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He glanced across the room. She was still there. Engaged in
conversation her face became mobile, agile, a thing of beauty. Her
small heart shaped face reminded him of an animal, a sphinx, her
high prominent cheekbones chiselled from marble, a goddess from an
ancient tribe. He had noticed her a few times in the local pub but
had never been close enough to speak. Besides, she always seemed
popular.

He had the feeling that she was different though. There was
something about her that stood out from the rest. Most of the time
she looked bored with the conversation and didn't seem to join the
others in their idle chit chat. He had seen her couple of times
reading a book propped up on a bar stool, fully engrossed within
the pages.

 

He lifted his glass and drained the pint of its contents. Should
he have another? It was Friday night after all, a cold and damp
October night at that. Why not? Andy approached the bar fishing
into his pocket for just enough shrapnel to fund another round. The
bar was quite busy and he stood with the others, jostling the
barmaid with his eyes in the hope of being served next.

 

As he stood there waiting Andy looked around him. She had gone.
The crowd of girls she had been stood with were still there, but
she had gone. He felt his heart sink and a disappointment rise
within. He felt ridiculous. He didn't even know this girl but he
felt a loss. He had to admit, he had been feeling particularly
lonely of late.

 

Eventually the bar maid turned her attentions towards him and he
was served with another pint of his favourite, a crisp amber beer
with a fine head. That would cheer him up. Hopefully!

 

Turning, head down concentrating on not spilling the fine ale,
he felt a strange sensation. It passed through his body like a
warming sun. The beer must be good! He then noticed a soft scent in
the air. It was not the usual harsh synthetic smell of perfume, but
something more subtle, more natural. He stopped aware of someone in
front of him. His eyes lifted from the beer. The girl was standing
in front of him. Andy felt his head sway and an awkwardness spread
over him. His hand jerked and a glug of beer swilled over his
glass, spilling on his shoes below. He looked up, wishing for a
moment that he wasn't there. The girl was smiling at him. "Hi", she
said "sorry, I didn't mean to startle you".

 

It was the first time Andy had seen the girl up close. She had
blue - green eyes and a small nose that twitched occasionally
emphasising the animal likeness of her appearance. Her hair was
dark and curled around small ears. He liked this face. He liked it
a lot.

 

"Try not to get your feet too wet" the eyes flashed back in a
smile. Andy couldn't help but smile back. He looked down at his
faded and scuffed beige shoes, now covered in dark spots,
contrasting widely with the girls black heeled boots, gleaming,
pristine.

He needed something to say. The beer hadn't yet had the effect
of loosening his tongue in such a situation. "Can I get you a
drink", he looked at her, at least it was a start. She looked back
into his eyes, still smiling "Great, I'll have a large glass of red
please".

Standing at the bar gave him the opportunity to pull himself
together. What was wrong with him? He wasn't normally this tongue
tied.

 

"That will be 3.60" shouted the barmaid above the rising noise
of the bar. Andy had a sinking feeling. He had just managed to pull
together enough change for his last pint, he hadn't intended being
out long. His left hand rummaged in his back pocket. His heart sank
deeper and deeper as he felt the outline of two coins. He pulled
out his hand. 15p, one 10p and one 5p. "3.60" shouted the bar maid
again. Andy looked at her, he looked through her. He felt a slight
sweat spread across his brow and his mouth felt dry, despite the
two pints of beer. He looked at the bar maid. She looked old, worn.
Her yellow peroxide hair faded into the yellowing wallpaper behind
the bar, the smoker’s legacy. Her face was pale, almost
transparent, with a covering of powder that sat in every crease and
line of her tired skin making the contours a road map of her
life.

 

Andy seemed frozen for a moment. What to do, the barmaid in
front of him and the girl behind him? He wanted to disappear. Was
this a dream, a nightmare of the first order?

He heard a snorting sound behind and then a slim hand appeared
holding a £10 note, crisp and clean. "£3.60 and another pint
please" came the voice behind his head, as soft and low as the
murmuring of the river he could hear through his window at night.
He could tell by the rhythm in her voice that she was smiling. A
girl with a sense of humour that would be a change!

 

She moved beside him, slipping her slim body comfortably between
the bar and his left arm, he felt the warmth radiate from her body
like an animal. Her scent drifted around him, this time more
intense, something primitive yet delicate and subtle. He felt it
drift passed his eyes and into his head, lifting him from the
present to the enchanted.

 

"Your pint?" quizzed the soft voice now just behind his left
ear. Andy had stood, his mind elsewhere. What was the matter with
him; he seemed almost bewitched by this girl? He picked up his pint
and turned his body to face her, she was so close he felt the
gentlest stroke of her breath against his neck. She stood slightly
smaller than him but their physical closeness meant that as he
turned her face was looking straight into his, her eyes watching
his with catlike intensity. She must have sensed his awkwardness
for she drew back slightly returning to her own space.

