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        Wolves are beautiful creatures. They deserve to be protected.

        Support their protection by going to relistwolves.org now.
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      Den – Home

      False wolves – Dogs

      Suns/Moons – Days

      Moon cycle – One month

      Mother Wolf – “God”/Mother Nature/Spirit

      Season – One year

      Shadow pass – Hour

      Smoking sticks – Guns

      Span’s distance – A mile

      Stolen sunrise – Fire pit

      Sun pass – One day

      Sun’s fall – Sunset

      Sun’s fever – Fire
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      The coffee was bitter on her tongue. It always had been, but she’d relied on it during her studies. It had become a rather masochistic need to drink it before a big day. And this was an important day. So, of course, she was running late.

      Jamie only lived five minutes away from campus, yet every day, no matter how prepared she was, she always ended up running late. She’d only just managed to fill her coffee thermos with the magical black liquid before running out. Now, as she chugged the drink, ignoring the burning of her tongue, she speed-walked across campus grounds and towards the back building.

      Why does his office have to be on the farthest side of the university? Is he trying to make it hard for me to see him? Jamie thought irritably as she ran down the corridor, her trainers squeaking against the floor as she went.

      Passing by all the other professors’ offices, Jamie eventually came to the last one. Sitting dead centre at the far end of the corridor was the door labelled “Dr W. Gander-Yoon, Head of the Anthrozoology Department.” With a breath, she knocked on the door. Instantly she received a somewhat frustrated “you’re late” as the sign to enter the room.

      The door opened with a creak that had Jamie cringing. Entering and closing the door behind her, she turned towards the occupied desk in the centre of the room. Hunched over an old-fashioned oak table that was in serious need of replacing, with his glasses dangling on the edge of his nose, was Professor Gander-Yoon, who continued to tap away at his computer as she came closer.

      Jamie immediately noticed the bags under his eyes and the takeaway boxes in the bin. It looked as if he hadn’t slept or eaten properly in days. She could’ve sworn his hair had even greyed more.

      “Dad, you really need to learn the benefit of self-care.”

      With a glance up to her, he laughed and gestured to the chair in front of his desk. “Says Miss In-the-Library-Till Three-in-the-Morning-All-Weekend.”

      Jamie laughed too, realising she had forgotten to cover her own bags with makeup that morning.

      “You know I’ve got to get my report in for the end-of-year project.” She dropped heavily into the free chair.

      He nodded his head in acknowledgement and turned away from his computer. “Is that why you were late today? You know we only have about” – he checked his watch – “twenty minutes left before I have my meeting.”

      Jamie had to bite back a sigh. Her dad never compromised his time for her. They only managed to get half an hour together every week, and yet each time they got to spend together, it was always with one eye on the clock. Jamie could be neither early or stay late as he always had something important before and after her. It’s why she was still kicking herself for waking up late.

      “Yeah, sorry,” she said. “I know you’re busy. I tried to get here as soon as I could, but Professor Alicaster decided I needed a further email enquiring about my dissertation.” She rolled her eyes. “And because of that late-night email, I barely got any sleep trying to come up with something.”

      Professor Alicaster had had it out for Jamie since she started her undergrad four years ago. And that hadn’t changed even as she was coming to the end of her post-graduate course. Jamie still didn’t understand why she had an issue with her.

      “Did she offer any help with your essay topic?” her dad asked. He was always looking on the bright side of Jamie’s mortal enemies’ actions.

      “She just said to hurry up and figure out what I want to write.”

      Her father frowned. “You’re still struggling with what it is you want to write about?” She averted her eyes in embarrassment. “Why not write about the wolf-girl you met as a child?”

      Jamie turned to him, surprised. “What? Artemis?”

      He took a bite of a cookie that he had pulled from somewhere and then pointed it at her. “It’d be an interesting focus on the connection between humans and animals. Especially in relation to feral children. That and” – he smiled – “it’s probably your most personal story. Professors love personal stories.”

      Her father passed her a cookie of her own, which she took and immediately began munching on, lost in thought.

      Could I write about Artemis? What would I even write? That I met a wild wolf-girl as a child and have been obsessed with her ever since? That I chose this career because of her? She rolled her eyes at herself. Yeah, because that won’t make me sound crazy at all.

      “Or maybe something in the same vein,” her father continued, seemingly catching onto her internal conflict. “I’m sure I have my old paper around somewhere if you’re in need of some inspiration or guidance.”

      “Thanks, Dad.” Jamie smiled. “I appreciate it, really. But I don’t think a paper on human and wolf relations during the medieval era would help me. It’s not my area of expertise. As interesting as it was.”

      Jamie didn’t want to admit that reading her dad’s research always frustrated her to a degree – seeing the dates and knowing that, when he was writing the piece, he had left her behind somewhere. She may have chosen the same area of study as him, but that didn’t mean she was going to follow the same path.

      “I understand,” he replied. “Why don’t you look at the family dynamics of wolves and their young in relation to their domestication?” he said with a shrug before pulling out another cookie. “Whatever you decide, you know I’ll support you.”

      “I know,” she said. “Thank you.”

      After that, the two of them sat and chewed on snacks in comfortable silence. Seriously, where is he getting all these snacks from? she thought, smiling as he threw her her favourite treat, Choco Pies. It was her mum, Seon-mi’s, favourite. Jamie’s heart always felt warm when she ate it, almost as if her mum had given them to her herself.

      As she ate, she thought about how the two of them used to sneak these treats before dinnertime and hide in Jamie’s poorly made fort at their old house. They’d each have a turn to take a bite, and to make it more fun, they would make a game out of how loud they could get with their eating until her dad would find them.

      Jamie’s throat got tight, and eventually, she found herself unable to eat any more without thinking about the past. It didn’t help that her dad’s office was practically a time capsule of her mum.

      The room looked more like hers than his. She liked to decorate a lot, and her mark was everywhere. From the plush red sofa by the window and its decorative handmade cushions to the array of family photos on the bookshelf and desk.

