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PROLOGUE — The Last Ordinary Day

	She found the wolf at 6:14 in the morning, which she knew because she checked her field watch the moment she saw it — an instinct, the scientist's reflex, timestamp everything — and then she forgot about the watch entirely.

	 

	It was a female. Gray-coated, heavy with winter, standing at the edge of the Hoh River where the bank dropped soft and muddy into the current. Seren had been tracking this particular pack for eleven days without a visual. She had their scat samples. She had their paw impressions pressed into river mud and photographed from four angles. She had the low, directional howls she'd recorded at 2 and 3 and 4 in the morning from inside her sleeping bag, lying still, not breathing too loud, telling herself the goosebumps were from the cold.

	 

	She had none of that now. She had only the wolf.

	 

	The animal turned and looked directly at her.

	 

	This was the part that would stay with Seren for the rest of her life — not the wolf itself, not the beauty of it or the size or the particular silver-gray of its coat in the early light filtering through two hundred feet of old-growth canopy. What stayed was the quality of the gaze. She had encountered wolves before. She had spent six years studying them. She knew the literature on wolf cognition, on the limits of lupine emotional processing, on the anthropomorphism trap that swallowed lesser researchers whole.

	 

	The wolf looked at her the way a person looks at someone they recognize.

	 

	Not threat assessment. Not curiosity. Recognition.

	 

	Seren stood very still. The river moved. A Steller's jay detonated somewhere above in the spruce canopy, all noise and outrage, and neither of them looked up. The wolf's amber eyes held hers for what her field watch would later tell her was forty-seven seconds, though it felt geological — the kind of time that reshapes terrain.

	 

	Then the wolf turned and walked into the tree line and was gone.

	 

	Seren stood at the river's edge for a long time after. The cold worked through her field jacket. The mist that lived permanently in the Hoh valley settled against her skin. She was aware, in some untranslatable way, that something had just happened that her training did not have language for.

	 

	She wrote in her field journal: Female, gray, river bank, 06:14. Direct eye contact, sustained, 45-50 sec. No threat display. No flight response. Unknown behavior. Follow up.

	 

	She did not write what she was actually thinking, which was: She knew me.

	 

	That was October. The last ordinary morning of Seren Calloway's life, though she wouldn't understand that until much later.

	 

	By October she had been in the Hoh Rainforest for three weeks. She'd driven up from Portland with her truck loaded with equipment and the particular focused calm of a woman who preferred field work to most other human experiences. She liked the simplicity of it. The forest asked nothing of her except attention, and attention was something she had always had in excess — the kind of hypervigilance that in a different life might have been called anxiety, but in hers had been sharpened and redirected into methodology.

	 

	Her field station was a converted ranger cabin at the end of a logging road that hadn't been actively used since the nineties. She had electricity from a generator, water from a well, and satellite internet that worked on clear days and was therefore largely theoretical. She had twelve weeks of research planned, extended to twenty-four after a supplemental grant came through in September — a stroke of luck she hadn't expected, a funding gap filled from a source her department administrator described vaguely as a private conservation endowment. Seren had been too relieved to ask more questions.

	 

	She was always too relieved to ask more questions. That, she would later understand, was something people had been counting on.

	 

	The night before the wolf at the river, she had stood on the cabin's narrow porch and listened to the forest. This was not scientific behavior. This was something else — a habit she had developed in the first week, standing in the dark after the generator went quiet, letting the sounds of the Hoh reorganize themselves around her.

	 

	It was loud, the forest. That surprised people who thought wilderness meant silence. But there was the river, always — a constant low static, water over stone. There were the trees themselves, the Sitka spruce groaning in wind that barely registered at ground level. There were the elk. There were the owls. And underneath all of it, just at the lower edge of what she could perceive, was a frequency she had no instrument for. A vibration. A hum. Something that pressed against the inside of her sternum when she stood still long enough.

	 

	She had told herself it was infrasound. Low-frequency environmental noise, below the formal threshold of hearing, perceived as physical sensation. There was good science to support this. Infrasound caused feelings of unease, of presence, of being watched. It was the scientific explanation for why certain old buildings felt haunted.

	 

	She told herself this on the porch, in the dark, while the frequency moved through her chest like something trying to get her attention.

	 

	She didn't sleep well that night. She dreamed she was running — not away from something, but toward it — and that the ground under her was soft with moss, and that she was faster than she had ever been in her life, and that the dark was not frightening but generous, opening in front of her like it was glad she was finally here.

	 

	She woke at five-thirty with her heart pounding and her blood singing in her veins.

	 

	She dressed and went out into the pre-dawn and followed the river until she found the wolf.

	 

	That was the last ordinary day.

	 

	Everything that came after — the man at the tree line, the truth about her mother, the war between the packs, the name on the document, what happened in the old-growth at the end of October when both packs converged in the disputed forest and she had to decide, once and for all, what kind of wolf she was willing to be —

	 

	all of it began with a female gray wolf on the bank of the Hoh River, looking at Seren Calloway like she already knew her.

	 

	Like she had been waiting.

	 

	Like she recognized something that Seren, standing there in the mist with her field watch and her careful scientist's heart, did not yet know how to recognize in herself.

	 

	
CHAPTER 1 — What the Forest Already Knows

	The wolves were active on the ridge above the Hoh valley at 3 a.m., and Seren was awake to hear them.

	 

	She had given up on sleep at two-fifteen, when the dream came back — the running dream, the one with the moss and the dark and the feeling of being exactly the right size for the world — and woke herself deliberately, the way she'd learned to do with recurring dreams in graduate school. You interrupted them before they finished. You denied them their ending. The logic being that an unfinished dream lost its grip.

	 

	The logic was not working particularly well this week.

	 

	She was sitting on the porch with her recording equipment running and a cup of instant coffee going cold in her hand when the first howl broke across the valley. She set down the coffee. Her hand found the directional microphone by instinct, angling it northeast, toward the ridge, and she sat very still in the specific way that fieldwork had trained into her body — not the stillness of someone holding their breath, but the stillness of someone who has learned to take up less space than they actually occupy.

	 

	Three wolves on the ridge. Maybe four. A call-and-response pattern she'd been tracking for two weeks — the long territorial declaration, the shorter reply, and then the third voice that didn't quite fit the cadence of the other two. Younger, she'd theorized. A juvenile finding its register.

	 

	She recorded for forty minutes. When the howling stopped, she sat for a while longer, the microphone still raised, in case there was more.

