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Author’s Note

This book deals with “mature themes” including:


	Climate Change and Mass Extinction

	Police Brutality

	LGBT+ and Sexuality

	Poverty and Crime

	Rape/Sexual Assault

	Sex Trafficking

	Occasional cursing



None of these were particularly new topics when I was a young adult, and I can’t imagine things have gotten any better in the meantime.

If this book is banned in Florida, my life goals will be complete.

For more information about the very real impending ecological disasters described in this fictional story, please read the appendix.



Prologue: A Man Called Wolf

Listen: Wolf had been drinking, and he was driving. That is unacceptable, he knows. There is no excuse. There might’ve been other substances involved, too, he doesn’t know if they’d yet worked their way out of his system, you know? He was driving away from a week-long bender at an old friend, a new stranger’s house; the constant stream of visitors in and out, each on different drugs and in different stages of desperation.

Well. He wasn’t in good shape.

Wolf wasn’t seeing much, because it was black as black and he was driving well away from that city, its Inner District lights just a ghost on the horizon behind him. His headlights were nothing but pinpricks swallowed up by the asphalt. 

So even if he was drunk, or high, there probably wasn’t anything he could have done to stop that deer from leaping straight in front of his truck. All he sees, all he could possibly have seen is a flash of white as he hits it, then red as his face abruptly decelerates into the steering wheel.

His nose takes all the force.

Wolf fuzzes out a bit there, lost in the pain and blood and haze of intoxicants, but somehow, he pulls that truck to a stop after spinning a full 180, facing the wrong way down the highway, headlights pointed straight at that dead deer in the road. Even with his eyes fogged from pain, he can see it is dead. Its head was ripped nearly clean off.

Lucky, though, the truck is alright: bumper dented, windshield cracked, but the engine is still running.

Wolf feels obligated to drag the deer off the road, thinking about scavengers and the unlikely chances of another vehicle racing down the highway as they are trying to enjoy the meal. He steps out of the truck, leaving the door open with the lights and the ding ding alarm singing at him as he stumbles over.

When he approaches, he can see the deer’s abdomen rippling, like something is squirming inside, and his stomach churns along with it. Steeling himself, Wolf grabs its front legs and drags the corpse towards the shoulder of the road. It is heavier than he was expecting, and as he pulls, the deer’s head flops back, tongue sticking out, dragging along behind it by a strip of sinew. He does not notice that the convulsing within the deer grows stronger. He just pulls, again and again, and as soon as he gets to the side of the road something shoots out the other end.

That is when Wolf drops the deer and pukes, again and again, until he is stone cold sober, staring at a cloudy amniotic sac that had just been birthed onto the road by a dead deer.

He faints when he sees the hand, five perfect fingers pressed up against the translucent membrane. He lands pretty much face first, cutting his eyebrow on gravel. He is not out for long; before he is even aware, he is on his knees, tearing into the amniotic sac with his bare hands. Pulling out a fully formed human baby.

The amniotic fluid falls away from the newborn in a gush, and the cold air shocks it into a long, ear-shattering scream. The sound of it is mind-numbing, and Wolf sits frozen, staring at the shrieking thing before him, growing cold in the night air. He is in shock and bleeding from his face.

His eyes trail the umbilical cord, still attached to a meaty looking placenta hanging half out of the deer. He slips off his hoodie and wraps infant and placenta both in it, securing the package back to his truck where it is still warm. He keeps a knife in the center console, as well as a small first aid kit, both of which prove useful now. He uses the string from the hoodie to tie off the umbilical cord, which has ceased its weak pulsing. The tissue is slick and tougher than he expects, and the newborn’s screams leave him worried it can feel him cutting through it.

Sitting there, staring at what he now realizes is a newborn baby girl, her face all red and screaming under the dim overhead lights and the ding ding alarm still going off, this is the first time Wolf thinks, What the fuck?

It has been a long week.

The baby starts to quiet down, probably due to sheer exhaustion, as Wolf cleans it up and dries it off, then wraps it back up in the hoodie. She seems to like being wrapped up like that, he notices, snuggled up close like a cocoon. Wolf examines his own face in the tiny overhead mirror, his nose swollen and a cut above his eyebrow bleeding too much for its size, as head wounds tend to do. He staunches the nasal flow with gauze and roughly applies the sticky butterfly tape to close the gash on his head. All the while the newborn sits on his lap, silent now, staring up at his mangled face with swollen, unfocused grey eyes.