      The photo that always faced the visitors chair at her dad’s desk was Jamie’s favourite. It was just of her mum, wrapped up in a huge winter coat, with mittens, giant boots, and the biggest smile on her face. She looked absolutely freezing, but she was clearly loving every minute of it.

      “It’s my favourite picture too,” her dad’s voice broke through her trip down memory lane. “It was the first time we met; did I tell you that?”

      “No, you didn’t,” Jamie lied with a smile.

      She watched as her dad lit up when he began telling the story. Jamie was sure he knew that she knew the story by now, but he always told it when she asked. And Jamie always listened.

      “Your mother, as you know, had a thing for stirring up trouble with the authorities...” he began as Jamie’s gaze was drawn back to her mum’s photo.

      As she stared at the picture, she couldn’t help but pick up the similarities between her and her mum. Same dark hair that framed her face, deep warm brown eyes, and tanned skin that stood out from the snow around her. The both of them were polar opposites of Jamie’s dad, but that made them love him more. Even if he worked too hard and rarely saw them for much of Jamie’s childhood. Jamie didn’t mind it too much when her mum was around. But after her mum died, Jamie was alone.

      It had only been a few years since Jamie had lost her mum when she met Artemis for the first time – or was saved by, is what she should say. The old woman, Mrs Hammond, who’d come after her wasn’t exactly a danger, but she knew just the right way to hurt a person. And she’d gone right for the jugular.

      Not only had Artemis helped Jamie save face by stopping her from crying over Hammond’s words, she’d also been the first person to ever stand up for her.

      Maybe Dad does have a point on my thesis, she thought as she turned to her dad who was still telling the story.

      “She was about ready to start a fight with the mayor when I stepped in to help.” Jamie smiled as he waved his hands around as he spoke, like she did when she talked. And just like she’d done when she first met Artemis.

      I think I have my angle.

      Leaving her dad’s office after the allotted time they had together, Jamie headed home to her flat. With a fresh pot of coffee in hand, she sat down at her computer and pulled up her previously blank document.

      “Let’s see how this goes…” she muttered to herself as she began to type.
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      Ritchie had to drag her out of her room two weeks later.

      “Mate, you give your pops a hard time about not seeing the sun enough, and yet here you are doing the same thing.”

      They’d found their usual spot in the centre of the near-empty university campus grounds. Where they sat, they were surrounded by the old-fashioned redbrick buildings that reflected the hot sun onto them, making it feel hotter than it was. Jamie laid down on the freshly cut grass next to the trees in hopes of gaining some reprieve from the heat. This was the one place on campus they could be in nature, and she wasn’t going to give it up. No matter how much the grass tickled her arms and the sun burned her face.

      The school was ridiculously old, and unlike most modern campuses, they didn’t have many natural beauties around. Beyond this small stretch of grass, which was smaller than her bedroom, there was nothing. Considering the university was known for its environmental studies, it felt horribly ironic that the campus was practically a concrete forest.

      Jamie tried to ignore the feel of Ritchie’s stare by taking in a deep breath of fresh air. But eventually she couldn’t ignore him any longer and turned towards him. He sat cross-legged next to her, his muscular arms folded over his chest and an eyebrow raised in question. He’d gotten a new haircut; his blonde hair had been cut shorter with the sides shaved almost bald. He looked a lot like Dimitri in Anastasia. Jamie guessed that was probably his intention. He made her watch that movie at least twice a year with him.

      “Sorry, just been getting caught up in all this work. You know how it is, you were the same with your film last month.”

      “OK, one.” He raised a finger. “I never forgot our lunch dates. And two, you completely forgot to be my support lesbian when I had to meet with Professor Dickhead last week.” Ritchie ran his fingers through his hair. “And he was, to no one’s surprise, a dick.” Shaking his head, he frowned at her, concerned. “You’ve never been this insane with your essays, so now I want answers. And a milkshake.”

      Jamie laughed. “I’m sorry, just with Alicaster constantly on my arse about the paper, I knew I had to get working to make her back off. And it was so worth it. Did you know that the Swen Forest is one of the oldest surviving natural lands in the Western hemisphere?” Ritchie rested his chin on his hand, silently telling her to go on. “The wolves have apparently been there for centuries, which is so insanely rare and amazing at the same time. They’re survivors.”

      “Why am I not surprised you chose wolves to study?” he said with a cheeky smile. “How far have you gotten into the paper?”

      Jamie began plucking the grass at her side with a frown. “Not that far yet; there was a lot more to research than I initially expected.” She turned to Ritchie. “Surprisingly, the town I lived in, Matiria, doesn’t seem to have much of an online presence, so I can’t figure out their involvement with the forest to be able to really dive into the topic of the relationship dynamics. And whenever I look up Swen, the town is never mentioned.”

      “OK, that’s weird,” Ritchie said, sitting up straighter. “Do you want some help? You know how good I am with finding stuff that can’t be found.”

      She offered him a smile. “Yeah, that would be great. Though please try to keep it legal this time. We don’t want another Edinburgh incident.”

      “Look, the map said it was a short cut, I didn’t know we were trespassing into an endangered cow—”

      “Legal.”

      “Yes, ma’am.” He saluted her before going back to leaning his chin on his hands. “So, what do you remember about Matiria? Maybe that’ll help us find more about them?”

      Jamie moved to lie back down and rested her hands on her stomach nervously. “I know they weren’t exactly … welcoming of the wolves after a few incidents with their sheep, but other than that” – she waved a hand into the air before dropping it back to her stomach – “nothing.”

      “Well not necessarily nothing, right?”

      Jamie nodded her head. “OK, that’s true. I also have the knowledge of what they did to Artemis and how they tried to train out the wolf behaviour in her. But at the same time, I don’t really know what they did to her. Just that it made her desperate to get away.” She rolled her head to look at him. “Alongside all that, I need to analyse my time with Artemis to understand the feral child aspects about her.” She looked back up to the sky. “Which is kind of hard when I haven’t seen her in nearly thirteen years.”

