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Every single time a marine mammal trainer at a theme park gets bitten by a wolf, it means 
trouble. And that Sunday was no different. Detective Fisher looked down at his notebook and 
rechecked the facts. The victim, Dale Barton, was a trainer at Ocean Island, a third tier water 
park in Pompano Beach, Florida. Ocean Island was really a crappy aquarium with a good gift 
shop, but it did have one thing going for it: Bjork the killer whale.  

Bjork the Orca (most people called her Bjorka) had been whale-napped off the coast of San 
Diego and transported by train to Ocean Island. The trip was an attraction in itself, with excited 
children lining up to see the majestic creature at every stop and animal rights groups filing 
lawsuit after lawsuit claiming that shoving a three and half ton whale into a tank on a rickety 
train car was cruel. They were right of course but the money that Bjork brought into the park was 
more than enough to pay the various settlements and things were great for years.  

Dale had been hired in 2006 to train Bjork to do tricks. He had no experience, but the 
owners of the park (Barry and Trina Garfunkel) were both irresponsible and cheap. Their 
reasoning had been that it was virtually impossible to practice training a killer whale so they had 
a 50/50 chance of success with Dale. And, unlike their Ninja Throwing Starfish idea, Dale was a 
huge success.  

For the past five years, Dale’s training program had consisted of putting a fish wherever he 
wanted the whale to go. So far, he had taught her to swim from one side of the tank to the other, 
jump up onto the stage, and eat a banjo. The banjo trick was only for holiday shows, though. 
Barry and Trina had pointed out that even toy banjos were more expensive than fish.  

Detective Fisher realized he asked for way more background than most cops and he had 
forgotten to ask anyone about the wolf attack. With a resigned sigh, he got a new notebook and 
walked back to the locker room where the EMTs were finishing up with Dale’s Leg. He’d had a 
sizeable chunk taken out of his right calf. The police snorkelers had found it in the bottom of the 
tank. While wolves are not generally found in South Florida, and certainly not in theme parks not 
specifically devoted to them, Dale insisted that it was a wolf bite.  

“Came right up to the stage next to the tank and growled,” Dale explained. “I was there 
super early, before sunrise, teaching Bjork how to eat two fish at the same time when I heard it. I 
turned around and saw a wolf. As sure as I’m sitting here right now. It wasn’t a dog. It looked 
just like the wolves you see on those blanket/rug things they sell at flea markets, only bigger. I 
was already standing in the water and Bjork was getting riled up. I decided that being in the tank 
with Bjork was safer than being on the land with that wolf, so I started to jump in. Problem was 
the wolf chased me right into the tank. Fastened right onto my calf and went into the water with 
me. We landed right next to Bjork. She was spoutin’ and splashing around and I guess it scared 
the wolf. It jumped right back out of the tank and ran off. Then I saw the blood in the water and 
realized my leg hurt. I crawled out of the tank and made it to the locker room, got my phone out 
of my pants and called you guys.” 

Surprisingly, Fisher believed him. He’d heard about a lot of wolf sightings the past couple of 
nights: wolf at a mall, wolf in the street, wolf under a palm tree. His best guess was that it was 
some kind of wolf. He turned to the EMTs explaining to Mr. Barton he needed to come to the 
hospital to get a series of rabies shots. They had things under control.  

Then he looked back to the tank. There was still some blood in the water, and no sign of 
Bjork. He asked the trainer where the whale was. “Oh, she probably went back to her pen. 
There’s an underwater tunnel leading back to it. That wolf landed almost on top of her; she was 
scared. Probably went to hide. I would have if I could have. “ 



“Who’s going to clean the blood out of the tank?” Fisher asked.  
“Nobody. Mr. Garfunkel says he doesn’t spend all that money on filters just so he can pay 

someone else to do their job. But thanks for getting that piece of my leg. That would have 
completely clogged everything up.” Fisher shook his head and walked out of the locker room and 
through the tunnel to the outside of the stadium. He left the park and drove back to the station to 
start writing his report.  

