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A Town Run Amok
	The noose swung in the breeze, in the busy center of town where its people were arguing frantically.  Two nights ago, there had been a terrible murder scene at the Farmer’s barn; blood was splattered against the walls and hay covering the ground.  No animals had been slain, but the Farmer’s Wife was nowhere to be found.  Her handkerchief lay in a pool of blood, and several bloodied footprints that could have only been hers were found.  The local priest was called in, and after an exhaustive study of the scene, he said only one word.  Werewolves.
	Nestled in a thick forest, with looming mountains cropping up on the outskirts of it, lay the isolated little town.  Heavily trodden roads led between the town center and the homes and farms of the villagers.  Everyone knew each other, no one’s business was private, and life went by uneventfully; the town had been peaceful and beautiful.  Rows of little shops lined  one side of the town center, while the townhouse and a winding path that led to the church lay on the other.  A rickety wooden podium stood just in front of the townhouse, weeds cropping up on all sides of it, showing it’s obvious neglect.
	"What are we supposed to do?" cried the Baker's Wife, "Are we to kill our own families and friends?"   She was beside herself with fear and shame, while her husband gently wrapped his arm around her waist, trying to comfort and soothe her.
	"I'd say we take a vote," the Mayor proposed, "we take a vote, and we hang those that are most suspicious."
	"Couldn't we just send them away?"   The Town Clerk hated the idea of murdering anyone, especially with no real clues to help guide them to their decisions.
	"What kind of talk is that?!  You want them coming back to finish us all off!?!" bellowed the Butcher.
	“Yeah, whose side are you on?” the Baker said.
	“That sounds like werewolf talk to me!” agreed the Farmer.
	“Enough talk.  We’re gonna do this with a vote, like th’honorable mayor said.  If you ain’t a werewolf, you’ve got nothing to worry ‘bout,” the Sheriff said.  There was a silence for a moment, as the words sunk in to everyone.
	The Butcher raised his hulking arm.  “That’s right!  We ain’t got nothin’ to worry about.”  A chorus of agreement followed the butcher’s firm tone, though the meek Baker’s Wife and Knacker looked worried.
***
	The priest sat by the large stained-glass windows, staring up at the moon in dreary night sky.  Rows of candles lit up the church, and though the priest had no idea who among his flock were blood-thirsty wolves, he prayed for their safety.
	On the other side of town, where the town center and various shops lay, the Blacksmith and Whitesmith sat in front of a great roaring fire in their two roomed workshop and home.  They shared gossip they‘d heard earlier in the day, theorizing who among the townsfolk might be werewolves.  
	The shop next to the Blacksmith‘s, belonging to the tailor, was poorly lit and cold.  The wind outside whistled loudly and the little candle lighting his room flickered; the Tailor dropped his needle and thread out of fright as the wind rattled his door, and as he searched for it between loose floorboards, his back door slowly creaked open.  “Oh where is that needle” he said, not noticing the footsteps drawing closer to him.  “Aha, I fou--,” he began; he was quickly cut off by the low snarl and gleaming teeth of a large, bristly furred wolf.  He squeaked and backed up slowly, knocking over his lonely candle.  It tore into him with so much lust, nothing was left of him the next morning but a bloody mess of clothes, claw marks, and candle wax.  The Tailor hadn’t even seen it coming.
***
	Nervous chatter filled the town center the next morning, where the Blacksmith and Whitesmith retold the events of the night.  “I can still hear the Tailor’s scream ringing in my ears.  It was bloodcurdling.  And the wolf--as soon as we heard the scream, we ran to his room, and…God, it was terrible,” the Whitesmith gasped.  He grew pale and looked down at the ground, as if knowing his brother would finish the tale.
	“There were bloody paw prints leading out of the shop, but we didn’t see a thing.  We sure heard it though--the screams, and the low howl of a wolf, coming from the woods,” the Blacksmith said.
	The Baker’s Wife quivered, while the rest of the men seemed thoughtful and fearless.  The sheriff looked over at her, shaking his head.  “That’s quite enough Blacksmith, can’t you see you’re scaring the poor woman?”  The Blacksmith nodded solemnly.  
	The Knacker and Town Clerk stood next to each other, exchanging grim looks.  “How are we to know whose next?  The Tailor had no enemies in town, and he kept to himself.  Who are we lynching?” said the Town Clerk.  
	“No one among us seems any more suspicious than another.  But I agree that something needs to be done, before another brutal murder comes to pass,” said the Mayor.  
	“As sheriff, I propose that we now each write upon a piece of paper and I will tally the votes to see who will be lynched.  This is the only fair way in which we’ll ever reach a consensus.”  
	Everyone nodded hesitantly.  The sheriff handed out slips of paper from his own notepad, and each citizen wrote their vote.  The town clerk counted votes, and in a very close decision, the Blacksmith was to be hung.  
