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			I. 1937

			Prologue 
(Nadia)
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			Milton calls the thicket of trees just past the buttress dam “our’s.” It’s a far less appealing part of the reservoir with straight-trunked trees planted in rows meant to hide the curved concrete eyesore feeding water into the lakeside. The dam is inordinately loud, providing hydroelectric power to Knox and Sevier Counties. Often, I leave our spot with a migraine, a pulsing sunspot just behind my right eye. But, every weekend, we’re here, lounging on the hood of his parents’ Buick.

			“It’s private,” Milton says, as if he needs to convince me.

			I’m just content to be here with him, tucked under his arm.

			This afternoon, I brought a picnic lunch in a hamper: deviled eggs, watermelon, and pigs in a blanket.

			Milton whoops when he peels back the lid of the repurposed margarine container, finding the glossy eggs stuffed with fluorescent yellow yolk, minced onion, and chopped ham. He takes a bite, paprika adorning his upper lip like a gingery mustache. When I point it out, he asks, “Do I look like my father?”

			“No.” I giggle, thinking of his father’s bristly mustache, a poor facsimile of Roosevelt’s walrus-like stache. “You’d need much more paprika.”

			Milton takes another egg from the container and pops the whole thing into his mouth. “These are yummy,” he mumbles as flecks of egg fly from his full mouth. “Did your mom make them?”

			“I did. I wanted today to be special. It’s our anniversary, after all,” I reply.

			I had woken up early this morning to make our lunch, squinting at my mother’s recipe cards. While they were written in precise cursive, it was difficult to understand her shorthand. Did “p” stand for pound, pinch, or something else entirely? I’m still not certain I put the requisite amount of mayonnaise in the eggs, though luckily, Milton isn’t complaining.

			“Is it?”

			He’s forgotten. A lance of disappointment edges between my ribs, and I wrap my arms around my midsection. I had thought today would be special. After all, we are weeks from graduating high school, and it’s our first anniversary. Surely, he was meant to propose! Wasn’t he?

			I’m a silly, stupid, little girl. I blame Hannah Carmichael. She’s the one who planted the seed in my head during English class, when we were supposed to be discussing Chaucer. “Nadia Fairbanks has such a nice ring to it,” she’d said, smacking her gum. “It’s so much easier to pronounce than Montanari.”

			Milton reaches for the gingham handkerchief that I had wrapped the pigs in a blanket with, oblivious to my pointed silence. Clearly, he doesn’t intend to apologize for forgetting the date.

			I slide off the hood, heaving a sigh.

			“Where are you going?” he asks.

			“I’m going for a walk,” I reply over my shoulder. “I’m not hungry.”

			He doesn’t follow me.

			The reservoir is a large expanse of water, a diverted river turned into a bowl-shaped lake. It’s named after some big cat that makes the manmade habitat its home, but I can’t remember which. I wish a tiger—or whatever it is—would just swallow me up. Then, perhaps, I wouldn’t have to feel so humiliated.

			I find a floating dock a half-mile down the shoreline, clearly jerry-rigged by teenagers. It’s made of fifty-five-gallon barrels, lashed together with mismatched plywood haphazardly placed on top. It’s anchored to shore by a long nylon rope, tied around a massive tree.

			I take off my heels and climb aboard the bobbing eyesore, putting my feet into the chilly water. Closing my eyes, I turn my face up toward the sun.

			Suddenly, a branch snaps behind me.

			“Milton?” I call, craning my head in the direction of the noise.

			But there’s no one there. I turn back toward the water, watching tiny, dark-colored tadpoles swim around my bare feet. Then, I hear a low-pitched growl. Before I can turn around and look, the floating dock bucks violently beneath me. I manage to grab one of the cords holding the dock together before I can be flung off; the rope burns my hands.

			Despite the fearsome growl, I expect to see Milton on the shore, the nylon anchor in-hand. He fancies himself a prankster, eager to dole out tricks rather than treats on Halloween. For the senior prank, he and his buddies had released frightened sheep inside the school, while the poor ewe was dressed in likeness to our Principal, Mr. Babcock: glasses and all.

			But it’s not Milton.