	 

	There wasn't. The forest settled back into its nighttime frequency — river, wind, the trees adjusting to some pressure system she couldn't measure. And underneath all of it, that thing in her sternum. That hum. She pressed two fingers against her breastbone, above the zipper of her fleece, and felt it there like a second pulse.

	 

	Infrasound, she thought.

	 

	She didn't fully believe it anymore.

	 

	She'd come to the Hoh Rainforest because of data, and she stayed for the same reason, which was a story she found comfortable and mostly true. The population study was legitimate. The grant was real. She had seventeen published papers on lupine territorial behavior and a reputation at the University of Oregon that she'd built with the specific, sustained effort of someone who understood early that she would not be given anything.

	 

	Her mother had moved them eleven times before Seren finished high school. Portland to Bend to Ashland to a small coastal town in northern California whose name Seren could still see printed on a motel notepad but could no longer hold in her mind whole — the memory going thin and papery at the edges the way memories did when you didn't revisit them. Her mother, Mara, had been beautiful and afraid and fiercely, almost violently devoted to Seren in a way that left no room for questions. Not why do we move so much, and not why do you sometimes stand at the window at night looking at nothing, and definitely not why do I feel, sometimes, like I am only wearing myself — like the real thing is something larger, waiting underneath?

	 

	Seren had learned early that some questions were not safe to ask. She had redirected that energy into school. Into science. Into the clean, reliable framework of methodology.

	 

	Her mother died of a cardiac event eighteen months ago, alone in a rented room in Astoria, and left Seren a storage unit containing three boxes of books, a sleeping bag, and a sealed envelope that said when you're ready in Mara's handwriting. Seren had not yet opened it. She told herself she was waiting for the right moment. The right moment kept not arriving.

	 

	She had taken the field position in the Hoh four months later. She had told herself it was professional opportunity. She had not examined, very carefully, the way the specific coordinates of the assignment — the Hoh valley, the old-growth corridor, the convergence zone between two documented wolf populations — had felt, when she read them, like being pointed at something.

	 

	By seven in the morning she was two miles upriver from the cabin, moving through old-growth at the pace the forest required, which was not her pace. The Hoh Rainforest did not accommodate urgency. Sitka spruce with trunks eight feet across forced detours. Nurse logs the length of school buses lay across the ground colonized entirely by fern and moss, soft and ludicrously green, the kind of green that looked digitally enhanced until you'd been here long enough to recalibrate your idea of what color was capable of. The mist lived at knee height and sometimes waist height and sometimes swallowed everything above eye level entirely so that she moved through a world with no tops to things — just columns of ancient bark rising into white.

	 

	She was following a scat trail she'd marked with flagging tape last Tuesday. The pattern suggested a denning site somewhere in the next quarter mile, which would be significant — pack denning behavior in this section of the valley hadn't been documented in fourteen years. She moved carefully, placing her boots on root and stone rather than soil, minimizing her scent impression. Standard protocol.

	 

	She smelled the woodsmoke before she heard anything.

	 

	It was faint — just the suggestion of smoke, cedar and something else, something she didn't have a category for, a warm undercurrent that pulled at her attention in a way smoke didn't usually pull. She stopped walking. Turned her head slowly, trying to source it. Northeast, again. Upslope from the river, toward the ridge.

	 

	There were no designated campsites in this section of the park. Dispersed camping required a permit and a minimum distance from water sources. In eleven days of fieldwork she had not encountered another person east of the trailhead.

	 

	She considered her options with the brief, practical efficiency of a woman alone in remote wilderness: the smoke was real, she was not alarmed, she should know what it was.

	 

	She climbed toward it.

	 

	The terrain steepened past the old-growth boundary into a mixed zone — younger spruce and hemlock, more light, the undergrowth thickening into salal and Oregon grape that grabbed at her gaiters. She crested a small rise and stopped.

	 

	There was a man crouched at the edge of the trees, twenty feet away, with his back to her.

	 

	He was doing nothing alarming. He was crouched over something on the ground — she couldn't see what — and he was very still in the way she recognized, the specific stillness of someone watching something in the forest. He hadn't heard her approach.

	 

	Seren had a brief, clear moment of assessment: tall, even crouched. Dark jacket, worn. Dark hair. The particular quality of stillness he had was not careful, not performed — it was native, like the forest wasn't inconvenient to him, like he had made no negotiation with it and required none.

	 

	She should have announced herself. The protocol was clear — in remote areas, you made yourself known to other humans before you got within conversational distance. You did not startle people in wilderness.

	 

	She didn't announce herself. She stood and looked at him for approximately four seconds, which was long enough to notice the width of his shoulders and the way the mist moved around him rather than through him, which was not a thing she could explain and so she filed it under atmospheric distortion and cleared her throat.

	 

	He didn't startle. He turned, and this was the second anomalous thing in as many seconds — most people, surprised from behind in remote forest, had a physical reaction. A flinch, a sharp breath, the body's snap into alertness. He simply turned, like he had known she was there and had been waiting for her to announce it.

	 

	He straightened to his full height and looked at her.

	 

	She had a second of pure, blank informational intake — early thirties, dark eyes that were not quite any color she could name in the morning light, a jaw that had three or four days of growth on it, a scar along his left cheekbone that was old enough to have silvered. He was looking at her with an expression of absolute composure that had, somewhere underneath it, something she couldn't locate. Like a room with the lights off. You knew there was furniture in it. You couldn't see where.

	 

	"You're the researcher," he said.

	 

	Not sorry, didn't hear you coming, and not jesus, you scared me, and not any of the normal social responses to being approached from behind by a stranger in the middle of federal wilderness. Just that. You're the researcher. Stated, not asked.

	 

	"I'm the researcher," Seren agreed, because it was true and because she was still recalibrating. "How did you know that?"

	 

	"Small town." He looked at her for another moment, then back at the ground where he'd been crouched. She followed his gaze. A partial paw impression in a patch of exposed soil between root systems — large, very large, the kind of size that stopped wildlife biologists in their tracks. "This is yours?"

	 

	She moved forward without deciding to, crouching beside the impression, close enough that she caught the woodsmoke again — closer now, and that undercurrent with it, warm and complex, something that made her think irrationally of pine resin and deep water. She focused on the paw print.

	 

	"That's not mine," she said. "I mean, I didn't make it. I've been looking for this." She pulled out her phone, opened the camera. "The size is — this is significant. The largest documented wolf in the western population is approximately thirty-two inches at the shoulder. This print would suggest—"

	 

	"Bigger than that," he said.

