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When Avery Hall saw the low form across the sash of distant 

trees, he knew it was pure wolf.  Softened by man’s harbor, dogs 
waste movement.  They lean, they bounce, their hindlegs extend too 
far, they waddle, their tongues loll, their eyes fail.  Time is their only 
predator, a bowl near the pantry their only prey.  However, the cold 
indifference of the woods keeps the wolf’s arrowpoint sharp.   

In the early light and across the morning mist of the meadow, 
Avery watched it stalk against the trees, the spine a sleeve on an 
infinite wire.  He squinted ahead to find what it hunted.  The trees 
only held a couple finches, also watching, in boughs too high.  He 
scanned the trunks for an oblivious squirrel and saw nothing.  There 
were no deer, elk or moose calves grazing the meadow.  Then, in a 
short pile of rocks with wet wildflowers at their edges, just off the 
bisecting stream, he saw the slight bounce of a shoulder—a rabbit, 
nibbling low to the ground with its ears tucked down.  The wind 
picked up and it blew across the rabbit’s back, then across the gray 
wolf’s face.  One of the finches cried out in an unspoken allegiance of 
prey—the wolf stopped, one foot bent in step—but the rabbit did not 
translate, still poking and nibbling the rich grasses leeching life from 
the mineral flesh.   

Avery put his hands over his small fire, rubbed them together 
and sat back.  He’d been without a companion voice for almost two 
weeks; his entertainment came in short doses, yet a sense of shame 
and compassion flushed through him.  He jerked forward and 
stopped, unsure of his own intentions; then, spasmodically, he 
grabbed a stone and hurled it across the meadow.  The projectile, 
sailing in a strong arc, almost covered half the distance to the far edge 
of the trees.  But its thud and bouncing rampage through the grasses 
alerted the rabbit anyway, and it picked up its ears and stood on its 
hindlegs.  It sensed, then saw the approaching wolf.   

Though a predator stalks in order to leave a quick, if not instant, 
pursuit and kill, they will always set a critical distance to the prey.  
Should the prey catch a scent or sense them and flee when outside 
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this distance, the predator will pick up its head and lightly trot away, 
searching for the next hunt—the chances of a kill were not strong 
enough to expend the energy of the chase.  This distance is not 
wrought from formal calculation, but derived from the whispers of 
ancestors, calibrated by the toil of life. But if the prey senses the 
predator inside this distance, then the terrified alert is nothing more 
than the explosion of a starter’s gun. 

The wolf bounded into the field with savage alacrity, swirling 
and snapping teeth in the ancient dance—the rabbit, switched this 
way and that, cutting at the behest of whispers from its own 
ancestors, the thin filament of lineage that had learned to make teeth 
snap in failure.  The finches squawked in the excitement as chatter 
from the surrounding trees came alive like a Coliseum.  But the great 
dances of prey and predator are always measured in seconds, and 
with enough slipping in the morning grass, the wolf soon tired.  The 
rabbit continued at full pace and disappeared into the woods.  The 
chatter subsided and the gray hunter, passively defeated, 
subconsciously recalibrating, flopped down, rolled onto its side and 
let its heavy breaths slow and the normal pace of life return.  It then 
sauntered to the streamside and drank from the icy mountain water.   

Avery sat down.  
From the corner of the wolf’s eye, sensing the motion, it looked 

to him.  It had, no doubt, known he was there from the start—smoke 
does not go unnoticed by the woods—but with the nonthreatening 
distance across the meadow, and man’s unclear role in the wild, the 
lone wolf had taken no interest in him.  A wolf also lacks man’s 
proclivity to explain the apparent, so it would not generate an angry 
link between the thud of a stone and his lost prey.  But Avery saw the 
steel irises turn towards him from the streamside.  They did not see 
prey; they did not exhibit a hate; they acknowledged him evenly, as if 
simply saying: “Okay.”   

The void of emotion left Avery cold around the heart.  But in the 
next instant the wolf picked up and trotted smoothly into the distant 
woods.  The finches flew away as it passed. 

 
~ 
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By the time the sun had desiccated the grasses, Avery Hall had 
broken camp and continued north.  The term “breaking camp” can 
evoke images of packing tents, chairs, clothing, food and cooking 
utensils, but he merely rolled his lonesome blanket and fastened his 
frying pan to his pack.  His knife, he kept on his belt; his rifle, he’d 
keep in his hands.   

