
I took a few steps back as the creature that was once my 
husband swung a stick at me. It looks at me with fury in its eyes. 
Bloodlust almost. I begin to run as my pack begins to run towards this 
thing and myself. I turn just in time to see my sister lunge for the 
creature and the creature swinging its stick at her, somehow knocking 
her to the grass. One by one, the strange human fights off the pack. 

 
This meadow almost seems too peaceful for something this 

brutal to occur. Blood splattered on the grass and I felt myself let out a 
cry, a soft howl if you will. It looks to me with full intent to kill me, but 
instead he collapses to the ground. I’m hesitant to go near him but I 
soon begin to approach. I freeze only when he begins to change. 

 
His hairless skin, his short snout, they all begin to change. They 

change back to the husband I once knew. As the human creature 
disappears, my husband appears in its place. My husband. He is my 
husband, but why doesn’t that sound right? Is it because i know he’s 
different now? I suppose. 

 
As the wolf slowly begins to sit up, the night sky is dark, and I 

realize all of the wounds all over his body. But I’m hesitant to help him. 
There’s something off putting about helping someone like him. 
Something about helping both my worst enemy and the person I care 
for more than anyone else just doesn’t feel right. 

 
I hear barking, and i know its our pups, no, my pups. I turn away 

from the man I thought I once knew and ran towards my pups. I lead 
them away from the scene, being careful not to let them turn around.  

 



We end up back at the den, unsure of what to do or how to feel, 
and i instead lie on the floor. My pups gather around, noticing the 
sorrow in my expression. I don’t know what to do, say, anything, but in 
truth there’s nothing I could’ve done. My husband is no more, and my 
pups and I are alone, from now until forever. 
 


