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      Like all my books, this one is written in both third and first person. The headings showing a werewolf head will be in first person, and the ones showing a silver bullet will be in third person.
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        Arctic Wilderness - Early 1800s

      

      

      Nukka took Atuat aside. “We need to hunt. The cellar has no meat, and you need a new coat for warmth.”

      “And you think the caribou will solve both problems?”

      “They always have,” Nukka said. “All we have to do is track them.”

      “Tracking them should be easy enough. A herd of caribou leave clear marks, marks that are easy to follow.”

      Nukka grabbed his spear. “Your coat is waiting.”

      

      The vast white expanse of the Arctic stretched endlessly under  a gray winter sky. Nukka moved silently across the snow, following caribou tracks.

      Atuat knelt beside a set of prints in the snow, studying them carefully. Her brow furrowed as she traced the outline with her mittened hand, and her breath formed clouds as she pulled her fur-lined hood tighter to keep out the fierce wind. “I see plenty of tracks, but no caribou.”

      Atuat's voice was barely audible above the howling wind, so she signaled Nukka to come closer. "These tracks not normal."

      Nukka crouched beside her, examining several sets of prints more closely. He gripped his spear tighter, and the skin around his knuckles tightened under his sealskin gloves.

      A blizzard raged around them, reducing visibility to a few feet, and snow whipped across their faces as they followed the tracks toward the coast.

      Nukka stopped and pointed east, deeper into the storm. He waited for her to get closer. "Look. The tracks veer off sharply, and the stride is too long, like something frightened them badly and they are running from whatever it is."

      She tugged on Nukka's arm and pointed to the shoreline. “A ship is wrecked, and stuck in the ice. It might be a fishing boat.”

      “We need to look. Men might need help.”

      

      Nukka and Atuat approached the ship cautiously, then went on deck. They took one step at a time, almost tiptoeing. Everything was eerily silent. “No one here,” Atuat said.

      “Not on deck, but we no check below yet.”

      Nukka continued walking and called loudly as he searched, but he got no response. "I'm going below," he yelled back to Atuat. “You stay here.”

      Nukka searched the sleeping quarters. He found blood splattered on the floor and walls. As he searched the storage areas, he found more blood — a lot more — but he found no signs of life. After a few moments, he trudged up the steps to the top deck.

      Nukka walked to Atuat, shaking his head. "No one. I found  lot of blood, but no trace of men."

      "This is a white man's ship," Atuat said. "They can't survive in this weather."

      "Then where are the bodies?" Nukka asked.

      She pointed eastward. "They must look for shelter. We can find them if we hurry."

      Nukka nodded, then he stepped off the ship, and soon spotted a set of tracks that appeared human. He signaled for Atuat to follow.

      "Looks like at least one alive," Nukka said.

      With Nukka holding his hunting spear, he and Atuat followed the tracks. The wind howled and the snow blinded them, restricting vision to a few feet. Eventually, the tracks led to a narrow mountain pass, and they entered cautiously. “Be careful,” Nukka said. “Bears often hide from storms in passes like this.”

      As they advanced slowly, the wind carried strange sounds — not the normal Arctic wildlife, but something more menacing, more primal.

      “You hear that?” Atuat asked.

      “Must be bear. Big bear.” Nukka gripped his spear tighter and held it shoulder-high.

      As they got deeper into the pass, an image became clearer. They saw something that looked like a man, though his back was turned toward them. “That no bear,” Atuat said.

      Nukka nodded. “Looks like a man.”

      The man was wrapped in a full-length oilskin coat, and was taller than most.

      Nukka called to him several times. “You hurt? Need help?” But the man never turned their way. As they drew closer, he slowly turned, and the full moon provided enough light for them to see the yellow eyes — it wasn’t a man.

      Atuat gasped, and froze, staring as it continued to turn. It had an elongated jaw and blood-stained teeth.

      Nukka pushed Atuat back and told her to run as he raised his spear in a fighting stance. He planted. his feet and drew the spear back.

      Atuat ran, but as she did, she heard a fierce, guttural growl. She turned to look, and saw that whatever it had been feasting on, it dropped, and it ran toward Nukka.

      "Keep running," Nukka shouted.

      He threw the spear sticking it in the beast’s chest, but it didn’t even slow it down. Nukka grabbed his second spear and jabbed at it as it came close.

      The beast grabbed Nukka with its hand and slit his throat with long claws. He fell to the snow, his life's blood painting the snow red.

      Atuat glanced over her shoulder as she ran, and she saw Nukka on the ground, still bleeding. And she saw whatever it was, coming for her.

      It caught her easily, and attacked. Even worse, it passed along its curse — not through a bite, but through a violation that occurred in a way no woman wants.

