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        The measure of a man is what he does with power.

        Plato

      

      

      

    

  


  
    
      
        
          
          

          
            It all started with a dame…

          

        

      

    

    
      …which, as I learned later, happens a lot.

      It also started late at night. I knew this because I was awake and looking for my dinner, and because the subway platform was empty of humans.

      I later learned the moon was full that night, but seeing as how I lived two flights underground, that wasn’t something I’d have noticed at the time.

      Fact is, I wouldn’t even have noticed the dame if it weren’t for the wolf chasing her down the platform.  I mean, you see a lot of weirdness at the Shepherd’s Crossing station, but wolves?  Not so much on the Urbania police watch list, if you know what I mean.

      Anyway, there I was at the far end of the center platform, nothing but the tile wall behind me and a track on either side. I’d just started working my way through some fetid trash that none of my brethren had caught a whiff of, yet, when this dame comes running at me with this ginormous wolf a few paces behind her.

      Even with my second-rate eyesight, I could see that if someone didn’t do something, and fast, that dame would end up bleeding out on the platform.

      So—me being the dumb schmuck I am—I did something.

      I dropped the chicken McChucklenut I’d been about to tuck into, skittered between the dame’s ankles and straight up to that big boy, my tiny teeth bared with as much fierceness as I could manage (which wasn’t much, in case you were wondering). As I ran, I let out a kind of high-pitched shriek like no sound I’d ever made before.

      Crazy, right?

      Even crazier, right after I made that noise, I jumped straight up and bit that wolf right in the muzzle.

      Let me say that again.

      I.

      Bit.

      The.

      Wolf.

      Let me tell you, for about half a second there, I was pretty impressed with myself.

      Then the rest of that second caught up, and Fido reared—with me still clamped onto his snout—and suddenly both of us were flying off the platform and down to the track of the uptown local.

      I got wise quick enough to let go, and fell away from the wolf to land in a patch of gravel between the ties.

      From there I rolled to a mostly upright position, trying to spit out the coppery-furry bit of wolf I’d taken with me.

      I should point out that, under most circumstances, I’d have considered the hint of blood to be an enjoyable aperitif. But this stuff? It went straight to my head, but less in a “Well-aged Reuben,” kind of way and more in a “that stuff I lapped off a zoning junkie that one time,” kind of way. And even that error in judgment didn’t make me feel as wonky as I felt right then on those tracks.

      So there I was with a mouthful of wolf I didn’t know what to do with, and the wolf it came from rolling to his feet way too close for comfort—that is to say, close enough to see his teeth.

      As I watched, frozen with fear and illness, he sniffed the air, then shifted his muzzle in my direction before going all stiff.

      There was blood dripping from his muzzle, and the fur rose all along his back, and one thought shot through the haze in my brain, and that thought was, I’m done.

      And I would have been. Should have been, except, at that same moment the dame—you remember the dame, right?  Well, in that moment, I heard her shout something. Not much of a something. Just two words. Two little, one syllable words I should never have understood, even on my best of days.

      But I understood it that night, when she shouted for me to “Look out!”

      Tell you true, I’m still amazed that there was a part of me—the part not engaged in a petrified staring contest—that understood those words.

      More, there was another part that wondered why I understood those words.

      There was even a third, non-frozen-in-terror part that questioned why this dame was yelling anything at me when she should be high-tailing it out of the tunnel while she had the chance.

      But yell she did, and because she did, she drew the wolf’s attention from me and back to her.

      And while the wolf was looking away, and those bits of me were wondering, the rest of me—that would be the petrified part on the tracks that was expecting a (hopefully) quick death—caught the low, deep, down-in-the-bones thrum of an approaching train.

      It was a signal that, any other night, would have sent several hundreds of mice scattering for cover.

      But this wasn’t any other night.

      This was the night the wolf showed up in the tunnel, so there weren’t any mice.

      The tunnel rats, on the other paw, I could smell nearby. Likely they were all snugged tight in the nooks and crannies near the track, watching, and waiting.

      This is because rats, by nature, are always on the lookout for an easy meal, and they aren’t terribly fussy about what species that meal might have been before it became dinner.

      That being the case, I assumed that about now they were waiting to see if they’d be enjoying a wolf-smoothie, or a me-sized appetizer.

      Either way, they’d call it a win, and soon, since the subway’s distant thrum had increased to a nearby rumble, and a light had appeared behind the wolf, as massive and blinding as the sun I’d never seen.

      In the moment, I figured all that light and noise would get the wolf’s attention, but his focus remained locked on the dame, and as I watched, he started to turn in her direction, oblivious to the hundreds of thousands of pounds worth of Urbania Public Transportation bearing down on him.

      Weird, but  also good for me, because his distraction gave me a chance to make a discreet exit, stage right.

      Not a bad plan, except for the fact that all the little nooks and crannies I might have squeezed into were already filled by hungry rats and terrified mice, and I didn’t have the skill set for climbing back up to the platform.

      With nowhere to hide, I was left with the option to stay and see what happened, or run.
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