Avery hailed from Montana.  Though romanticized by its big 
sky, as a boy he learned that the daily journey of the sun smiled upon 
a corresponding big country.  The wide plains and towering bookend 
peaks made for a long view, and with that, made for a long shot.  With 
a toss of grass in the wind and a moment to watch the distant 
treetops, Avery had once shot a paper wad from the center of a 
washer his father had hung 300 yards away.  When game hunting, 
he’d needed two shots exactly twice in his life to bring down his 
target.  The first was the first time his father took him for deer.  The 
errant bullet hit the doe in the shoulder, and even then, the second 
shot cleared a smooth hole at the base of the fleeing skull.  The second 
time was years later.  His father’s heart had failed while setting a gate 
on the edge of their property.  He’d tried to stumble home, but Avery 
found him slumped over a rock about twenty yards from the back 
porch of the house and carried him the rest of the way on his 
shoulders.  His cousins had taken him hunting the morning after the 
funeral, and his hand had shaken during the first shot.  The buck 
lifted up in a fury at the grazing sting in his foreleg and in that 
moment, an iron focus obliterated the sad tremor in Avery’s hand.  
The second shot passed through two chambers of the beast’s heart 
and the great animal fell still. 
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The trail Avery now followed, rifle in hand, led him north 
through the Singing Winds Forest and towards, what he believed to 
be, the conclusion of the path at Anoterra Lake.  He had no map on 
him and worked from a memory he’d gained by a quick glance at a 
map displayed under the plastic counter of a gas station.  The trail 
itself, he remembered, worked along a thin seam of streams and 
lakes, through two parallel folds of mountains and pointed almost 
true north the entire way.  Other trails branched, joined and braided 
at various intervals, but the central trail never deviated from its 
heading.  As he walked and the sun began nestle into the western 
peaks, the pitch on his right fell to a thin lake.  He did not remember 
the name.  As he wound around at the head by the inlet stream, voices 
approached from the bend of thick trees.  He ducked into the shadows 
of the tall pines and shrubs. 

“There’s no sense in worrying about it,” a lower voice said 
calmly.  “You can’t change the way he is.” 

There was a brief, pregnant silence, then a second voice piped 
up, much higher, “He’s just annoying.” 

“Well, the best you can do is not be annoying back.” 
“But dad, he shows off every fish.” 
“I know, and you’re more grown up for not.” 
They stopped and through the brush, Avery could see the father 

rest his hand on his boy’s shoulder and look down the short pitch to 
the lake.  “I see two rainbows cruising.  Why don’t we see if we can 
show that Mark how it’s done?”  The boy nodded and they walked 
down to the water. 

Quietly, Avery took off his pack.  He undid his belt and removed 
his knife, stuffing it in the bottom, then he cleared some space to one 
side and stuffed in his rifle as well.  The tip pointed out and he 
wrapped it in a handkerchief, both to keep out dirt and defray the 
aggression of the poking barrel.  Finally, he removed the box of shells 
from the side pocket and stuffed it with a pair of socks, also burying 
the now-silent container in the bottom of the pack.  He crept back 
downtrail through the woods, then returned to the trail and began 
walking north again, his hands open and free in front of him. 

The father saw him approaching and waved.  “Howdy,” he 
called kindly.  “Good, clear afternoon we got.”  The son didn’t turn 
and continued casting and reeling. 
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“It is,” Avery said returning the friendly tone, then searched his 
glance uptrail.  He could make out a yellow and a red tent through the 
trees.  “I assume you guys are set up around the inlet stream?” 

“We are.  My buddy and his two boys as well.”  His eyes 
flickered to the peeking barrel, but it didn’t alter his gaze or tone. 

Avery nodded.  “I don’t suppose you’d mind—if I kept my 
distance—if I set up camp nearby?  I think it’s another three miles 
until a reasonable patch of flat ground with water close by, and the—” 

The man waved carelessly.  “We’d appreciate the company.” 
Avery tipped his hat, “Appreciate that.  I’ll see you up there.” 
“Sounds good.  I’m George, by the way, and this is my boy, 

Reid.”  Reid closed one eye to the sun as he turned and gave an 
obligatory wave to the stranger. 

“Nice to meet you, George.  And Reid.  I’m Mike.” 