As he tapped out the last tantalizing details of the incident into the computer, he turned to 
his partner and best friend on the force, a guy named Bluffton, and asked him if he had heard 
anything new on the wolf. Bluffton, as tall and thin as Fisher was (they were both highly sought 
after for the precinct basketball team) said there had been four reports of a wolf the night before. 
The last one was at a Pollo Tropical about 6 blocks from Ocean Island.  

“Well, mine makes five, and maybe now that it’s bitten someone, animal control will get off 
their asses and do something about it. And not for nothing, but that Sea World wanna-be joint 
was depressing. Cheap, though.” 

Bluffton laughed. “You should bring Deena there, you cheap bastard. For some reason, she 
thinks every dumb date you come up with is fun. I think you’re blackmailing her, to be honest.” 

Fisher thought about it and agreed that bringing Deena to the park would be a fun date. In 
fact, he did want to follow up with the owners and ask them a few questions about how secure 
their facility was. Fisher always tried to mix business with pleasure if he could. Flashing the 
badge around usually got him into places without paying. He hadn’t paid for a gyro in years. He 
loved gyros. Who didn’t? So he had decided he was going to take Deena out for free gyros and 
then question the Garfunkels and see the Bjork show for free. Being a cop ruled.  

Deena was way too hot for Fisher. She had darkish hair and a face sort of like a video game 
elf, but hot. She was about five foot nine and pretty curvy. Fisher helped her into the car after 
they had eaten their gyros and contemplated his luck. The girl before Deena had only gone out 
with him because he was a cop. And since he didn’t do much but write way too many notes and 
solve mundane cases she got bored and dumped him. But Deena was different. Deena thought 
everything he did was fascinating, even the boring stuff. And she dug that he was tall and skinny. 
He was so glad that the night he propositioned her from his car because he thought she was a 
hooker and when she slapped him he lied and said it was police business turned out the way it 
did. Now he had a great girlfriend and his hooker budget was slashed. Life was good.  

They walked up to the Ocean Island ticket booth and Fisher flashed his badge. The girl 
glanced at it and picked up the phone. A few minutes later, a dapper man appeared and ushered 
Deena and Fisher through a door and into his office. “I’m Barry Garfunkel. I’m sorry I didn’t 
arrive in time this morning to speak with you. It’s terrible about Dale. Have you caught the 
wolf?” 

“I’ll ask the questions, Mr. Garfunkel,” Fisher said gruffly. Garfunkel immediately looked 
scared and shrank back in his chair. “Naw, I’m just messin’ with you. We haven’t caught the 
wolf and I’m not sure we will. It’s really an animal control issue. I just wanted to see if there was 
anything you could tell us about how the wolf may have gotten in. “ 

“Well, I hadn’t thought of that.” Garfunkel leaned back and thought. “Either Dale left the 
gate open when he came in, or the wolf jumped over the fence. It’s pretty low over by the 
jellyfish tank. An athletic wolf could probably jump over the fence and not land in the tank.” 

“How about a fat wolf? Or perhaps a wolf that was not overweight, but was fairly 
sedentary?” Fisher poised his pencil over his notebook. Garfunkel was about to answer when 



Fisher said: “I’m messing with you again. I think you’ve told me everything I need to know. 
Would you mind if my. . . partner and I stayed and saw the show? Can you go on without Dale?” 

“Dale is here! He didn’t even go to the hospital. I tried to make him, but apparently our 
company insurance has a pretty high deductible….” 

“What about the rabies shot?” Fisher thought about his own insurance. Unions rule! 
“Well, he skipped that, too. Apparently the co-pay was $100. But he was in the water mostly 

when it happened and we figure the chlorine would have killed any germs there might have been. 
So, he’s limping a little but he’s a trooper. I plan on giving him tomorrow off. He’s a little pale. 
But silly me, of course you can see the show. Front row! And don’t worry about getting 
splashed. Bjork is not really a jumper.” 

