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didn’t, and you never let me quit. Thank you for never doubting me,
and maintaining faith when I wasn’t able to.
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me? I love you always!

I would also like to dedicate this
book to my sisters Chantell and Natashia. Between the two of them,
they taught me to grow as a person and cherish all I have in my
life. Though we all have chosen different paths, we have been able
to maintain a close bond. For that reason, I was able to write
about the closeness of the group of friends in this book. Chantell,
your belief in me has always been a guiding light in my life. I
still think you should have been born first…lol

I would also like to thank Maxine, my
editor. Stephen King said it best; “To edit is divine,” and yes,
you are divine.

Last but not least, I would like to
thank Karen Fuller of World Castle Publishing for taking a chance
on me. We have become fast friends and it has been a joy getting to
know you. I wouldn’t be saying I’m a published writer without you.
:D

The truth is that when I first started
this journey, I had no idea where I was going to end up. I still
don’t. What I can tell everyone out there is that this has been a
helluva ride. Never give up on your dreams, no matter how
improbable or impossible they may seem.


 


“Did you know fireflies
come from the wings of angels who choose to walk among us? They are
from the fallen. That’s why fireflies only glow when a person is
being blessed or when they are around a soul that is here for a
purpose. The angels, the Fates—or God, or whoever—feel forever may
not be long enough to make things right with the world we live in,
and so they choose to be as real as you and I. They choose to be
seen. My mom told me that just before she died,” Cara said to the
miniature giraffe walking next to her, just before she popped up in
her bed surrounded by all she knew and loved. Fear struck her in
the center of her being, causing her heart to pound against her
chest. It beckoned her to rush to her mom’s room. Cara crept out of
bed, opened her door, and tip toed as fast as she could. She paused
just as she passed the mirror hanging in the hallway; not because
she had just seen her reflection, but because she had seen a
glimpse of her wonderland in it. With that, she ran the rest of the
way towards Jeanne’s room.

A soft ray of light filtered through
the window, dancing across Jeanne’s face and causing her to glow
like an angel. Cara inhaled a deep breath of relief. Her heart
slowed down to normal, but still she didn’t feel quite safe.
Leaning in, Cara kissed her mom on the cheek, just enough to wake
her.

“Hey Doodlebug, what’s
wrong?” Jeanne asked in a tired voice.

“Nothing, I just had a bad
dream.”

“Well, you can climb in
with me.”

She held up the plush comforter,
allowing Cara to climb in. Cara relished the warm cocoon of safety
she felt in her mom’s arms. She rolled over and fell back to sleep,
disappearing into her own wonderland. Safe.

~*~

I am part of Tibolt’s
clan, a creature of the night. I wash myself in the shining sun and
dance with joy in the glittering moonlight. I am loyal to a fault
and sing in the midnight hours. I AM WOLF.


Chapter 1 –
Jonah




The bus ride was, as all bus rides,
uncomfortable at best. The seats, placed too close together, left
little room to stretch out, and the air smelled like old socks and
fat sweat. Jonah had the misfortune of getting the last seat
available on the bus, which placed him next to an overweight woman
who smelled too much like baby powder and sweat, which made his
stomach queasy. To top it off, the bright colors of her muumuu made
his eyes hurt. Jonah wanted to move to another seat, but as luck
would have it, they were all taken. She pulled out a romance novel
and began to read.

Good, maybe she won’t try
to talk to me, Jonah thought, trying to
look away from the scene he could only describe as some sort of
joke the Fates were playing on him. He
cleared his throat, trying to escape her smell. After a chapter or
two, the woman looked over at him and smiled, then reached into her
oversized bag and pulled out a small container of baby powder. The
miniscule white dust made his nose itch, and he let out a large
sneeze.

“Bless you, darlin,” the
woman said.

Even her voice irritated
him. It wasn’t that she was fat; it was the smell he couldn’t
stand. His senses had been so strong lately; it just made it worse
for him. To top it off, he was on a bus he didn’t want to be on. He
looked over at the woman, rolled his eyes, then looked straight
ahead, hoping that avoiding her would ease his stomach. Finally, no
longer able to control himself, he rushed to the back of the bus
and threw up in the porta potty. The bus rocked and he hit his head
on the paper towel dispenser. “Dammit,” Jonah muttered to himself,
then struck the wall with the side of his fist. The smell of the
portable bathroom on the bus was worse than the way the woman
smelled. The stench crawled into his nose and he lost it again.
Jonah took a deep breath and pulled his toothbrush out of his
backpack. Now I know why Mom insisted I
pack it in my backpack, he
thought.

Jonah brushed the hideous taste out of
his mouth, wiped his face with one of the paper towels, took a deep
breath, and stepped out of the portable restroom. To Jonah, the
whole ride was the beginning of a hell he didn’t want to face. To
stay on a bus that made life horrid or get off at his
destination—that was something he considered while walking back to
his seat. After all, how long could the fat woman really be on the
bus?

“I’m heading out to see my
family in Arizona. Where are you headin’?” Her voice had a long
Southern drawl.

Question answered,
Jonah smirked to himself. Politeness was the last thing on
Jonah’s mind. Still, he knew his mom would somehow know if he was
rude to a perfectly nice stranger—even if she did smell
horrid.

“To a town in the middle
of nowhere called Sisters,” Jonah said as he sat down by the window
again.

Protect her,
whispered in his mind. Jonah shook the sound
off.

