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There is a battle of two wolves inside us. One is evil. It is anger, jealousy, greed, resentment, lies, inferiority and ego. The other is good. It is joy, peace, love, hope, humility, kindness, empathy and truth. The wolf that wins is the one you feed.  

Cherokee Proverb





















For Lisa Mettler. A true warrior woman and an inspiration.   

CHAPTER ONE
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Teaming rain hammered down from a cloud-filled sky, as the last notes of the Sing reverberated and drifted off on the wind. It conveyed the sombre mood of the mourners. The only non-human witness to this sad event, a keen-eyed crow, sat in a nearby tree and looked down at the assembled crowd. 

A girl in her late teens turned towards a tall, black-haired, and smartly dressed woman standing beside her. She spoke in a low voice, “That crow’s here again.”

“Ignore it. It’s not doing any harm,” the woman whispered.

Shuddering, the girl spoke again, “He didn’t have to come, or her.” She motioned her head towards a sour-faced boy of a similar age. He stood next to his mother, a short and painfully thin woman, with long, frizzy curled hair. “There’s no sign of her husband.”

“He’s away. Hush,” The woman pressed a finger against her lips. The red lipstick she wore made a stark contrast to her long, dark hair.

Once the funeral service concluded, the mourners gathered at the home of the deceased. Again, they gave their condolences to the man, as the short, thin woman passed around a plate of sandwiches. The smartly dressed woman handed mismatched Corelle mugs of hot tea to the mourners. Apart from the low hum of conversation and the clinking of tea mugs, all was quiet. The girl sat tucked away in a corner of the compact living room. She fixed her dark, brown-eyed gaze on the wall, her expression devoid of any emotion. With any attempt made to speak to her, she replied in monosyllables. 

The short, thin woman stared at the mug handed to her and then sat down on a threadbare couch, between the man and the sour-faced boy. She turned her mug of tea around to the edge without a chip and took a sip. Turning to the boy, she brushed breadcrumbs from his dark grey sweatshirt. “Stop fussing Mom,” he snapped. 

“Iyódąga!” she hissed at him, between clenched teeth.

Ignoring his mother’s request to sit down, he stood up and marched over to the opposite side of the room. He caught sight of the girl in the corner and began to stare at her again, with a look filled with contempt.

The tall, black-haired woman held out a plate. It had one sandwich sitting in the middle. “Dear child, are you going to eat anything today, apart from chewing on your thumbnail? Are you feeling sick?” 

The girl shook her head. “I’m fine Auntie. I’m not feeling hungry, that’s all.” 

“You look pale to me. Well, pale for a native.” 

Annoyed with the boy still staring at her, the girl scowled. With eyes burning with indignation, she leapt up from her seat and shouted, “Did you know about Mom’s problem? It made our life hell for years.” All those gathered in the room stopped talking and watched as the stoic girl, slowly fell apart before them. 

“She had an affair… with whiskey and brandy! It took Dad and me a while to work out that the fruit in her juice breakfast was less fruit and more vodka…”

“Kąǧí, please don’t,” begged her father.

He attempted to stand, but the boy’s mother pushed him back down and said, “She’s upset. Leave her for now.” She took his hand in hers and patted it. “The tribe is here for you, Nat.”

He withdrew his hand. “Thank you. I’ll be fine.”

“Kąǧí tried to stem the flow of tears by pushing the palms of her hands against her tear ducts. Noticing that the sleeves of her sweater had moved upwards, she quickly tugged them down. After hesitating for a moment, she spoke again, “Sorry Dad. They need…needed to know the truth.” She glowered at the boy. 

Anger flashed in his eyes as he headed towards her and grabbed her upper arm. “Why don’t you just shut up? You caused trouble for me with that big mouth of yours.” The boy flinched and released her arm from his vice-like grasp. He shook his hand, his nostrils flaring as he spat out the words, “Dad’s right, there’s something not right about you.”

“There’s nothing wrong with me. Maria found out what a jerk you are and dumped you. That was your fault, not mine.” The girl narrowed her eyes. If looks could kill, he would have died on the spot. “Kąǧí looked up at him and wrinkled her nose as the boy’s sickly-scented aftershave assaulted her senses. She set her teeth and said, “I have told you before.” Her voice lowered, “Don’t come near me…ever…”

Running from the room, she slammed the door behind her. After flinging open her bedroom door she sat down on the bed and pulled up the sleeves of the black sweater she wore. She rubbed her arm and looked at the large, purplish-brown bruises around both of her wrists. “Ever again,” she uttered, as she broke down weeping a flood of tears.