      Ritchie moved to lie down beside her. “OK, I forgive you for abandoning me. I managed to hang out with Darien anyway, so I wasn’t alone. Though I do still want the milkshake. Oreo, specifically.” He knocked his hand against hers. “But damn, you don’t make things easy for yourself, do you?”

      “Tell me about it,” Jamie said with a sigh. “I don’t even know what happened to Artemis after I left, let alone what the town did. I know Dad managed to get a protection order for the forest, but other than that, who knows.”

      “Well, at least I know why you’ve burrowed yourself away in the dark for the last two weeks,” Ritchie said, turning to look at her. She turned to him also, waiting for him to continue. “The ultimate lesbian pining, writing an essay on your long lost—”

      Jamie punched him in the gut. “Shut up.”

      With a laughing cough, Ritchie pushed her away. “Am I wrong?”

      “I will not dignify that with a response,” Jamie said, crossing her arms across her chest. She didn’t want to admit that he was right. It had been over a decade since she’d last seen Artemis, and yet she still thought about her whenever her mind wandered.

      “You may want to if you really want a certain someone to help you out with your research.”

      Jamie sat up. “You’ll ask Darien to help me?”

      This time it was Ritchie who was slapping her in the stomach. “No, you dickhead. Me. I’ll help you.”

      “Are you sure?” Jamie asked. She knew he’d already said he’d help, but she didn’t know if he meant it. She was never sure if the people in her life meant the things they said. Jamie definitely owed him that milkshake.

      “What are best friends for?” He smiled, his grin slowly turning goofy. “Besides, you need to have fun while you work.” He raised his voice, “And having fun isn’t hard…”

      “IF YOU’VE GOT A LIBRARY CARD!” the two of them sang out, followed by delirious laughter.

      “All right, I’ll get you that milkshake and meet you at the library. Two minds are better than one, even if one of those brains is soon to be sugar-filled with milkshakes.”

      One sugary excursion later, Jamie met Ritchie in the library with two Oreo milkshakes in hand and a brain ready for researching.

      As she headed towards her designated spot near the back of the library, Jamie found herself pausing every so often to browse the shelves. She loved the library, with its muted walls of dark brown, wooden spiral staircases, and warm light that hung from the ceiling. The whole building reminded her of the woods she would explore as a kid. Even the shelves were made from a well-worn oak. Jamie found herself leaning closer to the wood, and though she knew it was crazy, as she inhaled, she was sure she could still smell the forest the wood had come from. The whole place felt like a secret building. A place only a select few could be allowed to venture into. Especially now at the end of term.

      The library was always quiet, but with most of the students having finished for the year and gone home, it felt even more so. There was no quiet hum of chatter in the air. No smell of freshly made coffee or tea. It was just quiet.

      “Over here!” Ritchie shouted.

      Almost quiet.

      Holding back a laugh, Jamie made her way over to her usual desk space and sat down beside her best friend. He’d set everything up for them already, which surprised Jamie, but she appreciated it all the same. She handed over his milkshake the moment she sat down as a reward for his hard work.

      They got to work almost immediately. The only sounds to accompany them was the slurping of the milkshakes and Ritchie’s tapping foot. They were only about forty minutes in before the complaining started. Jamie was surprised he had lasted this long.

      “You know I suck at studying; it’s why I chose film.” Ritchie groaned as she handed him another book. “I’ll be more of a problem than actually able to help,” he said as he opened a Forests of the North book, frowning. “I mean, can’t we just Google this? Or I could find some videos on it? You know I’m way better at digital media than” – he flicked a page of his book with a grimace – “books.”

      Jamie rolled her eyes. “Read the book, Ritchie, it won’t kill you.”

      “Are you sure about that?” Ritchie asked, staring dubiously at the book in front of him. Jamie raised an eyebrow at him, and he raised his hands in surrender. “Alright, fine, fine.”

      It was only a few minutes later before he gave up again.

      “Ugh, couldn’t you ask your dad about this? Like, he used to live there or somethin’, right?”

      “I’m not asking him,” Jamie said snippily.

      When Ritchie didn’t respond, Jamie sighed. Turning towards him and taking in his hurt expression, she tucked a piece of hair behind her ear.

      “Sorry, it’s just…” She pinched the bridge of her nose. “The professors in my department already think I didn’t get into this course on my own merit. I don’t want to give them any further reason to think that.”

      Ritchie stared at her for a little while, like he was thinking over her words. He shrugged and turned back to the book. He didn’t complain again after that. Or at least, for the next hour.

      “My God, does this town even exist?!” He dropped his face into his keyboard in frustration before flipping Jamie off when she shushed him. “There’s no one here, Jay. I can yell if I want.”

      “And they say women are dramatic…” she muttered. Closing one book, she opened another. “It’s only been two hours. Get a grip. Please. My future career depends on it.”

      The sounds of tapping on a keyboard caught Jamie’s attention, and she rolled her eyes at his distracted, “Yeah ... yeah…”

      “I swear, if you’re playing games on your computer instead of helping—”

      “Hush, I’m still helping. I’m just also uploading my new film to YouTube at the same time.” He puffed out his chest. “I can multitask.”

      “Ah yes, like how you multitasked by burning pasta in our kitchen last week because some boy was messaging you.”

      Ritchie didn’t look up from the computer, his fingers still typing away. “First, he was a man. Second, you know I can’t cook and yet you left me unsupervised to do it ’cause you were locked up studying like Gollum.”

      OK, he’s got me there, Jamie thought, deciding it was best not to respond.

      “None of the books you’ve been reading about Swen mention the town, right?”

      Jamie nodded. “Not that I’ve found at least.” She turned to another page of her book and frowned. “Admittedly, there aren’t many books on Swen as it is. And like I said, it doesn’t have much of an online presence.”

