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Mad fox, bad fox, just another dead fox.

I couldn’t shake the words from my mind. I used to
chant them with Pirie when we lived in the Great Snarl. It
fele like a long time ago, another age. Before the Taken
arrived and my brother disappeared. When life was sim-
pler, when days were short and twilight was filled with
adventure.

When Ma, Fa, and Greatma were still alive.

Before everything changed.

My paws sank into deep snow. A gale was shrieking over
the tundra. Gray clouds webbed across the stars, flood-
ing the night with an ominous glow. Wisps tumbled from
the sky, ducking and darting like panicked mice. A blizzard

was rising over the Snowlands.
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The clamor of the Raging River dissolved beneath the
howling wind. My paw prints followed me like a shadow. I
squinted into the gloomy sky. I could make out a forest of
spruce trees. Tall trunks shot up against ice-capped moun-
tains. Beneath the branches, I'd find shelter from the storm.

A shriek and my head whipped around, heart lurching
against my ribs. Was it only the wind, or something else?

Someone else?

The Snowlands expanded before me in all directions, a
hostile world of churning flakes and freezing air.

The realm of the snow wolves.

The screeching gales disguised their calls. The tumbling
snow concealed the land in its shimmering pelt. Were wolves
active by day, like dogs? Or, like foxes, could they hunt at
night? I knew so little about our savage, distant cousins.

I blinked hard. If wolves were prowling, I couldn’t
see them.

I couldn’t see much through the blizzard. I could hardly
make out the spruce anymore, just a faraway jumble of thick
brown trunks.

[ strained to catch Pirie’s scent. The icy air betrayed no
clues. I was alone in this wilderness. I cocked my head, my
ears turning forward. Birds . . . Rabbits . . . Bugs. They had
to be close. Even in the Snarl, there were always pigeons and
mice, beetles and flies. There were so many different noises.

The clacking of the furless, the roars of the deathway.