She laid her head on an unkempt bed covered with a faded yellow, red, and blue quilt. Her crying and pummelling of the pillow ceased when a familiar scent wafted into the room, followed by the creaking of her bedroom door and someone entering. 

The visitor sat down on the edge of the bed, brushed the girl’s black hair from her face, and ran a hand along the top of the quilt. “I remember when Grandma made this quilt for your mom.” 

“Kąǧí’s stomach made a loud gurgling noise. 

“It’s no wonder your stomach is complaining when you’ve eaten nothing all day. How about you and me make fry bread for us and your dad? Everyone else has gone home.”

 The girl’s red-rimmed eyes remained fixed on a strip of wallpaper peeling from the wall. “I don’t want to talk, Auntie,” she snapped. 

“That’s no surprise to me. You are as stubborn as your mother.” A long silence followed her aunt’s words. She continued, “By the way, how did you know it was me?” 

After another pregnant pause, Kąǧí responded, “A lucky guess,”

“Are you sure it isn’t my perfume? It’s a little strong. I only wear it to please your uncle, as he bought it as a birthday present.” The dark-haired woman touched the girl’s shoulder, gently rolling her towards her. “I’ll get straight to the point. What was all that about?”

 “I…can't,” she replied while glancing at the ceiling. She then sighed and exhaled slowly. “I don’t want to see a Littlewolf in my home again.” Kąǧí met her aunt’s gaze. She hid her arms behind her back, after catching her aunt’s look of horror at her injured wrists. 

“Let me see.” Her aunt lifted Kąǧí’s left arm and pulled back her sweater sleeve. “Who did this to?”

“Littlewolf.” The girl pulled down the betraying sleeve of her sweater.

“Saul?” 

“No, his son,” Kąǧí’spat. 

 “Let me see your other arm?” her dark eyes flashing with anger. She did as asked and peeled back the sleeve. Her aunt gasped at the extent of the bruising. “Why? Why, did he do such a thing? Tell me!”

 “It looked worse before. I don’t know. I…can’t explain to you why.” She pulled herself up into a sitting position. Resting her chin on her chest, she pinched her fingers against the bridge of her nose.

“How long?”

“Only four days ago.”

“Just after your mom died, how dare he!” Her brows knit in anger. “Are you scared of him?”

The girl’s head shot up. “I will never let him lay a finger on me again. Never!”

Her aunt took the girl’s shaking hands in her own. “Kąǧí, that’s not what I asked.”

 “He’s a monster,” she hissed. 

“Did he assault you elsewhere?”

She withdrew her hands. Turning her head to one side, she whispered, “If you mean that kind of assault? No.”

“Did he try?”

 “No. He is still a monster though.”

“I don’t doubt it. I just can’t understand why and how he would do such a thing.”

“Kąǧí sniffed and ran her hands over her face. You haven’t lived on the reservation for a long time. You don’t visit much. Before the last time you came to see us, I hadn’t seen you since I was a small child. If you had been around more, you would know that Littlewolf has always despised Dad and me. As for his bitch of a mother…”

“Don’t say that. She could have left years ago, but she didn’t, and don’t forget that she helps to finance the minibus that takes you kids to high school. Dena has been good to the tribe”

The young woman shook her head from side to side. “You mean she’s always tried to rub it in that she is “better” than everyone else on the rest. Yeah, I know she helped Dad find a job, but that still doesn’t mean I have to like her.” Grimacing, she stared at her wrists “That pig of a son of hers has made no effort to like us.”

“Are you going to tell me how he gave you these bruises?”

“I will as long you don’t tell Dad. He has enough to deal with without worrying about me.”

The woman sighed. “I don’t like it but I will do as you ask, for your dad’s sake.”

“I suppose you’ll tell his mom?”

Her aunt arched an eyebrow. “If you don’t want me to I won’t.”

“Kąǧí nodded. “Please don’t say anything to anyone. There’s more to tell, but you’ll only think I am crazy.”

“Tell me and let me decide.”

Before the girl could speak again, she stiffened, her eyes scanning the room looking for something unseen. Covering her ears with her hands, she cried, “Stop it. Stop it!”  

“Stop what?” asked her aunt, concern etched on her face.    

“It’s calling my name.” Grasping her aunt’s hand, she muttered, “It’s getting dark.” 