The forest rushed past
him, blurring the line between the earth and the sky. The two-lane
road had been burrowed into the mountains, where high cliffs
towered on both sides. The beauty of the surroundings didn’t escape
notice, nor did the ridge of capped mountains on the horizon. Lost
in the view, Jonah thought he heard the sound of wolves howling in
the distance. A whisper panned in his mind from right to
left, Protect her.

Started by the clarity of the whisper,
Jonah looked behind him to see if someone was messing with him.
Instead, what he found was a young couple curled up together,
sleeping as much as they could on the uncomfortable bus.

I’m losing my
mind, Jonah
thought, letting out a sigh.

Jonah hadn’t been to Sisters to live
since he was nine years old. Though he didn’t have very many
memories of the town, he felt an odd familiarity to the place. His
mind drifted back to the last conversation he’d had with his
parents.

“Your mother and I feel
this is what is best for you. We love you, and we know what you’re
going through.” His dad put his arm around his mother.

“I don’t want to go! I’ll
stay out of trouble! I’ll make better grades and stop fighting all
the time!” Jonah yelled. His anger began to take over
again.

Jonah felt his heartbeat rise. The
hairs on his arms and legs stood on end, and for a moment, the
entire world around him drained of all color. Jonah was sure he
heard his parents’ thoughts.

Should we tell
him?

Best to wait until we’re
sure.

Eyes closed, Jonah took a
deep breath to slow his heart rate. Deep
breaths in—deep breaths out, he focused
on. It was a little tip he’d picked up one day when some kid at
school tried to bully him. The same sensations filtered through his
body, sending him into a panic. The world around him lost all
color, as if one of the ancient gods had stolen them.
Just breathe, were the
words that echoed through his head in his mom’s voice.

Jonah knew his impassioned pleas were
falling on deaf ears when his parents looked at one another. They
didn’t speak; still, Jonah knew they were hiding something from
him. His mother’s long black hair lay across her shoulders, nestled
against her natural bronze complexion. His entire life, Jonah had
been told he looked like her in all ways except the eyes; he had
his father’s deep blue, almost grey, eyes.

“I know you mean what you
say, but this is something you have to do,” his mom said. Her voice
was calm and firm; she meant every word. Unsure of his own
judgment, Jonah wanted to disregard what he felt beneath the
surface. She is holding something back.
Why? He thought. Are they getting a divorce and are just afraid to tell
me?

Confusion set in when his
parents held hands in a united front against his argument. At that
point, getting them to change their minds would have been
fruitless, so Jonah slammed his chair towards the table and stormed
out. The next day, his bags were packed and he was on the bus to
Sisters, Oregon. He had a few memories of Sisters. He had visited
his grandparents once a few years ago over Christmas. Still, for
the most part his memories were spotty at best. Jonah loved his
grandparents, but the thought of going to a new school and the fear
of not fitting in at a small-town school was more than enough to
cause the panic he felt. If I can’t fit in
at home, how am I going to fit in here? I just don’t understand why
they are sending me away, Jonah thought
when the bus passed a sign that read, “Home of the largest wolf
population in America along with Faith, Hope, and Charity, our
three Sisters mountains.”

Great, just what I want to
see, the biggest wolf population and Faith, Hope, and
Charity.

Protect her,
a whisper sounded in his head.

Jonah looked behind him again to see
if someone had leaned forward and said it to him. The young couple
sitting in the seat behind him were still holding hands and
sleeping.

“Sisters, Oregon,” the bus
driver announced.

With the ride
finally over, Jonah
grabbed his bag and waited to exit the rolling transportation to
his own personal hell. The bus had stopped at a diner called Alive
at Five; it filled him with a distant wave of familiarity. The word
home held a different meaning, yet the town felt like an old pair
of shoes, familiar, comfortable—even if he didn’t want to admit it
out loud. Stepping off the bus was much like descending into the
past; for the most part nothing had changed since his last visit,
even though some of the cars lining the streets were newer models
and a couple of the signs had been upgraded. It didn’t matter
though. Jonah didn’t want to be in Sisters, nor did he want to get
to know the townies.

Jonah looked around for someone to
acknowledge him. The few people who got off the bus to stay were
met with hugs and cheer. The darkness we all feel during change
touched the edge of his soul when he looked around at the empty
lot. Vague recollections of a time long past scurried through
Jonah’s mind like fireflies in the wind. Their light, faded at
best, glimmered with rays of blessings on his memory. The
flashbacks contained memories of his best friend, Daniel. He didn’t
know what he looked like now, but the memory of playing football
brought an unwanted grin to his face.

Time stopped. Jonah
spotted a tall girl whose hair flowed like glistening thread in the
wind. She lifted her hand to wave to someone. Maybe just one townie, he thought,
lifting his hand to wave back. She glowed from within like an angel
from above. How do I know her?
His fingers pointed to his chest for a second,
motioning, “me?” He put it down again when she crossed the street
to meet up with a guy wearing a letterman’s jacket. Feeling
foolish, Jonah thought, Of course she has
a boyfriend. Why would she be coming to meet me at the bus stop?
She doesn’t even know I exist. The dream
faded when she disappeared with the jock, and he went back to
searching for someone he might know. Was
she even real? he pondered while standing
in the parking lot.

After a few minutes, a rumble sounded
in his stomach. Hunger beckoned him into the diner. A small, stout
woman came to take his order, and she looked at him for a moment
before she said anything.

“What?” he
asked.

“You have the look of your
mother,” the woman said.

“Big Sal?” Jonah
asked.

“I was wondering how long
it would take you to remember me!” She pulled Jonah towards her.
“Come on over and give me a hug; I’m not gonna bite. At least not
too hard!” She was soft like a plush blanket you wrap up in for
comfort.

