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PETER J. FOOTE

Just beyond the edges of the map, where dragons dwell...

Peter J. Foote exists as one of the most prolific short-form genre writers in Canada, with dozens of credits to his name nationally and internationally. He has been featured in collections featuring the best new fiction in science-fiction, fantasy, mythology, and horror. 

Collected here are twenty-six of those incredible tales, celebrating the breadth of Foote’s career from his first story ever printed to his most recent.  
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Let me tell you an amazing story.

You’re in for a treat, dear reader. Dear connoisseur of short fiction. Dear lover of stories. You’re in for a treat because you’ve found a tome of fiction by one of the greatest advocates for fiction in Atlantic Canada. The man, the myth, the legend, the Peter J Foote.

I first met Peter J Foote at Hal Con, and he was always ravenous about books. The avid reader’s avid reader, with dreams of writing. He talked to me about books and story, I told him about what I wrote, and he was enthusiastic. Not just enthusiastic, but critical. That might sound like a negative, but it’s not. It’s an honest thing. Writers, real writers, aren’t looking for everyone to blow smoke. They’re looking for feedback. Peter J Foote was a breath of fresh air. I went away from the interaction happy. But to hear him tell it, he went away in lamentation. Apparently he got back to his hotel room, looked at his haul of nerdly goodies he’d gotten over the day, and cursed himself for not having gotten any indie books. Specifically mine, he later told me.

“I was trying to be a writer,” he said. “I would need support, and I’d taken up so much of this writer’s time, chatted at the booth for almost an hour, and hadn’t bought a book. I was disappointed in myself, and I told myself I’d never do that again.”

This is why, to the local indie community, Peter J Foote is a hero right up there with Spider-Man, Batman, Iron Man. That what you read above, that was his origin story. That was his version of letting a burglar go, only to have that same burglar kill his Uncle Ben and pledging to never do that again. Peter said from that point on he would support indie and small press authors whenever he could, and he has stuck by that promise ever since.

He is the founder and loudest voice in the group Genre Writers of Atlantic Canada, a group that, at writing, is over 500 members strong and helps writers in the Atlantic provinces network and get information. When Engen was growing, he was its loudest supporters, and always put his reputation behind that support. He bought books, reviewed books. He submitted to every short-fiction call Engen held, and pushed others to submit as well. He is the only author to have made it into the first nine From the Rock collections, many of whom are collected here. He gives us credit for publishing his first story. We give him credit for helping us grow into what we are today.

So dedicated is he to the indie small press author that, when it came time to publish his first novels, he chose the harder path of doing so. Because I’ll reveal now, Peter’s Consensus Universe trilogy was absolutely accepted for publication. But Peter didn’t take the easy route of letting a publisher handle the business of publishing his books, partly because he wanted to share the entire experience of self-publishing with people, so that they might learn what to expect and learn the results. There’s an unfortunate and untrue stigma to self-publishing, that you only do it if you’ve failed to attract a publisher. I’m here to tell you that’s hogwash. The Consensus Universe trilogy was accepted, gladly. Peter chose to go his own path, and we couldn’t be prouder of him.

So what you hold in your hands, reader, is a record of Peter’s time to become a novelist. These are his short stories and flash fiction, there are the tales he told on the road to being the writer he was when he wrote the Consensus Universe trilogy. It contains his first story ever published, The Silence Between Moons, that started him on his journey. We have the award-winning story Sea Monkeys, the winner of the first ever Kit Sora contest. We have Snarls, the unpublished story that Peter submitted to Faerie Tales from the Rock.

In their review of Peter’s story for Pulp Science-Fiction from the Rock, Amazing Stories wrote: “I think Peter is saying, yes, robots represent humans, but, more importantly, humans are really robots and will continue to be such as long as we treat “lesser folk” as menials to be manipulated. We need to do a better job of programming people, never mind robots. At, least, that’s how I interpret the story. Lots to think about.” Peter has always had an eye for making people think.