 

Andy took a gulp of his pint. As he raised his glass to his
mouth he glanced back at the girl. She was smiling, no she wasn't
smiling she was laughing. Not a dainty girly giggle but a
whole-hearted guffaw. Her eyes crinkled and her hands flew up to
her face to try and hide her merriment. He heard a snort too and
her eyes widened, brimming with gleeful tears "I'm so sorry" she
struggled to say between the snorts. She lifted her eyes up to
Andy's like a naughty school girl and tried to compose herself. Her
face seemed so beautiful he felt like reaching out and kissing her
there and then, but instead he just smiled back. "Sorry about the
drink, I didn't intend on staying out long, I owe you one".

 

The girl smiled back. She didn't want him to keep thinking of
his embarrassment. She changed the subject.

"It's a beautiful, big moon tonight, almost full; I saw it
hanging in the trees high up over the hill"

 

Andy had noticed the moon on his short walk to the pub, a
luscious ripe orb low in the sky. He had always been fascinated by
the moon since a young boy and its mysteries and magic had not been
lost on him over the years.

He nodded in acknowledgement "Yes, I saw it, I'll be howling
later" he smirked back, whilst thinking at the same time what a
stupid thing to say. The girl’s eyes lit up. "Really, me too" she
replied and smiling back opened her small mouth, showing the merest
hint of white teeth and let out a small howl.  Andy was taken
aback at first. What a funny thing she was, not the merest hint of
embarrassment or awkwardness about her. Full of life and fun, clear
and open with a sense of innocence, almost.

 

"I'll be walking up on the hill with the dog later, maybe you
would like to come", Andy looked into his glass wondering what had
made him so bold so suddenly.

The girl shrugged "not tonight, maybe some other time".

After that came a period of silence, not awkward, but Andy
wished he had never asked the question -stupid, stupid with a
capital S.

"Well, I will have to be going, thanks for the drink", the girl
said with a cheeky smile and the irony was not wasted on him.

With that, she was gone.

 

Andy turned around and watched her leave, taking all her life
and light out into the dark night.

His stomach lurched as he looked around. As if awakening from a
troubled sleep he was suddenly hit by the shabby and sullied
atmosphere of the place. The loud and leery people, the ugliness of
it all. He felt his loneliness spreading until his entire body was
aching.

Putting his half finished pint onto the bar, he quickly pushed
through the lurching crowd. He had to find the girl.

Rushing from the light into the darkness made him giddy and he
leant against an outside wall to get his breath, his heart racing
wildly. What was he doing?

Peering past the pub lights and street lights and into the
darkness beyond he scanned the empty street, there was no sign of
the girl. There were two ways to turn, but which way?

A low whine alerted him to the fact that his dog was still tied
to the railing, waiting patiently for its master.

The dog nuzzled his hands, the warmth of the fur and the wagging
tail of unquestioning love almost brought him to tears. Untying the
dog, they set off together.

He instinctively turned to the right, not the most obvious way,
the path less trod, but he was facing the moon, let the moon be his
guide.

 

Hurrying along the quiet street, his footsteps vibrated off the
hard pavement and echoed into the still night air, the dog tripping
beside him like a shadow. He stopped and looked around, his breath
smoky in the cold air. She was nowhere to be seen. He had taken the
wrong path after all. He didn't even know where she lived.

Andy looked up at the sky, in desperation he sent up a heartfelt
plea to whatever magic a full moon could bring. And then he spotted
her. Or he spotted something, a lone figure walking up on the hill,
lit by the pale lunar glow.

Although the figure was some way away he knew it was her. She
pulled him towards her with each step.

Turning off the road the two made their way towards the little
path that led up the hill.

What was the matter with him; he had become some kind of
stalker? But he couldn't stop now.

 

Man and dog walked silently up the slope, towards the moon which
hung so low they could almost touch it.

 

At the top Andy looked around. The beauty of the night was not
lost on him, the tree's and foliage swathed in a pale luminosity,
ethereal and distinct.

 

But where was the girl, he had definitely seen her come this
way. The top of the hill was flat and deserted.

Suddenly the dog began to whine, and then snarl and snap,
jumping into the air as from behind them came a howl, a low soft
sound, increasing in volume and pitch. He turned quickly and there
standing quietly behind him was the girl.

She looked beautiful, even more beautiful than before. Her green
eyes glinted and sparkled like emeralds and the moon lit up her
angular features, a sphinx in the making.

As she looked at him her brow slightly furrowed and her lips
parted, ready to speak.

Yet before the words could spill into the air, the dog pulled
free from its leash and was upon her. Snapping and snarling it
leapt at her throat knocking her to the ground. Andy stared in
amazement. Rushing at the two now tussling on the ground he tried
to kick the dog away from girl, but its hold was too strong, too
fierce and it was several minutes before he managed to haul the dog
away, beating it with a stick before it left the girl alone.

The dog slumped off into the bushes, tail between its legs.

 

The girl lay still on the ground, pale and lifeless in the
moonlight. The dog had ripped at her throat and she was dead. Andy
looked on in disbelief. This could not be happening to him. He
knelt down beside her and touched her beautiful face gently. She
was still warm. He took off his coat and gently laid it over the
body. Then sitting down next to her on the damp grass and howled
into the night sky.

 

It was a lonely life, living on his own, but perhaps this was
for the best, this was a small village, no room for rivals.

 

Andy picked himself up off the ground and whistled for the dog.
Picking his coat up, he set off slowly down the slope and headed
for home, leaving behind the body of the beautiful wolf.
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