      All Jamie got was a thoughtful hum. At least that meant he was listening.

      “What was the name of the town again?” Ritchie asked half an hour later.

      “Matiria.”

      “How are you spelling it?”

      Jamie closed her eyes and spelt it out. “Uh, I think it’s M-A-T-I-R-I-A.”

      “You sure it has two I’s?”

      “I’m pretty sure,” she said with a frown. “No, yeah, I’m sure.”

      “Have you ever seen the name written down?”

      Jamie took a breath. She knew she was probably just hungry, the Oreo milkshake not having made much of a dent in her growling stomach, but she swore she was going to scream if Ritchie didn’t stop distracting her.

      “No.”

      “Hm, I’ll try spelling it a different way.”

      Scrubbing a hand over her face, Jamie didn’t respond. She pulled open her laptop and began searching out papers on feral children. Jamie was getting sick of trying to find information on this town. It’s not like it was particularly necessary for her to study, but it could be useful to get an insight into the minds of people who thought they were helping when taking someone from their assumed habitat. She remembered reading the case of Dina Sanichar and feeling sad that a boy who, sure, may not have been where he was meant to be, was taken from all he knew.

      Another half hour passed, and Jamie had managed to find some pretty useful articles for her subject that examined the differences between the types of feral children and their development when Ritchie spoke up.

      “Jay, I think—”

      “I swear if you’re going to complain again, I’m never getting you another milkshake.”

      “Rude, but no.” Ritchie spun the laptop towards her. “I was watching this video, which led me to this website—”

      “Come on, Ritchie, really? You know you were the one who volunteered—”

      “Jamie.”

      “You didn’t have to help me, but you put yourself forward, and all you’ve done is complain while I worked.”

      “Jamie.”

      “God, why can’t I find anything about this Goddamn town?!”

      “Jamie!”

      “What?” She whirled on him in frustration only to find him smiling.

      “I found the town.” He gestured to his laptop screen. Lit up on the page was a picture of Matiria. It was just as Jamie remembered, if a little more modern with their houses.

      “How?!” Jamie moved closer to look at the screen.

      “I always told you that you should have been tested for dyslexia,” Ritchie said. He reached for his keyboard and scrolled down to the main article. “Materia is spelt with an E, not two I’s. M-A-T-E-R-I-A.” He frowned and passed the laptop towards her. “I don’t think this is the story you were hoping for though.”

      Jamie took the laptop from him and set it down in front of her. There in big, bold letters were the words, “Why Deforestation Will Help the Environment”. Jamie could feel her blood boiling as she scrolled down further. The webpage was vibrant and spoke in a falsely positive manner, as if everything they were showing and talking about was a good thing. It made her feel sick. Then she read the last paragraph.

      
        
        The village of Materia lives on the edge of a local forest, a land infested with overgrown vegetation and wildlife that has damaged the local’s welfare and infrastructure. As such, Materia has become one of the first towns to sign up and become involved with the Talbot Pacific Group. Their deforestation measures are intended to begin in the fall of this year.

      

      

      She had to stop herself from slamming the laptop closed. Ritchie would murder her if she did it any harm. With the article still on screen in front of her, Jamie stayed quiet. She started taking deep breaths to keep her cool. She was grateful for Ritchie’s silence as he watched her. It was only when a few minutes passed that he eventually spoke up.

      “What do you want to do?”

      Leaning back in her chair, she brought her hands to her hair and scraped it back, the pressure of her fingers against her scalp calming her as she pulled the hairband off her wrist. Tying her hair up, she took a breath and turned to her friend.

      “I’m going to cause hell.”
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      “Professor Alicaster! Wait!” Jamie shouted as she rushed down the cobbled pathway.

      She was out of breath and exhausted, a collection of papers clasped tightly in her hands, but she ran as quickly as she could after her evasive professor. She watched as the woman ducked into the science block building. Jamie charged forward, trying to catch up before the door closed. She’d left her ID badge at her flat and wouldn’t be able to get in if it did.

      “Mother fu—” Jamie hissed out as the door slammed hard against her knee. “Professor Alicaster, wait!” She gritted out as she awkwardly pulled the door open with her elbow. “I’m sorry I missed our meeting.”

      Just as she slipped through the doorway and into the warm building hallway, Jamie noticed that Alicaster had stopped and turned towards her. Jamie cringed internally at the disappointed scowl sent her way after she caught up to the woman.

      “Unless you have been asleep during my lectures for the last four years, I am sure you are well aware that my meeting hours are set in stone.”

      “I know, professor, I had—”

      “And excuses are unacceptable unless notified prior to the appointment?”

      “Yes, but professor—”

      “Miss Gander-Yoon, I have been patient with you long enough this semester.” Alicaster sighed. “You have come in late with your thesis subject, which I have overlooked, you have not arranged any one-on-one sessions with me.”

      “But that’s because you didn’t—”

      “And now you have missed the last appointment I give students months before the final assignment is due.” She folded her arms across her chest. “Why should I listen now?”

      “Because an eco-disaster is about to happen.”

      That gained the woman’s attention. As much as Jamie was loath to admit anything positive about her professor, there was one thing she truly respected about her: her dedication to protecting the environment. Jamie had known this since first year; many of their sessions with Alicaster featured anecdotal commentary on the expeditions she and her team had gone on for research and protection purposes. She often travelled in the summer and winter breaks and would return with photos, video, and even physical artefacts that would be used in class. In fact, she and Jamie’s dad were a regular team on these journeys.

      “Have a seat, Miss Gander-Yoon,” Alicaster said, gesturing to the beanbag chairs by the windows. They weren’t exactly ideal for a serious discussion, but it would do. “You have five minutes.”

      Crap.

