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4:26 p.m.

It looks like my summer is about to get a lot more . . . dangerous. Let me explain. You see, I’m currently on break from school. I really didn’t think I was going anywhere this summer. I DEFINITELY didn’t think I’d be going on a death-defying adventure. But that is exactly what’s happening!

I’ll never forget the conversation I had with three of my classmates on the last day of school. . . . I was waiting in line for lunch when Hallie, Callie, and Mathilda started talking about their summer plans.
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“I’m going to an amusement park for an entire week,” Callie said.

“Our family is spending the summer at our beach house,” Mathilda said.

“My parents are taking me to a luxury resort on a tropical island!” Hallie said.

They all turned to me, and Mathilda asked, “Where are you going this summer?”

“Nowhere,” I said.

“Nowhere?!” Hallie said. “Why? Can’t your parents afford to take you somewhere fun for summer vacation?”

I could tell they felt bad for me, but I didn’t know what to say. I quickly got my lunch (a veggie burger, potato chips, and a salad) and walked away from them. Even though this happened weeks ago, I can still see the looks on all their faces so clearly.
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Here’s the thing: Hallie, Callie, and Mathilda don’t know that my parents are dead. The truth is, my parents died a VERY long time ago and I really don’t remember them well. If I’m being honest (and where better to be honest than my journal!), I’m sad my parents are gone, but I also love the family I have now. And as for going on a cool summer vacation . . . I don’t need to because I already have a really cool life! If Callie, Hallie, and Mathilda knew I lived in an EPIC CAVE in the woods with six wolves who have SECRET POWERS, I doubt they would feel bad for me.

Yep, you read that right. I live with my family of six wolves—Addison, Basil, Everest, Noah, Tucker, and Wink.

I’ve lived in the forest with them for as long as I can remember. For me, going to school is my “vacation.” Summer is when my life goes back to normal. During the summer, I spend my days doing all the things I used to do with my wolves before I started attending school.
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A typical summer day goes a bit like this: I wake up and feed my cats, Milquetoast and Pipsqueak. Then I eat the breakfast that my wolf Addison makes me. Addison is an amazing cook and prepares meals for all the wolves. And since I don’t have to hurry off to school in the summer, Addison can make me fancy breakfasts . . . like pancakes!
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After I’m done eating, I tidy up our home. I wash the wooden plates and bowls we used during breakfast in the small spring that runs in the back of our cave. Then I dry them and put them away. Next, I sweep out the fireplace and wipe all the tiny cat pawprints off the desk where I do my homework.
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After that, I put on my overalls and boots and head out into the forest to do chores for a couple of hours. I bring my chicken, Fluff, with me so she can graze while I chop wood, tend to our garden, and wash my clothes at the river. It’s hard work, but it feels so good to be able to take care of my pets and my wolf family.
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If I finish all my chores early, I usually go to the village and volunteer at the animal shelter. Or I pop into the diner to see if there are any odd jobs that need doing so I can earn a little money. Sometimes I wash dishes or mop the floors. It’s nice to be able to make money so I can afford things like lunch from the cafeteria during the school year. If I have enough left over, I go to the village market and buy treats like peanut butter or ice cream (and sometimes peanut butter ice cream!).

On the way home from the village, I usually meet up with my wolves at our swimming hole. Then we eat dinner, read books, and play tag outside until the sun goes down. After that, we go to sleep, only to wake up the next morning and repeat the entire perfect day all over again.
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Yep, that’s a typical summer day for me . . . unless, of course, we have a rescue! Oops, I guess I’d better explain what I mean, in case this is the first rescue journal of mine you’re reading.

Can you keep a secret? I guess it doesn’t matter because, if you’re reading this, you already know that my wolf pack and I travel all over the world on exciting rescue expeditions to save animals in danger!

It all started when I realized that my rescue dog Page could communicate with our friend Milo the bat. Milo uses echolocation to send sound signals about animals that need our help. He gets messages from other bats all over the world. Page translates his signals and tells us exactly where we need to go. I shouldn’t brag, but my wolves and I are reeeaallly good at rescuing animals—we’ve rescued a dolphin, a moose, a narwhal—oh, and I can’t forget, we also rescued my dog Molly when she was stranded on a cliff.
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Anyway, I hadn’t seen Milo at all this summer . . . until today. I was at the river washing my clothes with two of my wolves, Noah and Wink. I had just finished washing my favorite shirt when Milo flew up to me. I knew right away there wasn’t a moment to lose. If bats give Milo a message for me, the animal that needs rescuing must be in A LOT of trouble. I quickly gathered up my washing and started back to the cave with Noah, Wink, and Milo.

[image: image]

“Milo, I’m going as fast as I can,” I called out to him as he flew through the trees in front of me. He must have been able to understand what I was saying from my tone. He flew back and perched on my shoulder as I jogged the rest of the way home. When I neared the cave, I saw Page eagerly waiting for me, fetch stick in her mouth. As soon as she saw Milo though, she dropped it.

