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			For God and family

			Other Books in Jonathan DeCoteau’s War of the Animals Series

			War of the Animals Book 1: The Shut Face of Thunder

			A failed effort to weaponize animals awakens their intellects. The military responds by creating death camps to exterminate infected animals. Moon Shadow, an Arctic white wolf, unites with White Claw, a polar bear king, to form Animus, the first animal republic. Tensions between mankind and the animals escalate until Hunter General Brigand and Hunter Sgt. Fowler, human emissaries, recognize Animus as a country, disband the camps, and negotiate peace. The uneasy peace is broken with the rise of Azaz, lord of the grizzly bears. Azaz attacks human settlements, considering humans an invasive species that wreaks havoc on bears and the environment. Azaz forms his own death camps for humans. A world war breaks out as animals face humans and each other to see who will become the true apex species.

			War of the Animals Book 2: Cry of the Gods

			A generation after the events of The Shut Face of Thunder, Thraxis strikes. The anaconda queen resurrects long-dead species of dinosaurs to create an army that will allow her to rule the seven continents of Animus like her great ancestors, the dinosaurs, once did. Yet, Thraxis is not concerned only with power. The serpent queen issues a dire warning to the animal world: the animals must unite under her rule before the whale god King Blu attacks and kills them all. Just as the animals fight to overthrow Thraxis, the whale god breaches for the first time in thousands of years. Thraxis confronts the whale god, a creature so powerful that none have seen him and survived. War is inevitable.

			Coming in 2024:

			War of the Animals Book 4: Azaz, King of Kings

			In the years after The Great Awakening, a young cub witnesses human hunters kill his mother. The cub attacks and kills his mother’s murderers. Humans capture the surprisingly vicious cub, study and torture him. After a single act of mercy, the cub escapes. Vowing revenge on humankind, the grown bear leads the first assaults on humanity, defeating bear clan kings and humans alike until there is only one: Azaz, King of Kings..

			Prologue

			Life and death are two winds that blow over the same sea, Snow Prophet scrawled on The Holy Tablets. One speaks gently, the other harshly, but if you listen long enough, they become one and the same breeze. So it was in The Great War of the Sea, when gods became animals and animals became gods. The whispers of glory still haunt the winds for any animals that care to listen. Burn brightly, brothers and sisters, the whispers tell us, for every sun that rises shall one day burn no more, and every star that lights the night sky shall die in the light of a new day. This is the story of how death became life, and life, death, of how the suns and the stars came to burn in glory, and of how the winds of war became great, guiding winds of peace.

			Chapter 1

			Pygopolis

			The Canadian Ocean

			In the beginning, there was only darkness. Black, briny waters that never seemed to know the sun’s light. Volcanic clouds that lorded over the sky with sulfur and fire. Thunder that became the voice of the gods. Lightning that became the fingers of the divine, reaching down to spark the waters with new life.

			Even the ancient whale god–at this point, the smallest of organisms–had no memory beyond the sensation of lightning striking water. Whether Avrah and King Blu existed before this, in a great void before the fire-scarred world trembled with new life, even the whale god cannot say for sure. Just that all that was, was indeed conscious. All was featureless, a single common life that gave birth to all. There was never a time when the smallest of microorganisms did not speak to one another, as they fused from bacteria in vents and became molecules and the molecules became life. There was never a time when the first algae-like plants took to the ocean waters that King Blu did not feel a part of All That Was. They were all Avrah, and Avrah was all, united with King Blu, the perfect harmony of a singular mind. And yet, the whale god, or that which became the divine whale, remembered even then the urge of Avrah to separate, to create more. And so, King Blu separated from Avrah, if only in spirit, and the two became mirror gods. The molecules combined in multifarious and wondrous ways, creating the first land plants that came. King Blu was among them, living ages as the first of the trees, before his essence transferred to the air and soil. King Blu spent eons traveling the winds of the earth until the ocean called him forth. King Blu became the corals, the jellyfish, the firmament of the sea, giving birth, in mad epiphany, to the creatures of the waters. In each eon, King Blu’s physical form died. The whale’s consciousness traveled farther, becoming Pakicetus, a land-roaming ancestor of the great gods of the sea. As the sun seasons blurred into one another, King Blu took to the sea again, becoming the prehistoric giant that lorded the waters for thousands of years.

