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DESCRIPTION

Aurora Award WINNER

A Heroka story

The Heroka are an ancient race of shape shifters, drawing their powers and vitality from their animal totems.

Gwyn Blaidd, a Heroka of the wolf totem, has been a recluse ever since a deadly battle years ago with the Tainchel, the covert government agency that hunts the Heroka--a battle that cost him the only woman he ever loved.

But when Gwyn is asked by the head of the Heroka to stop an old friend from killing a powerful logging baron, it begins a chain of events that will force Gwyn to again confront the Tainchel--and his own dark past.

“...a vivid and wonderfully written tale about Native Canadian spirits, in the vein of Thomas King.” —Challenging Destiny

“The characters are intriguing and the story beguiling. I would like to read more about these characters.” —SF Crowsnest Book Reviews

“...an [example of] the author’s ability to place the possible and impossible side by side to excellent effect in an action packed story.” — Hellnotes

“... an adventurous tale that’s propelled by character drama ... If this was a Hollywood movie, this would be your blockbuster film, complete with adrenaline-pumping action, expensive special effects, and even a sex scene or two to lure in a mainstream audience.” —Speculative Fiction Reviews

“...draws on North American Indian myths, particularly the idea of shapeshifters... Smith once more creates a credible and sympathetic protagonist.” —The Fix

“...a shape-changer story interweaving First Nations and Celtic elements, in a manner reminiscent of Charles de Lint.” —The International Review of Science Fiction

 


SPIRIT DANCE

In the beginning of things, men were as animals and animals as men.

— Cree legend

VERA MADE A warding sign as I entered the store, my hound Gelert trailing behind me. She pretended to wipe her hands on her faded blue apron, but I caught the dance of her fingers.

“Hello, Vera. It’s been a while,” I said.

“Yes, yes it has, Mr. Blaidd,” she said too quickly, not returning my smile. Turning from where she’d been refilling a food bin, she addressed her husband. “I gotta check something in the back, Ed.” Almost running, she slipped behind the long wooden counter and into the storeroom at the rear of the store.

Edward Two Rivers leaned on the counter beside the cash register, a newspaper spread in front of him, his long gray hair spilling onto the pages. He watched her leave then smiled at me.

“Ouch,” I said.

“You still spook her,” he chuckled.

“Are you going to run and hide too?” I asked, grinning.

The black eyes narrowed, but his smile remained. “Vera’s a white woman. My people have told legends of the Heroka for generations, Grey Legs. I grew up with those stories. I’ve known others of your kind...and I think I still know you, even if it’s been...what?”

“Four years,” I said.

“Four years since you left Wawa.” He took my offered hand in a strong grip.

“Good to see you, Ed,” I said.

“You too, Gwyn.” Leaning over the counter, he patted Gelert’s huge head. “And good to see you as well, you great beast.” Gelert’s tail wagged furiously, threatening a display of pop cans. Ed looked back to me. “Did you fly in?”

I nodded. “I landed on Deer’s Pond, set up camp on the north shore, then we hiked in. Get my email?”

“Yeah. I made you up some supplies and a map to the truck driver’s cabin.” He nodded toward a small pile of brown paper packages in the corner, wrapped in twine.

“Thanks. What do I owe you?”

“I’ll run a tab. You’ll be here a while. Not the best homecoming for you, I guess.”

“Could be better. Any word of Robert?”

Ed nodded. “I showed your friend’s picture around. He was definitely here in Wawa for the funerals, but kept to himself pretty much. Found someone who talked to him, though. She said he left town about two days ago, but he’d be back. Something about unfinished business here.”

“Any idea where he went?”

“Just a guess, but I’d say the Muskokas.”

“Why?” I asked, puzzled. The Muskokas were a cottage and resort district a two-hour drive north of Toronto, and a good seven hundred kilometers from Wawa.

He held up a finger for an answer and started flipping through the newspaper. Gelert curled beside our supplies. I waited, sifting through the smells of grains and fruit, wood and burlap — and humans. Vera was muttering in the storeroom at the back. I could have made out her words if I had wanted to, but I didn’t.

Ed began reading. “‘Local logging baron Jonathan Conrad and his bodyguard were found dead early yesterday morning, outside his lodge in the Muskokas.’”

Footsteps outside announced a customer to me before the bell over the door brought Ed’s head up from the paper. She looked early twenties, tall and slim with gray green eyes and long dark hair that wasn’t sure where it wanted to rest. Flashing a quick smile at Ed, she moved to the shelves of canned goods.

“Morning, Leiddia,” Ed said, eyebrows shooting up.
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