“Kąǧí. Kąǧí!” 

The girl’s limp body flopped onto the bed. Her eyelids shut, flickered for a moment, and then stilled.





CHAPTER TWO
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December 1985



Vivid dreams haunted wolf-cub Sarah’s sleep, often a confusing jumble of scenes, and a terrifying voice screaming, followed by darkness. Sarah woke with a start, heart pounding double-time. Shuddering, she snuggled closer to Kiba. The confusing dreams came too frequently now. They made her afraid to sleep. Her Aunt Jane suggested she think happy thoughts and those positive thoughts would chase the nightmares away. It worked, but not always. There were times when she woke with eyes wet with tears. She whispered to herself, “It’s not real.”

“Dreaming again Sarah?” asked Kiba.

“Sorry, did I wake you?” 

Kiba yawned. “It's fine. Just don't wake up, Dad. You know how grumpy he is when he doesn’t get enough sleep.”

Sarah looked over to her sometimes strict uncle Garrett, who lay softly snoring. By his side lay, Leticia, Sarah’s loving aunt and Kiba's mother, her legs twitching, as if running in her sleep. She always kept a watchful eye over Sarah. Her protective cousin Kiba’s eyes waxed heavy, and he soon drifted back into slumber. Sarah closed her eyes and willed herself to sleep. However, her mind filled with questions to which she had no answers. These dreams haunted her so often. Unknown faces and voices, but somehow familiar. In addition, why did the dream always end in darkness? One thing she did know for sure was the feeling of fear and sadness.

Having her family beside her made her feel safe, apart from her indifferent cousin Abbie. Sarah never felt comfortable in her presence. Her Aunt Leticia and Uncle Garrett took her into the pack when she lost her parents. Sophia, a family friend, lay next to Sarah’s eldest cousin Callum, who slept soundly next to Aunt Jane and Uncle David. He muttered incoherent words in his sleep.

She favoured Kiba over the rest of her family. He would always defend Sarah in any of her quarrels with Callum and Abbie. Sophia was the peacemaker. She rarely took sides and refused to allow anyone to draw her into any disagreements.  

Acutely aware of being so much smaller, so very different from the rest of her family, Sarah found herself often comparing herself to her relatives; her younger age, small size, and slower speed made her self-conscious. If she could see colours, the most noticeable difference, red-tipped brown fur, was a stark contrast to their grey. Even though she tried her best to keep pace with them, they always outran her. Her Aunt Leticia told her being different was special. Sarah often had a nagging suspicion that her aunt kept something from her, something important. She decided now wasn't the time to pursue it and besides, her family loved her, just the way she was.

Outside the den—a cave previously inhabited by bears— the fine and sunny day began to darken, causing the sun puddles to dissolve. Fall had come and gone and winter would soon be turning the forest into a cold and icy-white world, which made the lake freeze into a solid sheet of ice. Sarah enjoyed the scent of the Douglas firs and lodgepole pines and the shimmering hue of the lakes, but as the youngest of the pack, she had no memories of the freezing winter. Her Aunt Jane told her tales about the fun she had when young, rolling and hiding in Autumn’s brittle, falling leaves from trees outside the boundaries of the forest and how excited she was to play in the crisp first fall of snow. It made her ears so very cold, and the frosty air burned her nose. She also told them tales about the forest, the animals that lived there and the visitors that came, particularly in the summertime. Sarah's eyelids grew heavy and before long, she too had drifted into sleep and later into a world of dreams.

This time her dream differed. She ran, but not in fear. The damp scent of rain permeated her keen sense of smell and the earth softened beneath her paws. Blades of grass passed by in a grey blur, but then something changed. The ground became arid and hardened, and her keen vision rose from ground level. Suddenly the muted tones vanished to make way for a kaleidoscope of colour, giving the impression that somehow, she dreamed through another’s eyes…



All around blackened, revealing a night sky of twinkling stars. A full moon beaming an ethereal glow shimmered. In the centre of the celestial orb, a semi-translucent vision of a long, black-tailed wolf floated. Splashes of white covered the wolf’s long thin snout, chin, and chest. Varying shades of orange-brown and brown fur covered the rest of its frame. The wolf spoke to Sarah, in a soft and calming voice. “I am the Dawn-Wolf, the ancestor of all wolves. Do not fear. You will be protected. 