Tension in his body washed away; for
the first time, he thought it might not have been a bad idea
traveling back to the town he had forgotten.

“Um, do you know where
Grandpa is?”

“He just called. He said
to feed you. So what’ll it be?”

“Bacon cheeseburger,
fries, and a Dr. Pepper,” Jonah replied.

His heart felt a little lighter than
when he first arrived. Still not happy about living with people he
didn’t know, for the most part being back in the town from his past
didn’t seem quite so bad.

An old ‘78 Dodge pickup pulled into
the parking lot. A giant of a man, about six feet eight inches
tall, got out of it. He had long salt and pepper hair pulled back
and braided, and wore an old cowboy hat, a pair of jeans, and a
button-down blue shirt with a black leather vest adorned with
intricate bead work. What Jonah remembered most about his
grandfather was how much he resembled a giant. Of course, to a nine
year old, just about anyone could fit that description.

“Grandpa didn’t get any
smaller, did he?” Jonah asked Big Sal.

“Nope. Still the same
happy, gentle giant,” Big Sal answered. “Why don’t you go on out
there and meet up with him? No charge on the food; consider it a
welcome home gift from me.”

Jonah raised his eyebrows
as he walked out the door to meet his grandfather.
This guy could squash me like a bug.
“Grandpa,” Jonah yelled out with a wave. He
picked his bags up off the ground and walked towards the
truck. I wonder if he’ll know why I was
sent out here to live.

With a smile on his face, Bobby Joe
waved back at Jonah. “Put your bags in the back,” he
said.

Jonah tossed his bags into the back of
the old beat up brown and gold Dodge and climbed into the cab.
Silence brought on by the awkwardness of the situation filtered
through the truck. Unsure of what to say, Jonah put his earphones
in and listened to music.

“You don’t talk much, do
ya?” Bobby Joe asked.

“Not much to say, I guess.
You know I didn’t want to come here,” Jonah said hesitantly. “You
wouldn’t happen to know why they sent me here, would
you?”

“Aye, I guess I do,” Bobby
Joe answered.

Silence passed between them again.
Frustrated, Jonah asked, “Well, are ya gonna tell me?”

“When the time is
right.”

“When will that
be?”

“Soon, I would imagine,”
Bobby Joe responded, looking towards the sky.

The air of frustration
permeated his mind once again. Maybe I
should have got back on the bus.

Jonah stared straight ahead, aware of
the old man next to him. He remained quiet, taking in the scenery.
There were three mountains lining the horizon, and Jonah sat up a
little to get a better look. The three mountains looked familiar to
him.

Jonah, allow yourself to
be free.

He turned his iPod off. “Did you say
something?”

“Those are called Faith,
Hope, and Charity. That’s where the town gets its name,” Bobby Joe
said, taking advantage of the question. “It’s a small town, but I
would bet money you will learn to love it here.” He looked over at
Jonah with his soft, peaceful blue eyes. They seemed to be alike in
that they were both men of few words. Jonah liked that; it gave him
a sense of familiarity.

“Okay, whatever you say,”
Jonah replied with an unconscious roll of his eyes. He tried to
hide his disdain about being forced to come out to the middle of
nowhere. Bobby Joe just grinned. The rest of the ride was filled
with silence.

They pulled up to a small dirt road
and followed it back to a two-story cabin nestled in the woods. The
cabin had large windows in the front, and a giant porch that
wrapped around to the right, leading to a deck with a fire-pit. A
wooden arch hovered over a table and chairs, while a swing swayed
slightly in its frame on the porch. Chickens scratched and pecked
in the yard. A beautiful, black mare was eating in a horse corral a
few yards away. There were two newer trucks and a car in the
driveway to the left.

A woman walked out of the cabin. She
looked young for a grandmother. Her long black hair flowed gently
down her shoulders as she raised her hand up to block the sun from
her face.

“That’s your grandmother,
Lynn Greywolf. You will show her respect,” Bobby Joe said in a firm
voice.

For a second, Jonah opened his mouth
to say, “Or what?” but the firmness in the old man’s voice stopped
him. He got out of the truck and waved at his grandmother, forcing
a smile to his face, then rolled his eyes as he turned to reach for
his bags.

“Glad you’re here, Jonah,”
Lynn said. She had a nice smile, full of warmth. Jonah noticed she
also had a graceful way about her walk; she seemed to glide to
him.

“Me too,” Jonah said. He
let out a small sigh. Frustration filled him about not knowing the
true reason his parents had sent him to live with strangers. They
may have been family, but the memories he had were few and from a
long time ago. If his parents were getting a divorce, why wouldn’t
anyone just tell him and get it over with?

“Now, I know that’s not
true. Still, it’s good you’re here.” She smiled and hugged Jonah.
“Go on in. I have to feed the chickens.”

As Jonah walked towards the cabin, he
overheard his grandparents talking.

“Do you think he knows?”
Lynn asked.

“No, but give him time. He
will come to it. He is a Greywolf. He will be okay,” Bobby Joe
said. Pride resounded in the word Greywolf. He’s a Greywolf. The statement was
spoken clear and truer than anything else Jonah picked up
on.

Damn, why won’t anyone
tell me? I know they’re getting a divorce. He walked into the cabin, and was shocked by how beautiful it
was. The first thing he noticed was the huge chandelier that hung
in the foyer. Looking around, he saw that the walls were covered in
dry wall and painted a soft eggshell color, and were adorned with
paintings of wolves and Native American art. Beneath one of them
there was a framed card that read, To my
wonderful friends on their 50th wedding anniversary. Love Cathy
Yazzi.