Fisher and Deena took their seats and watched Dale wobble through the performance. Since 
it wasn’t a holiday, there was no banjo but there were fish and Bjork seemed to have recovered 
from her scare. She jumped up on the little stage area and let Dale feed her two fish at the same 
time. Fisher almost missed it. He had been handing Deena some oyster crackers from the 
sandwich sack he’d brought from home (popcorn is expensive) and out of the corner of his eye 
he saw it. Right on white part of the side of her head. The part that looks like an eye but isn’t. It 
was a bite wound! 

“Sonofabitch. That crazy wolf bit the whale.” Fisher wrote that down in his notebook along 
with another note to look up rabies on Wikipedia. Then he handed Deena a thermos of Crystal 
Light and watched the rest of the show. Life was good.  

A few days later on his way to work, Dale heard a news report on the radio about Dale from 
Ocean Island dying of rabies. Apparently, chlorinated marine attraction tank water filled with 
whale pee was not as an effective disinfectant as Garfunkel had hoped. Fisher immediately called 
Bluffton and told him to be ready in five minutes as they needed to get to the park. He was a half 
hour away but Bluffton had made him look stupid at the last precinct basketball game, so screw 
him. “If your friend tells you that everyone is going to wear throwback tiny ‘80s shorts to the 
basketball game, bring a regular pair with you just in case,” was now one of Fisher’s daily 
affirmations. So Bluffton could wait.  

He rolled up to his partner’s house and ignored the profanity-laced tirade as Bluffton got 
into the car. “Listen. We need to get to the park and follow up on this rabies thing. That whale 
got bit by the wolf and might have it, too. And I cannot imagine anything more horrifying than a 
giant killer whale with rabies. Nothing. My imagination ends there. It is the most terrifying thing 
I can imagine.” 

“What if she had rabies and a shotgun and some sort of flipper mechanism that would allow 
her to hold and fire the shotgun despite not having fingers or thumbs?” Bluffton was thorough. 
Fisher had to give him that.  

“No. That would not be more terrifying. A rabid whale would not be clever enough to 
operate the firearm. In fact, it might confuse it long enough to let us get away.” 

They agreed and proceeded to find Mr. Garfunkel. This time, the owner of Ocean Island was 
with his wife. They were sitting in the office going over the books. They looked sad. “Mr. and 
Mrs.Garfunkel! We have reason to believe that Bjorka might have rabies!” Both Fisher and 
Bluffton were shocked by the lack of response to this news.  

“We should be so lucky.” Trina Garfunkel got up from her chair and walked to the window. 
“We saw the bite on Bjork and realized that if Dale died of rabies, than odds are Bjork would, 
too. But she has not exhibited any symptoms whatsoever. It sucks.” 

“Why are you disappointed?” 



“Detective Fisher, how many whales who contracted rabies from a wolf bite do you think 
there are in captivity right now?” She met his blank stare with a snort. “That’s right. None. We 
would have been the toast of the town. And we would have made the national news when we 
treated her. Now we have a big fat nothing.” 

Fisher was confused. Could whales not get rabies? They are mammals. They should be able 
to get it. Was it just so big that it fought off the infection? Could Dale Barton have gotten rabies 
some other way? 

“So Bjork is ok?” It was Bluffton. “Damn he was thorough,” thought Fisher.  
“She’s fine,” said Mr. Garfunkel. “The bite looked nasty, but we put some peroxide on it. 

We were going to have it checked out professionally, but where would we find a marine 
biologist in south Florida? Anyway, we need to make sure that Bjork is in top shape for the 
Moonlight Movie!” 

Fisher was scribbling frantically in his notebook. “Moonlight Movie? Capitalized?” 
“Damn right capitalized.” Trina swept her arm toward the stadium. “We kept trying to think 

of a way to open at night but there were so many liability problems: people falling into tanks, 
people getting impaled on stuffed marlins, all manner of things. So we realized that we could 
show movies in the stadium, sort of like a drive-in, whenever there is a full moon. We make 
more money, Bjork gets to watch the movie, everyone wins.” 