      “To summarise, I guess” – Jamie laid out her papers on the table in front of them – “Swen Forest has been picked by this Talbot foundation group for deforestation. Obvs awful in general, but it gets worse.” She pulled out a sheet with the history of Swen on it. “The forest is one of the oldest in the country, and within it is one of the longest running wolf packs. There are, apparently, three different packs within the eight-thousand-acre forest. But that’s not even the best part,” Jamie glanced up at the professor, trying not to take the seemingly uninterested expression to heart as she pulled out a sketch. A sketch that Ritchie had made for her in their second year of university. “There’s a wolf-girl that lives among the pack.”

      Professor Alicaster raised an eyebrow in interest and lent forward to pick up the picture. It was a rather crude drawing; Ritchie had admitted as much at the time. He’d even offered to make a better version of it for her, but Jamie couldn’t help but want to keep the hand-drawn Artemis with her. The green eyes that popped out of the page were something she could never look away from.

      “The girl’s name is Artemis, I met her in Materia when I was young. She’d been kidnapped from the forest and was being” – Jamie put the next word in air quotes – “‘examined’ by a sociopath and her group of supposed doctors in the town until she escaped.” She sat back in the beanbag. “This is what I’m studying for my thesis: the connection between wolves and humans, but as you can see, there’s something more impo—”

      “Jamie,” Alicaster interrupted, surprising her with the use of her first name. “As devastating as this is, what does an eco-disaster have to do with this? Let alone with your thesis?”

      Time for the dive, Jamie thought as she took a breath.

      “We saw what happened to Yellowstone with the reintroduction of the wolves. Imagine what’ll happen when a forest that has never existed without wolves and other creatures is cut down.” Alicaster opened her mouth to speak, but Jamie spoke faster. “If I can get to the forest and gain evidence of its importance, I can present it to the Environmental Impact Agency in order to gain permanent protective status for the forest and the animals inside.” She looked at the drawing of Artemis. “If you sign off on a grant for me to go, I’ll try to have the forest listed as a national park to gain protection for Artemis and her pack.”

      Professor Alicaster stared in silence at the papers Jamie had provided. Jamie had to stop herself from biting at her thumb as she anxiously waited for her to speak again.

      “This is an admirable proposal, Miss Gander-Yoon,” she began, and Jamie could feel her heart start to sink as she knew a but was coming. “But I cannot, in good conscience, recommend a grad student for an expedition.”

      “I understand it’s asking a lot—”

      “Miss Gander-Yoon, you and I both know that you do not understand the gravity of what you are asking for.” She handed over the research papers. Jamie took it with shaking hands. “Yes, your paper is covering an important subject, but instead of focusing on getting in the field, focus on finishing your dissertation instead.” She handed her the drawing of Artemis. “I’m sorry I can’t be of more help.”

      Jamie took the drawing. She barely noticed when Alicaster got up and walked away. Left in the silence of the empty hallway, Jamie stared at the drawing in her hands. Those daring green eyes staring back at her with the intelligence of the girl she’d met all those years ago. With a sigh, she dropped the papers onto the table and fell deeper into the beanbag, closing her eyes in frustration.

      What am I going to do now? she thought with a huff.

      The rattling of papers had her opening her eyes again. Wind from the open window had sent them scattering onto the floor. Reaching forward to catch them, she grabbed hold of the top page. As she searched for something to hold it in place, she found herself looking down at flight information. She’d looked into the best rates for cost and time like her dad always did when he was planning a trip. Now as she stared at the page that told her the most cost-effective way to fly, a plan began to formulate in Jamie’s mind. She now had an answer to her previous internal question:

      Probably something stupid.
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      This is such a bad idea, Jamie thought as she tried her best to pack the absolute essentials. She’d never been on an expedition before, though she’d dreamt of going on one with her father since she was young. Now the day was here, and she was spinning out. Of course, most of the panic was from the fact that both her dad and the school had no idea what she was about to do.

      “I can feel your anxiety from here,” Ritchie said from his position on the bed. He’d taken to lying upside down with a phone in front of his face as Jamie paced around the room. “Maybe you should tell your dad instead of freaking—”

      “I don’t need to tell him,” Jamie said sharply. “I’m paying for my own ticket and taking a holiday.” She grabbed her notebook from her bedside table. “Besides, as long as I deliver my thesis on time, they’ll never know.”

      “I’m not talking about your dissertation,” Ritchie continued. “Your dad knows this stuff, maybe he could help you out and—”

      “I don’t need his help,” she retorted. “I’m perfectly capable of doing this by myself.”

      “Never said you weren’t. But that doesn’t change the fact that he’s the expert and has access to fancy-arse equipment that could be of real use to what you’re trying to do.”

      “That doesn’t change anything,” Jamie said quietly as she grabbed a book from her shelf.

      When Ritchie stayed silent, Jamie knew he’d caught onto her real reasons why she didn’t want to ask her dad for help. Her dad may have been the one to recommend she write about Artemis for her final piece, but he’d never fully understood her connection to the wolf-girl. Let alone her connection to girls in general. Their relationship had always been complicated, especially after her mum had died, but it’d felt more fractured ever since she came out at sixteen. 

      “I get it, I do,” Ritchie said quietly. And then, like any best friend, he let it go. “Your thermal hat is in your second-from-the-top drawer, near the back. Pack that instead of the fantasy book in your hand.”

      Jamie nodded absentmindedly and exchanged the items as she searched around for her notebook.

      “You already packed it.”

      “Right, of course,” she murmured. “Can I borrow—”

      “I already packed one of my cameras in your bag.”

      “Thank you.” Jamie grabbed two pairs of thick gloves and woolly hats.

      “And the other one will go in my bag.”

      Jamie dropped the items. “I’m sorry, what?”

      Ritchie roly-polied off the bed and stood up with a smile. “Didn’t you know? I’m coming with you.”

      She stared at him. “I repeat: what?”

      “Don’t look so shocked,” Ritchie said with a laugh. “I know we didn’t exactly discuss it, but I have enough in my savings for a flight too.” His voice tightened. “And there is no chance in hell I’m letting you travel to that racist town solo.”

