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Feliciana Fruge felt eyes watching her. Something rustled through the trees. 

She snapped her head up from her sketchbook. She looked left, at the shrubs separating the backyard from the park. She looked right, at the vine-choked cinderblocks that Bob said used to be a walled-off garden. 

A breeze made shadows dance in the evening light. Perhaps that’s all it was.

But the hair rose on Feliciana’s arms. She knew something had been lurking in the bushes. 

She pulled her jacket tight around her shoulders, gathered up her colored pencils, and hurried inside.

Bob lived on the second floor of a triplex, above a family with a fussy baby and below some college students who played guitar but only after midnight. 

Technically, it was also Mom and Feliciana’s apartment. But no matter how many of Feliciana’s drawings Mom hung on the walls, it still felt like Bob’s. Bob’s souvenir Cape Cod coffee mugs in the cabinets. Bob’s Red Sox blanket on the couch. Bob’s signs from the craft store, with slogans like TOGETHER WE MAKE A FAMILY and IN THIS HOUSE WE LOVE, HUG, LAUGH A LOT, AND DREAM BIG. Mom said it was sweet that Bob was so excited to be a dad. Feliciana said it was too embarrassing to have friends over. No one said that Bob was actually a stepdad or that Feliciana didn’t have any friends to invite over in the first place.

“Feliciana bo-bana!” Bob called from the kitchen. “Is that you?”

The clattering meant Bob was doing the dinner dishes. They’d had meatloaf, and even worse, it had been just the two of them—Feliciana and Bob. 

Before Boston, dinner had meant Mom and Grandma cooking together, filling the house with the sounds of sizzling pans and laughter. With Grandma scolding, “Keep stirring, cher,” and Mom insisting, “I know how to make a roux.” With enough butter and garlic and onions to make Feliciana’s mouth water. 

Now, Mom was rarely home for dinner. She was starting college tomorrow, which meant working evenings so she could go to class during the day. 

And Feliciana hadn’t seen Grandma in over a year, since Mom married Bob, and Bob dragged Feliciana to stupid Boston.

Bob could love Boston. That was fine. But Mom and Feliciana loved Louisiana. It was two against one. Why should Bob get to pick where they lived?

Feliciana hung up her jacket. She studied the trees through the back window. Nothing moved. But if Feliciana could see outside, maybe something out there could see inside. She shivered and bolted the door.

“Are there any bears around here?” she asked. 

Bob poked his head out of the kitchen. “Bears?”

“Or wolves?” Feliciana said.

“Don’t think so,” Bob said. “Why?”

“I thought I saw something.”

Bob peered through the window above the kitchen sink. “Looks normal to me.” He crossed the living room and checked out the back window, too. “Didn’t you put out leftover oatmeal for the birds?”

Bob’s oatmeal was, if possible, even worse than his meatloaf. But the neighborhood geese had finished picking the oats from the gloop three mornings ago. They didn’t give Feliciana the prickling feeling that she was being watched.

“It wasn’t a bird,” Feliciana said.

“There aren’t any bears or wolves around here.” Bob twisted the blinds shut. “You know what I think is going on? Good old first day of school jitters.”

“Gee, I wonder why.” Feliciana turned down the hall to her room. 

“Things will be different this year,” Bob called. “You’ll see.”

Feliciana kept walking so Bob couldn’t see her roll her eyes.

“Listen, my children, and you shall hear of Feliciana loving Paul Revere . . . Academy.”

Feliciana shut her bedroom door. If Bob wanted to bond with her—and Mom kept claiming he did—he should know better than to talk about school. Not Revere Academy, where Feliciana was starting sixth grade tomorrow. Definitely not John Q. Adams Elementary, where she had been stuck for her first year in Boston.

Feliciana’s cell phone buzzed in her pocket. It was probably Grandma. She called almost every day. 

Feliciana swiped to open her phone, and her stomach plunged to her toes.

It wasn’t Grandma.

