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Chapter	1

I	loved	spring	break.	It	wasn’t	the	fresh	green	leaves,	spreading	across	gray	limbs	or	the
mixture	of	scents	from	the	new	growth.	It	was	because	I	got	out	of	school	for	a	week	and
it	usually	always	landed	on	my	birthday.

Dad	was	 stubborn	 about	 taking	me	 to	 town	 each	 year	 so	 I	 could	 pick	 out	my	 own
present.	He	 always	 said	 it	was	 better	 if	 I	 chose	 the	 gift	myself,	 instead	 of	 him	 picking
something	I	might	not	want.

This	year	was	special.	I’d	be	eighteen	and	graduating	this	summer.	Thank	God.	I’d	be
saying	good-bye	to	teachers	and	friends.	Calling	my	companions,	friends	was	a	stretch.	I
sat	with	 them	at	 lunch	and	we	goofed	off	during	class	but	 I	never	went	 to	parties	or	on
dates.	I	was	looking	forward	to	getting	away	from	the	seventeen-year-old	stereotype.

However,	 my	 birthday	 was	 more	 than	 that.	 Last	 year,	 Dad	 told	 me	 my	 eighteenth
would	be	my	best.	I	would	travel	to	places	most	people	only	read	about	and	meet	new	and
interesting	people.	I’m	still	waiting	for	the	adventure	to	start	but,	knowing	Dad,	he	meant
my	adventure	was	going	to	college	but	I’m	not	sure	that’s	for	me.

Dad	turned	on	to	the	main	road.	It	was	a	two-lane,	taking	one	straight	through	town,
past	the	major	buildings	of	good	old	Silver	City.	When	Dad	slowed	down	to	turn,	I	saw	a
yard	sale	set	up	on	the	lawn	of	a	rundown	house,	Mrs.	Crumley’s.

The	 kids	 from	 school	 talked	 about	 her	 as	 if	 she	 were	 a	 witch	 or	 something.	 They
always	 made	 a	 point	 of	 visiting	 her	 on	 Halloween,	 to	 see	 if	 she	 flew	 around	 on	 a
broomstick.	I	felt	sorry	for	her.	She	had	no	family	and	the	way	the	town	treated	her,	as	if
she	had	leprosy—was	disturbing.	Did	something	happen	to	her?

There	 were	 tons	 of	 furniture	 and	 knickknacks	 spread	 across	 the	 grass.	 A	 rope
connected	 two	 trees	 in	 the	 yard	where	 her	 clothes	 hung.	 It	 looked	 as	 if	 everything	 she
owned	was	strung	across	the	lawn.			

“It’s	a	yard	sale,	Dad.	Can	we	stop?”

Dad	let	out	a	breath	and	turned	in	to	the	driveway.

I	smiled	as	he	put	 the	 truck	 in	park.	 I	seemed	to	get	what	 I	wanted	when	it	came	to
antiques.	He	knew	how	I	liked	to	browse	through	the	flea	market	and	a	sale	like	this	made
my	day.

He	acted	as	if	he	didn’t	want	to	stop	but	I	knew	he	was	pretending.	The	only	reason	I
loved	the	stuff	was	he	 told	me	Mom	had	enjoyed	browsing	 through	antiques.	For	me,	 it
was	 as	 if	 I	 was	 walking	 alongside	 her,	 feeling	 that	 connection	 as	 we	 looked	 at	 the
collectibles.

My	eyes	couldn’t	focus	on	any	one	thing.	There	was	stuff	everywhere	and	I	wanted	to
look	at	it	all.	I	immediately	forced	my	eyes	to	look	forward	and	ran	to	a	large	chest	next	to
a	few	smaller	ones,	which	seemed	to	call	my	name.	You	know	how	you	have	a	favorite



color	and,	no	matter	what,	you	have	 to	have	 it?	That	was	 the	way	I	felt	when	I	saw	the
chest.	

Engraved	 vines	worked	 along	 the	 edge	 of	 the	 lid	 and	 trees	were	 carved	 on	 the	 side
panels.	I	hunkered	down	to	run	my	fingers	along	the	smooth	wood.	The	dark	stain	hid	the
nicks	along	the	curved	handles	and	blunt	corners.	I	looked	at	the	tree	design	closer.	It	was
full	of	foliage	and	the	roots	spread	down	then	around	the	tree	in	spiraling	twists.

It’s	beautiful.	Now	what’s	inside?

I	 heeded	my	 thoughts	 and	 flipped	 the	 lid	 up.	 I	 crinkled	my	 nose	 as	 a	 puff	 of	 stale
basement	escaped.	After	 the	 stench,	 a	 faint,	 soothing	 smell	of	 roses	wafted	up	 from	 the
chest.	I	couldn’t	believe	the	condition	of	the	inside.	Small	bronze	tacks	held	the	dark-red
velvet	against	the	wood	and,	to	my	surprise,	two	books	lay	in	the	bottom.	

