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    Prologue

    Once upon a time, but not at all that long ago, there was a farm in Maine called the Old Davis Place, or sometimes the Old Davis Farm. This farm had sheep, raised and shorn for their wool, and chickens, fed and kept safe in a pen for their eggs and sometimes the pot. It had two cows, for their milk from which butter could also be made, and a rescue goat, who had enjoyed a long and varied career in the great world before he became too old to be of use. There were fields of corn and soybeans, and rocky blueberry barrens; there was a vegetable garden, penned in like the chickens; and there were wide stretches of woods, home to wild birds and animals, and also to insects and reptiles.

Of course there was a farmer, and the farmer had a wife, and the wife had a child, of course. Two rescue dogs lived in the farmhouse with the family and also those mice who shared the kitchen and cellar. The dogs helped to herd the sheep and keep away the wild animals that like to feed at the edges of the human world; also, one of them went out to win prizes with his master while the other, who did not like to be trained, was company for the wife and child. There was a house cat who, because he was fed regularly, was too contented to do more than guard the kitchen. There were two barn cats who were not fed, and they were fierce hunters of anything that might be eaten, rats and mice, snakes and especially birds.

Beyond the farm, to the west and north, there were forests and lakes and a range of low mountains and a few scattered towns and other farms. Streams and rivers wandered from the high mountains to the distant sea. To the east and south of the farm were lakes and ponds and more towns and even, far off, cities. All the places where humans lived were joined by paved roads that wound among the hills and lakes, or went straight beside fields and through forests, growing wide near towns and wider near cities. Those roads were deadly for all animals, wild or tame, or human.

Over all of this stretched the endless sky. There could sometimes be clouds in the sky, and weather—rain, wind, snow. There would always be light in the sky, sunlight or moonlight, or the no-light of darkness. There were often winged things in the sky, insects and birds. On the Old Davis Farm, most of those birds were crows, members of a small flock that fed from the fields and woods, compost and garden. At night the trees that surrounded the two farm buildings were filled with their strong black long-winged bodies. During the day they spread out, to forage, to guard against danger, to discover and discuss, to live out their short lives.
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Under Attack

“Hawk!” The cry cut through the quiet air of an afternoon in early summer.

Little Bird looked up. High above her, a hawk circled down out of a cloudy sky toward their nest.
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Little Bird was on the lowest branch. As the smallest of the flock, and thus the least useful in a fight or for any other task requiring strength, she did the work that was unworthy of important crows, the older, larger, more experienced and more clever birds. That day, she watched over the two fledglings who had tried to fly before their wings were strong enough. Baby crows often did this and when they did, they tumbled to the ground. It took only a day or two for them to grow strong enough to fly back up to the safety of the nest, and during that time the least-necessary crow guarded them.

“Hawk! Hawk!” Kakaawl cried again. She had care of the three fledglings still in the nest. “To me! To me!”

In the wild, danger is constant and crows are always ready to meet it. Moreover, they meet it with organized defenses. Little Bird’s charges ran to the appointed shelter under a holly bush. Little Bird soared up to protect the nest. Kaall and Kaarn came from their posts at the tops of the small apple trees behind the farmhouse to drive off the circling predator. Other members of the flock arrived from the fields beyond the farmhouse and the woods behind the barn.

“At the ready, Little Bird!” Kakaawl ordered.

Little Bird was already at the ready.

Seeing so many crows ready to attack, hearing all their fierce kaah-kaahing, the hawk slipped up and away, into the empty sky. The threat gone, Little Bird came to rest on a branch just over the nest. She relaxed her wings and stretched her neck. “Safe now,” she called down to her charges.

The two fledglings emerged from under the holly bush, chattering with relief and excitement, and at the same moment one of the gray squirrels whose den lay deep in the horse chestnut tree gave a sharp alarm. “Cat!” it screeched. “Cat! Climb!”

Little Bird sprang up, and spread her wings.

“Little Bird!” Kakaawl demanded. “Why are you up here?”

“Because you—” Little Bird began.

“You’re supposed to be guarding them.” Kakaawl was angry.

“Sorry,” Little Bird said. She knew as well as any other bird that cats hunt on the ground, and she also knew that these two fledglings were not yet ready to fly. She darted down—kaah-kaah-kaah—to let whichever cat it was know she was on her way. “To me!” she called.