It was a post for a school supply drive, shared by Ashley Hampton from John Q. Adams. The graphic was full of information about where and how to donate, but Ashley had tagged Feliciana in a comment. Help Mudbug afford markers!

Feliciana threw her phone on her bed.

Ashley always got likes on her posts. In real life, she got laughs and nods and people joining in to remind Feliciana that she wasn’t like the rest of Boston. Feliciana was Cajun. Which, according to Ashley, meant Feliciana talked wrong, belonged in the boondocks, and was too poor to afford school supplies.

Being Cajun actually meant that five hundred years ago, Feliciana’s ancestors were kicked out of French Canada by the British and moved to Louisiana. It meant that Feliciana’s life used to look like the pictures in her sketchbook.

When classmates last year made fun of her accent, saying it sounded like she was choking on a French frog, Feliciana drew Janae and Olivia, her best friends from home. When the teacher yelled to stop saying, “Yes, ma’am,” because it “made her feel old,” Feliciana drew the fais-dodo dance party at the parish fair. When Ashley called her Mudbug and Swamp Girl and asked if she rode an alligator to school, Feliciana drew Uncle Joseph’s shrimp boat bringing in a fresh catch. And when Feliciana turned in her final math exam covered in pictures of Louisiana and not one single number, Mom and Bob decided she should try a new school. 

So, tomorrow Feliciana would start at Revere Academy, where she was determined to talk as little as possible so no one would hear her accent, remember not to say ma’am so her teacher would like her, and keep her fingers crossed that no one would know who Ashley even was. And maybe things would be okay.

A knock sounded on the bedroom door. Feliciana jumped, even though there was no way it could be Ashley. Or whatever had been watching her outside.

“Goodnight, Bob,” Feliciana called.

“Nope, not Bob.” The door opened and Mom peeked in, wearing her Stop & Shop polo and a tired smile.

Feliciana tried to smile back. “I didn’t hear you come home.”

“I’m sneaky like that.” Mom came in and closed the door behind her. “Bob said you went to bed early, but I wanted to see how you’re feeling about tomorrow.”

Feliciana shrugged.

“I really think it’s going to be better this year,” Mom said.

Feliciana shrugged again.

“It might be fun, both of us in school at the same time,” Mom persisted. “You’re starting middle school. I’m starting college again.”

The first time, Mom had to quit college to get a job after Feliciana was born and Daddy died. As for Feliciana—

“It’s not even real middle school,” she said. “Revere is K–8. Everyone else will have known each other since kindergarten.”

“It’s a fresh start,” Mom said. “That’s what’s important.”

Feliciana changed the subject. “Are there any wolves around here?”

“I don’t think so.” Mom looked confused. “Why?”

“I thought I heard something earlier.”

“What kind of something?”

“Something big in the bushes. I didn’t get a good look, but . . .” Feliciana trailed off as a twinkle crept into Mom’s eyes.

“Are you sure it was a wolf?” Mom said.

“I don’t know.”

“Are you sure it wasn’t—” Mom dove in to tickle Feliciana’s ribs. “A rougarou?”

“Mom!” Feliciana swatted Mom with her pillow.

Feliciana’s favorite spooky stories were the ones Mom told about the rougarou. It was a swamp creature, a shapeshifter, a werewolf—and humans were its favorite prey. Sometimes it snatched up misbehaving children in the dead of night. Sometimes it prowled beneath the full moon, biting unsuspecting victims to pass along its curse. During Lent, between Mardi Gras and Easter, the rougarou even ate the souls of Catholics who didn’t repent for their sins.

Mom said the last rougarous had disappeared before Grandma was born. Feliciana was pretty sure they had never existed in the first place. But even though Feliciana didn’t believe in the rougarou, Mom could still tell a great story.

Mom snuggled beside Feliciana. “Long ago, there lived a fur trapper. He sailed on a houseboat and hunted muskrat, like your great-great-grandpa Raymond.” 

Feliciana shifted against Mom’s shoulder. Muskrats were like beavers, but if Ashley ever heard about Great-great-grandpa, she’d start calling Feliciana Rat Girl for sure.

