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Blizzard of
Sorrows

The snows were piling up and Lupa had
no idea if she would find shelter on this desolate mountain. She
had wandered for days, and what little food she had was gone, as
was her water. It had all started a few days before. Despite the
lateness of the year, her family had sent her through the pass with
a pair of her older cousins as guards to meet the man she had been
betrothed to. She had never met him, but was to be wed to him this
very day had she made it through the pass. The mountains, as
always, were treacherous and they had not even made the high pass
before calamity had struck. To their credit, her cousins had
shielded her from the worst of the avalanche with their bodies, and
gave their lives to save her own, but by the time she managed to
dig from beneath the snow and begin trekking toward what she
thought must be her own village, she was numb with cold and
shivering in fear. Night was coming in the mountains, and the cold
fall winds were picking up. She had managed to crawl into the lee
of a great log that had fallen sometime past that night and kept a
fire going strong all night to keep from freezing to
death.

The next morning she had continued on
toward the village, or so she thought, but by evening she realized
that she had only moved deeper into the mountains and by now she
was quite lost. She stopped for the night, thinking to backtrack in
the morning by just following her tracks back to the pass, but a
snow fell that night and into the next morning, and she had no way
to know which way to go. Picking a direction that should have led
her out of the mountains she began to walk, and had spent most of
the day trudging along. The weather had turned worse once more at
midday, and now she was growing more and more desperate. It was
only an hour before that she had finally recognized a landmark. The
mountain of Helgajfell lay immediately in her path, and left Lupa
wondering if she was alive or dead. Perhaps she had died and this
journey was her souls through the frozen waists of death to her
resting place on the holy mountain. She wondered that she could
still feel the cold now that she had died, and hoped that there was
indeed a comfortable resting place for her on the mountain as she
turned toward it.

Even as she reached the foot of the
mountain and began to climb, the heavy clouds had begun to dump
snow in great quantities from the heavens. The climb was
treacherous, but the greatest danger now was being caught on the
slope with the heavy snow in darkness, and the gale force winds and
lightening for company. Lupa knew that if she were not dead, she
soon would be, and there was little short of a miracle to prevent
that. Still, she climbed steadily in the hope that the gods had not
forsaken her no matter her corporeal state, and felt certain that
somehow she would come through the storm, but it was a daunting
task none the less.

As she plodded on through the growing
drifts her mind wandered back to the ultimate cause of her current
situation. She had never wanted to marry some stranger who would
most likely not think much more of her than she would have him. She
couldn’t love him she was certain, for she was already in love with
another, and that had led to the problem. Melos was boy she had
grown up with, and being the only other child born in the same
summer they had often played together as children. When they were
older, they had continued to spend a lot of time together, and as
they matured they had begun sharing things that neither of their
families would approve of.

Only days before, they had been caught
in the act by her father, and seeing the two of them, naked in one
another’s arms, joined in the most intimate of fashions was enough
to send him into a rage. He had beaten the boy horribly, to the
point that Lupa prayed to the gods that he would live, and drug her
forcefully to their home. Placing a guard upon her night and day he
had tried to insure that she received no word of him, as he
prepared to send her away. He was worried that her new husband
would feel disgraced by her impurity, and ruin his name. Lupa
thought that the cold and distant man who was her father had truly
become a monster.

She wished more than anything to see
her love once more, but feared that he too might well be dead. Her
younger sister had managed to get word to her that Melos had lived
and had left the village, but she didn’t know if that was true. It
could have been just a rumor started to cover up his death, or even
her sister trying to ease her pain, knowing that she would never
see Melos again anyway. The boy with the beautiful blue eyes
consumed her thoughts, and distracted her from the pain of her
journey.

In her current state, she hardly
noticed that the coming darkness and the increasing intensity of
the storm had reduced her world to know more than a few feet, and
before long, she would not be able to even see her own hand held in
front of her face. Finally, looking up and recognizing her
predicament, Lupa began to cast about for shelter. She had only
minutes, she was sure, before she was caught out in the blackness,
and if she were not already dead, certainly she would become so
before nights end.

There was nothing in sight but drifting
snow, and as she drug herself along through the thigh deep drifts,
she began to despair. It was only moments until the darkness was
complete, and she had seen nothing that offered even the faintest
hope of shelter. Suddenly, out of the whirling snow, something
appeared. The image framed in the blizzard only heightened her
already overwhelming sense of despair, as since childhood, it was
an image she had been taught to fear.

The wolf made no move to leap at her,
merely stared at her through pale blue eyes that made Lupa gasp.
His eyes looked just like Melos’s! She wondered anew if she was
dead, and if this was Melos himself come to seek her in the
afterlife. She couldn’t imagine why he would chose to appear as
such a frightful creature if this was so, but the eyes that stared
at her with such intensity made her forget her momentary
fright.

Suddenly the wolf turned away, taking a
couple of steps before turning to look at her. She was certain,
though she knew neither why nor how, that the beast wished her to
follow him, and as the light was failing faster, she didn’t feel
she had any choice. Perhaps he was leading her to his den, so that
he could eat her in comfort, but at least her suffering would end,
so she took a tentative step in his direction.