As the vision began to fade, she added, “However, you must beware of those who hunt you…” Her voice trailed off, dissipating along with the moon and sparkling starlight, leaving Sarah enveloped in darkness.
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“Wake up sleepy head.” 

Sarah awoke to find her aunt nudging her. “Sorry, I didn't sleep too good last night.”

Leticia laughed, “It's fine, although I’m surprised anyone got any sleep, the way your uncle snores.”

Sarah nodded in agreement. She stretched out her front legs and made her way outside. Raising her head, she sniffed the air. The inky black sky twinkled with stars and the quarter moon cast a silver-grey glow onto the forest below. She pricked up her long ears when the squeals and grunts from Callum and Kiba engaging in play fighting, caught her attention. “Remember I am the eldest, you have to listen to me,” announced Callum.

“Listen to the old man,” teased Kiba.

Abbie joined in by throwing sarcastic comments their way. “Oh, yes look at you two strong males. Such a shame that neither of you has any sense between you. Now me on the other hand…”

Callum looked at Abbie, shook with laughter, and snorted, “You. You're never going to lead the pack during a hunt. I am technically old enough to form my own pack, but I’d miss the amusement your ramblings give me.”

“I will never be running at the back of the pack,” retorted Abbie. Taking a glance at Sarah, she sneered, “That will be your place, runt.”

Kiba pounced in front of Abbie. “Shut up.”

“Can't Sarah fight her own battles, Kiba?” was her reply.

Pushing herself between the quarrelling pair, Sarah shouted, “Please stop. Don't fight over me.”

She glowered at Abbie and asked her a question that had bothered her for some time, “Why do you not like me? I have done nothing to you, and you have never said anything nice to me since I came here.” An uncomfortable prickling sensation crept along Sarah’s paws. They burned like fire. It wouldn’t be the first time this had happened, usually when she was angry or upset. 

Abbie gave no reply. She stared at her and then turned her head to look at Kiba. He directed an angry stare at her. Baring his teeth he snarled, “Not another word.”

 Abbie grumbled an apology and padded off in the opposite direction.

“What’s up with her?” asked Callum

“No need to worry about her, she was born grumpy,” replied Kiba.

Sarah was not exaggerating Abbie’s behaviour towards her. Abbie’s blatant animosity and cold apathy bothered her. On one occasion, she had spoken to Aunt Leticia about her concerns. She, however, didn't think that Abbie meant any harm and informed her that most siblings or cousins don't get along all the time. Her family had the same kind of squabbles when she was young.

Jane, who left the den last, yawned and stretched. “How can it be time to get up already?” she asked while giving another big yawn. “What was the fighting about?”

“Nothing,” answered Sarah. 

“It didn’t sound like nothing. You know it takes a lot of noise to wake me up.” Jane winked at her niece.

Sarah didn’t know how Aunt Jane managed to stay so cheerful all the time. She spread a little sunshine wherever she went. 

“Where is madam grumpy paws, Kiba?” 

“Don’t know and don’t care,” he replied. Motioning towards a huge pine in the distance, he said, “Chase you lot up to the tree over there and back. The last one back is a runt. Sarah, we will give you a head start.”

Sarah took a deep breath and set off running as fast as she could. She nearly made it to the tree, when Callum overtook her. “Can’t catch me,” he called, as he flew past her and raced back towards the den. 

“You want to bet?” Sarah’s lungs were fit to burst, but she ran even faster. As she reached the den’s entrance, Kiba came trotting behind her. For the first time, Kiba came in last. 

Callum puffed out his chest and strutted around shouting, “Kiba is a runt. Kiba is a runt.” 

“Yeah, I’m a runt,” laughed Kiba.

While Kiba didn’t look out of breath, Sarah lay puffing and panting. She turned to Callum and whispered in his ear, “Kiba let me win, didn’t he?”

“He didn’t,” he puffed.

“Don’t believe you.”

“Sarah, would I lie to you?” Callum wore a toothy grin. He then pounced on her, and they play-wrestled in a muddy, wet patch of soil. 

Leticia scowled at the mischievous pair, “Don’t you be thinking I will help you with grooming this time. You can groom yourselves. I don’t have enough time to do it myself. Why do you insist on rolling in the mud all the time?”

Garrett, who stood on a rock above the den, stared down at the dirty pair and shook his head. “Mucky pups.” He turned and headed towards the dense forest ahead of him.

Kiba bounded towards his father, “Dad, can I go with you on the hunt tonight?” 

