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By the Light
of the Moon

By Karla Johnson

below. A soft mist covered the ground like a velvety blanket. Lit up
with small moonbeams, it cast an air of mystery upon the scene.

The town was filled with excitement. Men of all ages were gathered in
the small village square, loading their guns. Little Tommy sat by himself
on a bench, his gun in his lap, listening to the other boys talking. This was
his first year on the hunt, and he was nervous. He remembered his moth-
er’s tearful face as she watched him leave with his father. He remembered
questioning his father about this, and now he played back the conversa-
tion in his mind.

“Father, why does Mother watch me like I will never return home?” he
asked with the innocence of a child.

His father had regarded him with a tired look and answered evasively,
“Tommy, your mother’s just a-doin’ what all them womenfolks do! She’s a-
mixin’ her dreams with reality. You see, last night she dreamed you was
never comin’ home from this here hunt. She just took it into her head that
her nightmare is gonna come true. Now us men, well, we know this ain’t
gonna happen, but you know them women!” He had shaken his head in
dishelief, and then his face had grown distant.

Tommy lapsed into a thoughtful silence and soon fell behind. He
broke away at the first chance to be by himself, alone, as he was now.
Absent-mindedly, he began loading his gun. His fingers were well accus-
tomed to this job. But as he drew the box of cartridges from his pocket,
his fingers fumbled, and the shells went spilling out of the box and onto
the ground. In the moonlight, they cast a silvery glow which shone beau-
tifully in the dark. He stared down at them in wonder. Slowly he picked
them up, loaded six silver cartridges into the gun, and then returned the
remaining ones to his pocket.

“Under this full moon we’ll catch it and put an end to it like we've
been trying to do for so long!” Tommy said aloud. He patted his gun and
rose to his feet.

Down the deserted streets of town he proceeded, nearing the edge of
the forest with each determined step. He knew the hunt had already
begun. He could hear excited shouts from the forest, but eventually they
grew fainter until Tommy was left in a sea of silence.

Tommy chuckled to himself, for he knew the hunters were going in
the wrong direction. As he stood at the edge of the forest, he heard it.
Familiar though it was, the eerie howl sent chills of fear and excitement
up and down his spine as it echoed throughout the forest. The hair on the
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[image: image2.jpg]back of his neck stood straight on end, and he longed

to run from the feeling the howl had stirred up inside

him. He pulled on his jacket and forced his feet to walk

toward the sound. He knew where to find the creature;
e also knew what the creature would be doing.

The caverns held many fond memories for Tommy,
but one memory shadowed all the rest. Tommy and his
sister had often played there during their childhood. It
was there near the cavern that he had witnessed the

Tommy knew where to find the
creature; he also knew what the
creature would be doing.

creature tear his sister’s body to pieces and then devour
her before his terrified eyes. He knew its power and its
lust for blood. He knew it was evil. Perhaps that was
the reason he had stood watching the scene, unable to
answer his sister’s cries for help. It was for this that he
wanted to kill the creature—to be rid of the thing that
raged wildly inside him, and to avenge his sister’s
death. His anger centered on the loss of one so young,
50 innocent.

Oh, and how it had laughed when it saw the
young, frightened boy who watched from the forest,
eyes filled with terror. He vaguely remembered carrying
what was left of his sister home to his mother. He
remembered the lightness of the coffin, his mother’s
tears, his father’s sullen face, and his own distant, tear-
less eyes as his sister was put to rest. Most of all, he
remembered his father’s words: “Why didn’t you stop it,
Tommy? Why?” He remembered looking to his mother
for support, only to find she had looked down, unable
to say that she felt the same.

He was nearing the caverns now, walking down
that well-worn path. He had returned to these caverns
every month since his sister’s death, each time witness-
ing more murders. He would watch as the creature
dragged its victims, still shrieking and fighting, onto
the grass clearing just outside its lair. There, on that
flat, gray stone which stood a few yards from Tommy’s
hiding place, it would devour them, leaving nothing
but a heap of bloody clothes and bones. Then the crea-
ture would tum its blood-stained muzle to where it
knew Tommy was hiding, and laugh its evil laugh.
Finally, it would turn its beastly body away and disap-
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pear into the shadows of the night.

To his horror, Tommy soon found that he enjoyed
watching the murders, for they stirred up an instinct
inside of him, an instinct long forgotten with the pas-
sage of time. Often he had barely been able to keep
himself from charging out to the stone to join the crea-
ture and help kill its prey . . . their prey? Something
deep within him longed to taste the blood and feel the
tender flesh rip beneath his teeth. Although he did not
understand the feeling, he knew it had always been
there. So Tommy returned, at each full moon, to watch
the massacres.

He reached the clearing, knelt upon the ground,
and waited with gun at his side. He knew it wouldn’t
be long.

The creature was neither man nor beast, but some-
thing in between. Its ears were laid back tightly against
its skin. From its head protruded a long muzzle of tight-
ly overlapping skin, and from its mouth drooled cream-
colored saliva. It walked on two legs, its prey grasped
tightly within its claws.

The orange-red eyes glowed and flashed in the
moonlight as it dragged its prey toward the flat stone in
the clearing. With one quick swipe, it knocked its vic-
tim in the head, rendering him unconscious. While
ripping the shirt from the victim, its sharp claws grazed
the soft skin. A small stream of blood flowed from the
opening.

The creature tenderly licked the blood away.
Tommy's mouth began to water. He watched the saliva
glisten in the moonlight as it fell from the creature’s
mouth.

With moonlight reflecting wickedly off its sharp
teeth, the creature raised its eyes to the moon. It
released a strange, haunting sound from deep within its
throat, one which shattered the stillness of the night.

Sweat broke out all over Tommy’s face. The thing
within him surged stronger than ever. As he fought to
control it, his quest for vengeance was forgotten.
When the creature’s howl came to an end, it thrust its
gnarled muzzle fiercely into the victim’s stomach, tear-
ing deeply into the soft flesh. The victim’s body quiv-
ered. Warm blood spurted from the open wound,
splashing onto Tommy’s face. Tommy felt a transfor-
mation come over his body as the thing inside him
took over. He sprang from his hiding place, a strange
howl piercing his lips. He licked the saliva from the
corners of his mouth and stood facing the creature.

The creature laughed evilly as their fiery eyes met,
then made room for Tommy at the stone.
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