Urgent needs taken care of, Wolf now has time to think: What do you do? When you’re 17, injured, holding a baby what just came out of a dead deer, dead because of you, by the way? He could take the baby to Tia’s house, which is his house now, he supposes. Tia Elena, his mother’s sister, was just a couple weeks gone now. This explains Wolf’s past week, actually: the weight of all those months caring for her, watching her die, talking to doctors and lawyers and funeral directors. Wolf has not set foot in that house since watching her leave it in a body bag.

Problem is, that house is a good six hours away by highway, and the baby is here, grunting and snuffling around like it is hungry. Wolf looks out his windshield at the dead deer, oozing scarlet into gravel, and he wonders what the baby would have been eating if he hadn’t come along to kill it. Would she have nursed from the deer? Would the deer have laid there with it for weeks, months, years so it could grow so slow?

Wolf realizes he has to drive back to the town he has just left, where it is still late and past Off Hours, so he has to drive all the way through to the Inner District, where the streets are still lit and the occasional 24-hour store still open. He keeps the newborn buckled in the passenger seat next to him as he drives. He can hear his heart thumping in his chest the entire way, his nerves jangled and shot to hell.

Forgive him, Wolf does not know much about babies. He is seventeen years old, and the only diapers he has changed before were his Tia’s, those last couple weeks when it got really bad. He parks his truck in a dark corner of the pharmacy parking lot and leaves the newborn alone in the passenger seat as he browses through formula and diapers. There are too many options for both: liquids and powders and concentrates and pre-mixed; plain and sensitive and soy and hypoallergenic; bottles of all sorts of shapes and sizes. The diapers are easier once he realizes they are labelled: N for “Newborn.” Wolf even buys a set of tiny pajamas, also size N, grey fleece, dotted with tiny yellow ducklings. 

Signs on the shelves warn customers about a formula shortage: “Limit: 2 per customer.” The cashier reminds Wolf of it too, even though he is only carrying two containers: newborn, ready-to-serve. Wolf winces under the harsh lighting, certain the cashier’s scowl has something to do with the state of his face. There is still dried blood in his scruffy beard, and there is nothing to be done about the swollen nose. As soon as he pulls out cash, however, the cashier breaks out into a grin.

“The wife threw a hair dryer at my head, when our oldest was a week old,” he chuckles. “Won’t ever forget to stop on the way home again.” Wolf nods and pays quickly, the cost of the formula an unpleasant shock, and hurries out of the store, across the parking lot.

Wolf’s truck is hardly soundproof, and he can hear screaming as he approaches, but as soon as he picks up the bundle it seems to calm down, if only just a little. He struggles to fill a bottle one-handed, to work the nipple into the toothless gaping mouth of the newborn. It takes coaxing, but soon she is happily sucking down the sticky formula. He had filled the bottle, assuming she would be hungry, but she drinks less than an ounce before her eyes start to blink closed in a satiated slumber. He will have to throw the rest out.

The baby stays asleep as he unwraps the hoodie, which is now covered in black, sticky poop in addition to the remaining deer gore. Wolf cleans it off as best as he can with wipes, then dresses her; the diaper and pajamas are both a little too big, despite the N-size. He wraps her up again - in a clean shirt, since all his clothes are in the back seat - and starts the drive home.  The baby sleeps quietly in the passenger seat the entire time, waking only once for feeding and changing, then she is right back asleep.

Wolf and the baby, whom he names Elena, live at his, Tia’s, house for two months, while he learns about burping and diaper rash and sleepless nights and cradle cap and poop (so much poop). Then he sells the house, his childhood home, and uses some of the cash to buy an electric camper van, as well as a car seat suitable for infants. They like to be on the road; the Van can always lull baby Elena to sleep.
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Wolf tells Elena a lot of stories about her absent mother over the years, but the first time she believes him is when she is thirteen, and he tells her about the deer.

Part of it is his eyes, which Elena finds stunning and therefore spends an inordinate amount of time staring at: light brown with flecks of gold, like his namesake’s, and always darting around. Even when he is driving, he’ll risk glances off the road, over to the schoolwork or a watercolor Elena is hunched over in the passenger seat. They cross over her face, to the side mirror, the rearview mirror, back to the road. Always moving, always watching out.

But when he tells the deer story, his eyes never leave the road. Not even once.

