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A morning commute in winter can be hell.

Mine in particular—which involves waking naked, frozen, and scrambling around in the snow to find my clothes—might be a bit more of a unique experience than it is for others. But it’s never simple or easy.

Nobody ever thinks about the impact that a simple thing like a snowfall can have on a normal person’s regular morning commute in a major city like New York. If you live in a house and drive to work, when a heavy snowfall hits, you can’t pull out of your driveway, or sometimes away from the curb where your car has been plowed in until you shovel. Which means you must get started a good fifteen minutes to half an hour earlier than on any other day. And the traffic itself is going to be a bit of a snafu; particularly if you live in an area that isn’t used to consistent snowfall. Drivers in those places suffer from recurring snow-covered road driving amnesia. Every fresh snowfall is like an unexpected surprise—something they’ve never seen before. That’ll add perhaps another fifteen minutes or half an hour on to the drive. Assuming, of course, that you don’t get in an accident trying to move too fast on the icy roads.

If you live in a large metropolitan area like Manhattan, it might be less likely that you must shovel a driveway or even own a vehicle, but your bipedal excursion to the city’s public transit is possibly going to be hampered by snow drifts, slush, and walking over mounds of dirty crusty snowbanks at intersections where the plow cleared the road, but the sidewalk cleaners haven’t yet arrived. Then, numb from the cold, uncomfortably bulky from dressing for the bitter weather, you stumble into the subway and spend the next half hour to hour overheated from being crammed into a large metal sardine can with a sweaty mass of other winter-garb-wearing miserable commuters. And you spend much of the trip calculating how a subway car holds about two-hundred-and-fifty people, but if each person suddenly has one or two more extra layers of clothing how much less air, less space, each person has on a winter day.

Like I said, winter brings a hell of a commute.

But normal folks have nothing on my own frustrating commute.

At least, not during the time of month when the moon is in the realm where it’s at least three-quarters full and between sunset and sunrise. It’s those times that I have no control over my metamorphosis into a six-foot long grey wolf.

You’d think that after the past decade of suffering through New York winters with my condition that I’d have gotten smart about it, and either moved somewhere warmer, or at least, might winter in a more tropical climate.

But, no, like some pathetic Frank Sinatra wannabe with an 8-track tape stuck on repeat, I seem locked into wanting to make a new start of it in old New York. It’s not the smartest place in the world to live when once a month for half a dozen or so days I’m forced to run around on all fours howling at the moon.

And it’s not as if I control the conversion—it comes on faster than those spontaneous erections I used to get in the middle of math class for no good reason as an adolescent boy. I mean, seriously, who gets sexually excited over calculus equations? Nor do I have any remaining human consciousness, or memory, of the time when I’m a wolf. Nothing more than the occasional snippet of foggy memory bits that sometimes float into my human brain.

Which means that, over the years, I’ve had to develop a routine—my obscure monthly moon-cycle commute, if you will. Prior to sunset, I’ll leave my place in Midtown and head to Central Park, where I find a private heavily wooded area to strip away my clothes and shoes, and tuck them away somewhere for retrieval in the morning. Then I lay on the ground and wait for that feeling—which I can only describe as being like a pre-seizure aura—alerting me that the change is about to occur. After a night of running around on all fours in my other form—which to me is not all that different from a night of sleep—I wake up, naked, confused, and I hustle to where I stored my clothes the night before.

I only need to do that for about a week every month. Then it’s back to normal. And, with the way winters in New York work, there are maybe only a handful of times where the inclement weather makes it a major pain in the ass.

There is always the option of locking myself in my apartment for the transformation; but I’ve learned that I can only repress my wolf self’s need for the outdoors for so long before there are dire consequences to my well-being. That half of me is only around for a limited time once a month, and I need to unleash that pent-up energy, or else suffer dramatic consequences.

If I repress my other-half’s innate need to run wild through the fields for more than one-monthly cycle, it gets worse. The effects on me are like a combination of intense sleep deprivation combined with a type of emotional migraine. I’m beyond just moody or short-tempered. I become uncontrollably angry at the tiniest things. And, considering I wield extraordinary wolf-enhanced strength and agility even as a human, that can be a dangerous thing.

So, I usually only repress my wolf self during the winter months once.

And I did that last month. With my friend Gail’s help.

Over the years, I’d developed ways to deal with it on my own. But ever since my ex-girlfriend from several years ago returned to my life in a platonic way—while also revealing to me she knew I was a werewolf—she would assist me with some of my transitions, occasionally staying over at my place to just be there to watch out for me when I was in wolf form.

Gail said that, as a wolf, I was not at all threatening to her; that I seemed to, in fact, recognize who she was and that she was an ally, or a pack member; that I behaved in a rather domesticated way. She would talk to me, pet me, and snuggle up to me to sleep; not all that different than she would with a dog.

Considering that I never stopped loving Gail—even years after our relationship had ended I was simply not over her—I was insanely jealous of my wolf self. I caught the occasional snippet of memory of my wolf-self’s interactions with Gail, teasing glimpses of her voice, her touch. And that drove me insane. What I wouldn’t give to experience those moments with my full human consciousness, even if I could never again be with this incredible woman whose love I had so foolishly lost.

But we had a solid friendship now; and though I had already admitted to her how I felt, I didn’t push it. Because, even though it hurt to be so close and yet so far, I’d rather have her back in my life as a friend than to not have her in my life at all.

I try not to dwell on it, not to walk around with a “woe is me” attitude, especially not in front of Gail. She knows how I feel, and my enhanced senses tell me she has similar feelings of attraction towards me, but she has stated she is not interested in returning to a romantic relationship. It was just too much for her; particularly after the betrayal and hurt from the last time she allowed herself to be vulnerable.

As I said, last month, during the bitter cold of February, I’d remained indoors; and Gail had stayed with me.

But not only was she out of town this time around, attending a paranormal conference near Boston—she’s the co-owner of an occult shop in the East Village called Enchanting Magic—but it was too dangerous for me to continue to repress my wolf-self’s burning desire to run free in the dark of night.

And so, as I’ve already alluded to, that’s how I wake to find myself here.

Naked.

Freezing cold.

And scrambling about in the snow, trying to find where I’d stored my clothes.

As a wolf, my fur-covered body isn’t bothered by the winter weather. But as a human, it truly sucks.

I run over to where I remember stashing my clothes and dig desperately with my bare hands through the bitingly frozen snow drift.
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