“The fur trapper hunted far and wide,” Mom said. “He explored every last trenasse.”

Trenasse was Cajun French for a cut-through in the swamp. Feliciana didn’t think she’d have much reason to use it at Revere Academy, but she added it to her list of words not to say. Just in case.

“There was one bayou where nobody dared to go. It held a terrible secret.” Mom leaned in close, her voice dropping. “In this bayou, the muskrat were protected by the rougarou.”

The story was about to get good. Feliciana could tell from Mom’s dramatic hush. But she wished Mom would talk louder. Loud enough to drown out Ashley in Feliciana’s head. Help Mudbug afford markers!

“Why did Great-great-grandpa Raymond have a houseboat?” Feliciana said suddenly. “Was he too poor to live on the land?”

“Well, the Cajun people have never been wealthy,” Mom said. “But Raymond liked being on the water. He could travel and explore.” She tucked Feliciana’s hair behind her ear and returned to the story. “The fur trapper poled his pirogue through the water. Yellow eyes watched between cypress knees.”

Feliciana wasn’t satisfied. “Did regular people live on houseboats back then? Or only Cajuns?”

“Cajuns are regular people. We just eat tastier food.” Mom gave Feliciana’s shoulders a gentle shake, trying to coax out a smile. “Are you sure you don’t want to talk about school?” 

“I’m sure.” Feliciana picked at a thread on her comforter.

“Should I try a different story?” Mom said. “Long ago, there lived a hungry sorceress who transformed herself into a wolf so she could hunt humans for dinner—”

“Actually, I do want to talk about school,” Feliciana interrupted. 

“Oh?” Mom sat up straighter.

“Sixth grade,” Feliciana said. “I think it’s too old for rougarou stories.”

Mom looked at Feliciana real hard. Her eyes were a lot less twinkly and a lot more tired.

“My little girl is growing up.” She kissed Feliciana on the forehead and got up from the bed. “Goodnight, sweetheart.”

Feliciana pulled her thread tight around her finger. She wished she could have ended the story without hurting Mom’s feelings.

“Goodnight, Mom,” she said. “I love you.”

“I love you, too.”

But after Mom turned out the lights and left, her story still echoed in Feliciana’s head.

Yellow eyes watched between cypress knees. 

Once upon a time, there was a hungry sorceress.

Feliciana sat up. She was too old for rougarou stories. The rougarou didn’t exist, and it never had, either. She twisted her blinds open and peered into the dark backyard.

The trees behind Bob’s house stood perfectly still. 

Then, out of the darkness, two yellow eyes blinked open. 
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Two yellow eyes staring out of the darkness. 

Two yellow eyes, like a rougarou.

All night, they watched Feliciana. All night, she snuck glances between the blinds, crossing her fingers for luck, knocking on her wood windowsill in hopes that this time, surely at this hour, the eyes would be gone. But they remained, steady, until dawn. So steady that Feliciana tried to convince herself they maybe weren’t eyes at all—a glowstick lost by the college students upstairs, a light-up toy for the downstairs baby. No use. Feliciana couldn’t shake Mom’s story.

Yellow eyes watched between cypress knees. 

Feliciana shivered and pulled her sketchbook closer. Her classroom at Revere Academy was bright with morning sun. The tray beneath her desktop held fresh, shiny textbooks. Her new classmates swirled around her, greeting their friends and complaining about being forced to sit in ABC order. They all knew each other, like Feliciana had warned Mom. And they were private school fancy, with monogrammed backpacks and the good sneakers Feliciana knew better than to ask Mom and Bob for. Probably none of them were on financial aid like Feliciana.

She needed to be focused, not sleep-deprived and jittery. This was her only chance to make an under-the-radar, not-at-all-Cajun first impression.

But she also needed to figure out those glowing eyes.

She had just tried sketching rectangular goat pupils—definitely the wrong shape—when a woman walked into the classroom and closed the door behind her. She looked even younger than Feliciana’s mom. 

