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Prologue


I was not the first wolf to promise to be the guardian of the humans. That pledge was made many years ago in a time of great hunger, when a wolf named Indru met a tribe of starving humans. It was so long ago that wolves had just become wolf and humans were not yet quite human. The humans stood on two legs as they do now but had not yet lost their fur. They had not learned to control fire or build sturdy dens, and they had not learned to make throwing sticks that could kill beasts many times their own size. They were not nearly as good at surviving as were Indru and his pack.


The humans that Indru met at the edge of a great desert were so thin and hungry-looking that it seemed certain they would die. They should have made good prey for his pack, but Indru did not hear the call to the hunt. He felt pulled to the humans, as he would to his own packmates. He felt so drawn to them, so protective, that he could not let them die. He wanted to help them live. So Indru and his pack taught the humans the secrets of wolfkind: how to hunt rather than just scavenge what others had killed, how to find the best prey, and how a pack can work together to be stronger than any one individual. The humans survived.


Indru’s wolves and the newly vigorous humans hunted together and slept side by side. The bond between them strengthened until it was as much a part of the wolves as their own heartbeats. Wolf and human might have become one pack, one family, but as the humans gained strength and knowledge, they grew proud. They did not stop learning after mastering the skills the wolves had taught them, but gained more and more knowledge, until they were stronger than many other creatures. They said that they were better than other creatures and they demanded that the wolves serve them. When the wolves refused, the humans became so angry that they used their newfound knowledge to destroy everything within their reach. They killed whatever could not escape them and, when they learned the secrets of fire, even burned their own lands.


What happened next, our legends tell us, is that when the Ancients—Sun, Moon, Earth, and Grandmother Sky—saw what havoc the humans caused, they prepared to destroy both wolf and humankind. In other times, there had been creatures who had grown too powerful, and the Ancients had killed them, too. The legends say that one time they hurled a huge rock from the sky that caused a night that would not end, and that many creatures perished.


Indru climbed to the top of a high mountain and pleaded with the Ancients. He was so eloquent in his supplication that he convinced the Ancients to spare wolf and humankind. In exchange, the Ancients demanded a promise from Indru. They told him that the humans, when left on their own with their newfound knowledge, would continue to believe that they were different from other creatures, better than any others, and thus would find it easy to destroy everything around them. Indru promised that wolves would become guardians of the humans. They would teach the humans of the Balance—how all creatures are part of the world and must not destroy that which they depend upon to survive. They would forever watch over the humans to ensure that they never again grew too proud and destructive.


Indru and his packmates taught the humans how to be a part of nature, and how one must never take Earth, Sun, Moon, Sky, and the bounty they provide for granted. They taught them about family and taking care of one’s pack. They taught them how to be part of everything around them. And they showed the humans how to cherish the Balance. For generation upon generation, wolves tried to keep humans in touch with the world around them. But the humans, who bred faster than wolves ever had, began to want more than they had. They once again grew proud, and once again tried to make the wolves their slaves. The wolves—who could be as proud as any human—once again refused. There was a great war, with humans killing wolves and wolves killing humans. The wolves, angry and resentful, forsook their promise. The legends say that the Ancients then sent a winter three years long to end the lives of wolves and humans. That other creatures would die, too, apparently didn’t matter to them. Throughout the land, humans and wolves starved. Throughout the land, wolves and humans died.
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The second time wolves and humans hunted together, the long winter ended. A youngwolf named Lydda, who lived in the Wide Valley generations before I was born there, found a hungry human boy weeping against a rock. She felt drawn to him, as Indru had been drawn to his humans, and lay down beside him. Then Lydda and the young human killed a weakened elk. The meat saved both Lydda’s pack and the young human’s tribe, and the wolves and humans of the Wide Valley began to hunt as one pack, bringing the two clans together once more. The Ancients, pleased that the wolves had remembered their promise, ended the long winter. But it was not long before wolves and humans began to fight once again.


That was when the Greatwolves came to the Wide Valley, and as soon as they arrived, they began to tell lies.


They came down from the eastern mountains and found Lydda and her boy watching, bereft, as their families fought one another. No one had ever seen such huge wolves before, and when they told Lydda that they had been sent down from the sky by the Ancients, she believed them. They forced her to leave the valley, telling her she was a danger to wolfkind.


Then they invented a false legend: that when Indru had spoken to the Ancients, he had promised not to watch over the humans, but rather to stay forever away from them so that humans would not continue to learn so many new things. They said that they had been sent by the Ancients to teach the humans of the Balance from afar and that someday, when the weakness that made the Wide Valley wolves love the humans so much had been bred out of them, the Greatwolves would let them take over this task. Lydda believed them. She took her human boy and left the Wide Valley. Only after her death did she learn the truth. She discovered a way to return to the world of life. And she came to me.


By the time she did so, I was already an outcast from my pack. My mother had mated with a wolf from outside the valley. The Greatwolves carefully controlled the breeding of the Wide Valley wolves, and only they could give permission for mixed-blood pups. Wolves with Outsider blood were considered unlucky, and I had almost been killed as a smallpup because of it. When I grew fascinated by the humans, it only made things worse. I was told that being with the humans was wrong and that my inability to stay away from them made me a danger to my pack and to wolfkind, that it was proof that I was an aberrant wolf. When I saved the life of a human child, I kept it secret from my pack, believing that I was unnatural.


Lydda found me and told me the truth, that wolves and humans were meant to be together—that our survival depended on it. She helped me learn of the Greatwolves’ lies, so that I could stop a battle between wolves and humans that would have led to war. She gave me the confidence to convince my pack that we were to be the guardians of the humans and the strength to take on the promise of wolfkind. Then she left me.


She came to me one last time, a quarter moon after I had stopped the battle. I was crouched against a stout oak, sheltering myself from a sudden windstorm. She spoke urgently, as if she expected any moment to be set upon by a larger hunter.


“You’ve done so well, Kaala,” she had said, touching her nose to mine. “But I can no longer come here to you.”


“Why not?” I needed her. I had promised to take on responsibility for the humans at least in part because she had told me to, because she had made me promise to succeed in the task that she had failed in. She couldn’t leave me to face the consequences alone.


“The leaderwolves of the spirit realm forbade me to come here, and now they know I have disobeyed them,” she said, looking over her shoulder. “They will be watching me carefully. But it’s not just that. Wolves of the spirit realm are not meant to return to the world of life. We cannot endure here for long. If I continue to come, I will not be able to live in either world.”