			As a young whale, King Blu was gentle, a holy vessel of Avrah celebrating all the life that the god spawned. Yet, as the divine masculine to Avrah’s divine feminine, King Blu experienced the glory of physical life in a way that his second half did not. The pain of birth, and of death, never touched the purity of Avrah. She was a sky god who stood above. Yet, King Blu felt not just his death, but the birth and death of every creature of the sea that spawned from him, intensely, as if it were his own. The two gods kept creating, King Blu in the sea, and Avrah in the land. Avrah created the flying lizards and King Blu the sea lizards. Still, they felt the need to create more. It became a competition between the gods. When the great meteor of the heavens spiraled into the planet, they created still more creatures for the new earth and sea. King Blu created the earliest of fish, the octopus, the shark, and kept refining his masterpiece, the whale. King Blu saw the whale as the epitome of creation, an elegant creature that existed in complete harmony with its environment. And so, he bestowed it with god-like powers, such as the gift of intelligence and the gift of song. Yet, Avrah, not to be outdone, created her own masterpiece, a creature that walked on two legs who could handle the earth in its hands and praise Avrah in its songs. To King Blu, this was blasphemy, a standing apart from the world of nature and from the gods. The gods could not agree on which creature should rule and on who won their competition of life.

			Let us be at peace, my brother, Avrah said after eons. Clearly, I have won. Your whales  stay the same, while my creatures grow and invent creatures of their own. They create all the time! They master the lands, the waters, and the air. They are my feet upon the world.

			Yet, my creatures have swum for endless sun cycles and are more in touch with the world of nature than yours are, King Blu responded, after still more eons. The whales are gentle and noble and pure. They show the harmony of all life, joining with it, not seeking to arrogantly stand above their own god.

			We cannot agree who won, then, Avrah said. Let the eons pass, and we shall see.

			Agreed, King Blu said. And when I win, sister, will you agree to see the error of your ways? Will you let me erase your creatures so that you can start anew in creation?

			Only if you agree to let me do the same to your whales, Avrah said, should I win.

			Eons passed, and the children of King Blu grew strong, as did the children of Avrah. The time of choosing finally came, the day one innocent whale, a sperm whale, sought to communicate with the children of Avrah. The whale sang its song of greeting, seeking to bridge the land that had divided rulku and whale for time immemorial, but there was no answer. The whale breached golden waters, dancing with the ocean to dazzle the children of Avrah. Still, there was no answer. And so, the whale and his brothers and sisters surrounded the great bark bodies of the sea, greeting the children of Avrah up close. It was then that the children of Avrah, the rulku, showed their true spirit. Instead of returning the whales’ greeting in song, the rulku harpooned and speared the children of King Blu, killing them. The innocent children of King Blu, stricken and helpless, cried out to the gods for justice as their blood spilled all over the sea.

			Avrah sought to inspire her children to find other ways to fuel their needs. Yet, King Blu saw the rivers of blood spill in the open ocean. He felt every wound, every whale cry, every death, from the tiniest calf to the greatest creature of the sea. When the children of Avrah had hunted the children of King Blu to near extinction, the whale god declared the challenge over.

			No more of my children’s blood shall go to your vicious killers, King Blu said. Clearly, I was right. It is better for our creatures to be in harmony with nature than to try to shine and stand above, as gods do.

			Seeing the blood fill the waters, Avrah cried. I am so sorry, divine twin, Avrah said. In my great pride, I have caused you and your children great pain. You were right. You have won. I cry and cannot be consoled. I finally know the pain you feel. Let your great wisdom determine the fate of my evil children. For each child that dies, I shall feel as you have, a pain beyond all imagining. In this, we shall be as one.

			I will pass judgment on the rulku, King Blu said. But you will not cry forever, deified one. We shall create again. I will help you use the madness of the rulku and their machines to create new lords of the earth from the wonderful creatures you already created.

			And what if they also turn to evil, as the rulku have? Avrah asked.