Crows know better than to try to fight alone. Moreover, crows will always answer a call for help, and unless they see it is useless, they will join in, doing battle to defend one another. “To me!” Little Bird called again, diving to the rescue.
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It was Fox, the white cat, on the hunt. Little Bird attacked, flapping her wings. “Back! Off!” Her claws brushed the tips of white ears. A paw slashed at her, but she was already out of reach, kaahing, wheeling around. “Get! Away!” Fox stopped. He backed up, slowly, reluctantly. Little Bird spread her wings, fluttering just overhead, preparing to dive again.

But Fox wasn’t alone. Snake, the black cat, came slinking in from the other direction. He was headed for the holly bush. Crouched low to the ground, he inched forward, tail slowly waving, muscles tensed. His eyes were fixed on the two plump baby birds.
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Panicked, the fledglings flapped up. They flopped down. They fled back into the bush then burst out from beneath it. They tangled each other up in legs and wings. Fox blocked their path to the small firs where they might flap up to the safety of low branches. Snake crept toward them. “Help!” they cheeped to anybody listening, to each other, “Help! Help!”
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“To me!” Little Bird called, diving down at the black cat. By herself she couldn’t fight off a single cat, much less two, but help would arrive soon. What she could do was get in Snake’s way, to interfere with his stalking. A momentary distraction, then Kakaawl, Kaall, and Kaarn would be there and her charges would be safe again.

But Kakaawl’s voice came from above, “Kaall! Kaarn! To me! To me! Fisher! Little Bird, to me!”

Wild cries crowded the air. “Cats! To me!” and “Fisher! To me!” and “Help! Help!” They were joined by the calls of more crows, from the field and the woods: “Coming!” “On our way!” and the jeerings of blue jays: “To you? Not me!” “Too many me’s for me, kwoo-kwoo.”

Out of the corner of her eye, Little Bird glimpsed a thick brown shape slip down the trunk of their oak, agile as any squirrel, although larger and more dangerous than any squirrel dreamed of being. But she had her own problem. Snake had pinned one of the fledglings to the ground.

Above her, she heard many wings beating the air. “Get out! Get off!”

Below, one fledgling struggled to get free while the other flopped about under the holly bush. Little Bird stretched out her legs to sink her claws into the black rump, but saw Fox poised to leap at her as soon as she came in range, so she had to slip up again. “To me!” she kaahed desperately. “To me! To me!”

This time her call was answered. Kaall and Kaarn plummeted down and Fox fled. Snake backed off, too, into the rows of young corn, but slowly, and clumsily, because he was dragging a motionless baby bird.

Nobody wanted to be present for the next several minutes. Kaall and Kaarn went back to their apple trees, and Kakaawl to the branch above the nest. The other crows returned to the business of foraging and watching and exchanging news. Little Bird made sure her remaining fledgling huddled among low thorny branches, safe. I should have gone for an eye, she thought. Not the haunches, his eye; that’s what I should have done. She knew Kakaawl would tell her she should have saved it, and maybe she could have. Fox’s eye would have been the better target. Claws could do some real damage to an eye. She settled onto her branch, attention fixed on the one remaining fledgling, while all around her the air grew quiet as the day resumed its ordinary peaceful stillness.

Until “Fisher!” kaahed Kakaawl—kaahed again!—“To me! Little Bird! To me! Kaall! Kaarn!”

The fisher, it seemed, had taken advantage of the relief that followed the confusion of the attacks to creep up the trunk again and slide along the branch undetected. “Killll!” he screed, pouncing at the nest. “Eeaaat!”

Little Bird was already surging through leafy branches. Above her, Kaall and Kaarn wheeled back through the air. Jeering jays cheered the fisher on—“Pretty good double bluff, Fisher!”—while the crows kaahed fiercely, flapping their heavy wings at its face. “Out! Away!”

“Team Predators one, Team Crows nothing, kwoo-kwoo,” jeered the jays. The three fledglings cheeped—“Help! Help! Helphelphelp!”—in high voices, and the fisher reached into the nest, screeing, “Eeaaat!”

Little Bird soared up above the nest and wheeled around.

The fisher was already at the nest when Kakaawl fell on him. “Eeaaat!” the fisher screed. Kakaawl flapped her wings. “No! Out! Get Out!” Little Bird was hovering right above, waiting for a chance to attack the fisher’s eyes. Then Kaall and Kaarn swooped into the battle, beaks jabbing. The air shook with the beat-beat-beat of wings.
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The fisher took a swipe at Kakaawl, who flapped back, away. “Eeaaat!” the fisher screed again, reaching into the nest. But Little Bird was there. She jabbed her claws at the fisher’s eye. He responded with another sweeping stroke, but his claws snagged on the tightly woven nest. She rose up and spun around, ready to jab again.