It was then that I noticed how thin she was, how frail. It had been less than a moon since I’d last seen her, and then she had been sleek and healthy.


“But I need you,” I had said. “I’m supposed to keep wolf and humankind together. I can’t do it alone.”


“I know, Kaala. You have done more than I could have hoped, and I will not abandon you. I have heard of a place where the worlds of life and of death come together. You must find that place.”


She might as well have told me to hunt a herd of elkryn on my own.


“How?” I asked.


“I don’t know, Kaala. The leaderwolves of the spirit realm don’t tell me things, but I have overheard them speaking of such a place, and of one who can travel between the world of life and death to get there. Perhaps you can find this one who travels.”


I heard an angry howl, echoing through the valley. Lydda cringed. “I must go. Will you promise me to try to find this place?”


“Yes,” I said, blinking against the wind.


“Good. Then I know I will see you again soon.”


She spoke to me quickly then, telling me everything she could before she had to go. Then she licked the top of my head, and disappeared into the thick underbrush.


I was not the first wolf to hunt with the humans, but I might very well be the last. It was one of the last things Lydda told me before she had to return to the spirit world: that this time, there would be no more chances.





1


I caught the delicate scent of distant prey and stopped, digging my paws into the earth. Lifting my muzzle to the wind, I inhaled, allowing the distinctive ice-and-hoof aroma to sink to the back of my throat. Snow deer, in our territory and on the move. All at once, blood rushed to the sensitive spot just behind my ears. My mouth moistened, and every muscle in my body hungered for the chase. Next to me, Ázzuen stood as still as I was, only his ears twitching. Then his dark gray head began to sway, pulled between the lure of prey and our task.


“We can’t go after them,” I said. “We have to get to Tall Grass.”


“I know that,” he replied, panting hard. We’d run most of the way across our territory at full pelt. “I’m coming.”


Neither of us moved. I could, just barely, restrain myself from following the prey-scent, but I couldn’t bring myself to move away from it. Neither could Ázzuen. The small cluster of pine trees in which we stood blocked out the early morning sun, allowing thick drops of moisture to form on Ázzuen’s fur. His entire body now strained toward the prey. As a fresh gust of deer-scent washed over us, I closed my eyes.


A painful yank on the fur of my chest made me yelp. I glared down to see dark eyes peering at me out of a gleaming black feathered head and a sharp beak poised to jab at my paw. I stepped back. Tlitoo raised his wings as if to take flight, then strode forward to stand under my chin, staying within stabbing distance. His winter plumage made him seem larger than a not-yet-year-old raven should, and his tail and back were speckled with the snow he’d been rolling in. He stared a beady challenge at me, and then at Ázzuen, who jumped aside to get out of beak range and buried his nose in the snow, trying to freeze away the deer-scent.


When Tlitoo saw that he had our attention, he quorked softly.


“The Grimwolves are exactly fourteen minutes behind you, wolflets, and their legs are much longer than yours. They will catch up.”


My throat tightened. I’d thought we had more time. The Greatwolves had ruled the Wide Valley for as long as any wolf could remember, and all wolves were required to obey them.


An angry howl made all three of us cringe. Stop! The command in the Greatwolf Frandra’s voice was clear. And wait for us. Stay at the pine grove. We will come for you.


“How do they know where we are?” I demanded. “Their noses can’t be all that good.” We’d heard rumors that the Greatwolves could read the minds of other wolves. Ázzuen claimed the Greatwolves made up those stories themselves.


“They smell us and they smell pine,” he said firmly. “And they’re guessing.”


“It doesn’t matter, wolves!” Tlitoo rasped. “The longer you blather, the closer they get!”


I took a deep breath, calming myself. The Greatwolves would catch up with us in the end, and when they did they would be angry. But I was determined to make it to the Tall Grass plain before they found us, no matter what the consequence. For on the morning wind there rode another scent, one even more potent than that of the snow deer. A scent of sweat and flesh, of smoke and pine, of meat cooked over fire: the scent of the humans who shared our hunt. The ground beneath our paws was softening with the beginnings of the thaw, and the breeze that ruffled our fur sang of winter’s weakening. For three nights, the Ice Moon had narrowed to the smallest of crescents and then faded to darkness. And with the waning of the Ice Moon, the wolves and humans of the Wide Valley could be together once again.


It had been three moons since we’d last seen our humans, on a cool autumn morning when the humans and wolves of the Wide Valley had nearly gone to war. If we had done so, every wolf and human in the valley would have been killed by order of the Greatwolves. I had stopped that war, with the help of my packmates, and in doing so had convinced the leader of the Greatwolves to spare us. In exchange I had made a promise: that for one year I would ensure that the wolves and humans of the Wide Valley did not fight. If I succeeded, the Wide Valley wolves and humans would live. If I failed, the Greatwolves would kill us all.


The next night, a heavy snowstorm howled into the Wide Valley, warning us that the hungry days of winter neared. Wolves and humans, along with every other creature in the valley, would have to struggle to survive the harsh winter, and so the Greatwolves gave us three moons to prepare before we took on the task of keeping peace between human and wolf—as long as we stayed away from the humans during that time. Today was the day our task was to begin. But two nights ago, the Greatwolves had ordered us to come to them as soon as the Ice Moon waned. Instead, awoken by Tlitoo’s warning, we’d fled.


I met Ázzuen’s eyes and filled my throat with the cool morning air. The Greatwolves had lied to us too many times. With one last look in the direction of the snow deer, I leapt over Tlitoo’s snowy back and sprinted toward the Tall Grass plain, folding my ears against the wrathful howls of the Greatwolves.
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When we reached the Wood’s Edge Gathering Place, a few steps from where the trees met the Tall Grass plain, we found Marra pacing restlessly, her pale gray fur flecked with dirt and leaves. She darted over to touch my nose and then Ázzuen’s with her own, her muzzle quivering with impatience.


“Ruuqo and Rissa are on their way here with Trevegg,” Marra said quickly. “The rest of the pack went after the snow deer.” I had sent her on ahead to warn the leaderwolves that the Greatwolves followed us; we hadn’t wanted to risk howling. Tlitoo could have flown to them more quickly than even fleet Marra could run, but he had refused to leave us. He’d been agitated since waking us at dawn. Even now, he stalked back and forth between me and Ázzuen, clacking his beak impatiently.


Marra must have run like a hare to get back to Tall Grass so quickly. She wasn’t even winded. She barely took a breath before speaking again.