The effect of having constant support on Engen and on myself as a writer cannot be measured, nor can the tangible effect of watching Peter grow under our support. Of knowing these efforts are not useless. Of seeing him go from his first story published to a head of his own publishing movement, his own small empire. 

Welcome dear reader, to Stowaway’s Luck and Other Tales, the collected short fiction of Peter J. Foote. And in case it wasn’t implied, thank you, Peter.

Matthew LeDrew

founder and publisher at Engen Books Ltd.

	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

The Silence Between Moons
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Pressing his fingers into the muddy footprint and bringing them to his nose, the ranger flinches away. Goblins. Close from the smell of it. Using the light from the rising full moon, the ranger surveys the area carefully before notching an arrow in his bow and silently melding into the undergrowth of the forest. 

Dancing between the shafts of moonlight that spear their way through the naked tree branches, the ranger follows the path that the goblins have made easily, almost too easily, as if they were making no secret of their passing. Fearing a trap, the ranger slows his rush, squats down on his heels, and scans his surroundings carefully, his nose in the air and the notched arrow in his bow like an eye stabbing into the darkness. 

Sensing nothing, the ranger rises, and in doing so, sees the moonlight highlight more tracks, those of wolves and the distinctive outline of a naked human foot. Shocked that a human would be out here alone, and clearly not wearing boots, the ranger is filled with dread, an emotion magnified seconds later as a mournful wolf’s cry echoes through the trees. Leaving all semblance of stealth behind, the ranger crashes through the undergrowth, the branches whipping his face and brambles digging and clawing at his clothes as if they were purposely trying to slow him.

Before long, the sounds of battle reach his ears: the guttural language of the goblins, the snap of powerful jaws closing on flesh, and the cry of a human voice. Pushing back the waves of exhaustion that threaten to overwhelm him, the ranger bursts through a last tangle of dead blackberry canes and comes upon a battle. 

With the moonlight shining behind the ranger, it could almost be a scene from a play. A woman, petite, dark and beautiful stands naked before a group of goblins, swinging a tree branch protectively over a dead wolf at her feet with a goblin spear through its body. 

Rooted in place taking in the scene, the ranger can only watch as one of the goblins gets past the woman’s defenses and hits her in the left temple with its club. The ranger can only watch in horror as the woman falls upon the dead wolf at her feet, before he curses his inactivity, lets out a cry of rage and draws his bow. His cry startles the goblins just as they start to reach for their prize, while the goblin with the war club is startled by the sudden appearance of an arrowhead jutting from its throat before it collapses into a bloody heap. 

Tossing aside his bow, the ranger draws a pair of hand axes from his belt and rushes towards the goblins. Turning to meet this assault, the three remaining goblins recover and fan out in an effort to flank the ranger. Though outnumbered three to one, the ranger nevertheless takes the battle to the goblins, and with a quick feint is able draw one armed with a rusty dagger into making a wild slash. The ranger easily blocks this clumsy attack with crossed hand-axes before countering with a kick to the creature’s gut, and when the goblin doubles over in pain, sinks one of his narrow hand-axes into its spine. 

Here the ranger’s luck runs out, for when he tries to pull his hand-axe from the back of the goblin that lays twitching at his feet, he finds that it’s stuck in the spine of the creature. Sensing that they now have the upper hand, the remaining two goblins advance on the ranger. One, presumably the leader with its numerous scars, leather breastplate, and serrated short sword, gives a broken tooth grin at its fellow and lunges at the ranger’s belly with its wicked blade. Abandoning the stuck hand-axe, the ranger tries to turn away from the oncoming blade, but is only partly successful as the serrated blade rips through the ranger’s tunic and leaves a ragged line of crimson along his ribcage. Gasping in pain, the ranger instinctively clasps his free hand over the wound on his side and with his remaining hand-axe held out protectively in front of him, prepares for the next attack. 