	 

	She looked up. He was watching her with that composed, lightless expression, and there was something in the way he'd said it — not probably or could be, just bigger than that, quiet and certain.

	 

	"You've seen this animal?" she asked.

	 

	"I know this territory."

	 

	"That's not the same as answering my question."

	 

	Something shifted in his face. It was brief, and she almost missed it — the corner of his mouth, a fraction of movement that wasn't quite a smile. "No," he said. "It's not."

	 

	She stood, because she was not comfortable crouching while he was standing, some old reflex about sightlines and balance. He was taller than she'd registered. She was five-seven and she was looking up at him in a way she found briefly, irrationally irritating.

	 

	"Seren Calloway," she said, and extended her hand.

	 

	He looked at it for one beat — just one, just long enough to be almost strange — and then took it.

	 

	The contact lasted a normal handshake duration. Three seconds, maybe four. His hand was very warm. Later, she would not be able to reconstruct exactly what happened in those three or four seconds, only that her mind went briefly quiet in the way it went quiet in the forest at night, when the wolves stopped calling and the river was all there was — the particular quality of silence that wasn't empty but full, heavy with something just about to happen.

	 

	She let go first.

	 

	"Cael Duskmore," he said.

	 

	He didn't offer more than that. She didn't ask, initially, because she was photographing the paw impression and taking measurements and doing the work she was here to do, and he stood back and let her work without hovering or commenting, which she appreciated with a specificity that surprised her — she hadn't known, until this moment, how much she'd been bracing for someone to hover or comment.

	 

	When she'd finished she straightened and found him looking out through the trees toward the river. His profile was toward her. In the diffused gray light of the mist he looked like something carved rather than grown — all clean line and deliberate structure. She had the brief, unwelcome thought that he was the most physically present person she'd ever encountered. Not attractive in any conventional, checklist way, though he was that too, she was aware of it the way she was aware of the temperature or the grade of the slope — as data, as condition. What she meant was something different. He occupied his space like he was certain of it. Like the space had never been a question.

	 

	"Are you a park employee?" she asked.

	 

	"No."

	 

	"Researcher?"

	 

	"No."

	 

	"Then what are you doing out here?"

	 

	He turned and looked at her again, and she had the distinct, unsettling feeling that the question amused him in some way that had nothing to do with it being funny. "Walking," he said.

	 

	"This is fairly remote for a walk."

	 

	"I know the territory," he said again. Like it explained everything. Like knowing the territory was a category of thing that superseded normal accounting.

	 

	Seren considered pressing. She was good at pressing — not aggressively, but with the steady, methodical patience of a researcher who understood that most things, given enough time and the right questions, eventually disclosed themselves. But something in his composure suggested that this particular pressure would simply transfer back to her, redirected rather than absorbed, and she was not sure she wanted to find out what that felt like.

	 

	"I should get back to my transect," she said instead.

	 

	He nodded. Then, as she was turning: "You were at the river this morning."

	 

	She stopped. Turned back. He was watching her with the same composed expression, but something had changed in the quality of his attention — sharpened, somehow. More direct.

	 

	"I was," she said carefully. "Before sunrise. Did you see me?"

	 

	"I saw you." A pause, brief and full. "The female gray. At the bank."

	 

	Her pulse did something she didn't authorize. "You were there?"

	 

	"I was nearby."

	 

	"She looked at me," Seren said, and then felt slightly foolish for saying it, for the weight she'd put on those three words, the way they came out like a disclosure rather than a data point. "I've studied wolves for six years. They don't — the sustained eye contact, the lack of flight response, it was unusual behavior."

	 

	Cael looked at her for a long moment. The mist moved between them, slow and indifferent.

	 

	"Maybe she recognized you," he said.

	 

	It was exactly what she'd thought, standing at the river's edge, and hearing it from him — from a stranger in the woods who knew the territory and wouldn't say why — did something strange to the back of her throat. A tightness. Not anxiety. Something more like the feeling of standing at a door you've had your hand on for a long time, finally pushing.

	 

	"Wolves don't recognize strangers," she said. It came out quieter than she intended.

	 

	"No," he said. "Usually they don't."

	 

	He held her gaze for two seconds — three — and then he looked back toward the river, and the conversation was over in the specific way of someone who has said exactly as much as they intended to say and will not be moved to add to it.

	 

	Seren walked back down toward the valley with her photographs and her measurements and the paw impression logged in her field journal, and she told herself she was thinking about the size of the print, about the denning evidence, about the data. She was thinking about the data.

	 

	The woodsmoke smell stayed with her all the way down the ridge.

	 

	She noticed, at the bottom, that she'd covered the downhill distance faster than she should have. She'd been moving quickly without meaning to, her body doing something independent of her conscious pace — like it wanted to get somewhere. Or like it was still responding to something it hadn't finished responding to.

	 

	She stopped at the river's edge. Breathed. Watched the Hoh run silver-green over its stones.

	 

	Cael Duskmore, she thought. And then: He knew I was there before I said anything.

	 

	And then, under that, quieter: The wolf looked at me like she already knew me. And so did he.

	 

	She didn't write any of this in her field journal.

	 

	She wasn't sure yet which part was data.

	 

	
CHAPTER 2 — The Wrong Kind of Familiar

	The town of Forks had one grocery store, two gas stations, a diner that closed at eight, and the particular quality of attention that small towns reserved for people who arrived alone and stayed longer than a weekend.

	 

	Seren had been managing it by going in on Tuesdays, doing everything in a single efficient loop — groceries, fuel, the post office box her department used for field correspondence — and leaving before anyone had time to work up to the questions she could see forming behind their eyes. She was not unfriendly. She was just fast, and she had learned, in eleven moves across eleven towns before the age of eighteen, that fast was the kindest thing you could be in a place that wanted to know your business. You gave people less to work with. You were pleasant about it. Everyone was spared.

	 

	This Tuesday she was in the grocery store's single coffee aisle, reading the back of a foil bag of dark roast with the focused attention of someone who was actually thinking about something else entirely, when she became aware of being looked at.

	 

	Not the ambient awareness of a stranger in a small town. Something more specific — a directed attention, close enough to have a temperature.

	 

	She turned.

	 

	The woman was perhaps thirty, dark-haired, with the kind of cheekbones that suggested Indigenous heritage and the kind of expression that suggested she had already decided something about Seren and was waiting to see if the decision would hold. She was holding a basket with a single box of tea in it. She was not pretending to look at the coffee.