“That’s right, girl,” I said, running up to her. “We’ve got a rescue!”
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Page and Milo dashed inside, and I could tell Milo was already relaying the rescue mission to her. I walked into the cave and set down my laundry. Wink and Noah entered the cave behind me. I was so nervous to find out where in the world I was going to be heading. I kept myself busy by greeting Molly—she was finally awake and lounging in front of the fire. All the other wolves were here too. My guess is that as soon as I got close to the cave, Everest heard my thoughts (that’s one of his powers) and gathered the others.

Suddenly, Page ran over to the globe on my desk and pointed to a spot. She knew the location of the rescue! I walked over and examined the region of the map under her cold, wet nose. There’s an animal that needs our help in . . . the JAGGED PEAKS?!
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I couldn’t believe what Page and Milo were telling me. The jagged peaks are a very dangerous territory west of our home in the taiga. The mountains there are so high that the snow never melts—even on the hottest day of summer. An expedition to the jagged peaks would be very strenuous (that means it would take a lot of strength and energy). Not to mention I’m a little scared of heights . . .

Did I say I’m a little afraid of heights? Okay, I’m A LOT afraid of them. And the jagged peaks are . . . VERY HIGH. I’m pretty nervous about going there.

I’ve been to the mountains once before. There is a mountain range just north of our cave with a tundra biome. We went there in search of the Arctic wolf ancestors of my pack. We found them, but we also ran into a lot of trouble, including freezing temperatures, a polar bear, and an avalanche!

We won’t be running into any polar bears in the jagged peaks, but the biome is home to another fierce predator: the grizzly bear. While polar bears mainly hunt seals in the ocean, the grizzly bears we may encounter in the jagged peaks prey upon larger mammals, such as elk, deer, and even moose. The rest of their diet is made up of the plants, berries, and grasses that cover the hills around their home. And because food is sometimes hard to find, they can be VERY territorial.
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I walked over to my wooden rocking chair and sat down. I was mulling (thinking) over an important decision. I had to decide which wolf to bring with me to the jagged peaks. You see, each of my wolves has a different ability.

For example, Addison is the brainiest wolf and is really good with directions. I’d bring her if we were going somewhere like another forest, where we could get lost easily. Basil has super speed. Everest can camouflage—meaning that he can match the ground around him, making him almost invisible (and he can hear my thoughts). Noah is the best swimmer, so he’d be my choice for any rescue in a water biome. Tucker is a healer—I’d definitely take him if an animal was gravely injured. And Wink is indestructible. He can go to just about any biome and be totally fine. Better than fine—he’d be able to protect me from any attack . . . whether it’s a rambunctious rhino, an ornery orca, or a hostile hippo.
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I wish I could take them all with me. But it’s risky enough taking just one of them. I can’t chance traveling with my entire pack to places where there might be other people. We have to stay hidden.

Before I decided which wolf would join me, I wanted to know what animal we were going to (hopefully) be rescuing. I asked Page a series of questions to determine which animal in the jagged peaks needed our help:

Does it fly?

Does it swim?

Does it walk? WOOF!

Is it hurt?

Lost?

Stuck? WOOF!

Is it young?

Is it old?

Not young or old? GRRR.

Wait . . . is it more than one animal? WOOF! WOOF! WOOF!
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Page barked three times. That meant we had not one, not two, but THREE animals in need of rescuing. Three what, though?

I thought about what kind of animals could get stuck in the rocky terrain of the mountains. And then it came to me. I looked at Page and said, “They can walk, but can they also . . . climb?” Page excitedly spun around in a circle, and I knew that I was right. I couldn’t believe it. Milo was sending me on a mission to rescue a stuck mountain goat family!

Here’s the thing: I’ve seen a lot of wild animals in my life. I’ve encountered foxes, deer, moose, porcupines, otters, raccoons, and badgers. And, obviously, I’ve seen wolves. After all, I share a cave with six! I’ve even seen a mountain lion . . . but I have never, ever, EVER seen a mountain goat.
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And that’s because they live in places that humans rarely travel to: subalpine and alpine biomes that are below and above the tree line. The tree line is the elevation level in the world where trees can’t grow because the high altitude means the air is really, really cold. The next time you look at a tall mountain, see if you can spot the tree line. If the mountain is high enough, it will be covered in snow with no trees! That’s an alpine biome. And right below it, the subalpine biome, is a region that can have the most beautiful forests of evergreen trees and mountain lakes filled with crystal-blue glacier water.
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Wouldn’t that be a beautiful place to live? Mountain goats got really lucky in the habitat department. And they are the perfect animals to live there too. Not only do they have thick, wooly coats to keep them warm, but they also have hooves that are made for climbing up jagged peaks. I don’t have hooves, but hopefully my hiking boots will do the trick!

I can’t believe I’m going on a rescue expedition to the jagged peaks biome. I gave Page a pat on the head and nodded to Milo, as if to say, We’ve got this. But then I stood up from my chair to see all six of my wolves standing around the cave with worried expressions on their faces. “Come on, you guys!” I said. “When has there ever been a rescue we couldn’t do?”
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I guess I can’t blame them for being nervous. They know how cold
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