      
        
        Atuat's Village - Nine Months Later

      

      

      Inside a small ice shelter, Atuat gave birth with the help of a village elder, Nayeli. She was a wise old woman who had helped many women give birth, and she knew all the legends.

      A baby boy emerged, and Nayeli froze, then she slowly turned the baby toward Atuat. When Atuat saw the mark on the nape of the baby's neck, she gasped. It was dark, and in the shape of a crescent moon. It stood out against the baby's light-toned skin.

      Nayeli's weathered face showed no emotion even though she recognized the mark from stories her grandmother told her. She held the baby, then gently wrapped it in a blanket and handed it to Atuat.

      "Some say it is the mark of the Great Spirit, and that the boy will be blessed."

      Then Nayeli’s face grew grim. "Others say the mark is a curse brought by the white man traders."

      She reached into a pouch she carried with her at all times, and handed Atuat an amulet. "This is made from walrus ivory, and it is meant to protect.”

      Atuat looked at the amulet. It was indeed pure ivory and it had the inlay of a white wolf with its head reared back as if howling.

      Atuat pushed it away.

      Nayeli face turned into a frown. "The amulet has protected generations, and some angakkuit (shamans) say if the mark is a curse, it might be broken with wisdom and compassion."

      Atuat pursed her lips and stared. "No Great Spirit did this. It was the curse of the white man."

      Nayeli handed the amulet back to her. "A good reason to keep the amulet."

      Atuat held her son close, tears freezing on her cheeks as she realized the terrible legacy that now flowed through her bloodline. Outside, the wind howled, sounding like a wolf's cry, almost as if announcing the birth of something both blessed and damned.
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        Arviat Village, Alaska — Two Hundred Years Later

      

      

      A small igloo sat on the edge of the village, positioned next to the beginning of the grazing plains, that extended for miles.

      Nanook returned from a hunt, leading a sled pulled by his best dogs. A caribou sat on the back of the sled – food for months.

      As Nanook neared the igloo, Siku waddled out to greet him, supporting her pregnant stomach as she walked. “Looks like you got lucky.”

      “Lucky? I am great warrior. At least, many people say I am. But I did get lucky. I got a caribou before wolves chase them away. If wolves get there first, caribou long gone.”

      Nanook patted her belly as he passed by her. “And how is boy today?”

      Siku laughed, and followed him. “Could be girl.”

      Nanook shook his head, then led the dog sled into a small building outside the igloo. A door inside led down to an ice cellar, good for keeping meat for many months.

      Nanook skinned the kill, then hung the meat in the cellar and went back up to Siku.

      A small fire burned in the center of the floor, smoke rising through an opening at the top of the igloo, one that was covered with an animal skin when not needed.

      Nanook sat close to the fire and rubbed his hands together. “Wife bring dinner?”

      Siku brought him a bowl of soup filled with bones and organs for nourishment. “It good you make kill today. I have no more soup to give you.”

      Nanook smiled. “Good hunt today. Bring lots of food and fur to keep warm. Now I stay with you until boy come.”

      “Or girl.”

      Nanook laughed, then finished eating his soup. When he took the last sip, he stood to clean the bowl, but Siku got up quickly. “I get that, husband.”

      She took his bowl and headed toward the doorway, a small opening, more like a tunnel. It was made from carved blocks of ice.

      She stooped down to get through, then grasped her stomach. “Nanook!”

      Nanook rushed to her, picked her up and lay her on the bedding. “What do I do?”

      “Get Kallik. She will know.”

      Nanook rushed to find the village mid-wife, and they soon returned to Siku.

      Kallik immediately prepared Siku for delivery.

      She turned to Nanook. “Make hot water, and get me towels and a knife. A sharp one.”

      “A knife?”

      “I deliver many babies. We might need.”

      As Kallik worked on Siku, Nanook paced the igloo, and chewed his lower lip. He glanced to Siku every time he passed. Every time she moaned, he bit his lip harder.

      After a moment, Siku moaned loudly, then shouted in pain. Suddenly, a baby’s cry filled the igloo. Nanook rushed over to see Kallik holding a baby boy in her arms.

      She smiled warmly and kissed the baby’s forehead, then she handed him to Siku to hold. Nanook put blankets behind Siku’s back, and she sat up, rocking the baby back and forth while she hummed.

      Kallik patted the baby’s bottom, then blew a kiss to Siku.

      Kallik felt Siku’s head, then announced she had to leave. “Must go quickly. Another baby tonight.”

      Nanook stepped forward. “Wait, Kallik. You must check the baby before you go.”

      “Not tonight. Maybe tomorrow.”

      Nanook nodded, then helped her out and quickly returned to Siku’s side. “We have a boy, wife.”

      Siku held the baby up to Nanook. She kissed his head, then turned the baby around so that he faced Nanook.