<<
  /ASCII85EncodePages false
  /AllowTransparency false
  /AutoPositionEPSFiles true
  /AutoRotatePages /All
  /Binding /Left
  /CalGrayProfile (Dot Gain 20%)
  /CalRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CalCMYKProfile (U.S. Web Coated \050SWOP\051 v2)
  /sRGBProfile (sRGB IEC61966-2.1)
  /CannotEmbedFontPolicy /Warning
  /CompatibilityLevel 1.4
  /CompressObjects /Tags
  /CompressPages true
  /ConvertImagesToIndexed true
  /PassThroughJPEGImages true
  /CreateJDFFile false
  /CreateJobTicket false
  /DefaultRenderingIntent /Default
  /DetectBlends true
  /ColorConversionStrategy /LeaveColorUnchanged
  /DoThumbnails false
  /EmbedAllFonts true
  /EmbedJobOptions true
  /DSCReportingLevel 0
  /SyntheticBoldness 1.00
  /EmitDSCWarnings false
  /EndPage -1
  /ImageMemory 1048576
  /LockDistillerParams false
  /MaxSubsetPct 100
  /Optimize true
  /OPM 1
  /ParseDSCComments true
  /ParseDSCCommentsForDocInfo true
  /PreserveCopyPage true
  /PreserveEPSInfo true
  /PreserveHalftoneInfo false
  /PreserveOPIComments false
  /PreserveOverprintSettings true
  /StartPage 1
  /SubsetFonts true
  /TransferFunctionInfo /Apply
  /UCRandBGInfo /Preserve
  /UsePrologue false
  /ColorSettingsFile ()
  /AlwaysEmbed [ true
  ]
  /NeverEmbed [ true
  ]
  /AntiAliasColorImages false
  /DownsampleColorImages true
  /ColorImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /ColorImageResolution 300
  /ColorImageDepth -1
  /ColorImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeColorImages true
  /ColorImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterColorImages true
  /ColorImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /ColorACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /ColorImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000ColorImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasGrayImages false
  /DownsampleGrayImages true
  /GrayImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /GrayImageResolution 300
  /GrayImageDepth -1
  /GrayImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeGrayImages true
  /GrayImageFilter /DCTEncode
  /AutoFilterGrayImages true
  /GrayImageAutoFilterStrategy /JPEG
  /GrayACSImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /GrayImageDict <<
    /QFactor 0.15
    /HSamples [1 1 1 1] /VSamples [1 1 1 1]
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayACSImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /JPEG2000GrayImageDict <<
    /TileWidth 256
    /TileHeight 256
    /Quality 30
  >>
  /AntiAliasMonoImages false
  /DownsampleMonoImages true
  /MonoImageDownsampleType /Bicubic
  /MonoImageResolution 1200
  /MonoImageDepth -1
  /MonoImageDownsampleThreshold 1.50000
  /EncodeMonoImages true
  /MonoImageFilter /CCITTFaxEncode
  /MonoImageDict <<
    /K -1
  >>
  /AllowPSXObjects false
  /PDFX1aCheck false
  /PDFX3Check false
  /PDFXCompliantPDFOnly false
  /PDFXNoTrimBoxError true
  /PDFXTrimBoxToMediaBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXSetBleedBoxToMediaBox true
  /PDFXBleedBoxToTrimBoxOffset [
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
    0.00000
  ]
  /PDFXOutputIntentProfile ()
  /PDFXOutputCondition ()
  /PDFXRegistryName (http://www.color.org)
  /PDFXTrapped /Unknown

  /Description <<
    /FRA <>
    /ENU (Use these settings to create PDF documents with higher image resolution for improved printing quality. The PDF documents can be opened with Acrobat and Reader 5.0 and later.)
    /JPN <FEFF3053306e8a2d5b9a306f30019ad889e350cf5ea6753b50cf3092542b308000200050004400460020658766f830924f5c62103059308b3068304d306b4f7f75283057307e30593002537052376642306e753b8cea3092670059279650306b4fdd306430533068304c3067304d307e305930023053306e8a2d5b9a30674f5c62103057305f00200050004400460020658766f8306f0020004100630072006f0062006100740020304a30883073002000520065006100640065007200200035002e003000204ee5964d30678868793a3067304d307e30593002>
    /DEU <>
    /PTB <>
    /DAN <>
    /NLD <>
    /ESP <>
    /SUO <>
    /ITA <>
    /NOR <>
    /SVE <>
  >>
>> setdistillerparams
<<
  /HWResolution [2400 2400]
  /PageSize [612.000 792.000]
>> setpagedevice