A twinge of guilt filled
his heart. He couldn’t understand what had happened to his parents.
They always seemed to be happy, and hardly ever fought; he didn’t
know why they would be getting a divorce. It must be my fault, was the only
conclusion Jonah could come up with.

Lynn showed him his room. It was a
small room with an iron bed, a desk, and a dresser, and no
decorations on the wall. There was one small window, just big
enough for Jonah to squeeze through. The bed had a handmade quilt
and a pillow.

“All the comforts of
home,” Jonah mumbled to himself.

“I’m sorry, I didn’t hear
you,” Lynn said.

“I said all the comforts
of home,” Jonah repeated.

Frustration filled his
veins like a thermostat rising to the top. Why won’t anyone just tell me they are getting a divorce and
get it over with? What’s with all the secrecy?

“I took out anything that
made this look like a room I decorated it. Your stuff from your
room should be arriving by freight any day now. Anything
else?”

“No, I don’t want anything
else. I don’t even want to be here,” Jonah snapped.

“Okay, well, I will let
you get settled. We will have dinner in a little while,” Lynn
replied.

“I don’t want anything.
GOT IT?!” Jonah yelled. He knew the moment it came out of his mouth
he would regret it. He didn’t mean to yell, it just happened.
Doesn’t it always work like that when you’re a kid?

Once again he felt his heart race. His
arms and legs tingled, and the room looked black and white. He felt
like punching the walls. He closed his eyes and took a deep breath,
clenched his fists, and continued to breathe, and his heart slowed
down again.

Bobby Joe entered the room, and as if
on cue, Lynn raised her eyebrows and left. Jonah didn’t really
remember either of them. He’d had the occasional calls on birthdays
and holidays, but for the most part, life around them was a blur.
This added to the frustration he felt. To be sent to live with
strangers when everything in his life was changing just didn’t seem
rational to him.

Bobby Joe towered over Jonah in size;
he resembled a giant in the small room. Jonah was afraid to look at
the tall man. He knew he had done wrong and he was sure he was
about to get hit, so he closed his eyes and waited for the
punch.

“Tomorrow you belong to
me. Don’t think about going anywhere this weekend,” Bobby Joe said.
The man of few words walked out of the doorway and down the
stairs.

Jonah tossed his backpack on the bed.
“Whatever. Where am I going to go? I’m in the middle of nowhere,”
he mumbled.

Suddenly, he heard the footsteps stop
for a moment. He held his breath in hopes that the large man hadn’t
heard him. The footsteps started again. Jonah let out his breath,
then sat on the bed and fell back.

“Bright and early,” Bobby
Joe yelled.

Jonah stood up again, waiting for his
grandfather to come back in and slap him. His parents never hit
him; he couldn’t understand why he thought his grandparents would.
Anger filled his mind and heart. He was in a world he didn’t
understand, a town he didn’t want to be a part of, and living in a
stranger’s home. Granted they were his grandparents and he had some
memories of them, but for the most part, it was strange.

Jonah screamed into the pillow. He
hated feeling like he was not wanted and that his parents were
getting a divorce because of him; he hated being in the small room,
and most of all he hated the feeling of being alone. His heart
weighed heavy at the thought of being unwanted in this world. He
pounded his fist on the bed to keep tears from forming. The
feelings of depression spiraled him into a deep, dark
sleep.

He dreamed he was running in the woods
on four legs. The wind brushed past him and the trees knew his
name. Above him, the moon sent down shimmering silver light so
bright it looked like it could swallow the earth herself. He felt a
freedom he had never known. He wasn’t alone; there were others with
him, running beside him, and he stopped to look around.

Things looked different.
The night had a certain glow to it. Soft rainbow colors flowed from
everything around him. He heard the laughter of a little girl, a
whimsical laugh filled with innocence, and he looked around to see
where it could be coming from. Out of the corner of his eye, he saw
a little blonde-haired girl chasing a fairy. “Protect her” the trees
whispered. The
girl stopped running, turned to face him, and waved hi.

Jonah woke up. “Damn,” he sighed when
he looked at the clock. 1:00 A.M. He rolled over and went back to
sleep.


Chapter 2 -
Trouble




Sleep wrapped Jonah in a protective
veil of peace and serenity, the kind of peace that only comes with
rest, when the mind and body fall in unison into the chasm ruled by
the subconscious. The strange dreams faded into the backdrop,
allowing more normal thoughts to invade his mind. She was there,
tall, beautiful and wild as the night and all the forest creatures.
Her will overpowered all Jonah knew. He watched her dance. Who was
she? Why could he not get this beautiful creature out of his
mind?

Mirrored on the lake, the giant silver
moon was clutched in the ripples of the water, causing an illusion
of snakes made of light. The majesty of it all forced Jonah to
approach her. She looked back at him with fierceness in her eyes,
and Jonah felt himself gulp. Why would she appear so real to him?
His heart raced against his chest.

Wolves stepped out of the wilderness
surrounding the lake. Their eyes pierced the darkness, full of a
wild peace, all staring at Jonah.

He stepped towards the
girl. She turned around, staring at the wolves with a smile on her
face. With her arms raised high into the air, she danced to music
in her mind. Jonah took another step towards her. One of the wolves
growled, showing his teeth, sharpened to shear perfection by nature
herself. Jonah tried yelling out to the girl in his dream.
“Run!” he
said.