Part of it is also because of something that had happened many years before; it is one of Elena’s earliest memories. They had stopped at a campground off a highway somewhere in Appalachia. Wolf was distracted by the septic pump, while an only recently mobile Elena examined the forest. She had learned to walk so late; her specific developmental delay left Wolf with a false sense of security, the erroneous belief she would not, could not wander off.

The forest was a beautiful and enticing place, trees shrouded in fog, into which she immediately wandered. She still vividly remembers the scent of mist and pine; the different birds, each singing their own tune; trees whispering in the wind; a cricket somewhere chirping. To Elena, it sounded like the forest was calling her name.

She kept walking, deeper and deeper into the woods, until she came upon a clearing, brightly lit compared to the shade of the forest. There she found a family of deer grazing: two does, two fawns, a stag with velvety antlers. They froze and so did Elena, staring at each other, time standing still. Then a sweet smell in the wind, and the tension broke, and the deer returned to grazing. The fawns were the same size as the girl, and they bounced and played for several minutes before, overcome by sudden exhaustion, she laid down with them in a warm beam of sunlight.

They were awoken by the sound of Wolf, calling, desperate, panicked. The deer fled, springing off on tight, thin legs; and Elena burst into tears, incomprehensibly lonely.

The deer tale is also the last story Wolf ever tells about Elena’s birth, further cementing her belief in it. Now that she is old enough to wander off at rest stops without causing a panic, she takes every opportunity to look for more deer, but has thus far been unsuccessful. They are nearly extinct, according to the news. Like most animals.

Elena’s initial delay in walking was largely a consequence of growing up in the Van; despite young Wolf’s best efforts, there is never enough room in a van for a toddler to sufficiently stretch their legs. The Van is a quaint little vehicle, with solar panels lining the roof and a two-burner electric mini-stove for cooking. There is a table and bench that folds into a bed if needed, which is never, because it is just the two of them. Wolf sleeps in a bunk over the front, and Elena takes a mattress in the back, partitioned off by a heavy velvet green curtain. It would make her room unbearably dark if not for the moth holes scattered throughout, letting in little stars of light from the main room. There is a closet of a bathroom with a sit-down shower that pumps sun-warmed recycled grey water into a weak overhead spray, and a chemical toilet that gets pumped out at campgrounds.

There are no windows in the back of the Van, just the windshield and two front door windows. The outside panels are solid white, designed for obscurity. From the outside, it looks like a regular transport vehicle.

Theirs is one of the few private vehicles left on the roads. Officially, Wolf is an independent agent, transportation class. He does private deliveries, special cargo, long-haul pet transport: the kinds of things the wealthy cannot trust with the Federated Postal Service. In reality, he is a smuggler, and for the longest time Elena was not allowed to ask what was hidden in various nooks and storage areas around the Van. Wolf does not know that she learned how to pick the locks he uses to secure them when she was nine.

It is nothing exciting like drugs or exotic seeds. Wolf deals in electronics: old cell phones with cracked screens and bloated lithium batteries; laptops missing their hard drives; children’s toys with tiny midi-speakers and LCD screens. They are taken illegally from landfills by junkrats who sell them to Wolf for cheap; then he illegally smuggles them to often-armed, always-unmarked warehouses in the cities, where they will be illegally refurbished for the black market. Those untraceable electronics are high demand goods for hackers and criminals.

And Wolf just carries them back and forth in his little Van.

Never mind, it keeps food on the table. He chooses to smuggle these goods, these harmless goods with little value, to keep Elena safe. She is an illegal child: unregistered, unlicensed, unschooled, except for the worksheets Wolf makes her fill out on her tablet while he drives. 

Elena does not enjoy the worksheets; she really does not enjoy math. She does enjoy reading, sometimes, and she especially enjoys listening to Wolf’s audiobooks. They come on shiny plastic disks with such little storage that the books have to be broken up into five, six, sometimes over a dozen parts. Sometimes a disk is absent, and they miss entire chapters. With all the contraband he smuggles, Elena wonders why Wolf does not find something better than an ancient Discman for listening to books.

But mostly, Elena enjoys colors, blurring in the landscape as they speed past. She enjoys lines, like the hard white ones contrasting on the road; the colorful ones lighting the dashboard; the sleek curves of the synthetic microplush bucket seats they sit in for 6-8 hours a day. Shadows, darkening under Wolf’s eyes the morning before a rough mid-district drop-off; darkening the alleys, despite the Van’s headlights and the orange lights overhead; darkening the woods next to the highway, with darker shadows hiding within.