The wolf walked slowly ahead, leading
her up the mountain at an angle. They had gone no more than a few
hundred yards when she found the small stone cottage. The wolf went
inside and she followed. Inside there was some snow as the roof was
only partially intact, but there was a neatly stacked pile of wood
near the cold hearth and ignoring the wolf setting to one side, she
set to work trying to make a fire. The wolf sat back on its
haunches watching her, but never making a sound as she labored.
Lupa knew she should have been terrified of the great beast whose
malevolent fame was the stuff of nightmares in her village, but the
cold and heartbreak had numbed her so thoroughly that she had no
fear of the beast.

When finally after long minutes she
managed to get a spark unto the bit of dried moss kept by the
hearth for this reason, and a tiny sputtering flame began, the wolf
finally moved. It laid down now, with its great head on its pause
and whined. Lupa knew that fire supposed to scare wolves away, but
instead this one’s behaviors and the look in those strange eyes
suggested satisfaction. Lupa went back to work quickly, banking the
tiny flame and carefully adding kindling until a small but strong
little flame was burning bright, fighting back against the cold
boldly. The fire guttered occasionally in the drafty room, but soon
it was big enough that Lupa could relax, and enjoy the life giving
heat that the fire provided.

“Now if I only had
something to eat” she said aloud to herself. She cringed as the
wolf rose to all fours, but watched sadly as the beast bounded out
the door that was swiftly filling with snow. “That is my fortune
right there, always left alone” she said, oddly comforted by her
own voice. “I guess I need to try and fortify my shelter a little
bit” she said.

Digging around the snow where the door
hole was, she found the door. It was worn and broken in a few
places, but with the help of a couple of the beams that had fallen
from the roof she managed to prop it up. Immediately the wind
inside the small room was greatly reduced, and indeed she only felt
a small draft. As the flame, no longer fighting the wind, began to
swell robustly she could feel the heat filling the room despite the
escaping heat of the roof. There was little she could do about the
roof digging around in the remainder of the room she found the
remnants of some bedding, and with a little effort managed to
string them up around the area near the fire to further block the
wind and trap the heat. It wasn’t all the comforts of home but it
was more comfort than she had known since leaving home.

Probably an hour had passed when she
heard the scratching at the door. At first she was reluctant, but
the very canine bark that came from door when she didn’t open it
drew her to open her curtains, and look through a crack in the
door. The wolf was back, and in its mouth it carried what looked
like a large rabbit. Was he returning to his den with his catch, or
had he somehow understood her desire for food earlier and was
providing? That was hard to believe, but then he hadn’t attacked
her, nor was he afraid of the fire, both of which were as far as
Lupa knew very unusual behaviors in a wolf. On impulse she pulled
the bottom of the door out to allow just space enough for the big
wolf to slip through, and was only mildly surprised when he did
just that.

He strolled over near the fire, shaking
himself to rid his coat of the quickly melting snow. As he dropped
the rabbit in front of the fire, he moved back to the edge of the
room and once more he lay down. None of this made sense, but sense
or no, Lupa hadn’t eaten since the avalanche and she quickly went
to the rabbit, cleaning it with practiced skill. In no time at all
she had the rabbit roasting on the coals of her fire, and the wolf
seemed to smile at her contentedly. She harbored the amusing
thought that he found her too skinny and wished to fatten her
before eating her.

When the meat was done, she quickly
pulled it from the fire, devouring a good amount of the succulent
creature before remembering her manners. She tossed what remained
to her benefactor who looked at her carefully before looking down
at the meat in front of him and began to eat. He was so delicate
about it that Lupa was soon chuckling mirthfully. She had expected
him to use his big powerful jaws to crunch meat and bone alike, but
instead he picked at the rabbit, cleaning the meat from the bone
little by little. In the end, he picked up the carcass, which had
been stripped save for one large hind leg and walked over standing
right in front of Lupa who knelt by the fire. With little motions
of his head he held out the meat until Lupa got the hint and took
the carcass from him.

“Thank you” she said, and
was surprised by the little bow of his head.

This wolf seemed to understand her
every word and the deep expression in his blue eyes was unsettling,
but Lupa couldn’t resist her complaining stomach and soon was
eating the last bites of the rabbit. As she did the wolf crossed
the room once more and laid down, seeming to fall into a deep
slumber right away. Lupa was bone weary herself, and building up
the fire one last time, lay down in front of it and quickly passed
out.

 


Lycanthrope

When Lupa awoke, the vivid memories of
her dreams assailed her consciousness. In the night her dreams were
filled with images of the wolf, and of Melos. Even as the memory of
her dreams faded she remembered that it was one being, the wolf and
Melos, and that he had appeared before her in both guises, and at
least once she had watched in horror as her lover transformed
before her eyes into the very beast that had saved her.

The fire had gone out in the night, and
the temperature in the room had dipped very cold, but her back was
warm, and shifting her head slightly she discovered that the wolf
had lain down behind her, his great furry body against her own
keeping the chill at bay. When she finally worked up the
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