“Why only when there’s a full moon?” Bluffton never wrote anything down. He just 
assumed if it was important enough, he would remember it.  

“We save on electricity. By law we only have to illuminate the movie, and the exit signs. 
But we also sell glow sticks, so it’s fine. We had just had one the night before the wolf attack. 
We showed “Orca.” Bjork loved when Bo Derek got her leg bit off.” 

Fisher asked what was playing next time. The Garfunkels told them it was “Free Willy.” 
They were trying to get all the movies with killer whales in them out of the way first. Then they 
could move on to things like “Jaws,” “Waterworld,” and “Ordinary People.” Fisher wrote it 
down and got the Garfunkels to give him two free passes. That was one economical date with 
Deena coming up in about three weeks! The detectives left the park and discussed Dale Barton’s 
death on the way back to the station.  

Nobody asked them to figure out why Dale died but the whale didn’t even get rabies. In fact, 
had they told their superiors they were doing any such thing, they probably would have gotten in 
big trouble. But they didn’t tell anyone. They just set up a big bulletin board to put all their leads 
and information on. So far it had “Dale Barton” and “rabies” written on index cards and a picture 
of a killer whale that Bluffton had printed out. They stared at the board for a while when Fisher 
asked Bluffton, “You think that Barton could have gotten rabies somewhere else?” 

“I guess we should look up any other cases of rabies. That wolf was seen all over town and 
then just disappeared. I figured it had gotten hit by a car or joined a circus, but maybe it died on 
its own from rabies.” 

They checked out all the activity for the time period in question and didn’t find a single case 
of rabies. “Dammit!” Fisher yelled dramatically. “We’re trying to find some damned rabies and 
all we have are three mutilation murders that look suspiciously like animal attacks! Those aren’t 
any help! Wait. You don’t think….” At that moment Fisher wondered how he had been 
promoted to detective.  

Bluffton tacked up the pictures of the murder victims and a Chinese takeout menu. All three 
people looked like they had been viciously bitten and partially eaten. And the Golden Palace 



gave out three spring rolls with any combination plate. “What do we know about the victims?” 
Fisher asked.  

Bluffton looked over the files. “All three of them killed in the two nights before our guy was 
attacked. Looks like they were all outside and alone. Opportunistic attacks.” 

Fisher put up a map on the bulletin board and put pins in all the spots where the attacks 
occurred. This bulletin board idea was starting to look smarter now. He noted to his partner the 
attacks were close enough to each other and far enough apart in time that they could have been 
committed by the same person. Perhaps they were looking for a speed walker or a guy with a 
bike. They checked with the detectives actively working the homicides but they didn’t have any 
more leads than Fisher and Bluffton did.  

They did mention one weird thing that happened the morning after the second killings, the 
same morning Dale Barton was attacked. A man was found sleeping naked on a golf course near 
the beach in Pompano. His name was Marjan Losivich and he was an immigrant from Hungary. 
When questioned, he told police he had been drinking the night before and may or may not have 
sold his clothes to a bum. He was driven back to his house and let go with a warning.  

“Let’s go talk to the naked guy!” Fisher had a hunch. This man was close enough to the 
attacks to have seen or heard something. And the golf course he was found on was less than three 
blocks from Ocean Island. He and Bluffton went to their car, thinking about Hungarian goulash 
and how neither of them had any idea what it was or what was in it. They pulled up to the 
apartment complex where Losivich lived and stepped through the breezeway to his door.  

Marjan Losivich was short, stout, and totally bald. He looked like a little scared egg as he 
looked up at the two tall detectives. They talked for about an hour, with Losivich getting more 
and more fidgety the whole time. The conversation ranged from how Marjan came to America, 
what happened to him the night before he woke up on the golf course, and what the hell goulash 
was. And it seemed by the end of the hour that Fisher’s hunch was wrong. But as they got up to 
leave, Fisher happened to glance into the bedroom of Losivich’s apartment. He noticed that there 
was a very large chain and harness in the corner.  