“Good morning, class.” She wrote her name on the dry-erase board in loopy letters. “I’m Ms. Dudley.”

“Good morning, Ms. Dudley!” two boys’ voices sang behind Feliciana.

She peeked over her shoulder. One boy was tan with dark curls. The other was freckled with blond hair gelled too stylishly on top of his head. They both wore the same grin, but Ms. Dudley didn’t seem to notice they were mocking her. She smiled widely and said again, “Good morning! We’re going to start by calling roll. Please let me know if I’m saying your name correctly or if you go by a nickname, and please tell us a fun fact about yourself. My fun fact is that it’s my first year teaching sixth grade.”

Feliciana’s stomach hit the floor. 

The first day fun fact. A teacher classic. Why hadn’t Feliciana prepared for this?

“Erika Abrams?” Ms. Dudley said.

Erika sat up straighter. “I can recite the alphabet backward.”

Feliciana’s armpits prickled. She could only think of what Ashley might say if Feliciana’s fact was the glowing eyes. Ragin’ Cajun drank a little too much swamp water last night.

“Stephen Andersen?” Ms. Dudley said.

Stephen mimed a camera. “My dad is a photographer for the Boston Globe. He takes pictures at all the Bruins games.”

Feliciana scribbled the start of a sketch, then crossed it out. Dad facts were easy for Stephen. Not for Feliciana. In her kindergarten sharing circle, she told the class her daddy was a guardian angel up in heaven. The pity stares taught her real quick that wasn’t a fun fact. Last year, she’d mentioned Mom was applying for college, and the stares were even more pitiful. Feliciana couldn’t start another school year with stares like those. Stares that looked friendly but really meant You’re different. Your life is worse than ours.

Feliciana tugged the collar of her uniform shirt. It felt impossibly tight. She tapped her pencil. No ideas would come. 

Unless—maybe—could drawing be a fun fact? 

“Sophia Benedetto?” Ms. Dudley said.

Drawing was normal, forgettable, like Erika’s alphabet. Feliciana could spit it out and everyone would move on. 

In the front row, a girl with ringlets turned around to smile at the class.

“I’m an artist,” she said.

Feliciana’s heart sank. I’m a Sophia copycat might be the worst fun fact of all.

Feliciana counted the desks ahead of her as Omari Collins offered to demonstrate his left split. She peeked at the desks behind her while Kayla Dominic said she played competitive club softball. Kids at the end of the alphabet had so much more time. No one’s last name started with E. Madison Faith told the class she’d won four equestrian gold medals last year; then time was up.

Ms. Dudley said, “Feliciana Fruge?”

Feliciana’s pencil grated on the page. She hadn’t prepared a fun fact, but she’d sure been dreading this.

It wasn’t just that Boston people never said her name right. It was the way they said it. One syllable, rhymes with fudge, plopping off their tongues like mud. 

Feliciana swallowed. “Um, actually, it’s Fruge like blue jay, not Fruge like fudge.”

“Froo-jay?” Ms. Dudley scribbled a note.

“Like blue jay.” But Feliciana didn’t think it would matter. Last year, her teacher at John Q. Adams had scribbled down Froo-jay, too, but that didn’t stop Ashley from pronouncing it the fudge way every time, or bringing fudge brownies on Feliciana’s birthday, or swearing “Oh Fruge!” every time she dropped a pencil or stubbed a toe. 

“And your fun fact?” Ms. Dudley said.

“Um.” Everyone’s eyes bored into Feliciana, hotter and brighter than the eyes in the park. What could she possibly say? She’d been bullied out of John Q. Adams? She’d been stalked by yellow eyes?

“Um.” Feliciana’s face burned. The clock ticked louder than any clock should be allowed to tick. How many seconds until Feliciana became the weirdo at yet another school?

She squeezed her hand into a fist and said the only thing she could think of. “May I use the restroom?” 

“O-oh.” Ms. Dudley blinked. “Yes, of course.”