The last goblin seems happy to let its leader have all the fun as it waves its meat cleaver in the air and cheers loudly. Basking in its underling’s praise, the goblin leader fails to see the change in the ranger’s body language as he slowly grinds the balls of his feet into the soft ground. With the wicked sword held up, the goblin leader lets out a roar and rushes the wounded ranger. A puzzled look quickly flashes across the creature’s ugly face as it tries to understand what it is seeing. Instead of a defeated human ready to be put to slaughter, a feral grin crosses the ranger’s lips as he leaps up to meet the goblin’s rush with one of his own, catching the goblin in the chest with his head and causing the pair of them to collapse in a tangled heap. 

The goblin leader is the first to recover, and it grasps its sword handle with both hands to bring it down upon the ranger’s shoulder, which causes him to drop his hand-axe from nerveless fingers. Dizzy from his wounds, the ranger uses his body weight to hold down the goblin as his hands try madly to find the creature’s throat. The bug-eyed face of the goblin leader, quickly turning blue in the moonlight, is suddenly thrown into harsh shadow. Seeing it, the ranger releases his grip and rolls away just as the last goblin is completing the downward swing with its heavy meat cleaver. Unable to stop its momentum, the goblin can only watch in horror as the cleaver sinks itself into the leader’s throat, causing a fountain of blood to escape and splatter. 

The look of horror on the goblin’s face is intensified as the ranger sits up, his face awash in goblin blood, white teeth gleaming in the moonlight. Screaming in terror, the last goblin flees into the night, the sounds of its passage a stark contrast to the quiet of the scene of battle. 

Rising upon shaky legs, the ranger rubs his numb shoulder as he gathers up his weapons, the hand-axe in the back of the goblin making a sickening sound as it is pulled free, before going to check on the woman. 

In other circumstances it could have been a lovely scene, a naked woman lying atop a wolf pelt surrounded in moonlight like the marble pillars of a temple. Instead, the woman is plastered in mud and bleeding from a nasty scalp wound, the wolf dead from a goblin spear and the moonlight signaling that frost is in the air. 

While her skin is cold to the touch, her pulse is strong, and the ranger lets out a breath he has been unconsciously holding. Tearing off a piece of his slashed tunic, the ranger fashions a hasty bandage around her scalp, wraps her in his cloak, and slings the woman over his shoulder, letting out a gasp of pain as the wound on his side flares in pain. 

Just as the ranger is about to turn away, he looks down at the dead wolf that apparently died to protect the woman and wonders at the connection between the two. It’s a small enough courtesy, but he pulls free the jagged goblin spear and tosses it into the woods before resettling the burden on his shoulder. 

––––––––
[image: ]


Dawn is breaking and the last of the full moon fades away as a monstrous looking figure walks out of the woods. Hunchbacked, its feet drag across the frost covered ground leaving a path a drunken sailor would envy, and its steam-laden breath trails behind like a magical cloak.

Pausing briefly to catch his breath and once again adjust the weight of the wounded woman, the ranger takes in a deep lungful of crisp autumn air and looks upon his home. Built with his own two hands, the simple one room cabin might not be much to look at with its moss covered roof and single window, but the walls are tight and the stone chimney sound, and it is his haven from the monster called civilization. 

Berating himself for wool-gathering when safety and warmth are just a stone’s throw away, the ranger checks to make sure the woman is still breathing easily and goes home. 
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With the last of his energy the ranger pushes aside the scattering of books atop his cot before gently placing the woman on his bed and covering her with his thickest bearskin. For several moments he stares down at the woman, taking in her suntanned skin, calloused feet and rough fingernails, her beauty still clear under it all. Shaking himself out of his daze, the ranger leaves the bedside and gathers up sticks and tinder to kindle a fire in the stone fireplace. Sliding down the peeled log wall, the ranger kicks off his mud encrusted boots, puts his feet near the fire and mutters, “I really should put some water on to boil...” and promptly falls into an exhausted slumber. 
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Daylight streaming in the cabin’s single window slowly creeps across the split log floor, the dust dancing in the column of light as it makes its way across the ranger’s chest before finally resting on his face. Groaning in discomfort, the ranger turns his face away from the brightness and by doing so wakes himself up. “Augh, my head,” he mutters as he cradles his head in his hands, and seeing them covered in blood brings the night’s activities crashing home. 