“MikLan and BreLan are out there,” she said. They were the two males that she and Ázzuen hunted with. “And your human, too, Kaala.”


I didn’t need her to tell me that. The aroma of humans had grown overpowering, one human-scent in particular nearly knocking me off my paws. I felt a familiar yearning deep in my chest. TaLi and I had run the hunt together and slept side by side. She was as much my packmate as any wolf and her fragrance as much a part of my being as my own skin.


“Did Ruuqo and Rissa want us to wait for them?” Ázzuen asked, taking a few steps toward the plain, then looking back at us. His tail began to wave. Ruuqo and Rissa were the leader wolves of the Swift River pack. All wolves must obey the will of their leaderwolves, especially wolves like Ázzuen, Marra, and me, who at nine and a half moons old were not yet quite considered adults.


“No,” Marra replied, averting her eyes. “Rissa’s ribs hurt her today, so the pack moves slowly.” Rissa had injured her ribs in a fight with a maddened elkryn three moons before, only steps from where we now stood. It still hurt her when the weather changed.


“Ruuqo said we should try to talk to the humans before the Greatwolves get here.” Marra licked a paw, still not meeting my eyes. “You could have saved me the trouble of warning the pack, Kaala, with all the noise the Greatwolves are making.”


I narrowed my eyes, not entirely sure I believed Marra. She wasn’t above stretching the truth from time to time, and I doubted Ruuqo and Rissa would want youngwolves like us to defy the Greatwolves without our pack leaders at our side. I had worked hard all winter to regain the leaderwolves’ trust and didn’t want to lose it again.


“We could wait,” I said. “The pack will be here soon.”


“So will the Gruntwolves!” Tlitoo retorted, slapping his wings against his back. “You did not run all this way to stop now. What is the point of making the Gripewolves angry for no reason?” He picked up half a pinecone in his beak and hurled it at me. It bounced off my shoulder. “Slugwolf!” he screeched.


“We are the ones who know the humans best, Kaala,” Áz-zuen said, sensing my indecision.


Just then a furious and startlingly nearby Greatwolf howl shook the air. My legs made up my mind for me. I was running before I realized it, bolting from the safety of Wood’s Edge with Ázzuen and Marra at my tail. We broke through a line of spruce trees and onto the Tall Grass plain where we could at last see our humans again.


Six of them stood around a mound of dirt and snow, poking at it with the blunt ends of the long, deadly sharpsticks they used for hunting. We loped across the plain slowly, not wanting to startle the humans. Tall Grass was a large plain, where we often hunted horses and other grazers. The humans were halfway down the length of it and intent on their dirt mound, so they didn’t notice us at first. TaLi’s scent drifted more strongly than ever across the grass, but I couldn’t pick her out among the humans. All three of the females had flat, dark fur like TaLi’s and were dressed in bear and wolverine skins against the cold. None of them, however, was the right shape to be TaLi. Had I somehow mistaken her scent? I slowed down. Tlitoo lost what little patience he had when Ázzuen and Marra slowed, too.


“Plodwolves!” he shrieked. He flew over my head, scraping my ears with his sharp talons, beating his wings hard to reach the humans. He soared low over their heads. Several of the humans leapt back, startled, and looked up at the raven. That was when I saw her.


She was taller, even after only three moons. Her legs and arms were long and very skinny, like someone had been pulling on them, and she moved awkwardly, as if balancing on a loose rock in the river. Ázzuen had stumbled around like that earlier in the winter, when he suddenly grew taller than any of us other pups and hadn’t yet accustomed himself to his new height. A small whuff of surprise escaped my throat as I realized that TaLi would not be a child much longer. When I had pulled her from the river, not six moons before, she had been smaller and much more solid-looking.


BreLan, the young male who hunted with Ázzuen, spotted us. He gave a glad shout. That was all it took for Ázzuen and Marra to charge full speed toward the humans. I hesitated, suddenly uncertain. Many humans hated and feared us. Trevegg, the elderwolf of our pack, had warned us that even if our humans liked us now, they might change their minds as they matured. I couldn’t help but wonder if TaLi, now nearly grown, might no longer wish to run the hunt with me. I stole forward, watching her for signs of fear or rejection. She raised her hand to shade her eyes against the early morning sun. Then she gave her huge, bared-tooth smile, set down her sharpstick, and galloped toward me.


“Silvermoon!” she bellowed like an elk stuck in the mire. It was her name for me, because of the moon-shape of white on the light gray fur of my chest.


I broke into a run and met her before she had taken ten steps on those ridiculous legs. I placed my paws gently on her shoulders, taking care not to hurt or startle her. She threw her arms around me and hurled her weight against me. I allowed her to topple me over and she landed on my ribs. Grunting in delight, I rolled her onto her back, and we wrestled in the dirt until I stood atop her chest, panting. The scent of her filled me, bringing back in a rush the memory of the day I first found her. She had been struggling for her life in the unforgiving waters of the Swift River, and I had pulled her to safety. It was forbidden by ancient laws for the wolves of the Wide Valley to have contact with the humans, and I should have left her there on the riverbank to live or not. But I couldn’t. Within moments of looking into her dark eyes, I knew that leaving her to die would be like abandoning part of myself in that river mud. Ázzuen and I returned her to her home, an act that some in the valley claimed had led to the battle at autumn’s end.


I pressed my nose against TaLi’s soft skin, inhaling as much of her scent as I could.


“Silvermoon, you stink,” the girl said, pushing me off her chest and sitting up.


I wasn’t sure what she meant. Ázzuen, Marra, and I had dug up one of our old caches of horse meat and had eaten some of it the night before, which should have made my breath smell good. But you could never tell with humans. I cocked my head, considering what she might mean.


“You smell like you rolled in something dead!” she accused.


I panted happily. I had indeed rolled in something dead. The old horse meat from our cache. All three of us had rolled in it so we could let our pack know we’d eaten it and that there was some left over for them. Horse meat was good eating. I pressed myself against TaLi to share the scent with her.


A look of horror crossed her face. “Silvermoon! You reek! Get away.” She shoved me again, hard. Those scrawny arms were stronger than they looked.


“She means you smell very bad,” Tlitoo offered, settling himself beside me and running his beak through his wing feathers. He plucked out one feather, examined it, and threw it aside. He was calmer, now that we were with the humans. It infuriated me. He had been frantic when he had awoken us. He told us we had to convince our humans to go into hiding until he found out what the Greatwolves were doing. He wouldn’t tell me why, only that we and our humans might be in danger if we didn’t.


