
    
      
        
          
        
      

    


Wolver’s Village

by C. C. Brower, S. H. Marpel



  
    
    
      This is a work of fiction. Similarities to real people, places, or events are entirely coincidental.

    
    

    
      WOLVER'S VILLAGE

    

    
      First edition. February 9, 2020.

      Copyright © 2020 C. C. Brower and S. H. Marpel.

    

    
    
      ISBN: 978-1386600633

    

    
    
      Written by C. C. Brower and S. H. Marpel.

    

    
      10 9 8 7 6 5 4 3 2 1

    

  



  	
  	
			 

			
		
    To all our many devoted and loyal fans: 


We write and publish these stories only for you.


(Be sure to get your bonuses at the end of the story...)


- - - -


From the editor: This book is part of a continuing series, and has subtle references to earlier material. "Book Universes Notes" have been included in the back just to help you with  a character list, referenced books, and point out some easter eggs...

      

    


- - - -
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I HATED BEING CHASED. Especially by a hungry mob wanting me for their next meal.

It didn't help that they had some sort of smoke-belching truck that could travel faster than I could run. 

The good part, if there was one, is that we weren't on traveled roads, but running cross country.

When there was a ditch - I leaped it, a fallen tree - I scrambled under. Wolves ran best in cross-country.

That truck, and a lot of those people, had to go around.

The bad part was that they were all feral. Clothed in rags. Screaming their lungs out - until they ran out of breath.

But I was only there for reconnaissance. 

So at the next ditch, I stopped and shifted into human again. Then came up and blended in when the crowd was close. 

Barefoot like them. And once I got a good glimpse of what they were wearing, my clothes looked like that, too. Hair quickly matted, and dirt patches everywhere. Now just one of their feral, hungry, human “army”. 

The truck signaled that they'd lost the tracks, to circle back.

So I went with them. And listened to their minds and conversations to pick up their dialect. 

Sometimes the best kind of spies were chameleons.

I just had to hope all this was worth the info I was getting.
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WE'D BEEN TRAVELING days already, and more to come – according to what we'd seen so far.

The villages we'd visited were either empty or fortified against any human or wild animal – and afraid of either coming inside.

So they would hold their ammunition until they could get a good shot. Since no one made ammunition since the Rising.

Of course, that also meant that unless they were experienced at hunting, their shots usually went wide. Usually.

And yes, we had healers among us, but that didn't mean we could afford to take the time to get someone well that shouldn't have been hit to begin with. So we never got hit. 

Feral villages – the ones with no sentient humans or animals in them – we just gave a wide berth. If we couldn't pick up anyone sending – telepathy was the old human word – then we went around and kept going. 

What we were searching for was one of the connected human villages. 

And we usually traveled as wolves.

- - - -
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EVERY DAY, WE'D MAKE camp and our best hunters would go out for game. Non-feral small game, of course. Not humans – just the smaller prey, like rabbits, quail. We tried to avoid the greasy ones like coons and possum. Too much cleanup.

We always prayed for their souls as we hunted. Our tradition since the Amerindians walked this land. Long, old traditions. 

The elementals taught us these. And we passed them onto our children.

When the Rising happened, that news spread fast. But it was the elementals that arrived shortly after and taught us mind-speech and true civilization that made sense out of all that happened.

There was a legend of a “Soo-she”, the first sentient hooman, who returned to Earth from the Moon riding a meteor.

Most wolves thought that was just symbolic for some other meaning that was lost in time.

Until we started finding other sentient wolf-packs, and then other sentient canine packs who each had their own unique version of that same legend. Just with more details.

It was said that she had stopped all those meteors from fallling. And could shift into any form she needed, even back to hooman. Unlike the gray and black wolves, she was reddish-blond in her fur-coat.

And as hard as it was to understand, she had found more sentient hoomans and also sentient bears, and birds – like eagles and owls.

A Council had been formed to coordinate all our sentient species and to maintain peace.

That was why we were searching. 

Somewhere out here was a sentient village they called the Wolver's Village. 

And for the sake of our pack, we needed to join with them.

For feral hoomans were coming out of the West, and killing everything in their sight. Just like they did to the Amerindians, and their buffalo.

- - - -
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“THAT'S ANOTHER PACK that's joined today. And makes three this week so far.”

A wolf was mind-speaking to a group of wolves arranged in a circle around her. Mostly gray, some black, some mixed-breeds with coyote and other canines. Her fur was red-blond.

That circle was in the center of an old hooman stockade, a clearing among the old cabins and shacks. There were no fires, no torches. Even though the sun was setting and it would soon be dark. For wolves saw better at night than in the day time. And they had no need for cooking.

A wolf sent, “Do we have enough to share?”

The first speaker continued. “That's not in question. All visitors are our guests. We only ask that they return with what we can teach them, and let others know in their pack of what we offer.”

“Many of us need to return with your news as well.”

“And you are free to leave at any time. But you are also welcome to stay.”

“Is there any more news of the invaders from the West?”

“We have some scouts out to find what they can. Some of our best.”

“Shifters?”

“Of course. And we can only send our prayers with the winds and through the earth that they stay safe among the hoomans.”

Some discord rumbled through the minds of the wolves. Hoomans, the feral ones, were long a distrusted species.

At that, the lead wolf shifted to her hooman form. She wore a white, beaded buckskin dress in the old traditions. A princess. Her hair was strawberry blond and flowed in waves down to mid back.

Many wolves bowed at this. Others were startled by this new sight.

“Sentient hoomans are our friends. And it is they who joined with us to build the Great Council of Species. No one species is more equal than any other. Hoomans have needs. Sentient hoomans understand us. And they can shift as most wolves can. 
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