Wolf calls Elena a dreamer. He grew up in a world with animals, if not in abundance, then at least with diversity: not just deer but elk and moose and even bison; songbirds, each with their own charming music; butterflies in every color of the rainbow and even some beyond our own perception. The now roaming packs of wild dogs and coyote hybrids once ran alongside such ignoble predators as wolves, mountain lions, and bears. Rats and mice were joined by squirrels with fluffy tails, groundhogs, prairie dogs. Enormous herbivores, like rhinos and elephants, grew huge on nothing but grass and leaves.

“Nah,” he corrects Elena. “Rhinos were extinct by the time I was born.”

It’s not like they’re all gone, but whatever’s left just isn’t all that great. Cockroaches and blowflies; rats the size of your head; wild dogs and hybrids; kudzu and prickly thistle. The very same feral cats that hunted small birds and mammals to extinction. Elena has never even seen a reptile, or an amphibian.

She might be a dreamer, but she’s pretty sure the world she is growing up in is a nightmare.

. . .

Wolf can remember seeing an elephant at the zoo once, when he was just a little kid. He remembers cotton candy and the smell of sunscreen, and Tia lifting him up onto her shoulders so he could see past the crowds. The elephant was a great wrinkled grey thing, but alone in the zoo it looked so small. The keeper wielded a heavy iron hook and gave the elephant a whole watermelon. The elephant crushed it like a grape, watermelon exploding into fruit guts and juice gore. The zookeeper explained that elephants were extinct in the wild, and this was one of the last on the planet.

Wolf tried taking Elena to a zoo, once, when she was probably the same age, but she cried the entire time. She loved animals, had spent hours looking at pictures in an animal encyclopedia, pointing to each one and demanding to know what it was. Not just common name but Genus species, too. Wolf was useless at answering, distracted as he was by driving, so Elena was forced to teach herself how to read so she could decipher the names. Then she proceeded to memorize them all.

Wolf thought she would like to see animals in real life, but she couldn’t stand to see them caged up. There wasn’t a whole lot left, anyway – a box of monkeys, some bored looking hyenas, definitely no elephants. They left pretty quick, the $50 each ticket price gone down the drain, irking Wolf only a little.

One of the benefits of raising a kid on the road, Wolf has found, is the ability to visit things like libraries and parks and art museums; the wealth of the Inner Districts that are usually gatekept by the ability to afford the right zip code.

“We have no zip code,” he explains. “Ergo.”

The libraries are where Wolf gets his audiobooks in their dusty disused stacks of plastic cases. Sometimes they are even boxed up and tucked away in the basements, you just have to find them. Since he doesn’t have a library card for any city, let alone every city, he just trades them out, this for that. The librarians don’t have to know.

He especially likes listening to old science fiction, books from before even Tia’s time – when dreams of the future meant flying cars and space travel and new life in new civilizations. He found a box of paperbacks in the attic of her house one summer before his first (and only) year of high school. Real, physical books from the 20th century, musky and dusty. They were his abuelo’s, probably; he had been an English literature teacher, way back when. Wolf never got around to reading them, so he is always looking out for the titles, their familiar covers.

Prone to fighting and lacking any real interest or motivation, Wolf did poorly in school; he was classed as “barely literate” by his remedial English teacher. After Tia’s diagnosis he jumped at the opportunity to drop out and care for his dying aunt. Hers was the cancer afflicting an unfathomable percentage of the generation, caused by this or that virus; the one that resulted in a cold in most cases, but in others festered quietly in the lungs for years before metastasizing into a terminal cancer seemingly overnight. It was three years before a vaccine was developed.

Don’t think about the plague. Don’t think about the extinctions. Don’t think about the disappearing coastlines and the desert taking over the Midwest.

Just drive.

This is not a world Wolf would want to bring a child into, but he had little choice in the matter with regards to Elena. So, he tries to make it tolerable, driving her around the country to see the last vestiges of modern civilization, tucked safely away in the Inner Districts; and the last of the wilderness, mostly privately owned and expensive. He encourages her passions, her love for animals, her art, even her fits and mood swings.

He does not grade her worksheets.

When she is sixteen, Wolf attempts to teach Elena how to drive. It is not difficult with an electric Van; there are no sticks to manually shift, few other vehicles to contend with beyond the occasional long-haul truck that towers over them, rumbling like a monster on speed. Elena holds smoothly in the lane, foot perched over the pedals, speedometer pointing to a number at least five mph below the speed limit. Teaching someone how to drive is a lesson in patience, Wolf thinks, and also trust.