	 

	"You're the wolf researcher," the woman said. "From the Hoh station."

	 

	"I am," Seren said. This was the second time in four days she'd been identified before she introduced herself. She was beginning to find it interesting.

	 

	"Mira Duskmore." The woman shifted the basket to her other hand. Did not extend the hand for shaking, which Seren noted. Not unfriendly. Assessing. "My brother mentioned he'd run into you."

	 

	Seren felt something recalibrate quietly in her chest. "Cael."

	 

	"He doesn't run into people by accident." Mira said this conversationally, like a footnote, like it was information she expected Seren to find useful and was providing as a courtesy. "He's not a run-into-people kind of person."

	 

	Seren looked at her. "Then what kind of person is he?"

	 

	Mira's expression shifted — something came into it, warm and a little sharp, like she'd answered a question correctly without knowing she was being tested. "Intentional," she said. "Every single thing he does is intentional." She let that settle for exactly the right amount of time and then said: "Are you finding what you're looking for out there?"

	 

	"I'm finding things I didn't know I was looking for," Seren said, which was more honest than she'd intended.

	 

	Mira looked at her steadily. "Yeah," she said. "That sounds about right."

	 

	She thought about Mira Duskmore for the forty-minute drive back to the cabin. He doesn't run into people by accident. The sentence sat in her mind with a weight that was disproportionate to its length, turning slowly. She turned it with it, looking for the right angle.

	 

	Cael had known she was there before she announced herself. He'd known she was at the river before sunrise. He'd known she was the researcher before she said a word.

	 

	Small town, he'd said.

	 

	She'd been out here eleven days. In that time she'd been to Forks twice and the ranger station once. She had not introduced herself to anyone socially. The paper trail of her presence was administrative — a research permit on file, a parking pass, a utility account for the generator fuel. The kind of information that existed but was not, under normal circumstances, circulated.

	 

	She was not, she decided, going to be precious about it. She was a researcher in a small, tight-knit community adjacent to federal land. People knew things about newcomers. This was not unusual.

	 

	She decided this firmly and then spent the rest of the drive thinking about the way he'd said maybe she recognized you — the careful neutrality of it, like a door held open rather than walked through.

	 

	The cabin had three rooms. A main space with a woodstove and a table she'd converted into a workstation, a bedroom with a cot and a sleeping bag she hadn't bothered to replace with something more comfortable because discomfort was information — it kept her calibrated, kept the line between field work and actual life from going too permeable. And a small bathroom with water pressure that varied according to some internal logic she'd stopped trying to predict.

	 

	She had the recording from last night playing through her laptop speakers while she made dinner — pasta, the kind of meal that required no real decisions — and was marking timestamp intervals on her spectrogram software when she heard the vehicle.

	 

	She lived at the end of a road. Vehicles did not come down this road by accident. The road was not on any mapping app — she'd checked, early on, when she was setting up her privacy logistics — and the signage at the turnoff was minimal, a weathered park service marker that had lost half its lettering to time and rain.

	 

	She went to the window.

	 

	A truck — older, a dark green that was almost black in the dusk — had pulled to a stop at the edge of the clearing. She watched it idle for a moment, then the engine cut.

	 

	Cael Duskmore got out.

	 

	He moved with the same unhurried certainty she'd clocked in the forest, crossing the clearing toward the cabin in a straight line, no hesitation in his direction, like he'd been here before. Like he knew exactly what was in front of him and had assessed it already.

	 

	She opened the door before he knocked, which she did not plan.

	 

	He stopped at the base of the porch steps, looking up at her with that expression that revealed everything about his composure and nothing about what was underneath it. He had a paper bag in one hand. He held it up.

	 

	"I didn't know if the access road had washed out on the south end," he said. "We had rain last week. Brought supplies in case."

	 

	She looked at the bag. Then at him. "You brought supplies."

	 

	"Coffee. Some other things." A brief pause. "The road is fine."

	 

	"I can see that."

	 

	"Right." Another pause, shorter. Something flickered in his eyes that she was starting to recognize — that fraction of amusement, the almost-not-there quality of it, like he found something funny about himself and was not going to explain what. "May I come up?"

	 

	She stepped back from the door.

	 

	He took up more space in the cabin than she'd prepared for, which was irrational — she hadn't been preparing for him at all — but she was aware of it immediately, the way the small main room reorganized itself around him without asking her permission. He set the paper bag on the workstation table with care, moving her field notebooks a precise inch without looking at them.

	 

	"The coffee's from the gas station," he said. "It's better than it sounds."

	 

	"I have coffee."

	 

	"I know. I saw the brand. This is better."

	 

	She stared at him. "You saw my—" She stopped. He had seen her, he'd said, at the river. Before dawn. Before she'd encountered him on the ridge. He'd been watching her from a distance she hadn't detected, in pre-dawn darkness, and had apparently taken inventory. "Right," she said. "Of course."

	 

	She went to the woodstove where the pasta was doing something suboptimal and turned the heat down. She was aware of him behind her — not in a threatening way, not in a way that made her want to put more distance between them — in the way that static is aware of current. Adjacent and responsive.

	 

	"You know this territory," she said, not turning around. "The Hoh valley. The ridge above the river. This road."

	 

	"Yes."

	 

	"Has your family been here long?"

	 

	"My family has been here longer than the road has," he said.

	 

	She turned at that. He was standing at the edge of her workstation, looking at the spectrogram on her laptop screen — the readout from last night's recording, the three or four wolves on the ridge, their voices translated into peaks and frequencies by her software. His expression as he looked at it was unreadable, but there was something in his stillness that was different from his general stillness. More careful.

	 

	"That's from last night," she said. "Three in the morning. The ridge above the north fork."

	 

	"I know."

	 

	She waited.

	 

	He looked up from the screen and met her eyes, and for a moment neither of them said anything. The woodstove made its settling sounds. Outside, the Hoh was doing what the Hoh always did, running its silver-green commentary on everything. The forest pressed close to the cabin windows the way it always did at dusk — not menacing, but present, the specific presentness of something very old and very aware of itself.

	 

	"That's your pack," she said. Not a question. She didn't know why she said it that way. She watched his face for the reaction that would tell her she'd made a wrong turn.

	 

	His expression didn't change. His eyes did — something moved in them, slow and deliberate, like a tide turning. "Why would you say that?" he asked.