My	breath	caught	in	my	throat	as	I	stared	at	the	covers.	The	larger	one	was	gold	with
red	swirling	 letters,	which	I	couldn’t	make	out.	The	smaller	one	was	older,	with	a	dark-
green	cover	 and	yellow	 letters.	Myths	and	other	Legends	had	been	 scratched	 across	 the
top,	as	 if	 it	was	carved	into	the	leather.	The	cover	opened	easily.	The	pages	were	tinged
and	ripped	from	age	and	use.

“What	did	you	find?”	Dad	startled	me.	

“Oh	…	a	book	and	this	trunk.”

He	looked	at	the	box.	“It’s	old,	isn’t	it?”

I	smiled.	“So,	it	brings	back	memories?”	I	couldn’t	resist	the	joke.

He	threw	me	a	wry	smile.	“You	are	too	funny.”

“I	know.”	I	put	the	book	back	in	the	trunk	and	groaned	as	I	picked	it	up.	Dang	it,	it’s
heavy.	I	struggled	to	keep	it	steady	in	my	arms.	“Can	I	have	it?”

He	sank	his	hands	into	his	pockets,	attempting	to	be	unimpressed	by	my	discovery.	“If
you	must.”

“Thank	you.”	A	grin	spread	across	my	face.

I	set	the	trunk	at	the	foot	of	my	bed	then	took	the	books	from	inside.	I	sat	at	my	desk,
ready	to	see	what	mysteries	the	pages	held.	The	larger	book	intrigued	me—it	was	the	not
knowing	what	the	strange	words	said.	I	scanned	the	pages	until	I	found	English	writing.	It
was	written	in	cursive,	scribbled	on	the	back	of	an	empty	page.	

All	dreams	have	meanings.

Find	the	courage	to	decode	them.

Of	 all	 the	 things	 I	 could	 read,	 I	 read	 this.	 I’d	 awakened	 each	 night	 for	 a	 month,
sweating	and	cringing,	after	random	dreams.	I	wondered	why	I	had	them.	They	made	no
sense	to	me.	It	was	always	places	and	people	I’d	never	seen	but,	oddly,	I	wanted	to	know
them.

I	 flipped	 through	 the	pages	 to	 the	 last.	Little	notes	had	been	written	 there,	as	well.	 I
frowned	as	I	stared	at	the	cover.	I	need	to	figure	out	what	language	this	is.



“Dad?”

He	poked	his	head	in	the	door.	“Yeah,	honey.”

“What	language	is	this?”

He	 took	 the	book.	His	brow	furrowed	as	he	 turned	 the	pages.	“Did	 this	come	 in	 the
chest?”	I	saw	a	spark	of	interest	in	his	eyes.

I	nodded.	“What	is	it?”

“Latin.”	He	 smiled	 lightly	as	he	 rubbed	his	hand	along	 the	cover.	 “This	 is	 a	 special
book.”

“How	do	you	know	that?”	The	way	he	held	the	book	made	me	think	it	was	special,	but
why?

“I	did	go	to	college.”	He	handed	the	book	back	to	me.

“Can	you	read	it?”

“Sorry,	honey.	I	didn’t	do	that	well	in	the	class.”	He	returned	to	the	living	room.

How	was	 I	going	 to	 figure	out	what	 the	book	said?	 I	 sighed	and	set	 it	 aside	 to	 look
over	the	other	one.	

I	 flipped	 through	 the	 pages,	 ecstatic	 over	 the	 information	 inside.	 I	 couldn’t	 put	 the
book	 down,	 as	 I	 read	 about	 things	 considered	 fantasy—the	 gods	 creating	 vampires	 and
werewolves	only	attacking

when	they	were	crazed.	I	read	about	myths	and	legends	from	all	over	the	planet,	things
I	 never	 knew	 existed.	 Finding	 the	 book	was	 like	 finding	 a	 new	world	 and	 I	 loved	 it.	 I
wondered	if	legends	like	these	existed	in	my	own	backyard.



Chapter	2

I	 got	 ready	 for	 bed	 and	 stood	 next	 to	 the	 window.	 There	 wasn’t	 a	 curtain	 or	 blind	 to
constrict	my	view	of	the	backyard,	only	brown	one-inch	strips	inside	the	glass.	I	stared	up
at	the	stars	and	wondered	if	it	could	be	true,	if	things	from	the	book	really	existed	in	the
world.	I	wouldn’t	mind	coming	face-to-face	with….

