Altho her back was killing her and the photog a perv and the klieg lights miserable, Christina did not complain, whimper, or hold even a tiny mote of resentment for the sub-standard pay, for Christina knew exactly why she was doing this gig, and why she would continue to support every anti-fur organization she could, the penance she paid was heavy and often inconvenient but it barely salved her soul, barely quieted the screaming she heard in her head at night as she fought off tears and shuddered as she waited for the ambien and amaretto to kick in and plunge her into a dark dreamless somnolence, an inky depth where she couldn't hear the screaming of the baby Wildebeests as she and her siblings, under the careful yet sinister tutelage of her Uncle Dieterick, skinned the babies alive with hideous hooked blade skinning knives designed for the express purpose of deadly efficient slashing and stripping of the fur off these innocent African ungulates, the fur that could only be acquired, to be sold at the highest grades, from alive prey, alive baby prey, barely able to stand on their Wildebeest legs, caught by “Wildee Wranglers” who stood on the running boards of Range Rovers and roped em as the herds thundered to escape, and Christina knew there was never an egress for the Wildebabies, the only escape an unspeakable death in the dirt, the tawny South Africa dirt turning scarlet with blood, the puddles coagulating around her, her voice rising now, remembering, her voice becoming a death scream, a scream that no matter how hard she shrieked could not still the sound of the Wildebabies, skinned to make fur vests for tourists, nothing more but traditional Boer vests worn for dancing at Boer hootenannies, and as she screamed higher, and the photographer staggered back, and the assistants clasped their hands over their shocked mouths, staring at each other “what do we do?” Christina didn't even see them anymore, just the dust and the blood swirling around her, pulling her down to the killing ground.