Looking up from his place on the floor, the ranger looks to his bed to see the woman from the night before crouched in the corner staring wild-eyed at him, wrapped in the bear skin and faintly panting.

Forcing lightness in his voice, the ranger says, “How are we doing now? I don’t know about you, but I’m pretty stiff and sore;” and with cautious movements slowly stands, all the while watching the woman from the corner of his eye. “Are you in pain? Can I check your head?”

The woman rears back in the bed when the ranger tries to step towards her. 

“Okay, maybe in a bit. Why don’t I get the fire started and make us some tea, would you like that?” Silence being his only response, the ranger turns his back to the woman and busies himself trying to rekindle the fire from a few glowing coals all the while humming softly. Careful not to make any sudden movements, the ranger builds up the fire and hangs a kettle of water over the growing flames. 

Falling into his familiar kitchen routine, the ranger almost forgets the woman is there until she speaks. “Why do you have fire in your den? Is it because you have no pack mates to lay with and keep you warm?” 

The ranger’s hand freezes in mid-motion for a brief second before continuing the job of placing dried leaves and herbs in the kettle over the fire. “Den?” the ranger mutters under his breath as he turns back towards the woman only to find her sitting up in his bed, the bearskin pooled around her legs. Hastily averting his eyes away from her nakedness, the ranger replies in a shaky voice, “I guess that’s part of the reason I have a fire inside, to keep me warm at night. Don’t you use a fire where you live?”

Silence. 

Soon the small cabin is filled with the smell of dried herbs steeping in the kettle, a clean and purifying smell that is a sharp contrast to the rancid odor of sticky goblin blood that seems to hover over the ranger. 

With his back to the woman, the ranger gently peels off his torn and bloody tunic, gasping in pain as the fabric is pulled away from the ragged cut in his side. Throwing the soiled tunic into the far corner, the ranger splashes the last of his fresh water in a chipped ceramic bowl and begins to clean the wound with a cloth. 

He is startled when a small hand stops him and carefully removes the cloth from his hand. Frozen in place for fear of spooking her, the ranger watches as the woman gently washes his wound, very conscious of her nakedness so close to him, long dormant feelings bring a flush to his skin. 

When she is done, the ranger inspects the wound and sees that it isn’t as bad as he feared, a ragged cut but not deep and no sign of infection. Smiling in thanks, he slowly kneels down beside the woman and reaches up to remove the makeshift bandage from around her head. Her eyes go wide and she starts to draw back, so he stops and starts to hum an old lullaby that he remembers his mother singing to him when he was young. The look of fear slowly leaves her as the ranger gently unwinds the bandage, but he can feel the tenseness course through her body, like a drawn bow. 

Still humming, the ranger carefully washes away the dried blood to inspect her head wound, but rocks back on his heels as he finds the wound gone without any trace of a scar. Instead, a shock of white hair is quickly growing in an otherwise sea of black, like moonlight against the night, the only sign that there had been a wound at all. 

Giving the woman a weak smile once he is done, the ranger helps her to rise and steers her towards the bed and fallen bearskin. Seeing her once again wrapped up, the ranger absently goes to the steeping kettle and pours two mugs of herbal tea, occasionally risking a quick glance at the strange woman and shaking his head in wonder. 

Carrying over the two mugs of herbal tea, the ranger puts them on the floor in front of the woman and says, “We’ll let these cool for a minute while I go get some more fresh water, and then we’ll have a little talk, okay? Maybe start with your name? I’m called Peadar.” 

Pulling on a fresh tunic and jamming his feet into his boots, Peadar grabs his water bucket and leaves the cabin, making sure to pull the cabin door tightly shut. Squatting at the edge of the nearby stream, Peadar tips his bucket into the water, careful not to stir up any sediment. He looks back in the direction of the cabin. 