			Then the sea shall swallow them, and we shall start anew, King Blu said. For no creature is above Avrah, and no creature is above King Blu.
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			Pali-Ko

			Deep South Pacific Ocean

			Near the deepest waters where King Blu kept close to the beating heart of the earth, circled The Eyes of The God, as the great council was called. The lords of the sea swam in the sacred waters King Blu nourished with his preternatural wisdom and warmth. The majestic blue light of the divine was everywhere. Yet, none dared look too far into the waters, lest they see the maddening eyes of the whale god staring back at them. The whales, from the fabled blue whales to sperm whales to the mighty orcas, had a good many representatives. Wylaka, the great orca hunter, was among the wisest of the council. Xrata represented the military might of the great white sharks. Still, a host of other sharks, from the goblin shark to the Greenland shark, also had members that swam among the council and had less militant aims than their great white shark brethren. The dolphins made their opinions known, and Tee-Ha, their queen, was among the most vocal council members. Qylar the Hunter represented the giant octopi and provided intelligence updates. Also sifting through the deep currents were Krylakis, the greatest giant squid to emerge since his older brother, the Kraken, fell in The Serpent War. Not least among the influential council members was Jylar, the oldest giant clam in the ocean, with a brilliant pink-gray shell that defied even the mightiest of foes.

			Beneath the council, in stirring currents of raw electricity, swam the monstrous King Blu, giving energy and life to the waters just as he took energy from them. A great electrical blue and gold aura formed around the massive creature, as if the primordial whale were an underwater sun. King Blu shone brilliantly, even in the deepest, farthest waters. His eyes were like blue stars coming down from the heavens, always with pupils that resembled the sphere of the Earth afire. And his head—still showing prehistoric touches, like the teeth of the basilosaurus—was a massive cranium that carried inside it the largest brain of any creature ever upon the earth. Hints of the full scope of the blue whale, and of the black and white stripes of the orca, still showed through the deeper waters. King Blu’s colorings, even the blue and gold, were made up almost entirely of light. The whale god remained resting in his deep water den. King Blu shielded the council from full view of his godly eyes lest they go mad. Instead, he gave from his energy, strengthening his top admirals before the march to war.

			“Sacred one,” Qylar The Hunter said, without looking directly at his master. “The bickering of the council is futile. My octopi and crabs have labored many upwellings upon the generating sun Emperor Feng and his dragons assailed. We believe it is now fully operational and considerably more advanced. Your thoughts alone, my king, can command the waters, pillars or no pillars. At last, we can end this landling threat once and for all.”
“No landling would have the power to destroy such a vast energy source,” King Blu said. “I sense my sister, Avrah, helps the land animals still. She awakens, and so she awakens her animal fighters. What of the seven deadly plagues?”

			“Lord and god,” Xrata said, “for many sea seasons have my sharks toiled. The plague monsters are ready, precisely as you commanded. Surely, divine one, you know this, but releasing all the monsters will end life on this planet.”

			“Death is just new life not yet born,” King Blu said. “I am The Maker and The Unmaker of Worlds. It is time that the landlings learn that I, not Avrah, am their true master, the sole jury and arbiter of their fate.”

			The whale god gathered his thoughts, closing his massive eyes. His aura swept the ocean, taking into view the full power of his oceanic might. Xrata had thousands of great white soldiers–the natural born that the rulku had not yet killed off with global warming, and the hybrids that commanded the great megalodon beasts, cretoxyrhina, and buzzsaw sharks resurrected by the dark magic of King Blu. Their sister sharks, from blacktip reef sharks and bull sharks to requiem sharks and tiger sharks, also readied their formations, many just as lethal, if not more so, than the great white sharks of record. The whale pods swam in force, led by Wylaka and the orcas near shore; the crafty mind of Sykla, the ancient sperm whale survivor of countless rulku whale boat attacks; and Sea Mountain, the greatest of the blue whales outside of the divine one himself. The whale forces numbered at least one million strong. The jellyfish, currently led by the lion’s mane jellyfish Tempra, stayed to the flanks beside Krylakis’s giant squid forces, thousands strong. Lastly, Qylar’s special forces swam up to the front, from the giant octopus legions to Japanese spider crabs and coconut crabs, led by Jagged Claw, the most voracious hunter the crab world had ever known. Qylar would be in charge of the great plague monsters once the time was right.