Feliciana didn’t say thank you. She didn’t look around to see if her classmates were staring or snickering. Feliciana fled the room with her eyes on the floor. She passed the bathroom and the water fountain and a patch of lockers decorated for the first day of school. She didn’t stop until she reached the back doors of Revere Academy.

They were massive, made of dark wood, and flanked on either side by windows with sills wide enough to sit on. The glass looked over the grassy field behind school, then the park beyond—the same park that backed up to Bob’s house. A breeze played through tree branches and slid under the window sashes, which were too old to seal tight. It raised the hairs on Feliciana’s arms. She checked over her shoulder to make sure the hall was still empty. 

No one was there. But when she looked back toward the window—

Feliciana froze.

She spied it, half-hidden by the bushes that grew beneath the window. An enormous, wolflike creature, covered in thick black fur, with long and pointed ears, like horns rising from its head.

Feliciana held a hand over her mouth. There was only a thin, drafty window between them. Slowly, carefully, she stepped backward. 

The floor creaked beneath her.

The creature jumped up. Its eyes snapped open, glowing yellow, with perfectly round pupils locked on Feliciana’s own. 

The creature held her gaze as she backed up another step. Then, Feliciana turned and ran as fast as she could back to Ms. Dudley’s classroom.
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Feliciana didn’t stop running until she was back in her chair, sweaty and breathing hard. The creature was here. She couldn’t tell anyone—they’d never believe her. The weird girl from the bayou being stalked by a massive, horn-eared wolf? She had no idea what to do.

Feliciana gripped the sides of her desk, praying no one would ask what had happened in the bathroom that made her look like she’d seen a ghost. Instead, the class moved into sixth-grade expectations. Ms. Dudley taught English and math. The other sixth-grade teacher, Mr. Horton, taught science and social studies. Enrichment would alternate between PE and art class. No one made any fudge jokes or mentioned alligators or asked Feliciana if she lived on a plantation. Her plan to fly under the radar was working, but Feliciana barely noticed. She was too busy sneaking glances at the window for any sign of movement between the trees.

Shadows shrank then grew again across the lawn. When the final bell rang, Feliciana hadn’t seen so much as a pointy ear twitch. But she didn’t want to risk walking home through the park. She’d have to take the long way back to Bob’s. And the long way meant—

“Feliciana.” Ms. Dudley stepped in front of the classroom door after waving the smart-alecks through. 

“Yes, m—” Feliciana bit her lip. Teachers in Boston hated ma’am.

“Would you please stay behind for a moment?” 

Feliciana peered through the door over Ms. Dudley’s shoulder. The boy with the hair gel was miming an explosion while his friend laughed—but probably not at the new kid singled out by Ms. Dudley. Feliciana knocked on the nearest desk, just in case.

“I won’t keep you long,” Ms. Dudley said. “I’m sure your parents can’t wait to hear about your first day!”

Bob rarely got home before five, and Mom even later. 

“I noticed you left class after I said your name wrong,” Ms. Dudley said. “I’m very sorry about that. I made a note. Fruge.” She said it like blue jay, but she looked a little too pleased with herself for doing so. “I heard you had a rough time at John Quincy Adams last year. Is there anything I can do to make you more comfortable here at Revere Academy?”

Don’t keep me late after class, Feliciana wanted to say. Don’t ask for fun facts. Oh, and don’t worry about the giant creature following me! Instead, she shook her head. “I don’t think so.”

“Are you sure?”

“Yes.” The word felt strange on its own. Short and empty. Rude.

Ms. Dudley tapped her fingers together like she didn’t know what to do with this answer. She decided on a smile. “Well, if you think of any way I can help, please let me know. In the meantime, I’ll be keeping an eye on you.”

Feliciana’s mouth twisted into a grimace that she hoped Ms. Dudley mistook for a smile. Her fingers twisted into what she hoped was a good luck charm. She would need it for her walk back to Bob’s house.

