shouldn't have donethat,” he
sad. "But your dog killed my dog."

"Sheisn't my dog," Farrdll said. He moved to let aman pass between them, and then saw that it was
the superintendent, holding his pistol with both hands. Nobody noticed him until he fired; but Farrell
pushed one of the foamy-haired girls, and she ssumbled againgt the superintendent as the gun went off.
The silver bullet broke awindow in aparked car.

The superintendent fired again while the echoes of the first shot were still clgpping back and forth
between the houses. A Pomeranian screamed that time, and awoman cried out, "Oh, my God, he shot
Borgy!" But the crowd was crumbling away, bresking into itsindividua componentslike pillson
television. The watching cars had sped off at the sight of the gun, and the faces that had been peering
down from windows disappeared. Except for Farrell, the few people who remained were scattered
hafway down the block. The sky was brightening swiftly now..

"For God's sake, don't let him!™ the same woman called from the shelter of adoorway. But two men
made shushing gestures at her, saying, "It'sal right, he knows how to use that thing. Go ahead, buddy.”

The shots had at last frightened the little dogs away from Lila. She crouched among the twitching



splotches of fur, with her muzzle wrinkled back and her eyes more black than green. Farrdll saw aplaid
rag that had been a dog jacket protruding from under her body. The superintendent stooped and
squinted over the gun barrel, aming with grotesque care, while the men cried to him to shoot. He was too
far from the werewolf for her to reach him before hefired thelast silver bullet, though hewould surely die
before she died. Hislipswere moving as he took am.

Two long steps would have brought Farrell up and behind the superintendent. Later he told himsalf
that he had been afraid of the pistol, because that was easier than remembering how he had felt when he
looked at Lila. Her tongue never stopped lapping around her dark jaws, and even as she set hersdlf to
spring, shelifted abloody paw to her mouth. Farrell thought of her padding in the bedroom, breathing on
his face. The superintendent grunted and Farrell closed his eyes. Y et even then he expected to find
himsdf doing something.

Then he heard Mrs. Braun's unmistakable voice. "Don't you dare!™ She was standing between Lila
and the superintendent—one shoe gone, and the hed off the other one; her knit dresstorn at the
shoulder, and her face tired and smudgy. But she pointed afinger at the Startled superintendent, and he
stepped quickly back, asthough she had apistol too.

"Lady, that'sawalf," he protested nervoudly. "Lady, you please get, get out of theway. That'sa
wolf, | go shoot her now."

"I want to seeyour licensefor that gun." Mrs. Braun held out her hand. The superintendent blinked
at her, muttering in despair. She said, "Do you know that you can be sent to prison for twenty yearsfor
carrying a concedled wegpon in this state? Do you know what the fineisfor having agun without a
license? Thefineis Five. Thousand. Dallars." The men down the Street were shouting at her, but she
swung around to face the creature snarling among the little dead dogs.

"Comeon, Lila" she said. "Come on home with Bernice. I'll maketeaand well talk. I1t'sbeen along
time since weve redly taked, you know? We used to have nice long talks when you were little, but we
don't anymore." The wolf had stopped growling, but she was crouching even lower, and her earswere
gl flat against her head. Mrs. Braun said, "Come on, baby. Listen, | know what—you'll cal insick at
the office and stay for afew days. Y ou'll get agood rest, and maybe well even look around alittlefor a
new doctor, what do you say? Schechtman hasn't done athing for you, | never liked him. Come on
home, honey. Mommas here, Bernice knows." Shetook a step toward the silent wolf, holding out her
hand.

The superintendent gave a desperate, wordless cry and pumped forward, clumsily shoving Mrs.
Braun to one sde. He leveled the pistol point-blank, wailing, "My dog, my dog!" Lilawasin thearr when
the gun went off, and her shadow sprang after her, for the sun had risen. She crumpled down acrossa
couple of dead Pekes. Their blood dabbled her breasts and her pale throat.

Mrs. Braun screamed like alunch whistle. She knocked the superintendent into the street and
Sorawled over Lila, hiding her completely from Farrel'ssight. "Lila, Lila" she keened her daughter, "poor
baby, you never had achance. He killed you because you were different, the way they kill everything
different.” Farrell approached her and stooped down, but she pushed him against awal without looking
up. "Lila, Lila, poor baby, poor darling, maybe it's better, maybe you're happy now. Y ou never had a
chance, poor Lila."

The dog ownerswere edging dowly back, and the surviving dogs were running to them. The
superintendent squatted on the curb with hishe™d in hisarms. A weary, muffled voice said, "For God's
sake, Bernice, would you get up off me?Y ou don't have to stop ydlling, just get off."

When she stood up, the cars began to stop in the street again. It made it very difficult for the police
to get through.
Nobody pressed charges, because there was no one to lodge them againgt. The killer dog—or wolf,

as someing sted—was gone, and if she had an owner, he could not be found. Asfor the people who had
actudly seen the walf turn into ayoung girl when the sunlight touched her; most of them managed not to



have seen it, though they never redlly forgot. There were afew who knew quite well what they had seen,
and never forgot it either, but they never said anything. They did, however, chip into pay the
superintendent's fine for possessing an unlicensed handgun. Farrell gave what he could.

Lilavanished out of Farrdll's life before sunset. She did not go uptown with her mother, but packed
her things and went to stay with friendsin the village. Later he heard that she was living on Christopher
Street, and later till, that she had moved to Berkeley and gone back to school. He never saw her again.

"It had to be like that," he told Ben once. "We got to know too much about each other. See, there's
another side to knowing. She couldn't look a me."

"Y ou mean because you saw her with al those dogs? Or because she knew you'd have let that little
nut shoot her?' Farrdll shook his head.

"It wasthat, | guess, but it was more something else, something | know. When she sprang, just ashe
shot at her that last time, she wasn't legping at him. She was going straight for her mother. Sheld have got
her too, if it hadn't been sunrise.”

Ben whistled softly. "I wonder if her old lady knows."

"Bernice knows everything about Lila" Farrdl said.

"Mrs. Braun called him nearly two years|ater to tell him that Lilawas getting married. It must have
cost her agood ded of money and ingenuity to find him (where Farrdll wasliving then, the telephoneline
was open for four hours aday), but he knew by the spitefulnessin the static that she considered it money
well spent.

"He'sat Stanford,” she crackled. "A research psychologist. They're going to Japan for their

"That'sfine" Farrell said. "I'm redly happy for her, Bernice." He hesitated before he asked, "Does
he know about Lila? 1 mean, about what happens?>—"

"Does he know?' she cried. "He's proud of it—he thinksit'swonderful! It'shisfied!"

"That's great. That'sfine. Good-bye, Bernice. | redly am glad.”

And hewas glad, and alittle wistful, thinking about it. The girl hewasliving with here had aredly
strange hang-up.

afterword by peter s. beagle: "This story was written very long ago, in another world, by ayoung
man to whom the idea of equating womanhood with lycanthropy, sexud desire with blood and death and
humiliation, seemed no more at the time than a casud gridy joke. | would write 'Lilathe Werewolf today,
but not for that reason, and not in that way."