Then Elena screams, her foot slams on the brake; she swerves right, then left, over-correcting and Wolf is reminded painfully of the accident so many years ago when his head cracks against the passenger-side window. Then it is over, and no one is seriously harmed, but Elena is still sobbing in the driver’s seat, hands white against the steering wheel, incoherent.

“There... was...” she stutters. Wolf looks around desperately, the road empty for miles. “It was... It...” She is still sobbing, and Wolf leans over awkwardly, half hugging her, his other hand shifting the Van to park. Elena’s foot presses hard against the brake still. “In the road.”

A kitten, it turns out, a ball of asphalt-grey fluff splayed in the middle of the lane, too young to be alone; its eyes look like they only just opened in response to its near-death experience. The Van had travelled harmlessly over it, but the mother is half a smear on the road nearby, victim of some other vehicle. Elena cradles the kitten in the passenger seat, cooing as it mewls pathetically, and Wolf is once again reminded of That Day.

“They drove the hummingbirds extinct,” he reminds her.

“Not this one,” she purrs. She names it Adam, and their little Van gets a little more crowded. For the next few weeks, Elena dedicates herself to the tiny terror: waking through the night to feed him out of a little dropper, giggling as his tiny goblin ears wiggle in tune to the sucking; taking care each time to clean the sticky milk from his fur and rub him down with a warm, damp paper towel to stimulate bowel movements.

Adam grows quickly, from helpless round ball to scrawny, hyperactive kitten, overly fond of racing around the Van at three in the morning. The kitten’s rapid growth is reminiscent of baby Elena, who went from swallowed up by N-size clothing to nearly as tall as Wolf, already. His long fur makes Wolf sneeze.

Elena declines any further driving lessons. Although she does not mind living in the Van, she finds more and more she prefers the times when they have stopped, especially when they stop at a wilderness area. Elena truly enjoys walking, despite or maybe because of her initial delays as a car seat-bound toddler. She thinks that maybe she would be happy just walking around the country, as Wolf seems to enjoy driving it.

Keeping Adam and his razor-sharp claws safely tucked away in the Van, she wanders among the trees, straining to hear the song of the wild that she so clearly remembers. Increasingly, she finds the woods eerily silent. She has better luck finding animals in the cities: pigeons and sparrows squabble for scraps on the pavement, then scurry away at the CAW caw of a distant crow. Ducks occupy nearly every artificial water feature. Once, she swears she saw the orange glint of a fox, ducking down a back street behind some houses. It was probably just another cat.

The view outside the Van grows increasingly desolate.

. . .

Wolf spots the hitchhiker first; Elena has unfocused her eyes, allowing the brown and grey of the landscape before them blur into a dark void. There has been a wildfire recently, and the air is still tinged with smoke. At first Wolf is tense, but as they approach, he realizes it is tiny, just a child before them; no older than Elena. She has finally noticed the strange figure and is sitting up straight, straining to see, demanding Wolf pull over.

“No way,” “Not safe,” excuses tumble out of him before he can voice them. Somehow, the Van is slowing, pulling over. The hazard lights are flashing. “No!” Wolf shouts, but Elena is already out the door, racing towards the hitchhiker. He follows, barely faster than the girl, gets his body between them, just in case.

Just in case, what?

The kid is small and pale, wide blue eyes hidden behind thick glasses and curly hair that is light in both color and weight; it bounces around their skull as their head bobs.

Their face is utterly serious and their voice barely more than a whisper. “My name is Ozymandias,” they say. No kidding.
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Ozymandias, who typically just goes by Oz, has a secret, one they have been living with for the entire twelve years, three months, and three days they have been on this Earth:

Oz lives with bees in their chest.

The bees live in their thoracic cavity, building comb with wax to fill the space between their lungs and heart. They fly in and out through a hole in their chest between the ribs, where the dry skin has folded inwards. They are not honey bees, but small, fuzzy, black things that Oz has yet to identify. The bees eat meat, mixing scavenged flesh with nectar in their stomachs and producing a sickly-sweet smelling paste that they feed to their larvae. They do not bother Oz; indeed, Oz has grown rather fond of them over the years.