She turned and let out a whimsical
laugh, once again washing herself in the night sky. The wolves
disappeared back into the darkness of the forest. “I am a part of
Tibolt’s clan, a creature of the night. I wash myself with the
shining sun and dance with joy in the glittering moonlight. I’m
loyal to a fault and sing in the midnight hours. I am wolf,” she
said.

Light rose up from the water, wrapping
around her. She laughed with glee as the bright night sky became
shattered by the light, hiding the stars from the darkness they
existed in. The bright white faded and the girl was gone, but
standing before Jonah was a white wolf with blue eyes. Jonah
stepped closer to her. Just when he was about to reach out and
touch her, a cold shock ripped his being from the dream, back to a
reality he didn’t want to face.

His hair was wet from the cold water
Bobby Joe had thrown on his head.

“What the hell, man?”
Jonah yelled out.

“You’re mine today. You
will learn to respect your grandmother. Get up,” he said, exiting
the room.

Jonah looked over at the
clock. 5:30 am. Damn. Jonah got out of bed, heading towards the shower. His mind,
barely awake, remembered the beautiful girl and the wolf. Confusion
crashed inside, careening against the walls of his mind.
I can’t even have a normal dream about a
girl, he thought as the warm water
splashed across his body.

The smell of bacon drifted up the
stairs into the bathroom, causing his stomach to growl. Jonah
hurried out of the shower, dressed, and followed the smell of the
bacon to the kitchen. Lynn stood over the stove making scrambled
eggs and pancakes to go with the bacon.

“Good morning,” he said in
a timid voice.

She looked over her shoulder and
smiled at him. Guilt slashed Jonah’s heart. He knew she had done
nothing to deserve his anger last night. Still, he didn’t know how
to act around either of them. What memories he had were from a long
time ago, and for the most part faded.

Jonah pulled out his chair and sat
down. “Sorry about last night,” he said.

“That’s a better start to
the day,” Bobby Joe said. “But it doesn’t get you off the
hook.”

Jonah didn’t speak a word after that.
Lynn sat his plate down in front of him, then reached over to
tussle Jonah’s hair. On instinct, he ducked his head out of the
way.

“Sorry,” he said with
hesitation in his voice.

“You really are a little
lost. That’s okay, Jonah, we’ve all been there,” Lynn said. Her
voice calmed Jonah’s heart.

“You have fifteen minutes.
We have to feed the horses too,” Bobby Joe said.

My parents sent me out
here to be a slave, Jonah thought. Jonah
ate his food without another word.

Bobby Joe got up from the table first.
Jonah followed him to the door.

“See you boys at lunch,”
Lynn called out.

“You will,” Bobby Joe
said, returning to give her a quick kiss.

Awe and wander filled Jonah’s heart
when he stepped out onto the porch. The sun had just begun to rise,
sharing her life-giving light with the world. It trickled through
the trees, just touching the trees on the horizon. The line between
obscurity and ambiguity merged, shattering the darkness of the
night. The golden hue of the moment glistened with diamonds made of
dew droplets.

Jonah hadn’t noticed the world around
him upon his arrival at the cabin. It wasn’t until this moment that
all the memories from the past flooded into the front of his mind;
memories of the horses, the gardens, all of them fought their way
to the front of his heart, tugging at the strings.

Bobby Joe touched him on the shoulder.
“Let’s get going. The horses are hungry,” he said.

“Okay, what do I do
first?”

Jonah followed Bobby Joe to the barn
where the horses had housed for the night. “Take them out of the
stalls to the small pasture. Come on, I’ll show you,” Bobby Joe
said.

Jonah watched Bobby Joe place a halter
on one of the horses and open the door to guide the horse out.
“This here is Sam. He’s the oldest of the lot,” Bobby Joe
said.

Jonah picked up a halter and mimicked
Bobby Joe. They led the horses out of the barn to the north pasture
and walked back towards the barn. Bobby Joe climbed into the
feeding truck and drove it towards the horse feed. He got out and
tossed Jonah a shovel. “Fill the back,” he said.

Jonah did as he was told. A burning
sensation ripped through his arms after a while, making them feel
like lead. When he finished, they drove back out to the pasture and
shoveled the food into the trough.

“Now, go and clean all the
stalls out,” Bobby Joe said, tossing a handkerchief at him. “You’ll
want this.”

Jonah wrapped it around his nose and
mouth, but it did little to block the smell from the crabapples
left by the horses. He shoveled all of it out and down to a pile
mixed with hay. When he finished with that, he lined the stalls
with fresh hay and sat down on one of the small bench seats in the
barn, his body exhausted and worn from the work.

Bobby Joe walked into the barn and
tossed him a Gatorade. “You know I know you didn’t want to come out
here. We both know it,” Bobby Joe started.

“It’s not that,” Jonah
interrupted.

“What is it
then?”

“I just don’t get it. Why
won’t anyone tell me why?”

“You will know soon
enough,” Bobby Joe smiled. “C’mon, we have more work to do before
lunch hits.”

Bobby Joe led him to the garden.
Memories flooded Jonah’s mind again of the time he’d helped plant
it. He remembered being amazed that such small seeds could turn
into food. Jonah looked at his grandfather with a grin on his face.
The season was over this time. It was time to turn the soil. Bobby
Joe stepped away from the tiller and let Jonah have it. He walked
up and down the garden, tilling the soil while the sun grew higher
in the sky. His stomach rumbled almost as loud as the machine by
the time he was finished.

“Good job,” Bobby Joe
said, slapping Jonah on the back. “Let’s eat.”

Jonah and Bobby Joe walked back
towards the cabin, where Lynn had lunch prepared.

“I’m heading into town
today to work with the arts council for Cathy’s trip to San
Francisco in May,” Lynn said. “Do you think you guys can behave
while I’m gone?”

