
Red

You are sitting at a bus stop. You have missed your bus. Next to you, a boy with honey-dark
hair is leaning against the graffitied plastic wall, his pale hands restless around a long, thin
white cane. His body is tired, slumped against the wall as if he would fall without it. You are
bored. You ask if he is okay. When he turns to you, smiling sadly, you see that he has no
eyes. He asks if you would like to hear a story, to pass the time. You check your phone. You
have an hour till the next bus. He is sitting down before you can say yes, please, as if he
knew it were coming. His voice is soft and sweetly accented. He begins:

–

Many years ago, I knew a girl with hair as red as brick. Although she was not always a girl,
her hair remained red forever.

The girl was not slim, or pretty, or at all like any of the other girls in the village. She bound
her breasts, and knotted her hair. She bared her teeth at anyone who dared to tell her that
she could not.
Nothing interested the girl, not needlework or reading or lumbering, but she did admire her
father. It was a terrible admiration, as he was a terrible man, all furrowed brow and raised
voice and far too much taste for hard liquor. The girl did not mind. Whenever her father
became intoxicated and decided that his girl was responsible for his poisonous anger, she
only glared at him and screamed back. Raised voices and shining teeth and claws and
knuckles. She was not breathing unless she was fighting something.

The girl’s eyes were strange, toxic yellow and glaring. She kept herself half-lidded at all
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The girl cried once more, and the trumpets answered.
She thought, there must be food.
She took herself, her great furred red body, all grown through with plants and claws and
bone, and she bounded across the night-washed hills to a village that the boy inside her
remembered well. The girl allowed the boy to poke his mottled face out her mouth, so he
might see his old home. She did not remember where she had come from, but she knew the
boy did, and his longing for it seeped into her bones and made a home there.
The girl stumbled into firelight, torches and lamps and braziers each searing at her great
grim eyes, and she felt the old need to half-close them again. The boy stared from between
her clashing teeth in wonderment.

There! The village marshal, and there! His fine guard, all mounted on stocky ponies,
brandishing all manner of iron tools that made the girl laugh deep and growly in her throat.
Her boy laughed too, sweet and joyous on the night air
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Once the girl had finished her feast, she leaned down by the boy. He took great fistfuls of the
fur that grew thick and long on her shoulders, and heaved himself along her great ridged
back. The girl gave a cry, and as soon as she felt the boy settle, she took off. The wild girl
bounded through the village, great padded hands and feet taking grip in