A	movement	caught	my	eye.	In	the	tree	line	next	to	the	field,	shadows	crept	in	precise
movements	through	the	brush.	What	the	…	One	by	one,	the	forms	of	wolves	stepped	from
the	shadows	into	the	moonlight.	My	feet	automatically	stepped	back.

The	wolf	leading	the	pack	stood	firm,	his	head	lowered	and	teeth	bared.	Dark	matted
fur	rose	across	his	neck	and	a	patch	of	gray	circled	his	eyes	like	a	mask.	His	eyes,	a	bright
cadmium	yellow,	locked	on	me.	My	hand	cupped	my	mouth.	Don’t	scream.	I	bit	down	on
my	bottom	lip	to	keep	from	showing	my	fear.	More	wolves	slunk	from	the	shadows	and
turned	toward	the	house.

“Dad.”

He	came	into	my	room.	He	looked	at	me	then	out	the	window	at	the	wolves.	His	hands
balled	into	fists,	his	brow	furrowed.	With	one	tug,	he	pulled	me	away	from	the	window,
almost	causing	me	to	lose	my	balance.

“Dad?”	I	was	confused.

“Stay	here,”	he	said.

“But…”	My	heart	raced.

“Don’t	argue	with	me,	just	do	it.”	His	narrowed	eyes	and	thinned	lips	worried	me.	He
never	looked	so	lethal.	It	scared	me	and	I	certainly	wasn’t	going	against	his	demand.

I	 didn’t	 resist	 as	 he	 pushed	me	 into	 the	 corner	 between	my	 closet	 and	 the	 bedroom
door.	My	pulse	raced	then	I	began	to	shake.	Dad	ran	out	of	my	room	and	the	loud	bang	of
the	outside	door	followed.

My	mind	filled	with	worry.	I	didn’t	want	Dad	to	be	hurt.	What	if	they	attacked	him?
Why	were	they	even	here?	As	long	as	we’d	lived	in	this	house,	we’d	never	had	wolves	in
the	forest.	They	weren’t	common,	but	coyotes	were.

It	 seemed	odd.	For	weeks,	 little	 things	had	been	happening	 in	 the	 forest.	One	day,	a
mob	of	crows	circled	 the	 tree	 line	 from	sun	up	 to	sunset.	Odd	sounds	of	howling	and	a
ruckus	 I	 had	 never	 heard	 poured	 from	 the	 forest	 for	 nights.	Dad	 and	 I	 sat	 in	 the	 living
room	listening	to	the	chaos,	wondering	what	made	the	unusual	sounds.	However,	for	some
reason,	the	wolves	scared	me	more.

The	hinges	of	the	front	door	squeaked.	It	was	hard	to	control	my	breathing	as	the	floor
creaked	under	 the	weight	of	 someone	or	 something	walking	 toward	my	 room.	 I	 pushed
myself	deeper	 into	 the	corner.	A	shadow	formed	by	 the	 light	 in	 the	front	 room	crawling



across	the	floor.	I	watched	as	it	inched	into	my	room.	My	lip	stung	as	I	bit	down,	tasting
blood.	Please	be	Dad.

“Jess,”	Dad	said.

My	 breath	 whooshed	 from	 my	 mouth,	 as	 if	 I’d	 held	 it	 the	 entire	 time.	 I	 launched
myself	 at	 him,	 wrapping	 my	 arms	 around	 his	 neck	 and	 plastering	 my	 face	 against	 his
shirt.	

“I	was	worried.”

“No	need	to	be.”	He	wrapped	his	arms	around	me.	“They	ran	away	when	I	went	out.”

I	stepped	back.	“Why	did	they	do	that?	Why	is	any	of	this	stuff	happening?”

He	shrugged.	“I	don’t	know	but	no	more	taking	off	and	not	telling	me.”	

I	knew	to	what	he	was	referring.	My	runs.	They	kept	me	grounded.	When	I	woke	from
the	dreams,	the	woods	seemed	to	ease	my	mind.

I	 nodded	 and	 went	 to	 my	 bed.	 “Maybe	 you	 shouldn’t	 be	 disappearing	 out	 there,
either.”	

He	smiled.	“I	won’t	if	you	don’t.”

I	smiled	and	crawled	into	bed.	“Deal.”

Dad	shut	 the	door	behind	him.	 It	was	 the	one	 time	 I	wished	he’d	 left	 it	open	so	 the
light	from	the	kitchen	would	highlight	the	doorway.	I	sucked	in	a	breath	and	rolled	to	my
side,	 tucking	 the	 blanket	 up	 under	my	 chin	 as	 I	 stared	 at	 the	 back	 of	 the	 door.	 I	 really
didn’t	want	 to	 go	 to	 sleep.	 I	was	 afraid	 of	 the	 nightmares	 I’d	 have	 after	 seeing	 all	 the
wolves	outside	my	window.	With	a	sigh,	I	looked	at	the	stars	shining	through	the	glass	and
the	last	thing	I	remembered	before	I	fell	asleep	was	a	shooting	star.