“I know what she means,” I snapped. But I wasn’t entirely sure I did. Once, wolves and humans could communicate as easily as one wolf speaks to another, but no more. Most creatures can understand one another at least a little. We can speak to ravens as if they are packmates, and to dholes and rock bears almost as well. We can even understand some prey. Somehow, though, almost all of the humans had lost the ability to understand other creatures. A few could converse in Oldspeak, the ancient language that all creatures once spoke. Even fewer could understand us when we spoke normally. TaLi’s grandmother could understand both Oldspeak and our normal language, but she had spent a lifetime learning from the wolves. TaLi and I were both learning Oldspeak, but neither of us knew it well. Most of the time I understood TaLi when she spoke, but I could rarely make her understand me. And I had to make her understand me. It was the reason we’d risked provoking the Greatwolves. I paced in a tight circle, desperate to find a way to communicate our message to TaLi.


“Too late, wolflet,” Tlitoo quorked, twisting his head almost all the way around to look behind him.


I followed his gaze. At the edge of the forest, about two hundred wolflengths down the plain, the bushes trembled. A moment later, two huge, shaggy wolves stalked onto Tall Grass. Even from a distance, I could see their gaze sweeping arrogantly over us and all six of the humans. Jandru and Frandra were the Greatwolves the Swift River pack answered to. They were also the ones who had been howling at us all morning. I had known them since they had saved my life when I was a smallpup and never knew if they were going to help me or threaten me, but I knew that they would be furious that I had ignored their orders. I didn’t want them anywhere near our humans.


I stood, and Ázzuen and Marra rushed to stand beside me. The three of us placed ourselves between the humans and the angry Greatwolves.


“Now what?” Marra asked.


“I don’t know,” I said.


“Ruuqo and Rissa are at Wood’s Edge,” Ázzuen said, his nose lifted high to catch their scents. “We can lead the Great wolves away from the humans and to the pack. Ruuqo and Rissa will know what to say to the Greatwolves.”


I wasn’t so sure, but it was as good an idea as any. Great wolves are faster than we are over long distances, but a young wolf could outpace them over a short run, and I wanted Frandra and Jandru as far from the humans as possible. Once we got to Wood’s Edge, we could think of some way to explain our actions. I began to trot toward Frandra and Jandru. Ázzuen and Marra followed. We had gone only forty wolflengths when we heard Tlitoo screech. BreLan, MikLan, and several other humans were trying to follow us. TaLi pushed at them, yelling that they should stay back; she knew better than to be anywhere near angry Greatwolves. All the humans knew that giant wolves roamed the valley, but only a few knew of the Greatwolves’ role in humans’ lives. And the Greatwolves wanted to keep it that way.


The other humans weren’t listening to TaLi, and she wasn’t big enough to stop them. Tlitoo beat the humans about their heads with his wings, driving them back. I didn’t envy them. A raven’s wings are strong and, when spread, can be nearly as wide as a wolf is long. I’d been hit by them often enough to know it wasn’t pleasant. He was managing to move them, but not quickly enough. The Greatwolves were getting closer.


“Help him,” I said to Ázzuen and Marra. We had all stopped to watch the humans.


Marra dipped her head and set off toward the humans, but Ázzuen paused, clearly not wanting to leave me to the Greatwolves.


“It’s fine,” I said impatiently. Ázzuen had grown annoyingly protective of me in the last few moons. “Go!” I couldn’t wait any longer, the Greatwolves were getting too close. I started running. Ázzuen followed me for a few steps. “Hurry up!” I snapped at him. He still hesitated, then looked over his shoulder. His human, BreLan, was trying to follow him in spite of Tlitoo’s abuse.


“Be careful,” Ázzuen ordered, butting my shoulder with his head. He turned in midstride. “I’ll come if you need me,” he called over his shoulder.


I whuffed at the concern in his voice, then turned and ran in earnest. When Frandra and Jandru saw that I was coming to them, they stopped and sat, waiting for me. I lowered my ears and tail, as if asking their pardon for disobeying them, and I saw their expressions soften just a little. Then, when I was a little more than halfway between them and the humans, I turned sharply and bolted toward Wood’s Edge. I didn’t look to see if the Greatwolves were following. I knew they would be as soon as I heard Frandra’s angry bellow. Head down, I stretched my legs as far as they would go, kicking up dirt behind me.


Now that I was alone, fear tried to rise in me. I concentrated on running, knowing that it was up to me to make sure the Greatwolves didn’t go after the humans. To my relief, I could smell that our pack had indeed arrived at Wood’s Edge. The reassuring scents of my leaderwolves loosened a lump in my chest I hadn’t realized was there.


I didn’t slow down when I reached Wood’s Edge. I dove through the wolf-size hole in the low juniper bushes, crashed into the gathering place in a shower of twigs and dirt, and tumbled at the feet of the leaderwolves. Gasping, I got to my feet. Ears back and tail low, I quickly greeted Ruuqo and Rissa, the leaderwolves of Swift River pack, and Trevegg, the pack’s elderwolf. They all accepted my greetings. Ruuqo looked me over coolly. I could feel every branch and bramble in my fur.


“What did you do to annoy the Greatwolves, this time, Kaala?” he said, his voice mild. “We could hear them yowling all the way at the Alder Grove. We’re missing a good hunt in order to be here.”


Ruuqo was a large, deep-chested wolf, his fur a medium gray. In spite of his unruffled tone, his lips were tight with anxiety and a scent of concern rose off of him. He held his broad shoulders rigid as if ready for a fight.


I looked up into his dark rimmed eyes. If I lived to be as old as the ancient yew tree atop Wolf Killer Hill, I would never forget that Ruuqo had tried to kill me not long after I was born, that he had killed my littermates and exiled my mother, leaving me to fight alone for my place in the pack. If not for the intervention of the Greatwolves, I would not have lived past my first moon. I would never forget that when he discovered I was spending time with the humans, he had banished me, forcing me to leave the pack—a punishment almost certain to lead to death for a wolf not seven moons old. Not a day went by when I didn’t think of my mother, of what my life would be like if she was still with me. Since I had saved Rissa’s life three moons before, Ruuqo had accepted me back into the pack, and had even been grateful to me. But I would never forget. Though I owed him obedience and allegiance as my leaderwolf, I would never like him.