“Hey there, Marjan. That’s some kinky stuff you have going on in there, huh? You don’t put 
other people in that, do you?” 

“Oh no, officer. No no. Only me. And not very often.” The Hungarian was visibly 
embarrassed. “I’ve never had anyone else in it. Nobody has ever seen me in it.” That last bit was 
weird and disturbing and Fisher wrote it down. He also made a note to see if Deena was into that 
kind of thing. The two detectives were out of leads and decided to head to Dale Barton’s house. 
They knew he had lived alone and that his brother was in town to take care of his affairs.  

When they arrived at the house, a man they rightly assumed was Dale’s brother was moving 
boxes into a truck parked in front of the house. They approached him and he stopped to wipe 
sweat off of his forehead. “I can’t believe that people choose to live here. Damn, it’s hot. Rick 
Barton. Glad to meet you.” The older Barton stuck out his hand and shook with both Fisher and 
Bluffton. They made small talk. Fisher asked Rick where he lived and was told New Jersey. 
They told him they were sorry for his loss and thanked them for his time. But before they could 
leave, Mr. Barton asked, “What do I do about his cat?” 

“Cat?” 
“Yeah. His cat is dead in the kitchen. It’s all stiff and snarly. It looked like it had rabies. I 

assumed that the investigators would have taken it to prove that Dale died the way they said he 
died. But it sort of seems like nobody has even been here.” 



“I’m sure that they have everything under control.” Fisher was squirming. “This is not 
officially our case. We had met Dale and liked him. I think everyone assumed that it was the 
wolf bite that gave him the rabies.” 

“Dale called me about the wolf. He said it had person eyes. Dale was a weird dude.” 
“Person eyes?” Bluffton was curious. You mean it looked like it has a person’s eyes or it 

like, had a person’s eyes in its mouth?” 
“It had eyes that looked like a person. He said he didn’t tell the cops because he didn’t want 

you to know how much pot he smoked. But yeah, he said it wasn’t like a regular wolf.” Fisher 
kept writing, though for the life of him he didn’t know what any of this meant. He and Bluffton 
repeated their goodbyes and drove back to the station. On the way, they stopped for some free 
ice cream. Being a cop ruled! 

Back in the squad room, they tacked a bunch more crap up on the board and sat for a while. 
They now had the Hungarian guy, the rabid cat, and the wolf with person eyes. They called 
animal control to get the cat and have it tested for rabies, and then thought long and hard about 
the rest of what they knew. A wolf with human looking eyes bites a guy and a whale in the early 
morning hours of a night that saw other people killed by an animal. They also had a guy who 
woke up naked on a golf course that morning who had a big chain and a harness in his bedroom 
that he claimed that nobody ever saw him wear. The guy who got bit by the wolf dies of rabies 
but the whale doesn’t and it turns out that the guy’s cat might have had rabies. So maybe the 
whale doesn’t have anything to do with it. 

“The whale doesn’t have anything to do with it.” Bluffton was tired of the case and since he 
was lactose intolerant, the ice cream break had made him cranky. “We had a wolf on the loose 
that is now gone and a guy who got rabies from his cat. We also have a tiny drunk weirdo who 
got drunk and coincidentally woke up naked near the park. End of story. You don’t need to think 
anything about this case again. The wolf has to be gone or we would have heard something over 
the past couple nights. So stop worrying about it. We better get this bulletin board back where it 
was. I heard the Lieutenant is going to be putting up a guitar lessons flyer this afternoon and he’ll 
be on to us if he has to stick it into the wall. 