“We’ll manage,” Bobby Joe
said.

Lynn reached over again to tussle
Jonah’s hair. This time, Jonah didn’t budge. He looked over at
Bobby Joe, who just grinned at him.

“I really am sorry about
last night,” Jonah said.

“I know. It’s all going to
be fine,” Lynn said.


Chapter 3 - The Trip to
Town




Bobby Joe and Jonah finished their
lunch in silence. Jonah enjoyed the fact that Bobby Joe was a man
of few words. When he did speak, it was enough to make a point and
move on. It was a comfortable silence that fell over the kitchen
when Lynn left.

“Heading into town; care
to join me?” Bobby Joe asked.

“Sure. Mind if I shower
first?”

“Hurry it up,” Bobby Joe
said.

Jonah went upstairs to his bathroom
and stripped off his clothes. Feeling good about himself, Jonah
flexed his muscles in the mirror. As he stepped into the shower,
Jonah felt the morning’s labor wash away. Every muscle in his body
ached, and yet a certain kind of peace filled his pores as the
water flowed over his body. With his head tilted up towards the
water, Jonah closed his eyes. Images from his dreams of the girl
turning into a wolf pounded like waves against the cognizant walls
of his mind. His heart raced against his chest. Who was
she?

 


We all have those, the
points where the line between reality and dreams blur. They still
our hearts and make us all feel the warmth from within. They spark
the angel within all of us, and make us not only want, but need, to
be better than we ever thought possible.

 


The girl Jonah had seen in the
distance at the station was real. She had stolen his heart, and he
didn’t even know her name.

With his shower finished,
Jonah dried, dressed, and raced down the stairs. There was a strong
possibility she would be in town. Maybe I
can find out who she is.

Bobby Joe and Jonah climbed into the
newer looking red Dodge truck.

“I forgot to ask your mom,
but do you have a license?” Bobby Joe asked.

“I do, why?”

“You will need to get it
changed over to Sisters before you can drive one of my trucks,”
Bobby Joe replied. “I think I want to see how much practice you
need.”

Bobby Joe handed Jonah the
keys to the truck and got out. Jonah sat stunned for a second, then
with eager delight jumped out and raced around to the other side.
He climbed into the driver’s side, put the key in the ignition, and
adjusted the mirror and seat. Bobby Joe cleared his throat and
Jonah sheepishly put his seatbelt on. His heart raced at the
thought of driving a car. From the time he’d gotten his license,
Jonah had wanted a car—any car—to drive without the hassle
of adult supervision. The prospect of attaining that sense of freedom was too much
to pass up.

Jonah put the truck in
reverse and turned it around, then headed out onto the two-lane
highway into town. The grandeur of the mountains didn’t compare to
the pride Jonah felt from being behind the wheel of his
grandfather’s truck. He drove with ease through the winding
roads. Normal, was the word that came to his mind when he maneuvered the
truck like he had done it for years. The lack of traffic helped
ease any anxiety he had about the fact that he was driving Bobby
Joe’s truck. The undisclosed desires of all are often those we seek
without realizing it. Jonah hadn’t realized until this very moment
how much he wanted the freedom of having his own car.

They passed around the bend leading
towards Broken Top Mountain and everything in Jonah’s mind faded.
With what little control he had left, Jonah pulled the truck over.
Rhythmic drums followed by a soft pitched single male voice echoed
all around him. When Jonah peered off into the distance, he
witnessed the heavens opening up just above Broken Top Mountain.
The spirit of a shaman danced the warriors dance around the
mountain top. Spiritual winds carrying the shapes of wolves rushed
passed the old shaman in the sky. A dark ominous smoke rose up from
the mountains then slammed down into them, causing a sound loud
enough to wake the seven sleeping spirits from heaven. Jonah
reached up and cupped his ears from the sound. A light touch
crossed his hand.

“Jonah, can you hear me?”
the voice asked.

The images disappeared with a clap of
thunder and a single word; “TIBOLT.” Jonah looked over at his
grandfather, who had a proud look on his face.

“You are going to be
fine,” Bobby Joe said.

“I feel like I’m losing my
mind,” Jonah said, fighting back tears.

“I know. Things will be
clear soon. I promise,” Bobby Joe said.

“I don’t
understand.”

“You will. You need to
learn to allow yourself to let nature in. There is a lot of our
heritage that you’re going to learn…soon.”

“Care to
share?”

“When you’re ready, yes.
Until then, no.”

A pause passed between them. Jonah
didn’t understand what to make of anything. Confusion mixed with a
touch of rage began to boil in his veins.

“Still want to go to
town?” Bobby Joe asked.

“Maybe you should
drive.”

“Nope, you’re doin’ just
fine.”

Jonah put the truck back into drive
and continued on down the road. Relief rushed through him like an
ocean wave when they reached Sisters. It was bustling, as much as
it could be for a small town. Cars lined Main Street in front of
all the shops. It was the end of tourist season. All the shops had
small tables set up in front with little trinkets and whatnots on
sale to entice passersby and others who were just strolling down
the street. A horse and buggy carrying a couple walked at a slow
pace down the side of the street. The sign on the back said, “Just
Married.” They were in their own bubble of splendid joy.

Desire struck Jonah’s core; desire to
know where he belonged, and who he belonged with. Desire to have
all the confusion he lived with melt away into beads of water on
the ground waiting to dissipate. The desire to feel like he
belonged someplace and would always be accepted, no matter what he
did; and the desire to have this, the most frustrating time in his
life, past him. Desires we all feel; desires filled with the single
need of just belonging. Though life had a way of getting you there,
still—desire.