			“I sense the will of the waters. The time is at hand,” King Blu said after much meditation. “Ku-Rah still cries for vengeance. Alert King Croc to lead the assault on Yvot-Sing to attack precisely where The Night Eye crows land. Tell him that The Army of The Black Ocean swims behind him.”

			“As you command, divine one,” Xrata said.

			“My lord,” Tee-Ha said, swimming around the great den of the giant god. “What of the fatalities? Are all animals to suffer equally for the sins of their leaders?”

			King Blu pondered the point. He answered, after deep contemplation, “The Dragon Lord will suffer the most for his infringement upon our kingdom. Any who have chosen his dominion have chosen death. Whales and sharks,” King Blu commanded. “Once The First Plague Monster attacks, I will open the waters. Drag whatever lives to the ocean waters, kill it, and feast to your delight. Make sure Feng’s subjects see only blood upon the waters.”

			“And what of Feng and The Dragon Guard?” Qylar The Hunter asked.

			“I leave that to you and The Second Plague Monster,” King Blu said. “Bring The Dragon Lord before me.”

			“And if he is too dangerous?” Qylar asked.

			“Before this war is done, Feng shall look into the eyes of his god,” King Blu said, “and enter my service. His fury and mine shall be as one. Release The First Plague Monster on Yvot-Sing. The madness of the animal world ends now. My judgment is proclaimed.”

			The whales bowed before their master, raising up a vicious war song. Sea Mountain sent the death song through the depths, while Wylaka took the song to the striking orcas in the front lines.

			Awakened, The First Plague Monster stirred. The metallic monster made up of endless nanobots blasphemed the image of The Dragon Lord as it arose, flying alone towards the mainland. A giant dragon-like creature with one-hundred eyes all over its body and one-hundred black wings, The First Plague Monster became as fire, setting the sky ablaze with the tips of its razor wings.
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			Chapter 2

			Rul-Seerus

			Mount Asgard

			Nunavut, Canada

			Snow Prophet looked down from his perch upon the giant wolf statue that would welcome all animals to Animus Nor. In the many sun cycles since The Serpent War, the seas had grown restless. The waters ebbed and flowed as always, but there was a simmering beneath the surface, as if the waves were simply waiting for the opportune moment to taste animal blood. Yet, there were moments of divine grace. Moon Shadow’s funeral, attended by all the animal lords, was one such turning of seasons. Animals knew that they no longer had their great mother to look after them, to outwit and outrun and outmaneuver whatever tyrant the madness of power brought next. And so, the animals all came up to the great wolf dens of the North, bowing their heads. Eagles, apes, elephants, bears, and dragons alike bowed in homage to the wolf who lost her own cubs, only to become a mother to the world. And in the whispers of the wind, they heard some of the wisdom of Moon Shadow: reckless hunts had no place in the animal world. Only animal brotherhood and sisterhood would end the madness of war.

			The majestic snowy owl admired the care the head wolf artist, Cave Sun, showed in creating the might of the bones and paws, the majesty of the mane. Yet, the eyes were like the eyes of many temple gods, full of distant might, but empty of the beating heart that drove the wolf queen to greatness. The owl oracle marveled that he had lived long enough to see a simple arctic wolf, abducted by the rulku, rise to the status of a god. Yet, Snow Prophet knew, even then, that such an apotheosis was necessary. The wolves needed a unifying belief, something to unite them in the times of rising darkness. And Moon Shadow shimmered as all that was bright in a dark and sometimes moonless night. Of all the ancestor gods the animals came to worship, none seemed more deserving of the honor.

			Unbeknownst to the prophet, Sky Death flew just behind him, perching atop Rul-Seerus.

			“It almost makes you feel like she’s still here with us,” Sky Death said. “Doesn’t it, old friend?”

			“So few of us are left now,” Snow Prophet said. “Yet, I endure one flap of the wings at a time.”

			“My skin grows tight on my bones,” Sky Death said. “It’s a most ironic look for a bird of prey.”

			“You look well, my old friend,” Snow Prophet said.

			“Can it be that a seer lies?” Sky Death said with a cackle. “Perhaps these old eyes have seen it all.”