	“No, that can’t be right.  How could I be a werewolf?  I was with my brother the whole night, and we BOTH witnessed the screams of the Tailor!  If I’m a werewolf, than certainly, wouldn’t the Whitesmith be my accomplice in crime?”  	
“How could you be so cruel?” the Whitesmith said, looking hurt, if not also a bit fearful.  He could feel the townspeople now glaring at him, as if they’d already hung his brother and he were on the chopping block.  “If I were a werewolf, certainly my brother’s death would prove it, since my next victim would be the Sheriff for blaming this horrendous crime on me!”  Several townspeople nodded that this might be a logical rebuttal.  
	“Well, we’ll find out tonight then, won’t we?” the Farmer said, “and if you’re lying Whitesmith, god help you.  I’ll personally be sitting outside the Sheriff’s tonight with my trusty rifle, and I don’t miss.”  He smiled viciously at the Whitesmith.
	“I can’t believe none of you believe me!  I’ve been here all my life, everybody knows me.  I would never kill the Tailor,” said the Blacksmith.
	“You said you saw prints.  Show us these paw prints, and maybe we’ll reconsider,” said the Butcher.  “And if you’re lyin’ to us, Blacksmith, let’s just say you don’t want to be wrong, if you get my meaning.”
	“Yeah!  Let’s see this proof of your innocence!!” said the Baker.  Everyone nodded in agreement.  
	The Blacksmith shook his head and let out a long sigh.  “Fine, if that’ll prove my innocence, fine.  I’ll show you the prints, and then you’ll all know I’m telling the truth.”
	He shuffled past the podium, kicking up small clouds of dirt, as the train of villagers followed behind him like lambs.  He rounded the last shop in the town center, the poor Tailor’s lonely abode, and stopped short.  He stared at the ground in front of the Tailor’s back door in disbelief; there were no prints to be found.  He swallowed nervously, wishing no one had followed him so quickly so he might have had time to at least fake some tracks.  The Baker and Butcher looked at one another, looked at the Blacksmith and looked behind them at the rest of the townsfolk.
	“Where’re the tracks, Blacksmith?” asked the Baker.
	“They were here.  I swear on my life, they were here.  My brother and I both saw it!  They were there, and they led into the woods!” said the Blacksmith, pointing at the spot where the tracks had been the night before.  “Why would I bring you to a spot with no tracks if I knew they wouldn’t be here?!”  His voice was becoming louder, more frantic, he was sweating bullets and he felt his knees turning to jelly beneath him.  “Someone must have covered them up!”
	“I believe him,” said the Baker’s Wife in a meek tone.  Her husband gave her a cold stare, and she backed behind him like a scolded pet.  “I do,” she said softly.
	“Now now, Mrs., don’t be fooled by  this wolf’s wiles,” said the Mayor. 
	“No one but a wolf would cover their tracks!” said the Farmer.
	“Good point, Farmer.  That makes perfect sense,” agreed the Town Clerk.
	“That’s it.  Grab him,” commanded the Sheriff, “I’ve had just about enough of this tomfoolery.”
	“What?!” yelped the Blacksmith.  He backed up as the Knacker and Butcher advanced towards him.  The Blacksmith began to run towards the forest, nearly tripping over his own feet with every step.  With the Knacker and Butcher in tow, he mustered up all his strength into a sprint, hoping to gain enough of a headstart that he could lose them in the woods.  The Knacker smiled, dodging around trees in the thickening brush, becoming closer and closer to the Blacksmith who was stumbling through bushes and tree roots.  As he fell to his knees, the Knacker pounced upon the Blacksmith with an incredible amount of power, knocking the wind out of him.  The butcher huffed and heaved towards the scene, and when he got there, the Knacker had already caught their quarry.  The two made their short journey back to the town, Blacksmith in hand.
	The Knacker cracked a near smile, holding the Blacksmith’s now almost limp arms.  They hung lifelessly at his sides, and he could scarcely move as the Knacker and Butcher led him up to the gallows.  A lump in his throat, he couldn’t swallow, he closed his eyes and began to pray.  The priest read a prayer for his worthless life as the Sheriff tightened the noose around his neck with seeming grace.  Tugging at the noose, the Sheriff deemed it tight enough and stepped back.  He pulled a lever, and the floor beneath the Blacksmith dropped.  He hung lifelessly as a breeze blew through town, the townspeople silent and remorseful.
***
	That evening, the Farmer sat outside the Sheriff’s small home, a quaint little log cabin tucked away in the outskirts of the forest.  He kicked his boots off and opened the door that led into the kitchen of the home.  The smell of roasting meat bombarded his senses, and the light of a couple oil lamps illuminated the brown kitchen walls.