“Clearly there’s magic involved here, though how and what its nature is, I don’t know. It’s almost as if she’s fae touched.” 

Peadar is almost back to his cabin before he realizes that something is wrong: the door stands wide open and the bearskin lays discarded on the ground. Dropping the water bucket, Peadar races towards his cabin despite knowing what he will find when he gets there. A cabin empty except for two steaming mugs of herbal tea. 

Quickly donning his cloak, Peadar grabs his bow and quiver and hurries outside, frantically following the woman’s footprints in the cold wet ground. 
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Hours later, just as the sun throws its final rays above the treetops, Peadar stumbles out of the forest. Pale and haggard, shoulders slumped in defeat, the ranger stops outside his cabin, picks up the fallen bearskin when the woman dropped it all those hours ago. Bringing the bearskin up to his face, he closes his eyes and inhales deeply. With one last longing look behind him, Peadar turns away from the forest and enters his cabin. 

Just as the waning moon starts its journey across the heavens, Peadar pounds the last of six stakes into the ground. Formed into a rough circle in front of his cabin, the ranger secures a torch to each and sets them alight. Satisfied that his beacons will stay lit, Peadar raises his face to the starry sky and mutters a faint pray before retreating to his cabin. 
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Tossing and turning in his narrow bunk, books scattered, bearskin kicked to the floor, and sheets twisted around his legs like the tentacles of a sea monster, Peadar moans in his sleep for several minutes before bolting upright and crying out. 

“Dear God, what a nightmare! I can still hear the howling of the beast.” Wiping sweat off his brow with a shaky hand, Peadar freezes in mid-motion before craning his neck towards the door of his cabin. “I can still hear the howling!” Jumping out of this cot, Peadar hastily pulls on his trousers, grabs his pair of hand axes, and rushes into the cold night. 

Most of his torches are still alight, though bits of rag and pitch drip from them casting flickering shadows around him, almost like fairies dancing. With axes held ready, Peadar walks barefoot across the cold wet grass to the edge of the pool of light. Straining his ears for any trace of the sound that woke him, Peadar realizes that he doesn’t hear anything at all, not the cry of an owl, or a squirrel in the undergrowth, not even the fall leaves rustling on their branches. It’s almost as if the whole world is holding its breath. 

On the edge of his vision motion catches his eye, but when he looks to its source, he sees nothing. Again it happens, but no matter how fast he turns, he can’t get a clear look. Tired of being played with, Peadar takes a firmer grip on his hand axes, and slowly walks into the centre of the ring of torches. 

Flickering torchlight dances across tense muscles and highlights the cloud of the ranger’s breath as it meets the cold air, but still nothing happens. A test of wills is being played out but who will blink first? 

First one pair of eyes can be seen shining in the torchlight, then another, and another, until nearly a dozen sets of yellow eyes stare out at the ranger. A low throaty growl starts which is quickly picked up by the rest, each voice an individual but coming together like a chorus, building in volume until the very trees seem to shrink back in fear. 

Gripping his axes tighter, Peadar braces for the attack that he is sure is coming, and just when he can stand the growling no longer, it stops so suddenly that he is almost deafened by the silence. 

Out of the darkness she walks, black as midnight, lean and powerful muscles rippling under her dark fur as she stalks back and forth at the edge of the torchlight before walking up to Peadar. Yellow eyes flickering with intelligence stare up at him, lock on and draw him deeper into their depths. Unconsciously, Peadar drops the axes as he leans towards the she-wolf, the area completely quiet except for the sputtering and hissing of the torches. 

As quickly as it started, the connection between the two is broken as the she-wolf turns away from the ranger and walks back towards the darkness. Just at the edge of the pool of light she turns back and Peadar notices that her beautiful black coat isn’t complete, for over her left brow is a shock of white hair like the moon in the night’s sky. 

In the clear light of the following day, Peadar tries to convince himself that the night before was all a dream brought on by goblin attack and his concern for the missing woman, until he sees the ground around his cabin littered with wolf tracks. 