“Tlitoo came for us at daybreak,” I said, trying to get the words out before Jandru and Frandra arrived. “He told us that the Greatwolves had changed their minds. I wanted to make sure the humans were warned.” In case the Greatwolves decided to kill them again, I thought. I saw old Trevegg watching me and stood straighter. He was always telling me that I needed to be more confident in my own strength.


“Changed their minds to what?” Rissa asked, stepping up to stand beside her mate. She was only slightly smaller than Ruuqo, with a bright white pelt unusual in a Wide Valley wolf. While Ruuqo had shunned me throughout my puphood, Rissa had treated me as one of her own pups. I often forgot that Ázzuen, Marra, and I were not of the same litter. When an elkryn had nearly trampled Rissa three moons before, it had been pure instinct that drove me to leap upon it, taking its nose in my teeth and distracting it so that TaLi and my pack could kill it. Since then, Rissa had almost treated me as an equal. A sister, rather than a youngwolf, and it made me nervous. Once she even called me Neesa, my mother’s name. My mother had been Rissa’s sister and they had spent their entire lives together until my mother had been exiled.


“I’m not sure,” I admitted. “He said there was trouble, and that the Greatwolves were coming and that we should go to the humans as quickly as we could. To warn them.”


“And you believed a raven without asking for details?” Rissa asked, amused. “You’re old enough to know better than that. And we told Marra that you were to wait for us.”


“And how did you expect to warn humans, anyway?” The snide voice came from my right. “You can’t even talk to them.” I looked at Unnan out of the corner of my eye, wishing with all my heart that Ruuqo and Rissa had left him at the hunt. I hadn’t bothered to greet him. He was Ázzuen and Marra’s littermate, and my greatest enemy in the pack. His small, weaselly eyes flicked over me. I ignored him and answered Rissa.


“It was Tlitoo. I trust him,” I said. “And the ravens don’t usually lie much about the Greatwolves.”


But Rissa was no longer watching me. She looked over my head, into the trees that surrounded the eastern end of Wood’s Edge, the direction the Greatwolves would be coming from. Her nose twitched and her ears shot up. Ruuqo growled, and Trevegg rose and stood rigid-legged behind the leader wolves. All three raised their back fur. I heard Unnan gasp.


I pricked up my ears to listen for what had startled them all and felt my own tail stiffen. The Greatwolves were coming, as we knew they would. But there were too many of them. Only Jandru and Frandra had followed me from Tall Grass. Now, more than two dozen heavy paws crushed dry leaves and sticks, and the scents of seven Greatwolves blew into the gathering place, assailing our noses with the scents of anger and menace. When I was a smallpup, there had been only a few Greatwolves in the valley and most of them were old. Since the battle at autumn’s end, many more had come to the Wide Valley.


My heart pounded and my legs shook as I turned in the direction of the approaching wolves. As I felt the ground rumble with the growls of my packmates, panic closed my throat, so I couldn’t have whimpered if I’d wanted to. For the briefest moment, I considered running, but I stood my ground with my packmates, wondering if it would be the last time I would ever do so. Greatwolves came in such numbers for one reason only—to kill packs of wolves that had displeased them.
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Ignoring the trembling in my legs, I walked forward. I wouldn’t let my packmates die because I had disobeyed the Greatwolves. Ruuqo, Rissa, and Trevegg all shoved past me to stand between me, Unnan, and the approaching danger. I tried to protest.


“You’re still a pup,” Ruuqo said gruffly, silencing me. “Swift River protects its pups.”


Reluctantly, I stayed where I was. Once Ruuqo made up his mind about something he was immovable. I hoped he wouldn’t die for it. If the Greatwolves had indeed come to kill, we wouldn’t stand a chance against them, even with all five of us in the fight. I was glad that Yllin, Minn, and Werrna had stayed with the snow deer. They, and perhaps Ázzuen and Marra, might still live if they could flee the valley before the Greatwolves found them.


Trevegg whispered to Ruuqo as the crashing sounds closed in on us, and both of them looked back at me. Then all three adult wolves went completely still as Jandru and Frandra burst into the clearing, glaring at me with such fury that my legs almost gave out beneath me. An instant later, five more Greatwolves stormed into Wood’s Edge behind them, trampling the thick juniper bushes that made it such a secure gathering place. These wolves were strangers to me and were breathing hard, as if they had run a long distance very quickly. They looked as big as rock bears. Greatwolves are only half again as large as ordinary wolves, but these seemed so much bigger. They all had their ruffs puffed out and their backfur raised.


“As if they needed to do anything to look intimidating.” Ázzuen sidled up beside me, breathing hard. I could’ve bitten his ears off. He should have been safely away, not here where he could be killed. His appearance made me realize afresh what I had done—endangered those I cared most about by acting so rashly. I glowered at him, trying to push him away from danger with my gaze.


“The humans are safe. Your girl and the raven made them leave,” he said, deliberately misinterpreting my expression, “and Marra is watching to make sure they don’t come back.”


“Get out of here!” I hissed at him. But it was too late. The Greatwolves were advancing on us, growling. Three pulled their lips back over long, sharp teeth. One of them laughed.


Ruuqo rumbled deep in his throat, striding forward to answer the threat, Trevegg and Rissa immediately at his side. Ázzuen, Unnan, and I stood just behind them. I felt my own backfur lift and my throat tighten around a growl. Ruuqo and Trevegg took two more steps forward. Rissa, less able to fight because of her sore ribs, stayed one pace behind them. All three of them lowered their heads and raised their hindquarters. It was the best strategy for a wolf faced with a much larger opponent, to attack from below. There was a time when it would be unthinkable for a smallwolf to attack a Greatwolf. But that was before they had lied to us. That was before they came to our homesite prepared to kill us.


For a long, tense moment, we stood facing them. Then Rissa pushed past Ruuqo and Trevegg, hiding the soreness in her ribs with a stiff-legged gait.


“What is it you wish of us, Lordwolves?” she asked formally. I could see the quivering of her white-furred flanks and the tension in her tail, kept low in deference to the Greatwolves. I could see what a struggle it was for her to keep it from tucking completely between her legs, which was where mine certainly was.


Jandru and Frandra stalked forward to stand just pawswidths from Rissa, Ruuqo, and Trevegg.


“Idiot pup,” Jandru snarled, looking past the adult wolves to me.


“We should let them chew a piece out of your hide,” Frandra hissed.