      Jamie remembered when she’d confided in him about how the people of that town had treated her as a kid. He’d been absolutely livid. But just like when she told him some of her professors refused to acknowledge her mother’s part of her last name, he knew this wasn’t something new for her. It didn’t stop him from sticking up for her all the same.

      Ritchie took a breath to calm himself and smiled. “Besides, you are shite with a camera, so what better than a filmmaker to come along to document your wolf saviour adventure and the reuniting shot with the love of your life.”

      Brought back to the present and how annoyingly kind Ritchie could be, all Jamie could do was retort, “But you haven’t even packed!”

      “I see you didn’t deny the love-of-your-life part.” Ritchie dropped quickly to the ground to avoid the book that was aimed at his head, but the smile didn’t leave; he’d already won. “Besides,” he continued, pulling a suitcase out from under his bed, “who said I wasn’t packed?”

      “You’re insane.”

      “It’s what you love about me.”

      “Maybe,” Jamie said with a hint of a smile. “But what about Darien? Wasn’t she meant to be helping you with that new movie? I don’t want to cause you to lose out on—”

      “Jay.” Ritchie stepped forward and put his hands on her shoulders, looking her in the eye. “How could I give up the chance of making a lesbian love story documentary?”

      Jamie pushed him away with a laugh. “You’re a douche.”

      “Uh-huh, whatcha going to do about it?”

      Before Jamie could respond, there was a knock at her door.

      “To be continued, Mr Bailey,” she said as she left him behind to head to the door.

      Their flat was open planned, so she could still hear Ritchie’s teasing snigger as she walked past the kitchen. She rolled her eyes but smiled. If Ritchie was coming with her on this trip, she would need to be less transparent about her feelings towards Artemis. He teased her enough as it is.

      To this day, it surprised her how much about Artemis she remembered. The feel of her calloused hands against hers as they ran. The baring of her teeth as she tried to smile at her in the dark room of the lab. Even the softness of her hug. There was something so … loving about Artemis. She wondered if she was still the same after so many years.

      Shaking her head to remove the memories, she opened the door and found the smiling face of her dad on the other side.

      “Dad!” Jamie cried out in surprise. She heard the tell-tale thump of Ritchie’s feet on the floor, and she knew Ritchie recognised her warning. It was her hide-everything-incriminating-fast voice. “What’re you doing here?”

      He leant in to press a kiss to the top of her hair as he shimmied around her to get through the door. “Thought I’d stop by, maybe make you and Ritchie lunch while I share some exciting news.”

      A pit grew in Jamie’s stomach. She knew that tone of voice. It was the same one he used with her when she was a kid before he learnt to cover it up with a more monotone style. He was going on a new trip.

      Jamie knew she had no right to be upset. She was sneaking off to the other side of the country after all, but there was a part of her that was still hurt by it.

      “We, er, actually have plans already.” Jamie closed the door behind him. “What’s the news?”

      Her dad frowned but recovered his smile quickly enough as he leant against the kitchen counter. “Professor Alicaster and I have just been approved for a special research trip.”

      “Oh, that’s awesome, Mr GY.” Ritchie trotted out of the living room with a smile on his face. Jamie quickly glanced at the now empty room. He’d done a good job of hiding their bags. “How long will you guys be gone for?”

      Jamie was surprised by the look of excitement on Ritchie’s face. He knew how she felt about her dad not making time for her. It was only when she caught his eye did she see a sneaky gleam in them. They’d communicated silently for years; whether it be to bad-mouth the student union rep without getting in trouble or to argue with each other without causing a scene, they knew each other well. And this look said it all: If he’s gone when you are, he’ll never find out.

      “We’ve been given till the end of summer,” her dad continued, drawing their attention. “I’ll be back in time for you to upload your thesis.”

      “That’s great, Dad!” Jamie’s smile became genuine. That was definitely enough time for her to leave and come back. Moving to sit at the kitchen table, she caught her dad’s eye. “It’ll be a shame to not have your expertise nearby, of course, but I’m sure you and Pro—”

      “Oh, you won’t be without it.”

      Jamie blinked in confusion.

      “She what now?” Ritchie asked, speaking when Jamie couldn’t.

      Her dad looked practically giddy as he vibrated with excitement. “Katie—” He paused. “Professor Alicaster, I mean, she heard everything you said about Swen Forest and took a proposal to the board.” He stepped forward and placed a hand on Jamie’s shoulder. “She was right that you wouldn’t get the funding as a grad student, and I’m sorry about that.” Patting her arm, he stepped back. “But she could get funding for two field professors seeking out to implement an environmental protection order on an ancient forest.” Her dad’s smile broadened, a look of pride on his face. “She even managed to get the funding fast-tracked because her proposal was so impressive.”

      Finally, Jamie was able to speak. “You’re going … where?”

      “I had no idea there were three packs in Swen, though I suppose it makes sense. They’d have to have enough diversity in the breeding to have survived as long as they have.”

      Jamie bit the inside of her cheek. Alicaster had taken her research and used it for her proposal.

      “Dad, what’s going on?”

      “You, me, Alicaster, and if he wishes, Ritchie” – he smiled towards the boy behind her, Jamie didn’t need turn to look to feel the enthusiastic thumbs-up being sent her dad’s way from her best friend – “we’re all flying out in four days to Swen Forest.”

      “No!”

      Her dad frowned at her. “No?”

      Jamie came back to herself. “I mean, not no as in no, I don’t want to go… uh, I mean no as in no way!” She forced a smile on her face.

      Letting out a laugh, her dad threw back his head before taking a seat of his own opposite her. “As you kids would say, yes way.”

      “No one says that, sir,” Ritchie chimed in unhelpfully.

      When her dad reached his hand out to hers, Jamie met his gaze. “I thought you’d be thrilled about this?” he asked with a tilt of his head. “You’ll finally see Artemis again and, hopefully, find a way to keep the forest safe.”