Garrett continued on his way. “Not tonight, Son.”

“Why? I have run with you and the pack.”

Garrett stopped in his tracks and looked down at his eager son. “Not this time.”

“But…Dad,” interrupted Kiba.

Garrett glared at Kiba and stood as rigid as stone. His bushy, grey tail stood erect. “I said. No. You will stay at the rendezvous site with your cousin and Sophia,” he barked.

Kiba’s ears flattened, and his tail dropped between his legs for a moment. He snarled as anger bubbled inside him. The fur on his tail bristled as he looked on at his father until he disappeared into the shade of the russet and green-coloured trees. Garrett often went out alone to search for suitable prey or a safe hunting spot. Kiba let out a sigh and returned to the others. Jane came to his side and rubbed her nose on the side of his head to comfort him. “Your dad is right. He has his reasons for doing things the way he does.”

“I would never do anything to jeopardize the hunt, Aunt Jane. I don’t understand why he got so upset.”

“I doubt he will discuss the reasons with you, but I could tell you why he was upset. First, you must promise me you will not tell your dad you know,” she whispered.

“I promise,” he replied

“We live in a national park, it has problems with wolf hunters, and poachers, as you should know they are both a danger to us.” 

Kiba nodded his head. “Dad warned us about them.”

“They care nothing for us,” Jane continued, her voice cracked with fear. “We must avoid them.” She paused for a moment. “Poachers can affect the population of deer, elk, and moose. When numbers decline, it creates competition for food. Several wolf packs hunting in the same area also make things difficult. This doesn’t leave enough food for everyone. During a hunt, your dad got a little ahead of himself and dashed towards a deer we had been tracking. The deer managed to escape. Your father felt so guilty and overcome with the humiliation he refused to join in a further two hunts. Your Uncle David did not let him forget it.”

Kiba remained silent for a moment. He gazed at his aunt. “Is that why Dad and Uncle David had that big fight?”

Kiba continued to stare at her. She nodded in reply. He had witnessed the scrap between his father and uncle. After a disagreement, David challenged the formidable Garrett. He lost the fight after his brother landed him a blow that knocked him clean off his feet. A long deep scar that ran alongside his jaw remained a constant reminder never to pick a fight with his brother. Although they quarrelled, the brothers always had mutual respect for one another and so it came as a shock to see their disagreement turn to violence. 

“OK,” said Jane. “I have told you enough. Go and keep an eye on Callum. He may think it’s fun to torment his sister, but it’s me who has to deal with her complaining.”

Kiba reluctantly joined in with a game of tag with Sarah and Callum. Abbie stood to one side, still sulking. 

“Callum, let go of my tail,” laughed Sarah

“No, I like your tail, it’s fluffier than mine. I want your tail,” he teased. Callum grabbed her fluffy, black tail with his teeth and yanked it hard.

“Let go.” Callum released her tail and Sarah fell backwards onto Kiba. All three collapsed in a heap.

Kiba looked up to see Abbie scowling at them. “Not joining in the fun?” he asked.

“No thanks, I don’t like childish games. Anyway, what were you whispering about with my mother?” 

Kiba prodded his proud cousin with his nose. “Oh yeah, I forgot you are all grown up. What business is it of yours what I talk about with Aunt Jane?” 

He then placed his paws on her shoulders and pinned her to the ground. “Are you going to apologize to Sarah?” he growled. 

“Why should I?” Abbie protested.

“She is part of our family, a member of our pack. She’s like our sister,” he retorted.

Abbie bared her teeth and snapped at Kiba in an attempt to bite him. She tried to struggle free, but he was too strong for her. Admitting defeat, she said, “Alright I will apologize, but only because you told me to.”

“Don’t do it because of me,” he barked. His yellow-gold eyes darkened to black. They flashed with anger and menace as he pulled back his upper lip, bared his fangs and lunged towards her.   



CHAPTER THREE
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Abbie leapt to the side. Her lightning dexterity enabled her to dodge Kiba’s attack. Unnerved by his unusual aggression she dashed toward her cousins. They still rolled around on the ground in hysterics. Sarah eventually met Abbie’s cold, hard gaze. She apologized to her with a distinct lack of sincerity in her voice. “Sorry,” she muttered.

An uncomfortable silence followed until Callum shouted, “Mom, Aunt Leticia, we’re going down to the lake.” 