			The creature is tall and shockingly thin; it’s as though its skin has been stretched over its skeleton. I can see its ribs spreading as it breathes. My eyes keep sliding away from its angular face, as though my feeble brain couldn’t bear to make sense of it. Surely, seeing this monster—clear as day—means I’m losing my mind!

			Suddenly, it leaps atop the dock, making the platform shudder.

			I have nowhere to go. The wolf—and it is a wolf or, at least, wolf-like—stands between me and the shore, and, at my back, there is only open water. I open my mouth, ready to scream for help, but nothing comes out; just a gurgle, a death-rattle.

			The wolf bares its teeth. Thick globules of saliva trickle down its curved, yellowing canines. It licks at its chops. The dock leans precariously as it advances toward me. The end of the platform on which I cling is now entirely out of the water. If I lose my grip on the cord, I’ll slide directly into the wolf’s mouth.

			“Please,” I blubber. “Go away, please.” My hands are numb now, blood pouring from my torn palms.

			The wolf’s nostrils flare. It takes another step.

			At the same time, I lose my grip and slide down the plywood on my stomach. Finally, I am able to scream as the rough-hewn wood tears at my clothes, my skin beneath. I collide with the wolf, and the beast flips me over onto my back, staring down at me with dark eyes. They are as depthless as the starless sky.

			It drops its head to examine me, its stinking breath hot on my face.

			“Please,” I whimper, pushing weakly at it with my bleeding hands. “Leave me alone.”

			It sniffs my face, my neck, its rough tongue sliding up my cheek.

			I am going to die. I wish I could go home to my mother. We’ve been arguing a lot lately, and I want to tell her, I’m sorry. I want to crawl into her bed while she listens to Guiding Light on the radio, let her stroke my hair with her long, painted nails.

			“Mommy,” I sob. “I just want my mommy.”

			The wolf freezes.

			“I’m sorry,” it says. in a croaking, albeit human voice.

			Then, it grabs me by the front of my blouse and tosses me into the water. The chill is a shock, and I inhale water into my lungs. My chest is on fire. Thrashing, I manage to get my head above the water, grabbing for the wildly rocking dock.

			The wolf is gone.

		

	
		
			II. 1947

			Chapter 1 
(Samuel)
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			The Greyhound coach shudders violently like a racehorse at a starting gate when it is forced to idle at a traffic light. My Styrofoam cup of coffee sloshes just before each wheezing standstill, soaking my knuckles and linen pants. I shouldn’t have spent the quarter on the cup at the last station. It’ll cost double to have my pants dry-cleaned.

			Despite the copious amount of steam fogging the dark liquid, I take a measured sip. It’s blisteringly hot with a grassy aftertaste; the beans weren’t roasted properly. I pour the remainder out the window, crushing the cup in my palm. The foam splinters, littering the floorboards.

			I try to stretch. But my legs are far too long, and my knees butt up against the seat in front of me. It’s been only a few minutes since the last stop, but my muscles already feel inordinately tight, as though they’ve been tied into a double knot.

			I check my watch. Surely, we are nearing Sevierville by now. We’ve been traveling on I-40 for a few miles already.

			The landscape is starting to look familiar. Royal Paulownia trees grow along the roadside, the cloven shells of their spent fruit still clinging to the branches. If only it were springtime: the purple, semi-tubular petals of its flowers are particularly striking, and smell like vanilla and almond. Now, all I can smell is bus exhaust and the unwashed bodies of my fellow travelers.

			It feels unsettling to be back in Tennessee. I left so abruptly, and the circumstances were less than ideal. In the years since, it’s become akin to a no man’s land in my mind, an expanse of grey mist and desiccated farmhouses in which no one lives nor dies. It was easier than confronting what I had done, who I had hurt. I wonder, as I have hundreds of times in the last twenty-two hours, whether I should have taken a bus to anywhere else. Why go home?

			Without the coffee to keep me awake, I doze, my head resting against the windowpane. It buzzes pleasantly against my skin, drowning out the nearby chatter. Most of the conversations have revolved around Yogi Barra’s recent 148 game streak, and what really happened at Roswell.

			“It was a flying saucer, honest-to-God. My cousin’s friend’s brother saw it with his own two eyes. Well, one eye. He lost the other on the Western Front.” My seatmate had told me earlier when I inadvertently made eye contact.