They pulled into Alive at Five. The
whole place buzzed with people eating lunch. Jonah stopped in his
tracks when he saw her again—the girl with the long, beautiful hair
and legs to match. For him, she made the whole place light up. She
walked past him and looked him in the eyes with a smile still on
her face. His heart pounded so hard he thought for sure she was
going to hear it.

A guy came up to him. “Jonah, right?”
the kid said.

“Yeah,” Jonah
replied.

“It’s me, Daniel,” the kid
said.

“No way, Daniel! Man, long
time no see! The last time I saw you was two days before we moved
to the city. Remember? We put a fire cracker in old man Carter’s
mailbox because he yelled at us for the football landing in his
yard,” Jonah said.

“Yep. Man, do you know how
long I was grounded for that? I thought that was why you moved
away,” Daniel laughed. “So, I hear you moved back?”

“Yeah, for now,” Jonah
said.

“Well, why don’t you join
us? I’m sure you’ll remember everyone,” Daniel said.

“Okay, hey, let me tell my
grandpa,” Jonah said. He felt a little weird saying that, but
Daniel nodded his head in understanding.

“He made you do chores,
didn’t he?” Daniel asked.

“Yeah, how’d you know?”
Jonah asked.

“One time, I was so mad at
my parents they sent me to live with him for a week. I never
disrespected them again. I tell ya, I would rather be grounded then
face the wrath that is Bobby Joe ever again,” he
laughed.

Jonah walked toward Bobby Joe, who
waved him on. “Go. Have fun,” he said.

He walked over to the group of guys
sitting at a table in the middle of the floor.

“Hey,” he said.

“You guys remember Jonah,
right?” Daniel said. “This is Dakota.”

“Oh man, I remember you.
Are you still as quiet as you were then?” Jonah asked.

“Uh, yeah,” Dakota
replied.

“And this mad man here is
Utah,” Daniel said.

“What’s up man?” Jonah
asked.

“You don’t remember me, do
you?” Utah asked.

“No, sorry. Why?” Jonah
asked.

“When we were in Mrs.
Fine’s class, and I got everyone in the whole class to play follow
the leader,” Utah said.

“Oh, yeah. I remember
now,” Jonah said. “I was grounded for a week because of that little
stunt. Whatcha been up to, man?”

“Not much. I know a little
magic now, wanna see some?” Utah asked.

“Sure,” Jonah
said.

“No, c’mon, man. Not this
again,” Daniel said.

“What? The man wants to
see my magic trick,” Utah replied. “I’ll be right back.” Utah
mimicked an evil laugh and disappeared behind the double doors to
the kitchen.

“Just remember, you asked
for this,” Daniel said with a gleam in his eyes.

Utah came out with a bowl full of
water and a broom handle. He climbed onto the table and said,
“Attention, everyone! I, the great U-dini, am going to perform a
levitation trick for all who are eating at this fine establishment.
I need a volunteer. I believe this nice young man is willing to
help.” He pointed at Jonah. “With your help, I’m going to make this
bowl of water levitate.” Utah took the bowl of water and placed it
flat on the ceiling, then placed the broom handle under it in the
center. “If you will please, come up here and hold
this.”

Jonah climbed on the table and held
the broom handle.

Utah laughed. “Okay now, whatever you
do, don’t let go until I say the magic words.” Utah could barely
contain his laughter. “One, two, three: okay, let go of the broom
handle!”

He busted a gut when the bowl full of
water fell on Jonah’s head. Laughter broke out all over the
restaurant, and Jonah laughed with them.

“You punk ass,” Jonah
said.

“Hey dude, welcome back,
man. It’s been a long time,” Utah laughed. He slapped him a high
five and a guy hug. “Thanks for being a good sport,” he
said.

“No problem. I know I have
to keep on my toes around you now,” Jonah laughed.

Jonah looked across the
room and all time stopped. She
was there, a few tables away from him, with a
glowing smile on her face that could penetrate even the coldest of
hearts. Her whimsical laughter reached his ears. To Jonah it
sounded like an angel’s song sent from above.

A waitress came to the table. “What
can I getcha?” she asked, snapping Jonah out of his
haze.

“Bacon cheeseburger,
fries, Coke, and a towel,” he said.

“Okay. Hey, we charge
extra for towels,” she smiled. “Kidding, hon. I’ll be right back
with your towel.” She turned and walked away. After three steps,
she looked back and winked.

“Better watch it, she’s a
cougar,” Utah joked.

“Shut up, man.” Jonah
said. “Besides, I’m interested in someone else.”

He looked over at the
table where the group of girls sat to see if she was looking at him. His stomach
tingled when their eyes met and once again time stopped, allowing a
new world to open up. The waitress brought his meal, snapping
reality back into the forefront. He downed the food in record time,
then turned to his friends.

“It’s been good seeing you
guys again, but if I don’t get home at a decent time—well, you
know.”

“Yeah, yeah. We know,”
Daniel said.

“Try to stay dry, man,”
Utah yelled towards Jonah when he reached the door. Jonah just gave
him a head nod and walked out.

Bobby Joe was waiting outside with the
truck.

“I thought for sure I was
walking home,” he said.

“Nah, I had a few other
errands to run. Ready?” he asked.

“Yeah. Thanks,” Jonah
said. “Damn.”

“Language,” Bobby Joe
said.

“Oh sorry, it’s just I
forgot to ask who she was.”