“Stay back, Little Bird,” Kakaawl ordered.

“But—”

“You’re in the way!”

The baby birds had crowded together as far as they could from the fisher; they pecked and pushed at one another, trying to escape, and one had been forced up onto the wide brim.

Then Kaall and Kaarn dove into the fray, jabbing with their beaks and flapping their wings, while Kakaawl planted herself in the nest, between the fisher and the three fledglings. The fisher snarled and turned to flee, sliding back along the branch and down the trunk.

This time Kaall and Kaarn harassed him until he’d crossed the stone wall to slip into the cover of undergrowth and then the protection of the woods.

The air grew quiet. The three fledglings huddled together, cheeping like sparrows in their fear and relief. “What were you thinking, Little Bird?” Kakaawl demanded, but didn’t wait for any response. She perched on the rim of the nest to settle the fledglings. “Safe now, you’re safe,” she kaahed softly. “I’m right here. You’re safe. Not long now until you’ll be able to fly away from danger. It won’t be long now, not long. Safe now, you’re safe.”

Little Bird returned to her perch closer to the ground. They had lost one, and danger had passed. She watched her remaining charge where it hid among the branches. She listened to Kakaawl, and was herself soothed, although from underneath, she could see what Kakaawl had not yet noticed. “Kakaawl?” she asked quietly.

“Not now,” Kakaawl answered, so Little Bird waited until all was silent in the nest to report her news.

“There’s a tear in the nest,” she called. Crows take good care of their nests; after all, nests are where the eggs are laid, and hatched, and the newborns kept fed and safe until they can fly. “What do you want me to do about it?”

“Damage? Why didn’t you say? Let me see.” Kakaawl hopped around the brim to peck at the woven sides, muttering to herself, “Just a few bits gone, fixable. Send Little Bird for twigs. They’ll have to be flexible, tell her that.” Until “Where . . . ?” she muttered and “Can’t be! How would . . . ?” and then she kaahed crossly, “Get up here, Little Bird!”

Alarmed, Little Bird obeyed.

“You stay here with the babies,” Kakaawl said. “I have to find Kaall and Kaarn.”

“What’s wrong?”

“This is a bad thing. Dangerous.”

“I know where to find twigs,” Little Bird offered. “It will be easy enough to mend.”

“Don’t be foolish. Twigs won’t help. Our Luck is gone, Little Bird. Stolen. By that fisher! And it’s probably too late for Kaall and Kaarn to track his path, but if the others find out . . .”

Little Bird waited, but Kakaawl said no more. Instead, she rose from the branch, to fly off toward the woods, summoning her guards back from beyond the farmhouse. “Kaall! Kaarn! To me!”
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Kakaawl’s Lament

Our Luck had been woven into the nest so many more than four-and-more springs ago that no crow could say how long it had been there. The crow who first found it had flown far beyond the reaches of memory, but Our Luck was always remembered. Because of Our Luck, no fledgling had been taken, spring after spring, neither by attack from above nor attack from below. Food had been plentiful in every season, year after year, even in winter, because of Our Luck. “It’s Our Luck,” the flock said at every sign of good fortune, until of course Our Luck became as much a part of every crow in the flock as strength and cleverness and the black sheen of feathers.

Our Luck gave the flock their favored roosts in the trees across the field from the house and barn, distant enough that the humans ignored them and the cats seldom hunted there, but close enough that wild predators preferred to keep their distance. The woods behind were thick with cone-producing pines and berry-producing bushes, and the field itself was planted with corn or soy. No wonder the trees were crowded with crows every night; no wonder the young birds chose to stay close to their flock, rather than fly off.
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Every now and then a particularly untrusting crow might suggest that Our Luck was only a story. That crow would be shown the small part of it that peeked out from the side of the nest, a bit of bright metal no longer than a new-hatched fledgling’s claw. He would then be told about the golden chain woven deep into the side of the nest, and the hard and milky drop of dew that watched over eggs and fledglings and the entire flock.

Every now and then an unhappy crow might predict that Our Luck would be taken away, in punishment for greedinesses or stupidities in the flock, but that had never happened. Our Luck remained where it had been placed, within the cupped side of the sturdy nest, where only smooth-sided eggs or soft fledgling feathers could brush against it.

