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  The Lost Spirit


  The old Lakota was wise. He knew that man’s heart away from nature becomes hard; he knew that lack of respect for living, growing things soon led to lack of respect for humans too.


  Chief Luther Standing Bear


  He was a giant of his kind; he had been the biggest of his litter and he had stayed much larger than the other wolves. He was black and had pale eyes, and from an early age he made the others uneasy. He was never accepted, and was driven to live at the edge of the pack. Because he was dark and spent his life hanging back in the forest, he was Wolf of Shadows.


  When the pack howled together his loneliness would become acute, and he would draw close to them, his tail down, his ears cocked to hear any hostile growl.


  It had not always been like this. Once he had been part of a litter. He had enjoyed his mother’s warmth, had tussled with his littermates. He remembered playing in the sun.


  Things changed, though. When he began to pass into maturity other young males had started challenging him. He did not want to fight; he wanted to have a place in the pack. Sometimes he was forced to accept the offered battles; often, though, he turned away, and went off to wait for the others to settle.


  In time he became a huge creature, fierce from all the discord, his head high, his tail waving proudly.


  The old pack leader, uneasy with him, demanded that he submit. His heart would not let him; neither, though, would he fight the pack leader, for he knew that the outcome would make him alpha wolf, and he did not think the others would let him lead them.


  The wise old leader saw that there was an impasse and struck a nervous truce: He would ignore Wolf of Shadows if the giant ignored him.


  Seasons passed, and a time came when a powerful young gray challenged the old leader and eagerly became alpha wolf. He was quick and strong, and his flashing jaws humbled the wolves who tested him. At last there was only one wolf who had not fought—the huge black who now lived in the forest.


  He stood almost a head above the gray, and all the wolves knew that he could certainly beat him. Because of this imbalance the gray could not become firm leader. No wolf was content in his place: The young fought the old, and even females were in contention. There was no place in the gray’s taut hierarchy for the big wolf, not even at the edge.


  Wolf of Shadows might not wish to lie with the others, but he had never been warned away from the hunt. He chased the deer and the moose with them, sharing the blood of their kills.


  Now the pack denied the proud black giant his last connection with them. When he ran to the hunt, they showed him their teeth. They had never done this before. If he could not hunt with them, nor lie among them afterward gorged and sleepy, he would be truly alone. He would never be licked, nor touch other wolves.


  He mewed like a cub. But he did not roll to the gray and so he was banished. He withdrew farther into the woods, remaining almost out of scent of the pack, wandering long hours alone at the very limit of its most distant marks.


  The season grew older, and when the first flowers came through the snow there was a change in his body. His loins ached; he found himself under an almost unbearable compulsion. Day by day he moved closer to the pack. When he scented the young females, his flesh grew warm with longing.


  He emerged into the full light of the lakeshore where the pack lived. There he hesitated, a big-footed young wolf, his eyes bright and his tongue dangling from the side of his mouth.


  To the pack he was almost a stranger. Some of the younger wolves hardly knew him at all. The others watched him, ears back, tails down. Some snarled. Growling, the gray ran at him. Wolf of Shadows could not react, not without risking a fight in which he would almost certainly beat the alpha wolf. Whining, he went back into the forest.


  By day he remained near them, carefully avoiding the nervous challenges of the gray and scenting the graceful odors of the females—especially the gray’s, the one with the gentle pride in her gaze. She was the one he most wanted to nuzzle and smell.


  At night, after the crickets and frogs slept and the fireflies had settled in the grass, he remained awake, battling his own urges. His body demanded that he rub against the females, that he sniff them, that he climb their backs. Days and nights passed, and spring filled the air with new scents, but Wolf of Shadows hardly noticed. He was interested only in the females, some young and sweet, others heavy with the memory of many litters.


  His need grew and grew, until his body quivered with it. At night he would leap up, his heart thundering, his nose questing for a female who wasn’t there. Through the small hours he would remain awake, pacing at the limits of the pack’s range. It was only a question of time before his desires would make him wild.


  At last, in a desperate attempt to control himself, he began to run. He went without sense or direction, far from the pack’s territory, passing beneath the oak and the sycamore, not stopping until the wind of dawn rose in the pines.


  The world that sunrise spread before his senses was transformed, the new buds shining with dew, the warblers and the jays jumping eagerly. He drew into his muzzle the rich changes of dawn, and for the
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