Jonah’s mind drifted back to the
moment their eyes had met in the diner. Never once did he ever
recall his heart being clutched in another’s. In a way, he was glad
Bobby Joe decided to drive home.


Chapter 4 - The Feel of
the Wolf




The kings and queens of
promise reflect in the sky above, and can often be seen with the
naked eye just in the twilight of the night. If you look close
enough, you can see the threads of life woven together in the grand
design of our small planet. There is a balance in all of it. When
the balance is tipped in favor of one or the other, then the
threads are cut and life starts anew. When life throws an
unexpected turn, is it possible that the Fates got it
wrong?

The word school held a
different meaning for Jonah. Will I fit in
with my old friends? It’s a question we
all ask ourselves. Will I fit? Do I belong? How are they going to
accept me? Do they like me? The insecurities of life often find
their way deep into the abyss of our hearts. They cling like
leeches to the skin, and fight just as hard to stay attached to our
souls.

Jonah had seen
her again at the diner.
Just a thought of her tall body, thin like a blade, made his heart
beat like the drums of old. He pushed her out of his head for a
moment. Off in the distant night, the howl of a wolf sounded. It
sent him into a dizzying spin, so much so that he had to sit down.
The wolf howled again. “Jonah,”
he heard.

The voice was not a
whisper, but rather, a whimsical sound that made him sit on the
ground. They’re going to think I’m
weird, Jonah thought, considering old
friends and the way they were with him at the diner.
SHE is going to think I’m weird.

He had been drawn to the group in town
a couple of days ago. Can a connection withstand the test of time
and distance? It was the desire of fitting in that sent his mind
into a panic; the same desire that made him feel a twinge of
jealousy at the recently married couple, and the same desire that
ruled over his life. The desire to belong: to no longer be the lone
one in a crowded sea of faces.

A note was on the table, along with an
apple. “We won’t be home tonight. Can’t explain now. Dinner is in
the fridge. Love, Lynn.”

“Jeez, I have the house
all to myself,” Jonah said aloud.

He pulled the plate out of
the fridge and put it in the microwave. Mouthwatering smells of
roast and potatoes trickled through the air. The aroma made his
stomach grumble even more as he watched the numbers tick down on
the microwave. Growing impatient just before the numbers reached
zero, Jonah opened the door and pulled out the plate of
food. Ouch! Damn, it’s hot!
He headed to the living room and picked up the TV
remote. You’re mine. All
mine, he thought, pulling up the channel
guide.

Pausing to look around at his new
home, a sort of peace washed over him. Turned out his mom had been
right in sending him here.

The howls of wolves
filtered through the house, causing Jonah to head outside to the
porch. Those sounded close,
he thought, stepping out into the chilled night
air. His arms and legs tingled like they had fallen asleep. Forest
trees amplified the wild howls from the wolves. Jonah stood
mesmerized by the night and all it brought. For an instant, he was
sure he knew what the wolves were trying to tell him.
“You can’t fight who you
are,” trickled through the trees, carried
by the howl in the night.

Jonah rushed inside the house and
picked up the phone to call his mom. “Come on, pick up, damn it!”
he said into the phone.

The phone went to voicemail. Jonah
felt the anger well up again. “This is your son. Remember me? I
think I’m losing my mind,” he said into the phone, then hung
up.

His head began to spin and his stomach
ached. With everything that was going on, Jonah tried to regain
control of his body. Fighting the urge to lay on the floor and curl
up in a ball, he leaned on the counter for support. Confusion
ripped through his mind, scratching the inside of his skull like a
claw. Images from another time flashed. Old warriors dressed ready
for war danced around a raging bonfire. Drums beat loud against the
silence of the night, telling a story of how the warrior spirits
fought to maintain the balance. The warriors dancing around the
bonfire stopped moving and looked up at the full moon glittering
down on the night. An arrow made of light as if shot from the moon
headed down to the warriors. It pierced through each body then
wrapped around them. As the light faded, the warriors were gone,
leaving behind a group of wolves. An old man stood with his hands
raised towards the sky, letting out a howl all his own. Jonah’s
mind spun fast, like he was sitting on a merry-go-round that
wouldn’t stop. He passed out on the floor with a loud thud, hitting
the side of his head.

Intoxicated by the smell of the night,
Jonah peered through the world with different eyes in his own.
Bright streams of light connected all the trees together. Jonah
looked up at an old warrior with eyes that seemed to hold the
wisdom of the world. He leaned down and ran his hand across the top
of Jonah’s head. “You are a warrior spirit.” Drums began to beat
again in the distance, sending Jonah fast forward past the fields
and to the front door of a small yellow house in another state. He
turned around to get a better look at where he was to see the old
man again. “You are going to protect his child.”

Jonah woke up on the floor, unaware of
how long he had been out. When he stood up, his legs felt weak, but
his body had stopped tingling and the pain was gone. He looked at
the clock on the wall; 1 A.M. again, and another dream about a
little girl. This time he had been another creature entirely. There
was something oddly familiar about the way it felt to be the wolf.
He didn’t understand it, and really didn’t want to. Jonah walked
upstairs and fell into bed. His body felt beaten and his mind
weary. So many changes were going on inside him; he was sure he
must be losing his mind.

How long does it take to lose your
mind? At what point does reality imitate what we see in our dreams,
and when it does what does it mean? For Jonah, it meant he wasn’t
normal. He was a freak who was more than likely going to wind up
spending the rest of his days in prison—or worse, lost in his own
world. Reality, life, dreams, desire, weren’t they all leading to
the same thing according to the grand design? Did the Fates really
have a plan? Who was the girl in his dreams?
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