Leticia had been busy talking to the small, silver-grey wolf named Sophia. She joined them after a fatal illness struck her pack and she remained alone for some time before she found Garrett and Leticia. She didn’t need much persuasion to join the pack. “Good idea Callum,” replied Leticia. “Perhaps your mother and Abbie should accompany you and you three can take a bath in the creek.” She looked at the muddy trio and shook her head from side to side.  

“Why not the lake?” asked Callum

“No, the creek is nearer,” replied his aunt.

“I hope we don’t come across any bears,” said Sarah

“Nope,” said Callum, “Dad scared away all the bears.”

Sarah looked at Callum and wrinkled her nose, “Uncle David couldn’t have scared away all of the bears.” Although secretly she wished to meet a bear, the tales that she had heard about them made her afraid.

“Don’t worry, Sarah. I am sure the almighty Kiba will chase away any that dare to cross his path and all the monsters,” snapped Abbie.

Kiba, who by now appeared to be back to his normal self, announced, “Of course, I will. Bring it on. He gave Abbie a sarcastic grin.”

“Ass,” she growled, under her breath.

The young wolves made their way to the nearby Tangle Creek. Jane followed close behind them. The cool breeze wafting through the pine trees ruffled Jane’s dark grey, almost black fur. She maintained that her dark coat made her invisible at night. Jane assisted with rearing all the pups within the pack. The youngsters were growing fast. Callum was a yearling, soon to be an adult. Abbie and Kiba were only a couple of months different in age. They would soon be fully grown and ready to take their place in the pack. Sarah was still very much a pup.

Kiba ran ahead of the group and yelled, “Follow me. I know a shortcut.”

They followed in single file, sniffing here and there, as they went along. The tops of the shady pine trees reached towards the sky, tall, proud, and casting shadows below. Muddy puddles covered the ground, as two days previously it had rained heavily. Callum led the way, leaping into many of the puddles he passed. He relished making himself dirty, much to his mother’s despair. 

“Callum, you’re supposed to behave responsibly, but you’re as bad as a pup.” A foul, pungent, scent assaulted her nostrils. “Yuk, I think a skunk has been here.” She rubbed her nose with her paw to remove the stench from her sensitive nostrils.

Abbie took a wide berth of the spot with the skunk spray, but the intense smell still wafted up her nose. “Eww, let’s hurry up.”

“Are you sure it’s not Callum that stinks?” snorted Kiba.

Callum trotted past him. “I didn’t hear that Kiba.” He then ran forward, turned around, his tongue lolling, and then quickly ducked behind a pine.

“Callum, you are never going to act your age. What are you doing behind there?” asked Abbie.

“I needed a pee,” replied Callum, as he bounded out from behind the tree.

His sister wrinkled her nose. “Eww. Too much information, Mr. Gross.”

“You asked, so I answered,” retorted Callum, with a wolfy grin. 

The little group ran on, wending their way around the trees until they reached the creek. The fast-flowing water of the creek with its surrounding pine trees and a snow-capped majestic mountain made a picture-perfect backdrop. The popular fishing spot for bears also served as a tranquil paradise for man and animals alike. By late afternoon, the grizzly bears had abandoned the area after devouring the day’s catch.

Sarah sighed with bliss. “I love this place. It’s so beautiful and peaceful.”

However, the peace was not to last as Callum lunged into the water at the edge of the creek and started to douse everyone with his splashes. “Come on get in now, or are you all chicken?”

“No way,” retorted Kiba

 Sarah dipped her paw into the cold clean water. A shudder rippled down her spine. “Me… neither,” she chattered.

Abbie jumped in and let out a howl. “It’s cold!”

 Jane stood at the creek’s bank, keeping a watchful eye on the rowdy bunch. “Don’t even think of asking me to join you,” she said with a shiver.

“Are there fish in here?” asked Sarah. It was the first time she had been to bathe in the creek.

“Yes, there are, but I doubt they are at the edge,” replied Jane. She looked on as Callum headed towards the middle of the creek. “Callum stop! Don’t go any further than the bank. The water is rough and can carry you away to the falls. Do you hear me?”

“Yes,” said Callum, as he reluctantly turned around and swam back towards the others. The youngsters splashed and jumped around at the water’s edge. After some time, Sarah peered into the bubbling, crystal-clear water. Her moonlit reflection stared back at her. She took a sharp intake of breath, not only was she surprised at how she differed so much from her grey wolf cousins, she looked just like the wolf in her dream. Splashes of white covered her chest and long thin snout and a coat of varying tones that contrasted from their grey fur. Her watery image held her attention, until Kiba came towards her, water spraying in all directions. The unique, rippling reflection dispersed. However, the image stayed in her mind.