			“Not all of it, no,” Snow Prophet said, mulling over the last words as he spoke them. “I fear more of us may soon join with Avrah. Pale Ghost trains his great-grandchildren to take his place. It is said no mouse has ever lived as long as the one touched by the evil magic of the rulku. Zulta is sick and may pass at any moment now. Even Thunder Killer is an old king now, readying his son to take his throne. All of those who remember the world of the rulku will soon pass, lost to legend.”

			“Except for you, wise owl,” Sky Death said. “Something tells me that you will live forever.”

			“Only legends live forever,” Snow Prophet said. “So I said of Moon Shadow once. All of this, all that we’ve fought for, will one day be little more than words some talon scrawls on a slate. But who shall read that slate? Who shall learn from those words?”

			At that moment, Cave Sun approached, a lanky gray wolf whose bony body suggested a total, if unnecessary, sacrifice for the arts. The artist wolf arched his head, staring at the statue. Cave Sun asked, “Something seems a bit off, perhaps in the eyes. I feel that they are missing something, a wayward spark that I can’t quite kindle.”

			“Hope,” Snow Prophet said. “Moon Shadow’s eyes were always full of hope.”

			Cave Sun turned back, commanding his ape apprentices to chip away at the eyes a bit more.

			“I remember when I first saw her, a determined arctic wolf answering the call that burned in her blood. It led her north, to me,” Sky Death said. “I never thought the day I ran into a pushy, half-starved wolf would be one of the happiest day of my life.”

			“Meeting Moon Shadow was the happiest day of a great many lives,” Snow Prophet said. “When you finish with the great wolf, will there be more to the sculpture?” he asked.

			Cave Sun turned, shaking his head and saying, “We wanted Moon Shadow to stand alone, above all land animals, greeting them as they entered the first land of animalkind.”

			“Moon Shadow never stood alone,” Snow Prophet replied. “You should include her pups. And you should include different species of animals behind them. She was a mother to us all.”

			Cave Sun chatted with the apes, considering the matter.

			Just then, a hawk, battle-scarred, with savage eyes, flew overhead. The hawk shrieked for all to hear, calling out the name of Thunder Killer in corrupted avian Osine.

			“Land here, gentle bird,” Sky Death said. “King Thunder Killer is many sun cycles away, in the land of the setting sun.”

			The hawk coughed up blood, collecting itself from its extraordinary flight.

			“How long have you been flying?” Sky Death asked.

			“An Amur falcon, from the land of the dragon, met me a little ways over the open waters,” the hawk said. “My name is Orij. I had to fight crows to deliver this message. I never saw so many crows swarm at once. They nearly took out my eyes and my feathers, but a hawk’s claws are not to be toyed with. They gave me my life this very day. I live to tell you that The War of The Whale God is upon the land of the dragon. King Blu has awoken! The dread god sends a plague upon the animals of Yvot-Sing. Many animals die. The waves grow large as the dragon prepares his border for a great ocean offensive strike. The whale god blocks the nanosphere. Yet, Feng cries out for allies.”

			Snow Prophet and Sky Death looked at one another.

			“What shall I tell the Amur falcon?” Orij asked, still recovering her breath.

			“Orij, you have given your life to get here. That is enough to give,” Snow Prophet said. “I will fly and give our reply when the time is right. First, we must meet with the animal lords and alert the animal world as to what transpires. If King Blu means to avenge himself upon Feng, he means to avenge himself upon us all. For now, eat and rest.”

			“There is no time for meetings,” Orij said. “If the dragons fall, what defense will we have against the whale god?”

			“Be calm,” Snow Prophet said, closing his eyes. “We know of one who can read the thoughts of the whale god. We will answer this attack, but this is only the beginning. Rest, Orij. Take one last taste of peace. It may be your last taste for quite some time.”

			Orij flapped the water from her wings and let her eyes shut.

			“Get Pale Ghost and his great-grandchildren,” Snow Prophet said to Sky Death.

			“The blind mouse?” Sky Death asked. “Can we expect him to be of service after so many moons?”

			“The blind may be leading the blind,” Snow Prophet said, “but if anyone has a chance of getting a message to the animal lords, it’s Pale Ghost.”

			Sky Death flew off, leaving Snow Prophet to look after the emerging statue of the wolf queen. Her eyes, whiter in the open sun, had the faintest glimmer of hope in them.