Largely as a consequence of this secret, Oz has never met another person their age before now. They were raised in an isolated mountain cabin by their mother (who was gone more often than not) and grandmother, and indeed Oz has met very few people at all. The girl before them now is taller than them; her coppery skin is darker, her eyes a stormy grey, her hair short and black and straight. She is the opposite of Oz in nearly every visual way, but looks vaguely similar to their grandmother, who was part Inupiaq Native Alaskan. Like many tribal names, Inupiat simply means, “the people.”

Oz’s grandmother lived during a time when there was snow in the Arctic Circle. Not just the light dusting it gets now, or the freezing rain that coats everything in thin sheets of glass, but true, thick white flakes that never melted and blanketed the ground in stacked layers from September to May at least.

“Arctic comes from the Greek word ἄρκτος,” Oz explains, tracing the invisible Greek on the table, trying to ignore the queasiness in their stomach, the angry buzzing in their chest. They have never travelled inside a vehicle before – they sit on a bench at a folding melamine table, a lap belt drawn loosely across their thighs, which they do not think will protect them in the event of a crash. “It means ‘bear,’ so that the Arctic is bear-land, and the Antarctic is no-bear-land. But technically, the entire world is a no-bear-land, because bears went extinct.” Oz has a tendency to ramble.

Their grandmother remembers snow in the Arctic because she lived there, not exactly there but near enough that it still snowed every winter. She grew up in a town called Nome, at the tip of a peninsula that is now buried underwater. She lived far enough south that the endless Arctic winter nights weren’t; even on the solstice, nighttime was broken up by a few hours of thin, watery daylight. Or, if you were nocturnal, the endless summer days were broken up by a few hours of thin, watery darkness.

Nome was the endpoint of an annual dog-sled race called the Iditarod, which started in 1973, before even Oz’s grandmother was born, and ended when the permafrost melted one summer and never returned. Oz’s grandmother, Miss Pearl Marie, was the last champion dog racer.

The legend behind the Iditarod is: in 1925, the coldest winter in twenty years, there was an outbreak of diphtheria in Nome. The only treatment was an antitoxin serum, but the town had run out. Teams of dog sleds carried the serum across the state of Alaska, over 600 miles, in less than a week.

“The worst part is Balto is famous for it, even though he only ran the last 50 miles or so. Another dog named Togo ran over five times further, but no one’s ever heard of him.” Oz scoffs as though personally insulted by the lack of recognition for Togo. 

Elena, who has heard of neither Balto nor Togo, remains silent, feeling odd sitting next to the strange child at the table instead of her usual spot in the passenger seat. From the front, Wolf, who has heard of Balto but not Togo, also elects not to share this information. He is still wary of this hitchhiker, who is definitely too young to hitchhike, and who is still vague on their destination.

“I just need a library,” they had declared upon boarding the Van, lugging a duffle bag nearly as big as they are. They seemed unaware of where they were currently, and reticent about where they had come from. They avoid eye contact and mumble quite a lot.

“Where is your gran now, kid?” Wolf calls back, glancing in the rearview mirror, which is really only there for show – there are no back windows to view. It is angled towards the table, which the hitchhiker is staring at intently as they tap rhythmically with their fingers. They have a loose silver bracelet draped on their wrist, dangling charms ringing as they tap.

“She died,” they reply, voice flat, “four days ago.” Now they are terse, interest in the conversation lost.

Oz’s grandmother had been old, and they both knew it was coming, ever since the day she collapsed, crumpled to the ground in the bathroom. When she awoke her face was half-frozen, her arm and leg weak and useless, and Oz had to half carry her to her bed, which she never left. On the last day, Oz held her hand, cold and bloodless under skin as grey and delicate as wood ash; listened as her voice faded, her clouded eyes slackened, her pulse fluttered weaker and weaker until it was gone. Then Oz was alone in the cabin, save for the bees; but no one can know about those.

Elena wants to touch their hand, to ease the constant tapping with perhaps some comfort, but they quickly withdraw, cringing away from the air of touch. Without the tapping, she notices a strange sound coming from the younger child, as though they are humming softly. “Do you have anyone else?” she asks.

“Po disappeared,” some months ago (5 months, 17 days). Doctor Elizabeth Opal Miller: climate scientist and environmental activist. Even Wolf has heard of her, if only by infamy - Opal Miller is public enemy number one in the eyes of the oil oligarchs. Her disappearance has not yet made it to the mainstream media.

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg
Wild Tl1i118$

Liz Bog sha

@ @





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