I couldn’t even swallow. I tried to fill my lungs and found I couldn’t. All I could do was stand there, waiting for Frandra and Jandru to lead the attack against us. Instead, after sending one more disgusted look in my direction, they turned to face the other Greatwolves, standing with us against them.


Rissa whuffed in surprise, and Trevegg and Ruuqo stopped growling for an instant before beginning again.


Jandru spoke to a female wolf who stood just in front of the others. “What do you want with a wolf under our protection, Milsindra?” he demanded. “You know that Swift River belongs to us.”


The wolf called Milsindra was a tall, lean, light brown Greatwolf with dark flecks in her pale eyes. “If they belong to you,” she said, “you should keep better control over them. Your inability to do so threatens every wolf in the valley.” Her eyes flicked from us to Frandra and Jandru and back again, measuring our strength. She dipped her head to the male wolf who stood closest to her, and they, along with the three Great wolves behind them, began to stalk forward, their lips pulled so far back I could see every tooth in their mouths. I felt the wolves around me tense, readying themselves for the attack.


Then Milsindra froze. Her ears twitched and her nose quivered as she looked toward the eastern entrance of Wood’s Edge. Greatwolves have a better sense of smell than we do. I followed her gaze.


An eighth huge wolf was making his way to Wood’s Edge, more slowly than the others, his steps heavy and deliberate. Every wolf in the clearing, Greatwolf and smallwolf alike, fell silent, watching as an old, gaunt Greatwolf emerged from the junipers just to the right of Milsindra and her followers. Zorindru, the ancientwolf who led the Greatwolves of the Wide Valley, walked calmly into Wood’s Edge, as if he had come to our gathering place for a visit. He looked curiously at the moist, soft dirt, the smooth rocks, at the thick junipers and tall pines and, at last, at the five Greatwolves who threatened us. He cocked his head, as if surprised to find them there.


“Milsindra,” the ancientwolf said in a voice that sounded like twigs breaking underfoot, “did I not ask you to wait for me?”


Milsindra took two quick steps back. I don’t know how Zorindru did it. He was old, older than Trevegg, who had lived nine winters. Zorindru had been old when Trevegg’s father led the Swift River pack. Milsindra and her followers were all wolves in their prime. But just a lift of his grizzled lip made the other Greatwolves cower like scolded pups. I could hear my packmates’ muscles loosening: Rissa’s shoulder blades releasing down her back, Ruuqo’s chest relaxing. Next to me, Ázzuen let out a whuff of air that ruffled the fur on my muzzle. My throat slackened, and I sucked in a great gulp of air.


Milsindra shook herself once. Then, as if to make up for cringing away from Zorindru, she growled at him.


“It’s our right to be here,” she said. “We were promised that we could see for ourselves.”


“See what?” a voice croaked from above. Tlitoo peered down at us from a low branch of a pine tree, directly above Milsindra. In one foot he held a good-size stone. In a bend between two branches, he had stacked several others. “Have you not seen wolves before? They are everywhere in the valley.”


“To see this pup,” Milsindra snapped, keeping a wary eye on Tlitoo. “This arrogant pup who breaks all the rules and is rewarded for it.”


“So see her,” Zorindru said. His eyes found me just behind Trevegg’s rump. “Come forward, youngwolf.”


Even as I trembled in fear, I found myself pleased to be addressed as a youngwolf rather than a pup. Ázzuen pressed against me and quickly touched his nose to my face. Ruuqo dipped his head to me and moved slightly to the side, allowing me to step past him.


“That’s her?” Milsindra said with unflattering disbelief. She turned her tawny head to Zorindru. “You want us to entrust our future to that scrap of wolf?”


“That scrap of wolf stopped a battle you said couldn’t be stopped,” Zorindru said. “And the council has agreed to give her a year to find a way for the humans and wolves of the valley to live peacefully together. You know that, Milsindra.”


“I didn’t agree. I would never agree to let an aberrant, mixed-blood wolf take on the task that belongs to the Great wolves. She’ll destroy everything we’ve worked for!” She lowered her head and pulled back her lips. Three of the four wolves who stood with her growled. I could sense Ruuqo, Rissa, and Trevegg tensing up behind me.


“Enough!” Zorindru said. “You are part of the council, Milsindra, and thus bound by its rules. Unless you wish to challenge me? Here and now?”


Milsindra shifted from paw to paw. For a moment it looked like she might actually attack him. Then the Greatwolf standing next to her, the one who had not growled with the others, shoved Milsindra with his hip, glaring at her out of the corner of his eye. He was as tall as Milsindra and stockier, with fur almost as light as Rissa’s.


“We only want what’s best for wolfkind,” he said, his voice conciliatory, his tail held low. “It’s too risky to entrust the humans to smallwolves. Especially to one half grown.” He paused. “And especially to one that is known to be unlucky. This pup is dangerous.”


A stone fell from above, landing just to the right of the Greatwolf’s head. He jumped, then looked up at Tlitoo, who held another stone ready in his foot. Tlitoo raised his wings enough that I could just glimpse the white crescent on the underside of his left wing and quorked at the Greatwolf.


“Every raven knows


Gruntwolves talk more than they think


Fine. Their heads are hard.”


Someone behind me laughed. I looked quickly at Zorindru. He was watching the male Greatwolf steadily.


“Thank you, Kivdru,” he said to the Greatwolf who had spoken. “I’m glad you’re considering the risks of your actions.”


Kivdru lowered his eyes.


The Greatwolf Jandru, who had been silent since Zorindru entered the clearing, stepped forward. I held my breath. He and Frandra, as the Greatwolves responsible for the Swift River pack, were accountable for our actions. They had stood with us against the other Greatwolves. But that didn’t mean they wouldn’t turn against us, as they had at autumn’s end.


“You know we have to do something, Kivdru,” he said. “I don’t like using this pup any more than you do. She’s reckless and disrespectful. But the humans no longer listen to our ambassadors, and we must find another way to remind them that they are part of the natural world and not creatures apart from all others.”


“As we have discussed all winter!” Zorindru snapped. “It may be the only way to protect the Balance. If Kaala can succeed, we will have made some progress with the humans. If she fails, we are no worse off than before. We have nothing to lose by trying.”