      She took his hand. “I am excited, Dad, I just— I don’t know, it…”

      Jamie had no idea how to finish that sentence. She should be thrilled. Her professor, the one she was sure hated her, had found a way to get this expedition funded to help save Artemis and the forest. Sure, it may have been by using her research and claiming it as her own, but she still got the grant. And her dad was finally asking her, his daughter, to join him on one of his trips. Something she had wanted to do since she was a kid. She’d even given him an ultimatum about it not long after he’d returned to take her away from that God-awful town. “It’s either take me with you or stay with me,” she’d said, though in a far less articulate way seeing as she had only been ten.

      But here she was. Reluctant to let him go. Reluctant to go with him. All she could think about was when she found Artemis again and worked to save her and her family from Materia, she wanted it to be something that was hers. Not another world-renowned mission of explorer Gander-Yoon. She wanted it to be hers. She wanted her time with Artemis to be hers.

      Jesus, Jamie, she thought, how selfish do you sound right now?

      “Ignore me, Dad,” Jamie said with a small smile. “I think I’m just in shock that it’s happening.” She laughed. “This is amazing. We’re going to help save Swen.”

      And Artemis, she thought.

      “Jamie,” her dad said in a surprisingly serious tone. “I don’t want you to give yourself unrealistic expectations.” He let go of her hand and sighed. “While our intention, of course, is to help gain protection over the forest, we may not get it. These things are far more complicated than you think.”

      This made Jamie frown.

      “But you managed it once before,” she pointed out, remembering the day her dad showed up in Materia after she’d told him about Artemis with an environmental agent and a no-hunting order in hand. “Why can’t we do the same now?”

      He scratched at his bearded chin. “Politics make things difficult these days. I managed to pull a favour back then, but now we need an abundance of evidence to even have the forest be considered for protection.”

      “And we’ll get it,” Jamie said sharply. “We have Artemis. That’s proof enough.”

      “Jamie-bear, have…” he began cautiously. When his blue eyes fell away from hers, she started to feel nervous. “Have you thought of the possibility that Artemis may not—”

      “I’ll see you at the airport, Dad.” Jamie stood abruptly and walked towards the door to open it. “Tell Alicaster thank you and that we’ll meet you at check-in, OK?”

      Jamie was being an arse. She knew she was. Her dad was right about everything here, but she couldn’t consider the possibility. Not now. Not ever. Artemis was out there. She knew it. She’d prove it.

      Her dad didn’t argue or push back. He even held back a sigh that she knew he wanted to let out as he stood.

      “I’m sure it’ll be OK, Jamie,” he said as he came to stand by her at the door. “I just don’t want … I don’t want you to get hurt if…” His blue eyes turned shiny as he swallowed hard.

      He was thinking of her mum. He always had this look about him when the memory of Seon-mi came to him. A split between devastation and true love peppered his face. Tears would form in his eyes, but the lilt of a smile would be there as they threatened to fall.

      “I know, Dad,” she whispered gently. “I— I’ll see you at the airport on Friday, bright and early.” In a turn that surprised them both, she reached out to hug him. It was brief but nice. “Remember to pack the photo, OK?”

      “Of course, my love.” As her dad walked out the open door, Jamie went to close it behind him before he turned back with a cheeky smile. “Don’t worry about re-packing. I’m sure what’s already in your suitcase will suffice for the trip.”

      And with an all-teeth grin that her mum told her had won her over when they’d first met, he was gone.
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      If she’d known how long ten hours on a plane would feel when stuck next to a professor she had a love-hate relationship with, she’d have refused to board. All their seats had supposedly been assigned at random. Of course, some kind of evil fate caused Jamie to end up sitting next to Alicaster while Ritchie and her dad were blessed with sitting next to strangers.

      Jamie had asked her dad if he’d swap seats with Alicaster so they could spend some time together. Unfortunately, her dad refused. He said it’d be a good idea for her to discuss her dissertation with the professor ahead of the trip. The plane had Wi-Fi after all. She could get direct help as she worked. Jamie tried not to feel disappointed. It didn’t work.

      Ritchie sent her a silent fist pump of support before they took off. She never caught his eye again. He was too focused on editing his newest film. The boy was as bad as her when it came to knowing when to rest and when to work.

      Jamie let out a sigh after another failed attempt to get her friend’s attention.

      “You know, I can ask to swap seats with Mr Bailey if you are this desperate to gain his attention,” a sharp voice from beside her chimed in.

      “Uh, no, no, it’s OK. I just wanted to…” Jamie paused for too long. “...ask him about something?”

      Alicaster let out an uninterested hum as she continued reading the papers in front of her. Jamie watched as she tucked a piece of blonde hair behind her ear and lent closer to the aeroplane table in front of her, her intense brown eyes focusing in on the words on the page. If Alicaster hadn’t been such a pain in her arse, Jamie probably would have had a crush on her like most of the students in her year.

      “It may be best to not read your fellow students’ dissertation essays,” Alicaster said without looking up. “I would hate to mark you down for attempted cheating.”

      As if you need a reason to mark me down, Jamie thought irritably.

      “I wasn’t reading them,” Jamie retorted. She hated how petulant she sounded. Turning to look back at her own screen, she stared at the insulting cursor blinking at her. “Besides, we’re on this trip for my essay, why would I—”

      “No. We’re not,” Alicaster interrupted. “We’re on this expedition for your father’s and my research and to report our findings to the Environmental Impact Agency.”

      Jamie rolled her eyes. “Yes, I’m well aware of your cover—”

      “Not a cover.” Alicaster put down her pen, clearly over pretending she was working. “Whatever you were planning to do by sneaking out here alone” – dammit, Dad – “would never have worked. You have no idea how to run a fact-finding mission like this. Let alone how to survive in a cold and wild environment.”

      “I have a lot more knowledge than you give me credit for,” Jamie snapped back.