Remained until that day, that is.

Kakaawl and Little Bird worked together to repair the nest before dark, weaving flexible twigs into the torn space. As they worked, Kakaawl worried, “They’ll say we must have done something wrong. Or bad.”

Word did spread quickly. Crows are communicators. It was crows, after all, who had learned the words of other creatures, from the wildest, like the fisher, to the most tame, the cows. No other birds and no other creatures on the farm, not even the not-animals, the humans and machines, had done that.

As she wove new twigs into the nest, Kakaawl grumbled. “As if we hadn’t kept Our Luck safe all this time.”

It was a smaller flock that returned to the roosts in the trees across the field at the end of that day than had flown off at first light. “They think we deserved to lose Our Luck,” Kakaawl grumbled. “They think it’s our own fault. Hah! Let them think so. I know better.”

Long into the night, Kakaawl continued her complaints. “Stupid fisher—as if he’ll know what to do with Our Luck. Hah! A fisher knows killing and eating, may he choke on the chain, may the dewdrop break his teeth!” Eventually her complaints turned into laments. “It’s lost. Gone. Better never to have had it. There’ll be trouble now, Little Bird. You can be sure of that.”

As she waited for sleep to claim her that night, Little Bird couldn’t stop thinking: about how if she’d attacked Snake’s eye she might have saved that fledgling, about the trouble that would now fall upon them, and how there was nothing to be done about it. Nothing that could be done. Unless, she thought sleepily . . .

Little Bird awoke at first light with that unless bright in her brain: Unless Our Luck could be taken from the fisher, and woven back into the nest! She flew right up to Kakaawl to make the glad announcement. “We can send Kaall and Kaarn after the fisher to get it,” she concluded.

“We can’t do that,” Kakaawl snapped. “What if the cats return? Or the fisher?”

“If we get Our Luck back, nothing bad will happen,” Little Bird said.

“But until then, without Kaall and Kaarn, who will be strong enough to drive dangers away?” Kakaawl asked.

“You could send Kaarn alone, or send Kaall alone,” Little Bird suggested.

“I need to keep both of them close. The fledglings have to be protected. Our Luck used to protect us, but now it’s gone.”

“Kaall and Kaarn protect us,” Little Bird pointed out.

“That’s why they both have to stay close,” Kakaawl pointed out right back at her. “We’ll need them, you can be sure of it.”

Little Bird had another idea. “We can send Kaahn and Kaash,” she suggested.

“And who will bring food to the fledglings?”

“Send Kaaur.”

“Who will there be to defend us when Kaall or Kaarn must forage for themselves?”

“Send Kaalm.”

“We will want Kaalm here to feed the fledglings when Kaash and Kaahn cannot.”

“Can’t we ask one of the crows from another roost?” Little Bird wondered.

“Who would agree to help us when we have lost Our Luck?” Kakaawl wondered back at her. “It’s hopeless, Little Bird, and I wish you would accept that and stop pestering me with useless suggestions. Our Luck is gone, and we are become no better than other birds, dependent on weather and happenstance, with only our strength and wits to guard us. If you were more clever, and bigger, you would understand all of that.”

Little Bird’s head sank onto her chest.

“You are the only crow the flock can spare to save us, Little Bird, and how could a bird as little as you do that?”

Kakaawl said that as a lament, but Little Bird heard it as a question. It was a question she couldn’t answer. But maybe, she thought, maybe she couldn’t answer it herself, but she knew someone who might be able to, and that was Brutus, the lop-eared goat. Moreover, she knew exactly where she could find Brutus: exactly where she had first seen him four-and-more days ago.
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Brutus

Little Bird had discovered it when she’d been sent out to look at a field one of the machines had turned over. Kakaawl wanted to know if worms, beetles, or other tasty insects were crawling around the clods of dirt, information that might be useful in feeding newly hatched fledglings. Little Bird enjoyed jobs like that, the flying over and searching for, the finding, and the carrying back of news. That day, as she flew out to and back from the field, she saw that the two cows had a companion in their pasture, so much smaller and more slender than Bethie and Annie that she guessed it was a calf. She was sent to the field again on the same errand the next day, and when she studied the calf carefully, she saw that it had a differently shaped head, and a short tail that stuck straight up. Also, she didn’t hear it muuh. So, not a calf.

Little Bird reported the news to Kakaawl. “I saw something in the pasture, with the cows. Something new.”

“Was it smaller than a cow?” Kakaawl asked.