	 

	"Because you move through the forest like it belongs to you." She heard herself say it and kept going, because she was a scientist and she believed in following what the data indicated even when the indication was strange. "Because you knew exactly where I was before I spoke. Because the wolf at the river looked at me the way people look at someone they know — and you looked at me the same way, in exactly the same forest, two days later. Because small town is not a sufficient explanation for how much you know about my movements." She stopped. "I study behavioral patterns for a living. Yours don't add up to a civilian."

	 

	Cael looked at her for a long moment. "What do they add up to?" he asked.

	 

	She held his gaze. "I don't know yet. I don't have enough data."

	 

	Something happened in his face then — not the fractional amusement from before, something quieter and less protected. It lasted only a moment, a hairline crack in the composed surface, and then it was gone. But she'd seen it. She catalogued it the way she catalogued everything: filed, cross-referenced, returned to.

	 

	"You'll keep looking," he said. It wasn't a question either.

	 

	"I always keep looking."

	 

	He seemed to make a decision. The precise nature of it she couldn't read — only that it was made, deliberate, some internal thing resolved. He pulled out the chair across the workstation table and sat, not asking, like sitting was something he was authorized to do in this space, and she found that she did not object.

	 

	"The wolves on the ridge," he said. "Have you documented how far their territory runs east?"

	 

	"Working on it. My grid only covers the primary river corridor so far. I need another month before I can map the full eastern boundary." She sat too, across from him. "Why?"

	 

	"There's a second population. On the coast."

	 

	She went still. "That's not in any of the current literature."

	 

	"No." He looked at her steadily. "It wouldn't be."

	 

	"You've seen them?"

	 

	"Yes."

	 

	"How many animals?"

	 

	"A functioning pack. Eight to twelve. Depending on the season." He said this with the same quiet certainty he brought to everything — not performance, not display, just information delivered like he'd been waiting for the right person to give it to.

	 

	She was already reaching for her field journal. "Where, specifically? What's their range?"

	 

	"The coastal strip from La Push south. The sea stack territory." A pause. "They stay west of the 101 corridor. Generally."

	 

	"Generally," she repeated, writing. "What does generally mean in this context?"

	 

	"It means there are pressures that occasionally move them east." Another pause, briefer. "Into disputed territory."

	 

	She looked up from the journal. He was watching her write with that particular quality of attention — the same quality the wolf had brought to looking at her at the river, she realized suddenly. Not the blank assessment of an animal observing a threat. The recognition of one.

	 

	She set her pen down. "You said disputed," she said. "Not overlapping. Not shared."

	 

	"I said what I meant."

	 

	"The two populations are in conflict."

	 

	He held her gaze. "They have been," he said, "for about two years."

	 

	She understood, sitting across from this man in her three-room cabin at the end of a logging road in a rainforest that pressed its old-growth weight against every window, that she was being told something that existed on two levels simultaneously and that she did not yet have the framework to receive it on both at once. The scientist in her heard: two wolf populations, territorial dispute, escalating range overlap, a conflict she hadn't known existed and that no published literature documented.

	 

	The other part of her — the part that stood on the porch at night with its hand pressed to its own sternum, feeling the hum — heard something else. Heard it the way you hear a word in a language you studied once and thought you'd lost: not fluently, not with confidence, but with the specific recognition of something that used to be yours.

	 

	"I should be documenting this," she said.

	 

	"I know."

	 

	"The coastal pack. Can you take me out there? To the territory?"

	 

	He looked at her again. Outside, the dusk had gone full dark. The generator hummed its nightly note. In the trees at the clearing's edge, something moved — she caught it peripherally, a shift in the shadows at the tree line, there and then not.

	 

	"Not yet," he said.

	 

	"Why not?"

	 

	"Because I need to know you're ready for what you'd see out there," he said.

	 

	She frowned. "I'm a trained wildlife biologist. I've documented wolf behavior in—"

	 

	"I know your publications, Dr. Calloway." He said it simply, not cutting her off, just completing the available information. "All seventeen of them."

	 

	The silence that followed this had a weight she needed both hands for.

	 

	"You read my work," she said.

	 

	"Before you arrived, yes."

	 

	She thought of Mira in the coffee aisle. He doesn't run into people by accident. She thought of the certainty in his direction when he crossed the clearing. She thought of the way he'd known she was at the river before she'd made a sound.

	 

	"How long have you known I was coming?" she asked.

	 

	He looked at her across the small table with the woodstove warm behind her and the dark forest close against the windows. His expression was composed. Underneath the composure was the room with the lights off — the furniture she could sense but not see.

	 

	"A while," he said.

	 

	"That's not a specific answer."

	 

	"No," he agreed. "It's not."

	 

	He moved to the door. She didn't follow, staying at the table, watching him with the particular stillness she'd developed over six years of watching things she didn't yet understand.

	 

	He stopped with his hand on the door frame — not the door, the frame, like he was taking the measure of the threshold. Then he turned back once, and there was something in his face she hadn't seen there before. Something that had let go of the careful structure it usually wore. It lasted less than a second. But it was enough.

	 

	Like a man looking at something he'd been trying not to want, and briefly forgetting to try.

	 

	"The paw print you found on the ridge," he said. "Don't file it in the standard database. Not yet."

	 

	She held his eyes. "Why?"

	 

	"Because not everyone who will have access to that data has good intentions for this territory." A pause. "Or for you."

	 

	The door opened. The forest air came in — cold, wet, old, the Hoh breathing its nighttime breath. He stepped out into it and was gone, and she heard the truck engine turn over and pull away down the logging road.

	 

	She sat for a long time at the workstation table with her field journal open and the spectrogram still running on her laptop screen, the wolves' three a.m. voices translated into peaks of light.

	 

	Because not everyone who will have access to that data has good intentions for this territory. Or for you.

	 

	She looked at the spectrogram. At the three voices on the ridge, rendered in frequency — the dominant long call, the shorter response, the third voice that didn't quite fit the others.

	 

	The third voice, she realized now, was lower than she'd initially logged. Not a juvenile. Something else. Something that had been listening from the ridge while the others called.

	 

	She pulled up the original recording. Isolated the third voice. Ran it through the frequency analysis software.

	 

	The readout was outside the documented range for Canis lupus. By a significant margin.

	 

	She stared at the numbers for a long time.

	 

	Then she picked up her field journal and wrote, in the careful handwriting she used for things that might matter later: Third voice. Ridge. 03:14. Frequency anomalous. Source unknown.

	 

	She underlined source unknown.

