Interlude: A Wolf’s Dreams

A blur of dark grey left dozens of tracks over the snow as it raced through the streets.

Heedless of any bystander’s panic, the wolf continued to run with unflappable focus. In moments, he saw a chapel in the distance.

His nose twitched. The wolf’s pupils dilated at the scent he picked up.

Blood. And lots of it.

He could not remember reaching the door, only breaking through it.

The wolf let out a despairing whine.

It was as if a cloud formed within the humble sanctuary and issued a blessing in the form of scarlet rain. Streams of red oozed over the floors in a nauseating fashion if they weren’t splattered over the walls and furniture like leaves on an autumn day. Broken windows and splintered furniture only added to the messy picture painted.

The bodies scattered about were no better. It was a miracle if any were even relatively intact. Limbs were scattered about like broken toys after being played with by a rambunctious child. They were less human and more playthings for a being with more power but much less mercy.

The wolf felt sick to his stomach and choked out several barks as if retching.

“…el…lo…”

His ears twitched at the faint sound of a woman’s voice.

Hurriedly searching for the source, the wolf quickly narrowed its sights on a body below the central mural.

He rushed to its side without a second to spare.

Slumped against the wall was a brown-haired woman in a tattered nun’s habit. Trickles of red ran across her body like veins even through the blackness of her dress as dark splotches. The biggest leaks came from the holes in her hands, feet, and side, all of them pierced with wooden stakes pinning her to the wall and ground. Green eyes which doubtlessly held life were glazed over and dull.

The wolf’s blood ran cold.

“Who’s…there?” she asked.

He flinched and let out a surprised whine.

“A dog?” the woman rasped.

While the woman tried to make sense of the figure before her, the wolf frantically searched around for something, anything that could be used to help her.

As he searched, the woman made out his figure more clearly. “No…too big…Wolf?”

His head craned around in a desperate search for a miracle that did not exist. Turning to her again, he winced before looking at the exit.

Help. He needed to find it.

But just before he could go, he was stopped.

“Hey, Mr.Wolf…”

Hearing himself be called, the wolf stopped in his tracks. He fought between his urge to find aid and listen.

Her next few words sent him into greater turmoil.

“…could you stay with me?”

The wolf went still and turned to the woman in shock on reflex. But…

“Aroo…”

…he could not stop himself from complying.

When one died, it was not uncommon to want someone to see them off at the end. Wolf or human, it didn’t matter.

To not be alone. That was what it boiled down to at the end of the day.

Approaching her, he knelt on her lap and offered whatever warmth he could.

Somehow, she managed to choke out a laugh.

“Aww…such a nice wolf…Hmm…Maybe too nice…” Glazed eyes gave the wolf a once over. “Do I…know you?”

The wolf flinched and tried turning away only to reluctantly meet her eyes instead.

The woman’s eyes widened in recognition, briefly recovering some lost luster, as green met green before she out a silent gasp.

“…Hansel?”

Bowing his head, he nodded slowly with quickly-warming eyes.

She smiled sadly at him.

“You poor boy…”

With what little energy she had left, she lowered her head to brush against his fur.

“I wish I could give you a hug…”

Hansel cried before nuzzling her cheek.

“I wish…I could do more…” the woman lamented. “But…please forgive this big sister of yours for asking more of you.”

Hansel sniffed and nodded as if to say, “I will.”

Meeting his eyes, she made her last plea.

“Hansel, please take care of yourself and your sister. Saver her, and live free…be happy both of you.”

The wolf nodded.

She smiled.

“I’m glad…Such…a good boy.”

Sister Maria’s body went limp.

The boy in wolf’s clothing let out a mournful howl.

He wished he could bury her and everyone else, but the sounds of a crowd arriving cut his time short. With no ability to speak, he would be lynched in seconds.

And so began the journey of a stalwart Big Bad Wolf trying to save his Red Riding Hood from the Witch.