“We have everything to lose!” Milsindra snapped back. I was glad that Zorindru stood between me and her teeth. “You know that it is the Greatwolves who are supposed to watch over the humans! You know that, Zorindru.” There was a challenge in her gaze when she stared at the ancient Great wolf, as if she was daring him to say or do something. This time, it was Zorindru who shifted uncomfortably. When he said nothing, Milsindra gave a small, satisfied grunt. Something had been communicated between the two of them, and I didn’t know what. Behind me, Ázzuen whuffed impatiently, as he did when he wanted to ask a question about something and couldn’t.


“We are the ones to guard the humans,” Milsindra continued. “It is unacceptable to let weak-willed smallwolves take the task. As for this pup, for all we know she is the one come to destroy us all, and we anger the Ancients by letting her live, much less giving her power.”


I cringed. From the time of my birth, many wolves believed I might be a wolf of legend, born to either save or destroy wolfkind. It was because of my mixed blood. For generations, the Greatwolves had forbidden Wide Valley wolves from mating with wolves from outside the valley. They wanted us to keep our bloodlines pure because they were trying to breed smallwolves that were not drawn to the humans. Every few years they would allow a Wide Valley wolf to mate outside the valley so that our bloodlines would remain strong and we would not have deformed pups, but no wolf could do so without their permission. My father was an Outsider wolf, and my mother did not have permission to have pups with him. It was why Ruuqo had killed my littermates and banished my mother. The legends tell us that someday a mixed-blood wolf will be born to be wolfkind’s savior or its destroyer, and that the mixed-blood wolf will have the mark of the crescent moon upon it. I have just such a mark, with the bottom of the moon beginning near the top of my forelegs and the top opening up to my face. It’s not an unusual mark for a wolf, but all wolves with such a mark are carefully watched. That mark, along with my mixed blood, was why Frandra and Jandru had saved me—and why some Greatwolves still wanted me dead.


Milsindra glared at the ancientwolf and pawed the dirt.


“It’s stupid, Zorindru, and much too risky.”


I looked at her in amazement. I couldn’t believe she had just called her leaderwolf stupid.


“I have heard your concerns, Milsindra, and yours, Kivdru,” Zorindru said. “Which is why the council has agreed to your conditions. But the decision stands. You have seen this young wolf. I’ve respected your wishes in this. Now return to your territories, or else challenge my leadership and accept the consequences.”


Milsindra averted her gaze from Zorindru’s and glared at me. “I think you’re trouble, youngwolf,” she said. “I think we should kill you now and save ourselves the trouble of doing so later and cleaning up the mess you leave behind.”


She raised her chin to Zorindru. “She must meet all of the conditions, Zorindru, or you will have your challenge.” Her gaze, when it returned to me, was sly. “We will see how things work when you really spend time with your humans.”


She shook her head hard, then turned and strode out of the clearing, followed by the four Greatwolves who had stood with her against Zorindru. I was watching Zorindru’s face when I heard an angry yelp and turned to see a stone bounce off Milsindra’s rump. She snarled up into the trees where Tlitoo stood preening his wings. He cocked his head at Milsindra. She growled, but when Tlitoo picked up another stone, she stalked off into the woods.
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It seemed that even the trees breathed a sigh of relief when the angry Greatwolves left the clearing. My legs decided they’d held me up long enough. I sat down hard.


“What was that about?” Rissa asked, staring after the Greatwolves. “Even Milsindra is not usually as bad-tempered as that.”


Frandra stretched and stalked over to a pine stump we used as a lookout spot and leapt upon it. “It’s about your youngwolf not knowing when to follow orders,” the Great wolf said. “I thought you taught your pups better, Rissa.”


Zorindru spoke before Rissa could respond to Frandra’s insult. “Milsindra and Kivdru would have caused trouble sooner or later. Still, you should have waited for us, Kaala. Had I not been nearby, Milsindra could have caused your pack real harm. She could have killed your packmates.”


“I heard that you’d changed your minds,” I said.


Unexpectedly, Zorindru opened his jaws in a huge smile. “Yes,” he said, “the ravens will have told you that. You would think that I would have learned by now to look in the trees before I discuss anything I wish to keep secret.”


Tlitoo left his perch and glided down to land in front of me. He stood facing Zorindru, his head just below my chin. It was where he stood when he thought I needed defending.


“It is what you said,” he quorked.


“Yes, it is,” the Greatwolf answered. “You did not, however, wait to hear all that we said. Your flight was too hasty.”


Tlitoo croaked an insult. Zorindru shot him the same quelling glance that had so intimidated Milsindra. Tlitoo blinked back at him, unimpressed. The old Greatwolf laughed.


“Very well,” he said. “I will tell you what you would have learned if Kaala had come to us this morning as she should have.”


Zorindru stretched, and I heard his old joints pop. Ruuqo and Rissa quickly stepped forward to guide him to the best resting spot in our gathering place, a soft mound of earth next to the pine stump Frandra had claimed. Frandra quickly jumped down from the stump so that she would not be standing above her leaderwolf. She sat to one side of Zorindru, and Jandru stood on the other, as if protecting the ancient Greatwolf. Tlitoo took over Frandra’s perch on the stump. When the rest of us had settled uneasily around them, Zorindru watched me for a long moment, and then spoke.


“What I did not know at autumn’s end, Kaala, was the effect your actions would have on the Greatwolf council. When you stopped the battle at Tall Grass, and when I convinced the council to give you a year to keep the peace, it helped Milsindra win more wolves over to her side.”


When he hesitated, Jandru spoke up. I couldn’t miss the resentment in his voice.


“Most on the council already believed you smallwolves incapable of taking on responsibility for the humans. They believe that you are certain to fail, and that when you do, it will be disastrous for wolfkind.”


“You promised!” Tlitoo said, interrupting the Greatwolf. “You promised you would give the smallwolves one year. Now you renege. Now you change your minds. It is not fair.


“What Gruntwolves say and


What they do are not the same


Always, they tell lies!”


Jandru and Frandra growled up at the raven. He picked up a twig in his beak and spat it at them.


“The Greatwolf council is twenty wolves strong, plus myself, raven,” Zorindru said tiredly. “I do not rule over them completely, and Milsindra and Kivdru have coveted my position as leader since my mate died eight winters past.” The sadness that flitted across the oldwolf’s face made me lower my eyes. When I looked up again, Zorindru’s face was impassive. Jandru and Frandra eyed Tlitoo with contempt.


“Milsindra has spent the winter feeding the council’s fear,” Zorindru said so calmly I thought I must have imagined his distress. “She has convinced many of them that my mind is weakening, and that I can no longer be trusted with the responsibility for the Wide Valley wolves and their role in the fate of wolfkind.”