      A nearby passenger hissed “shh” at her, which made Jamie lower her voice. “Saving the forest and Artemis was my idea. It’s my paper and plan. Not yours – as much as you tried to pass it off as such at the board meeting.” Alicaster didn’t deny it. “Without me, you’ll never find Artemis or the pack. Admit it, Katie.”

      Alicaster’s jaw clenched again. She hated when students called her by her first name. “We’ll see.”

      She turned away and back to her papers. For the rest of the journey, she refused to look back up or engage with Jamie. Not like Jamie wanted her to. She was sick of Alicaster’s attitude towards her.

      With her dad asleep a few rows down and Ritchie with his headphones permanently on as he edited, Jamie was unable to find something to distract her. She could be working on her dissertation. It was laid out in front of her after all. But with Alicaster at her side, she didn’t want to risk the snide comments that could come her way as she wrote.

      Just don’t interact with her unless you have to, she thought as she pulled out the one fiction book she’d allowed herself to bring. Maybe reading about academic murder would make her feel better.

      Thankfully, ten hours with a good book helps time pass a little quicker. Sooner than she’d expected, they were out of the airport and in a hired car heading towards Materia.

      “Do the townsfolk know we’re coming?” Ritchie held up his camcorder towards Jamie. The red blinking made it clear he was getting a head start on his documentary.

      “I’d hope not,” Alicaster replied from the front of the car. Ritchie turned his camera towards her. “But considering the permits we had to have signed off to camp in the forest, I wouldn’t put it past the local government to spread private information as a warning.”

      “Ugh, politicians,” Ritchie groaned.

      “Agreed,” Jamie said in frustration. “Materia really hasn’t changed.”

      “It may be best to give the locals the benefit of the doubt,” Alicaster said. “We don’t know if they’re aware of what they signed up for. Small towns are easily manipulated by corporations.”






This Font Software is licensed under the SIL Open Font License, Version 1.1.
This license is copied below, and is also available with a FAQ at:
http://scripts.sil.org/OFL


-----------------------------------------------------------
SIL OPEN FONT LICENSE Version 1.1 - 26 February 2007
-----------------------------------------------------------

PREAMBLE
The goals of the Open Font License (OFL) are to stimulate worldwide
development of collaborative font projects, to support the font creation
efforts of academic and linguistic communities, and to provide a free and
open framework in which fonts may be shared and improved in partnership
with others.

The OFL allows the licensed fonts to be used, studied, modified and
redistributed freely as long as they are not sold by themselves. The
fonts, including any derivative works, can be bundled, embedded, 
redistributed and/or sold with any software provided that any reserved
names are not used by derivative works. The fonts and derivatives,
however, cannot be released under any other type of license. The
requirement for fonts to remain under this license does not apply
to any document created using the fonts or their derivatives.

DEFINITIONS
"Font Software" refers to the set of files released by the Copyright
Holder(s) under this license and clearly marked as such. This may
include source files, build scripts and documentation.

"Reserved Font Name" refers to any names specified as such after the
copyright statement(s).

"Original Version" refers to the collection of Font Software components as
distributed by the Copyright Holder(s).

"Modified Version" refers to any derivative made by adding to, deleting,
or substituting -- in part or in whole -- any of the components of the
Original Version, by changing formats or by porting the Font Software to a
new environment.

"Author" refers to any designer, engineer, programmer, technical
writer or other person who contributed to the Font Software.

PERMISSION & CONDITIONS
Permission is hereby granted, free of charge, to any person obtaining
a copy of the Font Software, to use, study, copy, merge, embed, modify,
redistribute, and sell modified and unmodified copies of the Font
Software, subject to the following conditions:

1) Neither the Font Software nor any of its individual components,
in Original or Modified Versions, may be sold by itself.

2) Original or Modified Versions of the Font Software may be bundled,
redistributed and/or sold with any software, provided that each copy
contains the above copyright notice and this license. These can be
included either as stand-alone text files, human-readable headers or
in the appropriate machine-readable metadata fields within text or
binary files as long as those fields can be easily viewed by the user.

3) No Modified Version of the Font Software may use the Reserved Font
Name(s) unless explicit written permission is granted by the corresponding
Copyright Holder. This restriction only applies to the primary font name as
presented to the users.

4) The name(s) of the Copyright Holder(s) or the Author(s) of the Font
Software shall not be used to promote, endorse or advertise any
Modified Version, except to acknowledge the contribution(s) of the
Copyright Holder(s) and the Author(s) or with their explicit written
permission.

5) The Font Software, modified or unmodified, in part or in whole,
must be distributed entirely under this license, and must not be
distributed under any other license. The requirement for fonts to
remain under this license does not apply to any document created
using the Font Software.

TERMINATION
This license becomes null and void if any of the above conditions are
not met.

DISCLAIMER
THE FONT SOFTWARE IS PROVIDED "AS IS", WITHOUT WARRANTY OF ANY KIND,
EXPRESS OR IMPLIED, INCLUDING BUT NOT LIMITED TO ANY WARRANTIES OF
MERCHANTABILITY, FITNESS FOR A PARTICULAR PURPOSE AND NONINFRINGEMENT
OF COPYRIGHT, PATENT, TRADEMARK, OR OTHER RIGHT. IN NO EVENT SHALL THE
COPYRIGHT HOLDER BE LIABLE FOR ANY CLAIM, DAMAGES OR OTHER LIABILITY,
INCLUDING ANY GENERAL, SPECIAL, INDIRECT, INCIDENTAL, OR CONSEQUENTIAL
DAMAGES, WHETHER IN AN ACTION OF CONTRACT, TORT OR OTHERWISE, ARISING
FROM, OUT OF THE USE OR INABILITY TO USE THE FONT SOFTWARE OR FROM
OTHER DEALINGS IN THE FONT SOFTWARE.


OEBPS/images/title.jpg
FRANCESCA
MCMAHON





OEBPS/images/heading-gradient-rule-screen.png






OEBPS/images/ebook.jpg





