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S h e  felt the earth under h e r  feet cold as late n ight damp. 
Her pads were mo ist now. Her  head held down close to the 
ground,  breath ing in the dan kness. Alert to the no ises of 
cricket and the cadence of the wind overhead in  the c loud of 
interlocked branches-tapping, c l ick ing a m i l l ion sticks 
together. 

Someth ing frig hten ing was fol lowing her, beh ind her 
coming the same way. She watched the pine-needled ground 
pass beneath and beh ind her. Out of her amble she broke 
into a lope k ick ing up smal l  sprays of wet earth after each dig 
of  her paw. The trees ran away i n  the opposite d i rection  i n  the 
s ides of her v is ion. And she wondered what they were go ing 
towards back there, afraid as if she were in  the i r  p lace. 

Persp i ring now she hung her tongue out over her teeth, 
fee l i ng  it go cool and cold,  then dry as the wind wagged it. 
Her nose cutt ing th rough the puffs of th in  fog she panted out 
at each footfal l .  I t  was cold. 

The feel ing of rawness that she felt now had beg un early 
in the n ight when the moon had newly soaked through the 
forest and made s i lhouettes of the real th ings there. The 
sound had been close, v ibrating a i r, and it had raised the hair  
a long her neck as invo l untari ly as if it had been a strong, th in 
wind that had b lown the fur up.  I t  had moaned. Some big 
forbidding someth i ng with no control over its agony had 
leaked out over the rocks around, and passed over grub
laced logs and streamed i nto holes l ike b lood, leav ing the l i fe 
it belonged to and making al l  the th ings it covered sticky with 
itself. She ran afraid,  just ahead of it. 

I n  front of her the woods broke into a meadow and then 
c l imbed into a h igher place-a country where the trees stood 
lonel i er and crooked, and stone g round on ly a l lowed smal l  
grasses through, and rocks were broken. 

There it wou ld  be harder for s omething to catch her, and 
she insti nctively knew th is  thing d id not belong in unfenced 
areas. Approach ing a stone ledge, her haunches bunched 
into muscle and u n ro l led launching her up onto the g ran ite 
shelf. Her  flanks g ri pped t ight and pu l led her over the next 
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one. Food sounds and smel ls were laying in  the a i r  rem i nd ing 
her  of  the t ime s ince she had last eaten. Yet now h u nger was 
crowded by fear and hunt ing was bad on such a brig ht
l ighted evening.  

The cry came again just as she  saw the bright bal l loom 
into her eyes. She felt terror wrap her tight and screamed at it 
as her back legs sudden ly and with violence flexed stra ight 
back together and pitched her forward. She col lapsed, 
scraping pebbles as momentum pushed her a yard, and 
fl inched, l i ps pu l led in a snarl, eyes closed, her head scraped 
rock, tearing l ichen and her own fur away, leav ing raw flesh 
there. 

Scrambl ing u p, she f lung her head around in an attempt 
to regain her balance, her shou lders cramping with exertion. 
She could not stand and fe l l  aga in  then and again,  pounding 
the wind out  of  her l u ng s, and she was so scared she tried to 
die and could not, and then tried to deny it a l l ,  knowing f inal ly 
what was happening. The moon was too big she remembered. 
Her legs cou ld not move and were grotesquely bending out 
at the wrong angles and h urting  so bad ly. 

From the sky, moon turned her i nto a shadow and tried its 
best to hide what it was doing. She was stretched and 
changed back, the fur that b lurred her outl i ne tremored 
s l ightly, tautened as it faded. And as her body contorted and 
arched, she became a new prof i le against the n ight, leaving 
her naked and unaccustumably wet with dew and soggy 
moss. 

The moan q uavered again in the midair  of n ig ht. I t was not 
so poignant now as it had been earl ier when her throat had 
ti lted fu l l  back and swallowed a l l  the sadness there, not even 
knowing it was her own. N ow reduced in a shorter neck came 
a wh i m per just for quick ears that did not even care. 

The woman l ifted up on her e lbows, her ha i r  cover ing her 
face. She was muddy and shaking and was a du l l  color in the 
nearing dawn. The moon had gone away, forgetful and 
unfaithful of its own. 

Her hand came up to clear her face. A long f ingered hand 
came u p  to clear her face. A long f ingered hand with scraped 
knuckles, sore looki ng, c lums i ly  combed f ingers through the 
tang led hair, and she turned to stare beh ind her. Back there 
were the fences. 

She was perfect but for her eyes. They were left amber 
and al mond tilted-al l wrong and staring back i nto my own 
eyes. I do not l i ke th is, I am afraid, one m istake here. Round, 
and too many shadows through the pupil. The cold I am 
fee l i ng  now through my sweat is  fear. I wi l l  s lap water over my 
face and onto the m i rror. 
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Good/The Woman 

It resides tonight. The moon I mean, in its own cycle. F i rst 
for me, I mustfind my dark glasses. Here they are. O kay, now I 
wi l l  paint my nai ls. O kay now, my hands are a l ittle raw. It is just 
the detergent I washed the d inner d ishes in before d usk last 
night. 
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