      “Look how strong,” Nanook said. “He holds his head up high by himself.”

      As Nanook held the boy, Siku gasped and looked closer at the baby’s neck.

      “What wrong? Why you look like that?”

      Siku took the baby in her hands, then turned him around so that his back faced Nanook. She pointed to the nape of his neck.

      Nanook looked down and his eyes widened. He gasped. “No! Not our boy.”

      Nanook placed his thumb over the small mark on the baby’s neck — a crescent moon. He tried brushing it off, but nothing happened. Nanook stared for a long time, then shook his head, tears running down his cheeks.

      Siku sobbed. “What do we do?”

      Nanook looked about nervously, as if someone were there. “We hide the mark. We have time.”
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        * * *

      

      The next day, Kallik returned. She examined the boy, who had a name now — Tulli. Her eyes turned stone cold when she saw the mark on his neck, then she reached into the pocket on her coat and produced an amulet. It was small, but detailed. Carved from walrus ivory, and depicting a white wolf with its head reared back, howling.

      “Put this around his neck and never take it off. When he is old enough, make sure he understands he must wear this at all times. It may be the only thing that protects him.”

      Siku scoffed. “We already have amulet from long ago, but nothing will protect him from the white man’s curse.”

      Siku looked to Nanook and saw him glaring. “But I will put it on him.”
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        Three Years Later

      

      

      I played in the snow with my friends, chasing each other and throwing snowballs, and laughing when one of us got hit. I scratched my neck continually, then removed my amulet and set it on a table sitting outside the house.

      My mother rushed over and smacked the back of my head, then placed the amulet around my neck. She whispered as she clasped the amulet. “Never remove this. Never.”

      I reluctantly put the amulet on, then continued playing with my friends and, all the while, wishing I didn’t have to wear it.

      One of the older boys hitched the dogs to the sled and drove them through the expanses of snow and ice, pretending to hunt like our fathers.

      
        
        Four Years Later

      

      

      I chased after Nanook as he rode away on the sled, off on a hunting trip.

      “Ataa! (father) Wait for me.”

      Nanook turned his head, then halted the dogs. “Faster, Tulli.”

      I caught up to him and climbed onto the sled next to him. “We get Anaana (mother) a caribou for new coat? One that will keep her warm.”

      Nanook nodded, and we continued the hunt. We went after caribou twice, but the herd must have smelled us coming, and they ran off early. We couldn’t catch them, not even with father’s best dogs.

      We rested while father fed the dogs. “Must give them energy, and let them rest.”

      After a short rest, we set out again. This time we caught a small herd by surprise, and father got two kills. One was a younger cow and the other, a mature bull. Both would provide good meat for many moons, and good fur to keep us warm.

      The way back was against the wind all the way, and the wind had picked up tremendously. The snow blowing against our faces felt like little rocks, and the bitter cold penetrated our clothing and got under our skin. I wish I hadn’t come.

      

      Hours later, Nanook steered the sled next to our house. He entered, empty handed while I stayed outside.

      Siku sat next to the small fire, her face showing disappointment when she saw Nanook empty-handed. “No luck, husband?”

      Nanook smiled, then I walked in, carrying a freshly skinned and cleaned coat with soft fur.

      I walked over and handed it to her, beaming. “For you, Anaana.”

      She hugged me and held me tightly. As she squeezed me close, she peeked behind my back. I could tell she was looking at the mark — it was more than a half-moon now. She pursed her lips and looked at Nanook, then turned to me. “Cut wood for fire.”

      I grabbed a hatchet and ran outside, knowing why she’d sent me. She wanted to talk to father without me being around.
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      Siku looked at Nanook. “You know what has to be done, husband. We can wait no more.”

      Nanook stomped his foot. “No! No sacrifice for Tulli.”

      Siku persisted. “People will see the mark when he bathes. They will demand sacrifice. And they will want to know why we do nothing. It goes against all village rules.”

      Nanook was adamant. “We move to a new village.”

      “He still needs to bathe,” Siku said. “And what about when he goes to the springs? Someone will see the mark.”

      Nanook shook his head. “We go where people bathe inside.”

      Siku frowns. “I don’t want to move again. I like it here.”

      Nanook’s response is firm. “We go somewhere else, or I go alone.”

      He spread a map across the table, and his finger traced routes south. The lines on his face spoke of too many moves and too many fresh starts. He looked at Siku, who tended to a wound on her arm.

      “We go south, to Oregon. The old ways are not so strong there. Maybe we find peace.”

      Siku nodded “Maybe.”
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        Oregon, Ten Years Later

      

      

      We got settled in Oregon and built a new life. Before long, I made new friends, and soon got into school activities. I even got into some sports.
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