“Hey Sarah, why are you looking so serious?”

“Nothing, just looking for fish,” she lied.

“Didn’t you hear Aunt Jane? There are no fish at the edge of the creek.”

“Yes, you are right Kiba, anyway who needs fish when we can have elk.”

“Oh yes… I forgot about the hunt tonight. I still feel frustrated that we are not to go with the pack. It’s so boring waiting at the rendezvous point with Sophia.”

Sarah nodded, “The howling before the hunt is fun though, even though I can’t howl like everyone else.” Sarah hung her head. She hated being different. 

Kiba nudged her. “Excuse me. Have you not heard Abbie? She sounds more like a moose than a wolf.”

Sarah grinned, “Come to think of it she does sound like a moose.”

Kiba began to splash around and shouted, “Bear! Abbie watch out!”

Abbie leapt out from the water, her ears twitching, and her tail quivering. Wearing a startled expression, she strained to hear and scanned the trees. When she heard Callum snigger, she spun around and snarled. 

“Gotcha,” mocked Kiba.

 Abbie bounded toward them, ready to lunge at Kiba. Jane leapt in front of her, blocking her way. Abbie growled, “He’s attacked me too many times today. Let me rip out his throat.”

“That’s enough. I want you out of the creek now. We need to be ready to leave as soon as possible,” barked Jane.

Not happy at the prospect of leaving, Callum howled, “No, can’t I have longer here?”

Jane shook her head, “No. Out of the water this instant! If you want to behave like an infant I’ll treat you like one.”

Abbie shot Kiba and Callum a dark look as they stood on the bank of the creek. They all resembled shaggy dogs as they shook the water from their fur. Jane stood well back from the soggy group. Their return journey to the den took them twice as long. Callum dragged his paws, and Abbie refused to pass anywhere near the skunk smell, setting off her way and nearly separating herself from the others. Kiba had fun chasing a rabbit until the nimble animal eluded him by speedily returning to its burrow. 

Sarah questioned Jane as they walked. “Will you be at the hunt tonight?”

“Yes.”

“Will you be coming back straight away?” 

“Of course, I will. We all will.”
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Leticia greeted the travellers as they arrived at the den, beside her stood Garrett and David, deep in conversation. On his way back from scouting duties around a wide perimeter of the den, Garrett had come across a deer fatality. Occasionally heavy traffic worked in the pack’s favour. Roadkill, if spotted before another carnivore discovered it, made an easy meal. On occasions, he risked a trip in daylight to retrieve them. The wolf pack hunted after sundown. Darkness acted as a natural camouflage. The daytime was too risky. Humans or their prey could see them. Humans, or “Two Legs” as many of the wolf packs called them, were usually tourists or those who worked and lived in Jasper National Park. Some would hunt the park’s animal inhabitants for trophies, food, and traditional medicines or just for the thrill of a kill. 

Garrett and David would go ahead of the pack, and when or if they found their potential meal, they would howl for the others to join them. Leticia greeted the young wolves as they returned, “Did you have a nice time? You look very handsome Callum without your coat caked in dirt. Sarah, you are more glamorous without that layer of dust. Kiba, are you listening?”

His attention diverted elsewhere, Kiba focused on the male wolf group heading into the forest. Leticia craned her neck around to see what her son was looking at so intently. 

“Where are they going, Mom?” asked Kiba.

“All being well,” replied Leticia, “We may not have to go hunting tonight.”

Her answer confused him, “Are they going by themselves?”

“No son. Your dad discovered our meal by the roadside. We are waiting to join them when they give the signal.”

“And before you ask me, no, you cannot go with us. You must stay here with Sophia”

Kiba looked at his mother with surprise, “How did you know what I was going to say?”

“I know you better than you realize,” she replied.

 Jane added to the conversation, “Are we going to eat soon? I am so hungry!” Right on cue, her stomach gave a loud growl.

“Yeah, I am starving too,” added Callum while looking down between his legs, at his stomach. “Look at my stomach, Mom. I am so starving, it has gotten smaller.”

Abbie snorted and Sarah giggled, Callum had the largest appetite and the biggest belly.

“It’s true,” Callum, cried, “It has shrunk since last week.”