			“Look after us now,” Snow Prophet said to the burgeoning statue. “We need all the hope your soul can give, mother wolf.”
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			Chapter 3

			Yvot-Sing

			Beijing, China

			Alazar The Red shrieked fire, sounding the great alarm. The red-crowned cranes, white-naped cranes, and Chinese sparrowhawks did the same. Fyvol, exalted captain of The Dragon Guard, circled the tempests twice. The wily dragon commander made sure that the raging typhoon of cloud and lightning could be out-flown. Thereafter, The Dragon Guard flew throughout the temple city of Yvot-Sing, sending up the alarm to the giant pandas, leopards, spider monkeys, and snakes still swarming the animal city pathways. The great, red wings of Alazar became like a beacon as he followed after his captain, shrieking in crude Osine for all animals to seek immediate shelter.

			Ty-Ry, the elder giant panda, gathered the running animals with his white-black paws. They ran towards the sanctuary of the mighty dragon temple, saying prayers to Yu The Golden Nightmare, The Ascended Panda. Even The Rat King emerged from his hole, leading burrowing animals like the pangolins to firmer shelter under the magnificent monuments of the dragon.

			Emperor Feng, Scourge of the Southern Seas, rose from his great throne lair, his wings eclipsing the clouds. Feng watched as the great winds swallowed up grebes and white-bellied sea eagles, consuming the sky.

			“Dragon Guard,” Feng ordered. “Gather around me. We shall dispel this threat with a fire ring.”

			“My king, won’t the trapped animals fall?” Fyvol asked.

			Feng answered, “Our first duty is to the city. Those animals have tasted death already.”

			The dragons circled around their ferocious leader. The son of Thraxis opened his white jaws, releasing a golden fire into the air. Fyvol, Alazar and the other dragon masters, from Palavir The Black to Thrysta The Green, released their fire, joining with the magic of their master. The great fire wall in the sky consumed any moisture that neared it. Some animals fell into flames. Others flew to freedom. A few looked at the great fire shield forming around the city as the dragons extended along all sides.

			“My king,” Ty-Ry called, running as best he could along the ground. “The obelisks!”

			Feng turned to see the crushed residue of the discarded stone. Long ago, his dragons had made short work of the portals of the whale god. Yet, the stones flew from the ground, some from the fire, coalescing once more not into a portal so much as into a sign of flame.

			“The storms are the breath of the whale god,” Fyvol told the king. “Wherever they are, the whale god and his Army of the Black Ocean are not far behind.”

			“We must move the enchanted stone from the city,” Feng said. “Quick. Burn it to ashes.”

			The dragons formed around the stone. A great white dancing flame, like a star caught by the fire of the rising sun, set upon the great stone. No matter how much the great dragons blew, the stone only abSurbed the fire, growing more radiant.

			“Truly, this is the work of a god,” Palavir said.

			“Dragon Guard,” Feng said, “lift the stone. We have no time!”

			The dragons flew with their massive weight against the stone. Still, the pillar did not budge. Feng flew with his massive legs striking at the stone. Only then did it tilt enough for the dragons to lift the puzzling mystery of stone and fire. The great stone seemed to fight back, growing heavier as it reached down to the earth. Feng flew around with all of his power and thrusted the stone past the fire ring.

			Only then did the dragon emperor see the storm winds take shape. Beyond the shield of smoke and flame, black nanobots swarmed. They coalesced into thousands of eyes and wings, taking the body of a great silver-black dragon, easily twice the size of the dragon emperor himself. The giant dragon roared, spewing nanobots of fire over the lands and winds of Yvot-Sing. Only the durability of dragon fire kept the massive creature from the heart of the crown city.

			The plague monster and Feng locked eyes. In the pupils of the monster, Feng saw a cyclone of water and wind emanating from the portal, pouring over dry land. A small sea formed. With it, an entire legion of orcas, led by a wily brute of black and white markings, Wylaka. Interspersed were the shark legions, with blacktip reef sharks and bull sharks leading the charge. The great white sharks, with megalodon troops among the number, formed a perimeter. Feng turned to look at the assaulting animals. He saw their admiral, and King Blu’s champion, the monstrous, mangled great white leader
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