“I do not find your mind to be weak,” Tlitoo said. He hopped down from the stump to stand next to the Greatwolves, hesitated for a moment, then reached up to draw his beak through the fur on Zorindru’s chest. I’d never heard a raven apologize to anyone. I thought that this might be the closest I’d ever get.


“Thank you, my friend,” Zorindru said gravely. Rissa coughed a laugh. Tlitoo flipped back his wings and leapt back up on the watch-stump. From there, he hissed at Frandra and Jandru and glared around the gathering place.


Zorindru continued. “Milsindra’s followers are neither strong enough nor certain enough to challenge me at this time, nor can they force me to deny the promise the council has made.”


“But what?” old Trevegg asked, watching the Greatwolf sharply.


“But there is enough opposition to my rule that Milsindra was able to insist upon some conditions, upon a test.” The seriousness left his face, and he panted a smile. “Or rather I suggested one and let Milsindra think it was her idea.”


“What test?” I said, feeling my stomach clench. Wasn’t it enough that I had to find a way to stop wolves and humans from fighting when I was not yet ten moons old? Even with my pack helping, as they had promised to do, it was a daunting task.


“The council says that it is not enough merely to keep peace for a year, that wolves and humans could refrain from fighting for that long merely by keeping away from one another and would fight again soon after.”


“I wouldn’t do that!” I stood, too restless to stay sitting. “I want to be with the humans.” Zorindru’s reproving glare silenced me. His eyes rested on me for a moment before he continued.


“The council has decreed that for the course of one year, wolves must live with the humans, as members of the same family, as members of the same pack.”


For a moment we all looked at him in shock.


“The two packs must become one,” Tlitoo crooned from atop his stump.


“That’s what NiaLi told us we should do,” I said, remembering the words TaLi’s grandmother had spoken. “After the Tall Grass fight she said that the two packs must become one, that it was the only way we could keep peace between wolves and humans.”


“You told us later that the council would never agree,” Trevegg said. “You said they would never let us be together with the humans, that we would have to find another way. What changed?”


I barely heard the oldwolf as an unexpected surge of anger rose up in me. The humans were mine. I was the one who had brought wolves and humans together in peace. I had risked everything to be with them and had been banished from my pack because of it. I had been called a drelshik—a cursed wolf. I had risked my life. And now the Greatwolves were ordering us to live with the humans, when it was what I had wanted to do in the first place.


Then I felt my heart lift. That was it? That was the task? We were to live with the humans. It would be me. It would have to be me. I knew the humans best.


“Stop looking so pleased with yourself!” Ruuqo snapped. I realized that my ears had lifted and my tail had begun to wag of its own accord. Quickly I tucked it down between my legs. It rose up again. Ázzuen’s tail thumped in the snow. Unnan growled softly.


“Pups,” Ruuqo snarled. “We’re supposed to entrust this to pups?”


The fury in Ruuqo’s voice surprised me. He was always careful to follow the rules of etiquette when speaking to Great wolves, even when he disagreed with them. I never thought I’d hear him challenge the highest-ranking Greatwolf in the valley.


“Exactly how are we supposed to do this?” he demanded. “We’re more likely to grow wings and fly like the ravens than to get the humans to allow us into their homes.”


“I have not yet figured that out,” Zorindru admitted, “but I wouldn’t have agreed to the test if I didn’t think it was possible for you to succeed. And if you wish to save your pack, Ruuqo, you must find a way.” He looked sharply at the leader wolf. “You cannot go on as if nothing has changed.”


“We have no intention of doing so, Lordwolf,” Rissa said. “But Ruuqo is right. The humans will never trust us enough to allow us into their homesites.”


Tlitoo quorked into the silence that followed. “I heard more. The Grumpwolves said more.”


Zorindru sighed. “What did you hear?”


“They said smallwolves are weak. They said wolves will be the humans’ slaves. They said the paradox will make the smallwolves fail and that it would be better to kill all wolves than to let the true nature of wolfkind be compromised. I heard them. They were loud.”


The paradox. It was why wolves and humans had never been able to come together peacefully. In order to keep humans from destroying everything around them, our ancestors had promised that wolves would stay close by the humans. Yet every time wolves and humans were together, they fought.


“They said wolves would not be wolves,” Tlitoo added. “I did not understand that. What else would wolves be?”


“If wolves are allowed to become too subservient to humans,” Jandru said, “as the humans always seem to insist, we will lose something essential to our being, the part of us that is uniquely wolf and part of the Balance. We will be wolf no more. That is why there are two kinds of wolves: Greatwolves to watch over the humans and you smallwolves. One kind of wolf to guard the humans, the other to keep the legacies of wolfkind safe for future generations. Indru himself commanded it be so.”


Indru was the leaderwolf of the pack from which all Wide Valley wolves descended, the wolf who had bargained with the Ancients themselves for the survival of wolfkind.


“That,” Jandru said, “is why much of the council does not want smallwolves near the humans. They are not the ones meant to be the watchers.” He turned his head slightly so he could meet Zorindru’s gaze out of the corner of his eye.


Zorindru looked as if he was going to say something. He stopped himself, closing his mouth with a snap.


“So wolves must be with humans for a year,” Rissa said when Zorindru remained silent.


“Yes,” the oldwolf replied. “You have three moons to get them to accept you into their homes and must stay there for a year after that.”


“Will you help us?” I asked.


“I cannot. If I do, the council will claim that it was I, not you, who kept the humans under control. You will not see me again until you have succeeded—or failed—in your task.”


My joy at being allowed to be with the humans fled. “What if I can’t do it?” I whispered. “What if I fail?”


It was Frandra who answered. “Then the council will do as it wished to do at autumn’s end. The experiment of the Wide Valley will be deemed a failure, and the wolves and humans in the valley will be killed. We will try again elsewhere. With smallwolves who actually do what they’re told.”


“And packs that are able to control their pups,” Jandru added.


“Is that true?” I asked Zorindru.


“It is,” he said. “If you fail, I will no longer be leader of the council and Milsindra will be able to do as she wishes. If you fail here in the Wide Valley, then we will know that smallwolves cannot be guardians of the humans and that wolves and humans cannot be together. Understand this,” the old Greatwolf said, “those on the council who follow Milsindra have agreed to this test because they are certain you will fail. They don’t think it’s possible to live with humans without fighting them or becoming their slaves. You must find a way to prove them wrong.”
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