“Yes.”

“Did it have four legs? Did it eat things it pulled out of the ground?”

“Yes.”

“A calf.”

“I don’t think so. Except for having four legs, it doesn’t look like a cow. It doesn’t stay near the cows, either, and it doesn’t muuh.”

“I know about four-legged grazing things, Little Bird. I’ve seen enough of them






































































OEBPS/images/f0001-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/Titlepage.jpg
WRITTEN BY

Cynthia Voigt

PICTURES BY
LYNNE RAE PERKINS

Greenwillow Rooks
An Imprint of HarperCollinsPublishers





OEBPS/images/f000v-01.jpg





OEBPS/text/nav.xhtml


Contents







		Cover



		Title Page



		Dedication



    		Contents



    		Prologue



		1. Under Attack



		2. Kakaawl’s Lament



		3. Brutus



		4. Asking Brutus



		5. Setting Off



		6. Toaff



		7. On the Trail



		8. Jammy



		9. The Lake



		10. New Things



		11. Town



		12. Quarreling



		13. Turkeys



		14. Raccoons



		15. Fear



		16. Our Luck



		17. Being Rescued



		18. Inside



		19. Outside



		20. Being Confused



		21. Now What?



		About the Author and Illustrator



		Copyright



		About the Publisher













Guide





		Cover



		Contents



		1. Under Attack


















		I



		II



		III



		V



		VI



		VII



		VIII



		i



		ii



		iii



		iv



		v



		vi



		1



		2



		3



		4



		5



		6



		7



		8



		9



		10



		11



		12



		13



		14



		15



		16



		17



		18



		19



		20



		21



		22



		23



		24



		25



		26



		27



		28



		29



		30



		31



		32



		33



		34



		35



		36



		37



		38



		39



		40



		41



		42



		43



		44



		45



		46



		47



		48



		49



		50



		51



		52



		53



		54



		55



		56



		57



		58



		59



		60



		61



		62



		63



		64



		65



		66



		67



		68



		69



		70



		71



		72



		73



		74



		75



		76



		77



		78



		79



		80



		81



		82



		83



		84



		85



		86



		87



		88



		89



		90



		91



		92



		93



		94



		95



		96



		97



		98



		99



		100



		101



		102



		103



		104



		105



		106



		107



		108



		109



		110



		111



		112



		113



		114



		115



		116



		117



		118



		119



		120



		121



		122



		123



		124



		125



		126



		127



		128



		129



		130



		131



		132



		133



		134



		135



		136



		137



		138



		139



		140



		141



		142



		143



		144



		145



		146



		147



		148



		149



		150



		151



		152



		153



		154



		155



		156



		157



		158



		159



		160



		161



		162



		163



		164



		165



		166



		167



		168



		169



		170



		171



		172



		173



		174



		175



		176



		177



		178



		179



		180



		181



		182



		183



		184



		185



		186



		187



		188



		189



		190



		191



		192



		193



		194



		195



		196



		197



		198



		199



		200



		201



		202



		203



		204



		205



		206



		207



		208



		209



		210



		211



		212



		213



		214



		215



		216



		217



		218



		219



		220



		221



		222



		223



		224



		225



		226



		227



		228



		229



		230



		231



		232



		233



		234



		235



		236



		237



		238



		239



		240



		241



		242



		243



		244



		245



		246



		247



		248



		249



		250



		251



		252



		253



		254



		255



		256



		257



		258



		259



		260



		261



		262



		263



		264



		265



		266



		267



		268



		269



		270



		271



		272



		273



		274



		275



		276



		277



		278



		279



		280



		281



		282



		283



		284



		285



		286



		287



		288



		289



		290



		291



		292



		293



		294



		295



		296



		297



		298



		299



		300



		301



		302



		303



		304



		305



		306



		307



		308



		309



		310



		311



		312



		313



		314



		315



		316



		317



		318



		319



		320



		321



		322



		IV














OEBPS/images/f0006-02.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0005-01.jpg
N i

_/«m-l-“if éi_-.

. .\J/K






OEBPS/images/f0006-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0001-02.jpg





OEBPS/images/f000i-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/9780062996916_Cover.jpg
BN

BY NEWBERYMEDALI’;S.T}“’ |
Cynthia Voigt .

PICTURES BY NEWBERY MEDALIST LYNNE RAE PERKINS





OEBPS/images/f0vii-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0017-01.jpg





OEBPS/images/f0011-01.jpg