Unsure what it all means, Peadar decides to stay close to his cabin today and tend to the wood pile getting it ready for winter. Soon the clearing around the cabin echoes with the sounds of wood being chopped as Peadar, stripped down to his trousers, splits log after log. The comforting manual labour keeps his body busy while allowing his mind to retreat and reflect upon what he experienced last night. 

As impossible as it seems, it’s clear that the she-wolf and the woman are connected, probably one in the same, though how this is possible I don’t understand. All the tales I’ve read suggest it’s during the three days of the full moon that a person becomes a wolf creature, not the other way around. And she seems to be one or the other, not a twisted mixture of the two, nor did I get a feeling that she meant me harm, the opposite in fact.

Hours later finds Peader both physically and mentally exhausted as he lounges against his cot, book in his lap and lukewarm mug of herbal tea at his elbow. Squinting at the fine lettering in the flickering candlelight, Peadar finally decides to give up and call it a night. Banking the coals in the fireplace with an iron poker, Peadar’s hand freezes in mid-motion as his ears perk up and he turns towards the door. Absently replacing the poker, Peadar goes to the door and lifts the latch with a shaky hand. The cold night air instantly invades the tiny cabin, robbing it of its stored warmth, but Peadar fails to notice as he walks outside. 

“There it is again, I knew I heard something...” mutters Peadar in the darkness. The howl of a lone wolf echoes through the night, the call rising and falling in pitch and tone as it floats down from above. Eyes straining in the darkness, Peadar looks to the nearby rise and is just able to make out the silhouette of a wolf. Maybe the wolf senses Peadar or maybe it can see him highlighted by the light spilling out of the cabin door, but either way it stops and howls again. This time there can be no mistake; it is clearly a greeting, calling one soul to another. Heedless of the cold, Peadar smiles and raises a hand in silent salute to the wolf. The greeting acknowledged, the wolf turns away, and in doing so the waning moonlight highlights the tuft of white hair on the she-wolf’s brow. 

For the rest of the month, this ritual is repeated: just after sunset Peadar walks outside and awaits the she-wolf. Without fail she is on the rise every night to issue her greeting to the ranger, which he returns with a wave. While she never comes closer than the rise during their nightly greetings, she makes her presence known in other ways. Several times throughout that first month the ranger wakes up to find a dead rabbit at his door, its neck broken, but unmarred on any other way. 

A month later, just as the full moon rises in the night sky, Peadar dons his heavy cloak and prepares to go out for the nightly greeting. Opening the cabin door, he is startled to find the woman there, naked as she was the last time he saw her. In shock, Peadar just stands there woodenly as the woman slowly reaches out and snakes her hand through the buttons of his tunic to run her fingers lightly over the fresh scar from the goblin’s blade. Keeping her hand against his side, she looks Peadar in the eyes and says, “My name is Shadow.” 

Something breaks within Peadar, as he lets out a great sigh and removes his cloak to gently wrap around Shadow before leading her inside the cabin, closing the door firmly behind them. 

––––––––
[image: ]


This cycle repeats all winter. Most nights Peadar and Shadow conduct their nightly ritual, she from the rise, he fromoutside his cabin; but for the three days and nights of the month when the moon is full, she comes to him in human form and they stay warm and comfortable within the tiny cabin as the snow falls and the wind blows. 

Their time together is wild and carefree, without plan or thoughts to the future. The few times Peadar asks Shadow about her past and nature, she diverts him to the small cot and a sly smile. After a while, Peadar stops asking and decides that when she wants to tell him she will. Similarly, she doesn’t seem to care about his life before they met nor even his days when they aren’t together. For Shadow, the world seems broken up into two experiences: the time they are together and everything else. 
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Nothing lasts forever, not even winter. 

Finally the days start getting longer, the snows starts to melt and nature begins her cycle of renewal. With spring there is also empty cupboards and foodstuffs that can’t be gleamed off the land, so Peadar packs up his sled with the pelts he harvested through the winter and makes the long trip to the town. 

