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SUE HAD BEEN THOUGH a world of pain already. 

Surviving re-entry to this planet in a powerless escape pod. Learning to speak with telepathic canines that had become the dominant sentient beings on Earth. Finding she could shape-shift and create very real illusions.

She brought the end to a civil war between their pack and those nearby. Peace on Earth - at least this little part. 

By learning only a tiny bit of the special skills she was capable of.

That tiny bit might save the rest of the world as well - if she could learn to master what she didn't know.

One warm summer's night, a messenger brought her to meet a greater being than she thought existed. To learn a secret she could use to get what she most wanted.

All she wanted to do was rescue her family - only 240 thousand miles away - on the moon. First, she again had to solve multiple threatening situations at once...
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THE CROW LANDED IN the murky-gray mist. On a dead but sturdy branch of a tree she had visited for hundreds of human years.

She cried out to signify her appearance.

At that, the moon seemed to peer through the dark cloud-like substance and give her definition and form, detailing her wing and body feathers with the highlights they would have in sunlight. Only with a cold reflection rather than warm.

How she looked mattered little to the crow. How she flew was more important. Her preening was more to keep her streamlined in flight for speed and maneuvering. 

Even between worlds and time-lines, such things were important.

If one wanted to continue to exist as a messenger, the messages had to go through. You could say she was very good at getting her messages delivered. Hundreds of years worth of proof.

The moon wasn't a moon, but another spirit. As much an elemental as not. 

The crow stood silently, looking at the moon. First with one eye, then the other. 

The gray mist closed over the moon's glow after a while.

The crow flapped her wings once and leapt into that mist. Knowing what her message was and where it needed delivering.

The branch of that tree was soon lost to sight as the crow flew on, certain of where she was and where she was going...

- - - -
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IT WAS A WARMISH NIGHT, and I couldn't sleep. The air was warm, and the only promise of a cool night was some hours ahead, just before dawn. But it was cooler here than in the den, because at least out here the air moved. 

Teacher was higher up the side of the valley, closer to the den's opening. 

I could see her white form easily against the darker ground. 

The full moon was bright tonight, and bigger in the sky than I had ever seen it. Almost like daylight, but not the same. For the light had no heat or sharp definition. 

I lay here in my wolf-shape, since my fur was easier to keep clean than that one outfit of a white buckskin dress I'd been given by the pack. They still tell me I remind them of an Amerindian princess, but privately I wish that I had the retainers to clean my multiple outfits. Too often, I had to seek the High Pools to bathe myself and scrub the spots and smudges that simple living attracts to anything white.

While many of the wolves had seen nude human's, most were still getting used to the idea of a human (or hooman, as they call us) as part of their pack and clan. Even walking fully-clothed around the valley would earn strange looks. Mother's would clean their cubs outside their den openings, but I chose the discretion of the High Pools. There I could enjoy the sunshine on my unclothed body in a private peace.

But I didn't wish for the one piece emergency space suit I had arrived in. That would be impossible to clean, and nowhere near as flexible and comfortable as doe-skin. And something impossible to clean is also impossible to get the stench of constantly wearing over a sweaty body out of it. No way to recharge suit batteries for the built-in air scrubbers, even if they did still work. My original suit just made it to this valley in one trip - as rags - barely keeping me decently covered.
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