Fisher thought about it and realized that Bluffton was probably right. He was also sort of 
pissed that Bluffton had encapsulated the whole thing in one paragraph whereas Fisher had filled 
twelve notebooks. But, he also realized that he had to get home to Deena and find out what she 
thought about harnesses. She was going out of town for the next three weeks and Fisher himself 
had to go to a “stop shooting civilians” training exercise for three weeks in Jacksonville. And 
when they got back, they would be taking in The Moonlight Movie and maybe, if everything 
went right, some sweet harness lovin’. Life was good.  

Three weeks later, Fisher woke up in his own bed after three weeks of being told not to 
shoot civilians (he was not convinced) and looking forward to his date with Deena. She didn’t 
totally reject his suggestion of a big chain and harness so he had gone from the airport the night 
before right to Petsmart to buy the chain. It was way longer than he needed, but it was cheaper 
per foot the more you bought. He left it in the car and would figure out how to shorten it later. 
He didn’t know where to buy a harness (he needed to talk to someone in vice) but he did pick out 
a padded dog collar. He decided it was a decent start. And he had a full box of oyster crackers so 
the movie snacks were covered. Great day already! 

But then he noticed that his answering machine light was blinking. He hit the button and was 
surprised to hear the voice of Marjan Losivich. “Hello Detective Fisher. I know that you were 



interested in chain and harness in my room. Tonight would be night for you to learn more. Come 
to my house at 7pm if you are interested. I hope you can make it.” 

The park opened at eight for the movie and Fisher wanted gyros. There was no way he was 
going to be able to make it to see the weird Hungarian, pick up Deena, eat, and get to the show. 
He called Bluffton. Bluffton was not too keen on going to see a small bald man chain himself to 
his bedroom; he agreed to do it because Fisher had found out that Bluffton pretended to be a 22 
year-old college dropout named Trad on Facebook. Their relationship was very complicated.  

“Call me as soon as he’s strapped in. Thanks, Bluff. I’ll let you know what dirty stuff 
happens with Deena in the morning.” Fisher smiled to himself about how well things were going 
but thinking about returning to Ocean Island made his mind wander back to the events of a 
month ago. He decided to give the lab a call and see if that cat turned out to have rabies. It had. 
So the last loose end was tied up. And since he had some time to kill, he went out and treated 
himself to a new pair of shoes. His last pair was getting worn out and since he had taken them 
from a civilian he had shot he felt a little guilty. Stupid seminar.  

He picked Deena up in time to have a leisurely gyro dinner and take their time getting to the 
park. At about 7:45, Fisher called Bluffton to see how things were going with the chain gang. 
Bluffton told him that the closer they got to eight o’clock, the more agitated Losivich become. 
He was all chained up and warned Bluffton to keep his distance. Fisher was dubious, but the 
movie was starting and Deena looked great. He settled into his seat, put his arm around his girl, 
and noticed the moon starting to peek up over the movie screen.  

“Free Willie” was a pretty crappy movie, but Fisher was doing his best to look interested. 
The problem was that a real killer whale in front of you was more interesting than one on a 
screen. And Bjork was really active. She was rushing back and forth in the tank and kept 
breaking the surface. It almost seemed like she was trying to learn to jump out of the water. Most 
of the crowd was trying to watch both Bjork and the movie at the same time.  

As the moon rose higher in the sky, Fisher started noticing that the three and a half ton orca 
started making a lot of noise and rolling over and over in the tank. She seemed like she was 
having a fit. Just then, his phone rang. It was Bluffton.  

“Werewolf! Losivich is a werewolf! That’s what the harness is for! It’s frigging weird and 
gross and I may shoot him!” 

“Did it look like American Werewolf in London when he changed? Send me a picture! Does 
he look like a wolf wolf or a guy with a wolf face? And don’t bother shooting him. You need a 
silver bullet. Is the chain holding?” 

“Yeah, it’s holding. And he looks like a wolf wolf, not a guy with a wolf face. And I’m still 
gonna shoot him. Hold on a sec.” 