She couldn’t cut through the park. Not with the wolf-creature stalking her—fangs ready to tear, claws ready to slash, legs ready to pounce. She had to take the long route, around the park’s edge. And the long route meant Ashley Hampton.

Ashley lived on the fancy Revere side of the park but had continued from John Q. Adams Elementary on to John Q. Adams Middle School, a few blocks from Bob’s house. If Feliciana hopped Bob’s back hedge, wove through the trees, and cut across the grassy field behind Revere, then did the same thing in reverse after school on the way back, she could avoid running into Ashley. But if she took the sidewalk—

It was the reason Feliciana hadn’t blocked Ashley on social media. She and Ashley might still cross paths. Last year, Feliciana at least knew when to expect Ashley. Now, she could pop up at any time. Feliciana had to keep some kind of tabs on her. 

Feliciana hugged the outside of the curving sidewalk, closest to the road. She checked the trees along the park’s perimeter for glowing eyes or pointy ears. She squinted at joggers and bikers coming around the bend, scanning for perfectly mascaraed eyes, or a ponytail with highlights from a salon that, according to Ashley, would never allow a backwoods Cajun past its doors. 

A flash of blond, and Feliciana’s legs nearly gave out.

There was nowhere to go, nowhere to hide. 

Feliciana touched her knuckles to the nearest tree, but not even knocking on wood could save her. She squeezed her eyes shut, and the next thing she knew, she was wrapped in Ashley’s vise-grip of a hug.

“Mudbug!” Ashley squealed. “When I didn’t see you today, I thought you swam home. Couldn’t take it up here. Missed your alligators and fried mayonnaise balls.” 

Feliciana never understood Ashley’s obsession with fried mayonnaise balls. Cajun food barely used mayonnaise, except sometimes as part of a dip at a crawfish boil.

“Tell me you miss the alligators,” Ashley said.

Feliciana stiffened, even though no classmates were around to hear and laugh.

“Do you miss them?” Ashley said.

Feliciana twisted back and forth, but Ashley squeezed tighter. Feliciana stepped on Ashley’s toes, but Ashley laughed and stepped back harder.

Feliciana’s toes stung. Her throat went dry. She tried to sound as neutral, as average American as possible. But the words came out like always. “I miss the alligators.”

“Alli-GEYYY-tors.” Ashely mocked her. Then, she let go, smiling brightly.

Feliciana rubbed her arms. It shouldn’t matter which syllable got the emphasis in alligator. Mom and Grandma said it the same way as Feliciana. So did Janae and Olivia and her other friends back home. 

And Feliciana shouldn’t fight back. Arguing with Ashley meant more time near the park, where the wolf could attack.

Feliciana tried to step around Ashley, but Ashley stayed in her path. “Does your new class like your accent as much as I do?”

“Boston people have accents, too, you know.” Feliciana couldn’t help it. “I don’t follow you around being all pAHHk the cAHH in HAHHvAHHd yAHHd.”

Ashley sniffed, nose in the air. “Of course not. Because first you’d have to specify which car, and I’m sure you’re not used to that, because your family only has one. Second, you’d have to be familiar with Harvard, and I’m sure you aren’t, because there isn’t a single Ivy League school in the entire South. My parents say most Southern people don’t even go to college. Oh, and speaking of college, how does your mom like it? Did she join a sorority yet?”

Feliciana’s cheeks burned hotter with every word. She balled her hands into fists and wished the giant wolf would come bounding out of the park and eat Ashley in one bite. Swallow her down with her stupid smile and her shiny highlights and her perfect smugness as she stepped aside so a dad pushing a baby stroller could pass them on the sidewalk.

“Alligator got your tongue?” Ashley laughed. “See you ’round, Mudbug.”

With a flip of her ponytail, she sauntered away, leaving Feliciana with skin tingling tight. Partly from anger, partly from shame, and partly because, on the back of her neck, she felt two yellow eyes watching her from the trees. 