	 

	Outside, at the edge of the clearing, she could see — if she looked at the right angle, in the right piece of darkness between the trees — two amber points of light.

	 

	Watching.

	 

	Still.

	 

	She did not close the curtain.

	 

	
CHAPTER 3 — A Scent Like Coming Home

	She didn't sleep.

	 

	This was not unusual — she had never been a reliable sleeper, had always lived slightly too close to the surface of consciousness to go fully under without negotiation — but this was different from her ordinary insomnia. Ordinary insomnia was the mind refusing to stop working. This was the body refusing to stand down. She lay on the cot in her sleeping bag with the woodstove ticking through its cool-down and felt her own pulse in places she didn't normally feel it. The tips of her fingers. The soles of her feet. The base of her throat.

	 

	She had looked up the Duskmore name at eleven-thirty on the satellite connection, which was cooperating for once, as if it too wanted to know. The results were thin and local — a family listed in county property records going back to the early 1900s, a name on the donor wall of a wildlife rehabilitation center in Port Angeles, a single mention in a 1987 Peninsula Daily News archive about a logging rights dispute in which a Duskmore — first name Edmund, which she filed as likely grandfather or great-uncle — had testified before a county planning board in opposition to a clear-cut permit in the Hoh valley corridor. The quote attributed to him was three sentences: This forest is not a resource. It is a home. We will not negotiate its home status.

	 

	The permit had been denied.

	 

	She had read that three times and then closed the laptop and lay down and stared at the ceiling of the cabin, which was old timber planking gone gray with decades of woodsmoke and condensation, and thought about a man who had read all seventeen of her publications before she arrived.

	 

	Not after she was hired. Before she arrived.

	 

	The research permit had a public comment period. Standard procedure for studies in federal wilderness — thirty days of open comment from stakeholders, adjacent landowners, recognized interested parties. She had submitted her application in July. She had not paid particular attention to the comment period. She hadn't expected comments.

	 

	She pulled out her laptop again. Logged into the university's grant management portal with the slow, methodical patience of someone who was following a data trail and was not going to stop until it went cold. The application file. The comment records. She'd glanced at these in August — mostly standard conservation organization boilerplate, a few adjacent landowner acknowledgments.

	 

	She scrolled now with more care.

	 

	Comment 7 of 14. Submitted July 29th. Duskmore Family Land Trust, Olympic Peninsula.

	 

	We welcome this research and request the primary investigator be made aware of the following: the wolf populations in the Hoh corridor are more complex and more significant than current literature reflects. We would be glad to provide supplemental data upon request. We ask that all findings be coordinated with local stakeholders before publication.

	 

	Submitted July 29th. Her application had been approved August 3rd. Five days.

	 

	She lay back down.

	 

	He doesn't run into people by accident.

	 

	No. She was beginning to understand that he very much did not.

	 

	At four in the morning she gave up entirely and got dressed in her warmest layers — base layer, fleece, her worn canvas field jacket, wool socks inside gum boots — and went out.

	 

	The clearing was crystalline. The rain had held off and the cloud cover had thinned enough to let a half moon through, and the Hoh valley in moonlight was something she had not yet seen because she was usually inside by this hour, and standing in it now she felt the inadequacy of that decision in her whole body. The old-growth at the clearing's edge was silver and black and absolutely still. The mist lay in the low places, pooled and luminous, moving in some slow current she couldn't feel. Above the tree line, the ridge was a dark mass against a sky that had exactly three stars visible in a gap between clouds.

	 

	She stood at the edge of the porch and breathed.

	 

	The Hoh breathed back.

	 

	She had a headlamp clipped to her jacket but she didn't turn it on. She had good night vision — better than good, better than she'd ever mentioned to anyone, because it had always seemed like the kind of thing you didn't lead with. She had been able to move in low-light conditions since adolescence, had attributed it to the hypervigilant nervous system she'd developed in childhood, the constant low-level alertness of a kid who moved too often and had to map new environments fast. It hadn't occurred to her until recently to ask whether that explanation was sufficient.

	 

	She stepped off the porch. Crossed the clearing. Entered the tree line.

	 

	The forest at night was a different country than the forest in daylight. The paths she knew reorganized themselves in the dark — not confusingly, not with the disorientation of a stranger, but with a kind of reconfiguration that felt like the forest setting aside its daytime presentation and showing her something truer. The ancient Sitka spruce were larger in the dark, their scale freed from the visual noise of detail, and the mosses and ferns that covered everything were silver-black and luminous where the moonlight reached and absolute-dark where it didn't, and she moved between these zones without hesitation, stepping over roots she could sense rather than see, adjusting her weight on the uneven terrain with an ease that would have surprised her if she'd been paying attention to it.

	 

	She was not paying attention to it. She was paying attention to the smell.

	 

	It had started at the tree line — the first step into the forest, where the temperature dropped and the air changed quality, going dense and layered the way forest air always did — and she'd caught it: that undercurrent. Not woodsmoke this time. Woodsmoke had been a component, she thought now, of something more complex, the way a single instrument is a component of a sound you'd call by the whole ensemble's name. What she was smelling now was the thing underneath. Pine resin and deep water, as she'd thought before, but also something warmer. Something that pulled at a part of her she didn't have a name for — some deep registration, below cognition, below even instinct, the level at which the body makes its truest decisions.

	 

	She followed it.

	 

	This was not scientific behavior. She knew that. She followed it anyway, moving northeast through the old-growth with her unlighted headlamp clipped to her jacket, her hands occasionally touching bark for orientation, her feet finding their way with a confidence she didn't examine.

	 

	She climbed the slope above the river, past the nurse logs with their impossible gardens of fern, past the point where the old-growth gave way to the mixed zone, past the small rise where she'd found Cael crouched over the paw print.

	 

	She stopped.

	 

	She was standing at the edge of a small natural clearing — not logged, not shaped by human intervention, just a gap in the canopy where an old tree had come down decades ago and let the light in long enough for the understory to go wild. The fallen trunk was still there, massive, colonized so completely by moss that it looked grown rather than fallen, more garden than tree. The moonlight came through the canopy gap and lit the clearing in a pale silver that made everything look like it was generating its own light.

	 

	There was a wolf in the clearing.