Fisher heard a loud bang and a howl. Then Bluffton was back on the phone. “OK, I shot him 
in the leg. The bullet didn’t bounce off of him. It hurt him. He’s bleeding. Anyway, I have to go. 
I can’t shoot video and talk at the same time and I want to get this on YouTube. Crap. I have to 
wait until morning for him to change back. This blows. I’m going to see if he has anything in his 
fridge. Later.” 

Fisher closed his phone and saw that the Garfunkels were on the stage next to the tank. They 
were concerned over how upset Bjork was. It looked like they were throwing fish at the tortured 
whale. But then Fisher saw something that chilled his blood and all of the pieces of the case fell 
into place. If Dale hadn’t ended up dying of rabies, he would have been a werewolf. And the 
same wolf bit Bjork. And that meant that Bjork was a…werewhale? Whalewolf? 



Werewolfwhale? Whatever. The point was a 20 foot-long giant wolf was trying to get out of the 
water to eat Trina Garfunkel.  

Barry was brave. He threw his keys at Bjork but it was no use. The wolf bit off Trina’s leg 
just like Bo Derek in Orca. Barry started to back away but fell down on the stage and started 
sliding down towards the mouth of the wolf just like Quint in Jaws. He kicked and screamed but 
the wolf (who luckily didn’t seem to be able to get out of the tank) just opened up his giant 
mouth and let him slide right in.  

By this time, people were streaming out of the stadium. Deena was clutching Fisher’s arm 
and waiting for him to tell her what to do. He told her to go to the car and get the chain and the 
collar.  

“I said I might want to do the chain thing. And I didn’t mean in the middle of a 
werewhalewolf swimming pool!”  

“A-ha!” thought Fisher. “Werewhalewolf. Damn, Deena was smart.”  
“Just trust me, baby. Go get it.” She ran off and he watched her butt for a second before 

deciding to go save Trina Garfunkel. He squeezed off a couple of shots at Bjork on the way 
down the steps, causing her to flail back into the deeper water. They say all animals know how to 
swim but wolf Bjork didn’t seem to really grasp it. I guess that was to be expected considering 
the fact that a few minutes ago she didn’t have limbs.  

Trina was trying to squirm back up the ramp which was tough since she only had one leg. 
Fisher looked around and found one of those net things on a long pole. He grabbed it and poked 
Trina with it until she grabbed it. This worked out in a couple ways as he was saving Trina and 
also not getting his new shoes wet. He pulled her to safety and called for paramedics. Just then, 
Deena showed up behind him with the chain and the collar. He realized right away that the collar 
would never fit around Bjork’s neck but it would fit around Trina’s leg stump. He sent Deena 
over to help the stricken theme park owner and then turned back to the tank.  

He now had a giant wolf dog –paddling (wolf-paddling?) around a tank that had already 
eaten one whole person and a leg. He also had a gun, a pool skimmer, and a long chain. He 
realized quickly that he really wasn’t good at having ideas without Bluffton. Luckily, just then 
Bluffton showed up at his side. He looked annoyed.  

“I texted you like, seven times. I got bored waiting for Marjan to change back and then 
started thinking about the whale and wondered if it might be a werewolf and holy crap, I was 
right!” 

“Sorry, man. I never hear the notifications for my texts. I need to change the tone. But yeah, 
giant wolf. And now that you’re here, I have an idea. Want to be bait?” 

“Sure. I don’t care if these clothes get wet. But I’m emptying my pockets.” 
Fisher explained the plan to Bluffton as he got ready. Bluffton understood immediately and 

ran around to the other side of the movie screen which marked the back of the show tank. Fisher 
heard a splash and knew that Bluffton had jumped into Bjork’s pen. Fisher ran to the back of the 
tank, in front of the screen. He was blinded by Free Willy but he focused on Bjork. He tried to 
bonk her on the head with the pool skimmer, which seemed to work. Just then, Bluffton’s head 
broke the surface and he started yelling at the wolf.  