Where before he saw dirty, unhappy people living on top of each other in an unending dim of noise and open sewers, Peadar’s eyes start noticing other things. There, an old couple walking arm in arm as they navigate icy patches in the road, there, a young couple sneaking a kiss behind a hay wagon, and there a father carrying his son on his shoulders laughing and joking. 

Peadar barely remembers the trip back to his little cabin as he replays the scenes he saw in the town over and over in his mind, but instead of the strangers he inserts Shadow and himself. 

His mind made up, Peadar decides that tonight he will act. As the spring sun starts to dip below the trees, he leaves his cabin dressed for speed, only his canteen and hand axes to slow him down. 

A happy grin is stamped on his face as he dashes through the forest steadily making his way higher, and before long Peadar breaks from the forest and arrives at the rise. Looking down at his cheery cabin, a tiny wisp of chimney smoke snaking itself to the heavens, Peadar finds himself filled with hope. Taking a pull from his canteen, Peadar squats down and waits. 

His wait isn’t long. 

Out of the darkness she stalks, beautiful and deadly, her tuft of white hair in a sea of black flashing in the moonlight. Making sure to make no sudden movement, Peadar slowly rises and keeps his hands by his side. 

“Hello Shadow, I thought I would greet you tonight,” says Peadar in a soft low voice. 

His years as a ranger weren’t wasted since it’s clear that the she-wolf didn’t know Peadar was here until he spoke. With hackles raised and lips curled, the she-wolf paces around the ranger, first one way then another, her nose high in the air capturing his scent. As suddenly as it started, it stops as the she-wolf relaxes and gives Peadar’s hand a tiny lick before leaning against his legs. 

Running his hands through her midnight coat, Peadar tries to give voice to the day’s experiences. “I thought we could spend more time together during the rest of the month, maybe I could even run with you and the pack sometime, maybe tonight?” 

The attack was so sudden that Peadar has no idea what is happening until he finds himself on the cold hard ground and Shadow is standing on his chest, her nails digging though his tunic and her snarling fangs hovering above his face. 

Staring into the yellow eyes of Shadow, the look of bewilderment on Peadar’s face is slowly replaced by the dawning of understanding as the blood drains from his face and his eyes moist over. Her message hitting its mark, the she-wolf steps back allowing Peadar to sit up. 

The two stare at each other for a few heartbeats, until Shadow turns away and without a backward glance melts into the night. Where a short time ago he had a spring in his step, now Peadar moves like an old man, as he gathers up his belongings and shuffles home, wiping his eyes on his tunic sleeve. 
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For the rest on the month, Peadar goes about his normal routine listlessly, wandering about with shoulders slumped and head bowed. At night he remains inside his cabin reading, pointedly ignoring the solitary wolf cry that echoes on the wind. 
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“Steady man, get control of yourself,” Peadar mutters to himself as he paces back and forth within his tiny cabin, each trip casting a quick glance out the window at the darkening sky. “You’re going to make yourself sick if you continue acting this way, maybe it will work out.” Reaching for his cup of herbal tea, Peadar’s hand freezes as he hears a faint scratching at the door. 

Eyes blinking rapidly to clear them of any moisture, Peadar smooths his tunic with shaky hands before opening the cabin door. 

Naked and as beautiful as ever, she stands there gazing up at him for several seconds before closing the short distance between them and hugging Peadar fiercely. Hesitantly, Peadar wraps his arms around Shadow and leads her inside. 

Hours later, with the full moon high in the sky and the dying embers in the fireplace casting a faint glow within the cabin, the intertwined bodies separate as Peadar rises and pads over to the fire and stirs the embers. His back to the bed, he speaks. 

“What’s so wrong with me wanting to spend time with you? There are so many experiences we could be sharing together, not just these three days a month stuck in here.” 

When no answer is immediate, Peadar looks back to see if Shadow had heard and sees her eyes staring back at
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