			I jerk awake when the bus stops. “Sevierville!” the driver announces, pulling the lever to open the door. A breeze courses through the bus, lessening the smell of body odor somewhat. The sweat beading on my brow turns cool.

			My seatmate stands and allows me to pass, leaning close while I pull my luggage from the overhead compartment. “Remember what I said,” he whispers conspiratorially. “We’re being invaded.”

			If only he knew what horrors truly exist! We sat beside one another for twenty-two hours, and he had no idea what I truly was. If only he was privy to my violent dreams, wherein the wolf razed the bus and murdered all the passengers trapped inside. He had a starring role, his entrails draped across the bench seats like crepe paper garlands.

			When I step off the bus, I am enveloped in horrific familiarity. The Sevier County Courthouse looms far above the street, a massive three-story limestone structure with ostentatious balustrades adorning its clock tower.

			The clock chimes; it’s noon.

			My luggage butts up against my leg as I walk, searching for a taxi to take me the remainder of the way. Thankfully, they circle the bus station like sharks smelling chum, and I flag one down with no trouble.

			The Campbell residence is outside of town, just off a narrow, dirt road. It’s been a dry summer—a cloud of dust flies up around the taxi, streaking the windows and obscuring my view. But it looks just as it did in my memory: a tiny ranch-style shotgun home leaning haphazardly on its crumbling foundation. I spot my mother’s Hereford cow, Clarabelle, grazing near the roadside, her tail flicking gnats off her squarish haunches. There is a small herd of goats pastured there, too, and they follow the taxi down the road, bleating, butting at one another in excitement.

			“You can stop here,” I tell the driver when we approach the closed gate. “I’ll walk the rest of the way.”

			He grunts in response, accepting the wad of crumpled bills I slip into his palm.

			Clarabelle watches me through her long, thick lashes as I open the gate, lugging my suitcase down the driveway. She mirrors my movements on the other side of the fence, walking with her wedge-shaped head low and her heavy udders swinging. Moo, she grumbles.

			“Good to see you too,” I mutter.

			“Samuel Campbell!” a voice calls from the porch, the storm door crashing upon its frame. “As I live and breathe!”

			Mama.

			Helen Campbell is a squat, rotund woman, wearing a short-sleeved house dress cinched tight at the waist. Her dark hair is, as usual, perfectly sculpted into waves, pinned away from her oval face. Her hair has always been her crown, her pride and joy. She used to dream of being a Vidal Sassoon model in London before becoming a farmwife.

			When I mount the creaky porch steps, I find that her hair is more grey than I remembered, especially at the roots. Her ears are somewhat pointed, covered in agouti-colored fuzz reminiscent of her wolf pelt. It’s a shock. While she’s in her late sixties now, she looks much older. Farm life does that to a person.

			“Hey, Ma,” I croon, wrapping my arms around her.

			“You didn’t tell me you were comin’,” she scolds, her voice muffled against my chest.

			“It was spur of the moment,” I reply, kissing the whorl of silver on the crown of her head. A pang of guilt courses through me, turning my stomach. It was selfish to leave Wharton when the pack was in turmoil, but it was for the best, wasn’t it?

			“Come inside,” Helen urges, taking my arm. “You’re just in time for lunch.” It smells strongly of basil and fresh bread in the airy kitchen, and I spot a pot of soup simmering on the burner.

			“You’re so thin,” she laments, lifting the lid off the pot and giving the rust-colored soup a stir. The smell of tomato—acidic and summery—fills the room, and I inhale deeply.

			“It’s been a hard few years,” I admit, sitting at the kitchen table. I push aside a pile of bills, noting the PAST DUE stamp adorning the majority. “How has everything been?”

			My mother stands on tiptoes and retrieves a shallow bowl from the cupboard, ladling soup inside. Then, she cuts a thick wedge of bread, balancing it on the flat rim. She places the bowl on the table in front of me, offering me a toothy grin. “Oh, you know,” she replies, “we’ve made do. Your father has been doing his best.”

			I doubt that. I dip the bread into the soup, taking a bite. The crusty bread is still warm from the oven, soaking up the creamy, herby soup. “Where is he?” I ask.

			“Out in the barn,” she says, wiping her hands on her
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