Chapter

[image: image] Four [image: image]

Feliciana made it back to Bob’s house without a glimpse of claws or fangs. Still, she locked both the door from the street to the stairs and the door from the stairs to Bob’s apartment before curling up under her comforter. She pulled out her cell phone to search whether anyone else had noticed an enormous yellow-eyed creature slinking through Boston. Instead, the screen showed a missed call from Grandma.

Back home, Grandma had watched Feliciana while Mom worked. Grandma had picked up Feliciana from school in her pickup truck that was so old Feliciana had to hand-crank the windows down. When a good song came on the radio, Grandma would say, “Roll ’em down, cher,” and Feliciana would crank until her arms ached and music flooded the road. 

Grandma loved any song she could harmonize with, especially “Jolie Blonde.” It was an old song, maybe over a hundred years old. The words were in Cajun French, which most people, including Grandma and Mom and Feliciana, only knew a few words of nowadays. That meant every Cajun musician played it a little differently. And every Cajun musician in history had played it—including a fiddle player named Wade Fruge. 

Grandma said Wade probably wasn’t related. He’d been a Prairie Cajun from west by Lafayette, while Feliciana’s family were Bayou Cajuns from Terrebonne Parish. But Feliciana liked to imagine Wade was her relative anyway.

“Tu m’as quitté,” Grandma would sing. “Pour t’en aller, oh, ma ’tite fille.”

Feliciana had translated the lyrics online. You left me to go away. Oh, my little girl.

Grandma didn’t sing much to Feliciana now that they only talked over the phone. But she did answer on the first ring when Feliciana called her back.

“Hey, cher! How was your first day of school?”

Feliciana pulled her comforter over her head. Of course Grandma had been calling about school. And of course Grandma would know exactly what was going on when Feliciana didn’t answer right away.

“Not so good then,” Grandma guessed. 

“It went fine,” Feliciana lied. “I was actually hoping we could talk about something else.”

“What’s that?”

Feliciana hesitated. She wanted to tell Grandma. She knew Grandma, of all people, would believe her. But she also knew she sounded a little crazy. “There’s something living in the park behind Bob’s house.”

“What kind of something?” Grandma said. 

“It looks like a huge wolf. Really huge. It has glowing eyes and—” Feliciana spat it out before she could stop herself. “I think it’s watching me.”

She held her breath. If Grandma thought she was crazy, she didn’t know who else to tell. 

But when Grandma spoke, her voice was slow and thoughtful. “Glowing eyes, huh? What about its ears?”

Feliciana exhaled. “Long and pointy.”

“What about its teeth or its claws?”

“Um—I haven’t seen any.” 

Feliciana tapped her phone case nervously while Grandma mulled over her answers. Finally, Grandma said, “You know what I think?” 

“What?” Feliciana clutched the phone to her ear.

“I think it sounds like a rougarou.”

A shiver pricked Feliciana’s spine.

She shook her head. “There’s no such thing as rougarous. They’re just a story.”

“Stories can be true.”

“They’re supposed to be werewolves.”

“Well, stories can also be false.”

“Grandma!” 

This was no time for teasing. Feliciana kicked off her covers and pulled her sketchbook out of her backpack. She opened to the page where she’d tried out different eyes before Ms. Dudley called roll. 

“Look,” Grandma said. “The rougarou is a legend. Some legends are true. Some legends are completely made up. But most legends have a little kernel of truth at the center with a whole lot of lagniappe all around.”

Feliciana paused. Maybe Grandma wasn’t teasing after all. “So, what’s the lagniappe—the extra part?” Talking to Grandma had Feliciana slipping into Cajun words. “And what’s the kernel of truth?”

“Sounds like you have the perfect opportunity to find out.”

“Are you—?” This conversation was getting weirder by the second. “Are you telling me to investigate the wolf?”

“Just get to know it a little better,” Grandma said.

Feliciana’s jaw dropped. “What if it eats me!” 

“What if it’s not even hungry?”

“What if it bites me and turns me into a rougarou?”

“Then you’ll know that part of the legend is true.”

“Come on, Grandma! If it is a
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