SnowDevil

part 1: Racial Tension


The stuffed shirt behind the desk frowned at Sel over Sel's transcript. “I have to say, I expected someone with such a flawless record to be more – more...” The interviewer for the Massachusetts Institute of Technology faltered, appearing to be searching for a non-offensive word.


Sel's eyes narrowed and his ears twitched in annoyance as he said, with more than a hint of a growl, “More human, perhaps?”


The interviewer, perhaps sensing the minefield he was entering, tried a different angle of attack. “Less... shabby, I should say. You're not even wearing a shirt.”


“Would you, if you were covered in heat-absorbent fur? Don't change the subject, human. You're insulting my intelligence with your indirectness.”


“The interviewer looked nervous now, eyeing Sel's claws warily and reaching into his coat. “Very well then. I am afraid to inform you that MIT is a human institution, and therefore, you have been denied entry.”


A perverse, dangerous smile formed on Sel's muzzle. “Can't say it any plainer than that, I suppose,” he said with an air of forced courtesy. I must not lose my temper again, he thought as he slammed the door behind him, relishing the feel of retribution he got from the sound of various small objects falling from the walls. The secretary was about to object to this behavior when she saw his expression and decided to exercise the better part of valor. 


“Hey Sel, over here!” His best friend Ray shouted from the curb as he exited a beat-up U-Haul that appeared to have been driven here straight from the junkyard, his wagging tail drawing dirty looks from passers-by.


Sel felt his mood soar at the sight of his friend. “Where'd you find the bucket of bolts?”


“You can laugh! Personally, I don't see why someone would just throw away a perfectly good semi. Found it in that junkyard outside of town while you were in that waiting room, and got it refurbished in exchange for the old van.”


“But why in the name of God would you throw away a perfectly good van?” Sel shouted back as he jogged over to the truck.


“Because if we spent much longer in that one-bed rattrap together, we would end up as more than just friends, and my dear old mother couldn't stand her only son turning gay on top of being a half breed mutt.”


Sel gave Ray a significant look upon entering the passenger's seat in the cab.


“Did I say something wron... oh, I get it. Not again,” Ray added with a sigh.


As Ray began searching the map for the next location in their Odyssey, Sel's thoughts turned once more to the events that had led up to this point. He remembered how he had woken up in the middle of the night to incredible pain, and looking on in the bathroom mirror as his skeleton warped itself, as his mouth and nose fused, elongated, as his ears migrated and formed triangular points. How his hands had become shorter, stouter digitigrade paws with leathery pads and his fingernails became claws. How he had lost his balance when his legs rearranged and his feet mimicked his hands, becoming less human and more canid. How his fat was replaced with rippling muscle as his skin darkened, and white fur began to grow from millions of new follicles. How he had passed out from the pain as his spine elongated to form a flexible tail. He remembered how he had been greeted in the morning by his mother's screams, how she had taken him to dozens of doctors, each more confused and haggard than the last. How the story got out, of the mad fringe geneticist who tried to play God by releasing mutagenic viruses into the atmosphere, mutagens that, perhaps fortunately, only worked on 1 in 100 humans. He remembered how the scientist had been shot by an angry lynch mob of the Transformed before-


Sel felt a paw on his shoulder. “Brooding won't do any good, Sel. It's time to bury the past.”


 Sel's head fell to the dashboard, tears of frustration welling up in his eyes as another of his frequent periods of hopelessness hit him full force. Ray began to rub the sensitive spot that ran along his spine, humming a tune that felt familiar, but out of mental reach. Sel began to smile despite himself and attempted to shake off the offending hand with a vigorous shake of his shoulders. Ray kept at it, determined to get his friend out of this funk.


“Hey, Sel... I've been thinking. About our situation. I know we've been over this before, but what about the military?”


“They turned us do-”


Ray cut him off. “That was a year ago. They had plenty of fresh volunteers, they could afford to snub a couple of mutants from some backwater place. Not anymore, not with World War Three in full swing. You might not have noticed, but I have.”


Sel ignored the comment about being a mutant. “Noticed what, exactly?”


“They're desperate for fresh recruits. And just look at you, you look as if you were made to hunt prey in the snow-covered armpit known as the Siberian Front.”


Sel sighed and said, “Okay. Let's go.”


“We're there already.”


Sel took in his surroundings. “Looks more like a fast food joint.”


Ray laughed. “Yeah, they made it a drive through.”


Sel began laughing as well, his depression dispelled by the sheer absurdity of it all. “W-what?”


“Yeah, I know. They just have draftees joining now, so now you just slide your card under the window and the clerk hands you a uniform and a court order to show up for processing. I hear they've got a judge sequestered in a back room signing the things nonstop. Okay, okay, let's calm down.”


Their truck finally made it to the window. A tired-looking clerk looked at them and said, “Draft cards, please.”


Ray replied, “We don't have any. We're volunteers.”


The clerk was not amused. “Very funny. Hand them over.”


“I just told you, we never got any!”


Sel leaned toward the window. “Look, lady. I guess I expected better of a federal employee-”


Ray scoffed, earning him an elbow to the stomach.


“-but they way we deal with impasses in the private sector is to see a higher ranking employee. I hate to do this to you, but I'd like to speak to your commanding officer.”


With a look of supreme annoyance, she hurried into the depths of the building. After a few tense minutes, a recruiter wearing a lieutenant's bars came to the window.


“Volunteers, eh? Wait...” The lieutenant trailed off as he scrutinized their appearances. “I remember now, you were those two Transformed Sergeant Allison denied entry last year. Am I right?”


Sel gave him a dirty look. “Yeah. That would be us.”


The lieutenant avoided his eyes, speaking to Ray instead. “I apologize for that incident. Did I hear you correctly? You're volunteering?”


“Yeah.”


“Okay then. On behalf of the United States Marine Corps, I present you with these uniforms and a summons to this office on the seventeenth for processing.”


A week later, the now-uniformed dog and wolf got off of the bus near the recruiting office. Sel asked Ray, “So , you never did tell me what you did with your share of the money from that truck.”


“Some much needed dental work and a flea collar. Got one for you too,” Ray said, offering the device in question to Sel.


“No thanks. The fleas need a home too,” he joked, although his real motive was the thought of showing up for the bus wearing a collar. Sel pushed the thought from his mind.


“Okay then, if you're sure.”


They boarded the plain blue bus to jeers and insults from its passengers, and thus ended the beginning of the rest of their life
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