“The tunnel is awesome, dude,” he mentioned to Fisher. “Hey! Wolf! Come eat me!” He 
waved his arms and kept hollering. That, combined with Fisher’s attempts to get the pool 
skimmer on Bjork’s head got her paddling right for them. Bluffton waited until she was five feet 
away and then ducked down into the tunnel. Bjork let out a frustrated howl and turned her 
attention to Fisher. He was prepared, though. He looped the end of the chain and threw it at 



Bjork’s head. The loop was too small and, not surprisingly, hitting the wolf in the face with a 
chain made it madder than it already was. He reeled in the chain and worked frantically to make 
the loop bigger. But Bjork was getting too close and he needed to drop the chain and use the pool 
skimmer to keep her at bay.  

Bluffton popped up again and realized that Fisher was not doing well at all. “PUT THE 
CHAIN ON THE STICK!” 

His yelling distracted Bjork and forced him to duck back into the tunnel. But his instructions 
got through to Fisher. He pulled in the skimmer, put his new big loop on the end, and stretched it 
out to Bjork’s terrifying head. The loop slipped on perfectly and Fisher grabbed the chain and 
ran back to the stage. The loop pulled tight and spun the wolf around. He yelled for Bluffton and 
noticed paramedics were now attending to Trina. Deena was running toward him and there were 
about 400 people in the stands filming him on their cell phones.  

For the rest of the night, they held Bjork above the water with the chain and kept her from 
eating them with the pool skimmer. They all waited until sun up when the wolf got quiet and 
slipped under the water. They hauled on the chain again but it pulled way too easily. The crowd, 
which now included all the local news crews from Palm Beach and Ft. Lauderdale, gasped. The 
chain was broken. Deena clutched Fisher’s arm and Fisher realized that he was going to have to 
get a new chain and a new collar if their experiment was going to work. Damn.  

But then the beautiful black and white head of Bjork popped up above the surface and she 
squeaked at the crowd. A huge cheer went up and they all realized that the whale was none the 
worse for wear. She also, not surprisingly, did not look hungry.  

Fisher and Bluffton answered a lot of reporters’ questions until Bluffton remembered that he 
had shot a guy earlier in the night. He sped off to Marjan’s as Fisher walked Deena back to the 
car. The uniform cops had led everyone out of the stadium and locked the gates. The long night 
was over.  

Three weeks later, Fisher opened the paper and saw a full page ad in the entertainment 
section. It was Trina. She actually had a peg leg and was dressed like a pirate. Ocean Island was 
promoting “Whalewolf Night!” The tank now has a cage around it and she used some of Barry’s 
insurance money to buy a sheep farm so Bjork would always have enough to eat when she was a 
wolf.  

Fisher made three calls. The first was to Bluffton. He asked him if he was going to Marjan’s 
next week. Bluffton told him he was. Marjan would not tell on him for shooting him and cook 
him goulash if Bluffton would watch him when he changed and feed him raw steaks. Then 
Fisher called Deena and asked her if she wanted to go see the show next week. She told him yes 
but that he was sick of gyros. Fisher agreed to get her whatever she wanted at the park restaurant. 
She was excited. And finally, he called Trina and asked her for free tickets and free dinners for 
life. She was so flush with insurance money and advance whalewolf show sales that she agreed 
right away.  

Life was good.  
### 

About the Author: 
Acadia Einstein is an accomplished author who has published many books that were all 
purchased by his girlfriend from Niagra Falls whom you would not know When he isn’t writing, 
he can usually be found lurking with an occasional skulk thrown in. 

 
Find me On the Internet 



My Twitter: http://www.twitter.com/Acadia 
My Site: http://www.superficialgallery.com 

My Facebook: http://www.facebook.com/Acadia.Einstein 
Email me: Superficialgallery@gmail.com 

http://www.twitter.com/Acadia
http://www.superficialgallery.com/
http://www.facebook.com/Acadia.Einstein
mailto:Superficialgallery@gmail.com