Kiba sneered at his cousin. “That’s because you have grown in the last week, stupid.” 

Callum pounced on Kiba and growled, “I’m not stupid!”

They rolled onto the ground. Kiba bared his teeth and snarled, both snapped at one another.

“Stop it now!” shouted Leticia.

They continued to fight until Sophia and Jane intervened. They each took hold of one of the fighting pair by the fur at the nape of their necks and tried to drag them away from each other. Sarah looked on aghast. This time they weren't play fighting. Callum had teeth marks on his left ear and blood oozed from the wound. 

Callum screamed, “He bit me!”

Kiba hung his head in shame. “I didn’t mean to get so carried away. I don’t know what came over me.” He glanced up at the group in front of him and then turned his head away. Leticia’s yellow-gold eyes glowered at him. She turned her attention to Callum and began to lick his bloody wound. Kiba headed towards his mother, cleared his throat, and said feebly, “I am sorry Mom, and I am so very sorry Callum.”

“I should think so,” she replied, “Callum. You bear part of the blame. You should have ignored your cousin. Fortunately, your uncle isn’t here. He would be very disappointed in both of you, particularly you Kiba. We must work together, not fight.”

Kiba gave Leticia a sheepish look as he asked, “Will you tell Dad?” 

“Not this time. You should think yourself lucky.”

Just then, a whistling sound and howling caught their attention. The adult wolves returned the call. “Please behave for Sophia, we will be back soon.” Leticia turned around and darted through the trees with Jane.

An unpleasant atmosphere hung in the air. Callum scowled at Kiba. Abbie, nonetheless, looked very smug, almost as if she delighted in the fact that her cousin had now fallen out of favour with his mother. Kiba’s behaviour shocked everyone. They had never seen him show any signs of aggression towards Callum. 

Sophia broke the silence. “Do we have to endure this atmosphere all night? Or will you forgive each other or what?”

“Of course, they will,” said Abbie. “They are too much alike.”

“I hope so. Unless they kiss and make up, the pair of them will get the smallest portion of meat,” snapped Sophia.

“I’m fussy. I’m not kissing him,” said Callum indignantly.

“Nor me,” cried Kiba.

Abbie still wore her smug look. “Yeah boys, kiss and make up.”

The males fixed their gaze on each other. Callum turned his eyes inward, towards his nose, making him appear cross-eyed. Kiba began to grin. “We’re good,” he announced, with a nonchalant air.

Abbie prodded Kiba with her nose. “I’m still waiting for my apology.”

“What apology?” he retorted.

“Stop lying Kiba. You went for my throat earlier today. If you can apologize to Callum you should apologize to me.”

Kiba shook his head. “You must be losing your mind. I did no such thing.”

“Quit with the bickering,” shouted Sophia. “I’m losing what little patience I have left.” She nudged the squabbling wolves. “Sort out your differences.”

Kiba sighed, “Sorry for whatever I was supposed to have done.”

 “Pathetic. You’re the one losing your mind,” Abbie snorted.    

Bewildered by her words, Kiba shook his head. He had no memory of Abbie’s claim. Curling back his lip, he muttered, “She better not be lying.”



CHAPTER FOUR
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A week passed by in the blink of an eye. The robust evergreens retained their vibrant colour, unlike that of the deciduous trees, which continued to shed their foliage, their bare branches stretching out like arms ready to embrace their long winter sleep. Jack Frost’s wintery fingers touched the snow-covered ground one evening, covering it with a dusting of sparkling white and increasing the icy chill in the air. 

Sarah placed a paw on the ground and shivered, as the cold seeped into her pads and through her legs. “Brrr,” she said. 

Her Aunt Leticia laughed. “That’s nothing, wait until more snow arrives. Then you will know the true meaning of cold.” 

Sarah hopped from paw to paw. “I am not sure if I want to.”

Callum puffed out his chest. “I am older and bigger than you I don’t feel it.” 

“It’s true what they say,” said Kiba. “Where there’s no sense there’s no feeling.” Kiba longed to be old enough to hunt. His envy of his cousin had soured their camaraderie a little.

“Shut up,” retorted Callum. 

Abbie poked her head out of the den, ready to add her barbed comments until Leticia gave her one of her stern looks and Sophia nudged her from behind.

The wolves gathered for the hunt. Abbie and Kiba had now reached an age where they could go hunting with the pack, but Callum was to accompany them on that evening’s hunt. That
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