	 

	Not the gray female from the river. This animal was enormous — the word that came to her mind first was wrong, which was not a scientific word, and then impossible, which was not either, and then finally her training reasserted itself and gave her exceptional, as in an exceptional specimen, outside the documented range of the species. The animal was dark — black or very dark gray, impossible to say in monochrome moonlight — and its shoulder height, which she estimated automatically by comparing it to the fallen log beside it, was well above anything in the literature. It was sitting. Not standing, not moving, not displaying any of the territorial postures she knew to look for. Just sitting, at the far edge of the clearing, with the patient, settled quality of something that had been there long enough to have decided it would keep being there.

	 

	It was looking at her.

	 

	The same quality as the gray female at the river. The same quality, she thought, as Cael Duskmore on the ridge.

	 

	Not threat assessment. Not predatory calculation. The patient recognition of something that had been waiting for you to arrive.

	 

	She didn't move. The wolf didn't move. The moonlit clearing held its breath between them, and Seren felt the hum in her sternum rise — not the background frequency she'd been cataloguing, but something active, something responding, like a signal and its answer.

	 

	"Okay," she said. Barely sound. Just breath shaped into word. "Okay. I see you."

	 

	The wolf's ears shifted — not toward her, like an animal tracking a sound source, but in a way she'd seen dogs do in response to their names. An acknowledgment.

	 

	Her field journal was in her jacket pocket. Her phone was in the other one. She should be photographing this. She should be recording. She had equipment at the field station that would document this animal, that would produce data, that would make this encounter real and transmissible and part of the scientific record.

	 

	She didn't reach for any of it.

	 

	She stood in the moonlit clearing with her hands at her sides and let the encounter be what it was, which was something that did not entirely fit the categories she had for it.

	 

	The wolf stood. The movement was fluid and shockingly graceful for the animal's size — the body unfolding from its seated position with a quality she recognized as controlled, as in deliberately modulated, as in the movement of a creature that was capable of considerably more than it was showing. It took three steps toward her. Stopped.

	 

	Seren breathed.

	 

	It was close enough now that she could see the texture of its coat in the moonlight — not pure black, she saw, but very dark brindle, brown undertones visible in the silver light. Its eyes caught the moon and held it amber.

	 

	She took one step forward. Her body did this. Her mind was about three steps behind, observing with the detached fascination of someone watching themselves move in a dream.

	 

	The wolf held its ground.

	 

	She stopped with eight feet between them. The air in the gap was dense with that scent — the undercurrent she'd been tracking, close enough now to be specific. Pine resin and deep water and warm stone and something she was going to think of, later, in the frustrated privacy of the cabin, as home, because she didn't have a better word and home was the closest available approximation to the particular feeling of arriving somewhere you didn't know you'd been looking for.

	 

	She was not afraid. She catalogued this. She had been close to wolves in controlled conditions before — radio-collared animals, habituated wolves in managed study environments — and she had always felt the appropriate professional combination of alertness and respect, the body's basic mammalian recognition of apex predator. She felt none of that now. What she felt was closer to what she'd felt on her first day at a new school, in a new town, walking into a classroom full of strangers — that terrible, hopeful openness, the readiness to be seen.

	 

	The wolf lowered its enormous head and smelled her hand.

	 

	She didn't breathe. The wet warmth of the animal's breath against her fingers was the most real thing that had happened to her in a very long time.

	 

	Then it raised its head and looked at her once more, amber-eyed, patient, and turned and walked into the trees on the far side of the clearing. Not fleeing. Not retreating. Moving with the decisive unhurriedness of a creature that had gotten what it came for.

	 

	She stood in the clearing until she couldn't hear it anymore. Then she stood a while longer.

	 

	She was halfway back down the ridge when she smelled the cigarette smoke, which was wrong — nobody smoked out here, and the scent was upwind from the logging road — and then she heard the engine, idling very low, somewhere to the south on a track she hadn't mapped. Not the main road. A track through the trees she hadn't known existed.

	 

	She stopped and went still.

	 

	A door. Voices, but too far for words — two of them, male, the low registers of men speaking quietly. The engine ran for another minute and then died. Silence. Then footsteps in the forest undergrowth, moving not toward her but laterally, south to north, someone moving through her study area in the dark with purpose.

	 

	She turned her headlamp on — red light, wildlife-safe setting — and marked her GPS coordinates. Then she went quickly but quietly back down the slope the way she'd come, not running, moving fast, taking the most direct line back to the clearing and the cabin.

	 

	She was at the tree line when she heard it.

	 

	A howl. From the south — the coastal direction. Far off, maybe two miles, but carrying in the cold air with a clarity that meant it was meant to carry. A long note, declarative, with an edge she translated automatically in the language of wolf behavior: This is mine. I am here. This is not a question.

	 

	Followed by a short second call, closer, from somewhere on the ridge above her, which she recognized — the dominant long-call voice from her three a.m. recording. Recognized and answering.

	 

	The two calls hung in the cold air over the Hoh valley for a moment.

	 

	Then the coastal howl again, short this time, three notes, an ascending pattern she'd never heard documented, and then silence.

	 

	Seren stood at the edge of the clearing with her headlamp on red and felt the hair along her forearms rise inside her sleeves. Not from cold.

	 

	She was writing up the encounter at the workstation table, hands around a cup of the coffee Cael had brought, when she realized she'd been subconsciously listening for a truck. For the sound of tires on the logging road. For a specific engine note she'd already catalogued without deciding to.

	 

	She put the pen down.

	 

	The coffee was extraordinary — bright and deep and smoky in layers, the kind of thing that made instant seem like a theoretical concept. She drank it and thought about a man who had driven somewhere to get it and had not mentioned that he'd driven somewhere to get it.

	 

	She thought about the wolf in the clearing. Its amber eyes. Its patience. The very specific coordinates of what it had felt like to stand eight feet from an animal that size and feel nothing but that terrible, hopeful openness.

	 

	She thought about the engine to the south. The two voices. The deliberate, quiet movement through her study area in the dark.

	 

	She pulled up the comment from the grant file. Read it again. We ask that all findings be coordinated with local stakeholders before publication.

	 

	She thought about what Cael had said. Not everyone who will have access to that data has good intentions for this territory. Or for you.

	 

	She should make a call. Her department chair, or the park service liaison, or the ranger station at the Hoh — there were protocols for this, for documenting unusual activity in federal wilderness, for reporting unauthorized off-road use.

	 

	She looked at her phone. She thought about who she would call and what she would say. I heard an engine on an unmapped track. I heard two men speaking. I saw a wolf that shouldn't exist at that size. I tracked a scent through old-growth at four in the morning like it was a road I knew.

	 

	She put the phone down.

	 

	She picked up the field journal instead and wrote everything — the clearing, the wolf, the scent, the engine, the howling exchange — in the careful handwriting she used for things that might matter later. Then she turned to a fresh page and wrote a single question at the top, because she was a scientist and that was what scientists did when the data produced something that exceeded their current framework: they named the question.

	 

	What am I actually studying here?

	 

	She underlined it. Stared at it.

	 

	Outside, the first gray light of pre-dawn was beginning to build above the eastern ridge. The Hoh was running. The forest was settling through the specific frequency shift it made every morning at this hour, the nighttime sounds giving way to the early birds, the world changing its register.

	 

	Her phone lit up on the table.

	 

	A text. Unknown number. Four words.

	 

	Did you see him?

	 

	She stared at the screen. Her thumbs moved before her better judgment arrived.

	 

	Who is this?

	 

	Three dots. A pause. Then:

	 

	Mira. Cael's sister. I got your number from the ranger station's research contact list. Sorry for the early hour. Did you see the black wolf tonight?

	 

	Seren set the phone down flat on the table. Picked it up again.

	 

	Yes, she typed. How did you know?

	 

	The response came fast, like it had been waiting.

	 

	Because he hasn't let anyone see him in two years. Not since the last time a stranger came through this territory. A pause. Then another message: He doesn't do that for just anyone, Seren. He doesn't do anything for just anyone.

	 

	Seren read this twice. Then she typed: What happened to the last stranger?

	 

	The three dots appeared. Stayed. Appeared again.

	 

	Then: That's a conversation for in person. Are you free tomorrow?

	 

	She looked at the question on the fresh page of her field journal.

	 

	What am I actually studying here?

	 

	She typed: Yes.

	 

	Outside, the dawn was coming in cold and certain over the ridge, the light moving down through the old-growth in the slow, reliable way of something that had been doing this for centuries and intended to keep doing it. The river ran. The trees made their adjustments. The forest, which had been watching all night, continued watching, patient and comprehensive and very much aware of everything that moved within it.

	 

	Including her.

	 

	Especially her.

	 

	
CHAPTER 4 — What She Measures, What She Misses

	She met Mira at the diner at nine, which was late enough that the breakfast rush — such as it was in a town of four thousand in October — had cleared out and left behind only the residual smell of bacon grease and the two retired men at the counter who appeared to be permanent installations, their coffee cups refilled by the waitress on a cycle Seren suspected had been running since the Clinton administration.

	 

	Mira was already there. Corner booth, back to the wall, facing the door. She had a mug in both hands and was looking at her phone when Seren came in, but she looked up before the bell above the door finished its sound — fast, precise, tracking the entrance before consciously registering it. Another thing Seren was starting to notice. Another thing she was filing.

	 

	She slid into the opposite side of the booth. The vinyl was patched in two places with electrical tape. The table had a laminate pattern that was trying to suggest wood and had given up partway through. It was the most aggressively ordinary setting she could imagine, and sitting across from Mira Duskmore in it felt faintly surreal — like something important was being discussed in the wrong room.

	 

	"You look like you didn't sleep," Mira said, by way of greeting.

	 

	"I didn't sleep."

	 

	"But you saw him."

	 

	"I saw something," Seren said carefully. "An exceptionally large wolf. Black, dark brindle in direct light. Shoulder height I'd estimate at—"

	 

	"Seren." Mira said her name the way you said a name when someone was using the wrong tool for the job. Gently, but with a specificity that indicated the correct tool was available and they both knew it. "You can measure him later. Tell me what it was like."

	 

	Seren looked at her across the laminate table. Mira had her mother's quality of stillness, she thought — and then caught herself, because she didn't know what her mother's quality of stillness had been. She'd buried Mara Calloway in March and had stood at the graveside with the careful composure she applied to everything, and had felt the grief as a distant, structural thing, like watching a building she'd lived in for years collapse from the wrong end of a telescope. Still catastrophic. Just — far.

	 

	She had not let herself think about why the distance was there. She thought about it now, briefly, and then set it aside.

	 

	"It felt like being recognized," she said. "I know that's not—"

	 

	"It's accurate."

	 

	"It's not a scientific—"

	 

	"Seren." Again. The same patient precision. "We're not doing science right now. Tell me what it felt like."

	 

	The waitress appeared. Seren ordered coffee and whatever the eggs situation was, because she hadn't eaten and her body was running on four a.m. adrenaline and extremely good coffee and she needed something actual in it. When the waitress left she turned back to Mira and said: "It felt like coming home. Which makes no sense because I have never been to this forest before this study. I have never seen that animal. I have never—" She stopped. "I don't really have a concept of home. We moved constantly when I was a child. I don't have the referent."

	 

	Mira was looking at her with an expression that had something in it Seren couldn't immediately classify — not pity, not sympathy exactly, something more complicated. The look of someone watching a person stand very close to a truth they haven't found yet and feeling the specific tension of knowing and not being the one who gets to say.

	 

	"What was your mother's name?" Mira asked.

	 

	Seren went still. "Why?"

	 

	"Please."

	 

	"Mara," she said. "Mara Calloway."

	 

	Something moved through Mira's face — a wave of something, there and gone, like a depth charge going off somewhere below the surface. She set her mug down carefully. Her hands, Seren noticed, were very steady.

	 

	"Calloway was her married name?" Mira asked.

	 

	"Her given name. She never married." A pause. "I never knew my father. She didn't talk about him."

	 

	"What did she talk about?" Mira's voice was still even, still controlled, but there was an attention in it now that had changed register — no longer conversational, now something more like the attention of a person receiving information that matters urgently.

	 

	"Practical things. Where we were going next. School logistics. She was a good mother in the specific ways that counted. She was—" Seren paused, searching for the accurate word the way she always searched for accurate words, because approximation was a habit she'd been trained out of. "Vigilant. She was always vigilant. She checked the locks twice. She knew the exits in every building she walked into. She moved us when she felt — I don't know what she felt. She never told me. She just said it was time."

	 

	"Did she ever bring you here?" Mira asked. "The Peninsula. The Hoh."

	 

	"No." And then, because the data point existed and she believed in data points: "But she had a photograph. In the storage unit she left. Old — film photograph, slightly overexposed. Coastal cliffs, sea stacks. Pacific Northwest coastline, though I couldn't tell you specifically where." She paused. "I didn't know, until I drove out here, that it looked like La Push."

	 

	Mira closed her eyes for precisely three seconds. Opened them. "Okay," she said. "Okay."