“Run,	Lily!”

My	legs	obeyed	the	command	from	the	man	who	held	on	to	my	arm.	I	didn’t	know	why	I	was	running	but,	I	could
tell	by	the	look	on	his	face,	I	should	run.	My	body	felt	odd	as	I	ran	beside	him.	I	wasn’t	the	woman	but	I	felt	connected
to	her	somehow.	I	knew	everything	she	did	but	I	also	knew	who	I	was	and	I	wasn’t	the	one	who	was	running	through	the
night.	

Corwan.	That	was	his	name.	I	remembered	meeting	him,	at	the	river,	when	I	was	young.	He	is	my	husband.	

Through	my	peripheral	vision,	I	saw	Corwan’s	profile.	He	had	dark	hair	like	stained	walnut	and	when	he	glanced	at
me,	 as	 he	 helped	me	 over	 the	 fallen	 trees,	 I	 saw	 eyes	 bluer	 than	 any	 ocean.	His	 face	was	 set	 in	 a	 hard	 frown	with
wrinkles	pressed	between	his	brows.	I	had	only	seen	that	look	on	his	face	once	before,	when	his	parents	died.	My	heart
picked	up	the	pace	with	my	own	worry.	We	are	in	trouble.

A	 loud	 howl	 erupted	 behind	 us.	 I	 stumbled	 over	 the	 underbrush	 as	 a	 chill	 ran	 from	 head	 to	 toe.	 I	 knew,	 at	 that
moment,	why	I	was	running.	They	were	coming.	

They	were	the	creatures	my	people	said	didn’t	exist	anymore;	that	they’d	died	out	when	the	Ancients	and	the	Sylphs
began	 the	war.	The	war	 lasted	 ten	years	 and	nothing	was	gained.	The	people	 from	 the	 colonies	were	 cast	 from	 their
homes	and	lost.	Ancients	were	extinct	and	the	Sylphs	took	over	what	was	left.	I	am	a	Sylph.	

“Hurry.”	Corwan	pulled	me	through	the	darkness.	“They	are	coming	closer.”

One	after	another,	the	howls	erupted	around	us.	My	breath	caught	in	my	throat	as	trees	crashed	to	the	ground	like
dominoes	following	us.	We	weaved	through	the	gray	trees	following	a	single	ray	of	moonlight.	It	was	our	beacon	in	the
darkness,	leading	us	either	to	safety	or	to	our	demise.	

The	sound	of	running	feet,	like	a	pack	of	wolves,	came	closer.	Their	paws	snapped	branches.	A	growl	from	ahead
blocked	us.	We	 abruptly	 stopped,	 sinking	 into	 the	mud	beneath	 our	 feet.	 Sweat	 trickled	 down	my	 spine	 as	 I	 tried	 to



steady	my	heart.	My	eyes	darted	 into	 the	darkness,	 trying	to	find	the	animals.	 I	wanted	to	see	 them	but	deep	down,	I
knew	where	each	one	stood.	I	could	feel	their	presence	and	they	radiated	evil.

Yellow	eyes	appeared	before	us	from	the	blackened	bushes.	They	seemed	to	peer	into	my	soul	as	they	stared	at	me.
Corwan	pulled	me	against	his	chest,	shielding	me	from	the	sight.	I	didn’t	resist.	I	knew	I	didn’t	want	to	see	what	came
next.

As	if	in	a	clockwise	motion,	another	beast	came	from	the	darkness,	enclosing	us	in	the	center	of	his	or	her	trap.	Tears
came	to	my	eyes	and	I	squeezed	them	shut.	As	the	howls	of	victory	burst	out	in	song,	my	memory	went	to	a	baby.	My
baby.	She	lay	in	a	bassinet	that	was	made	of	vines	gathered	from	the	trees	in	the	forest.	She	lay	looking	up	at	candles
floating	in	the	air.	The	flickering	light	illuminated	the	round	rock	walls,	encircling	her.	I	began	to	cry	at	the	sight	of	my
child.

“Hush,”	Corwan	soothed.	“This	is	for	her,	so	she	will	live.”

I	 looked	up	at	his	face.	His	eyes	filled	with	more	emotion	than	I	could	ever	 imagine.	I	know.	It	 is	our	sacrifice.	I
swallowed	hard	as	I	tiptoed	to	reach	his	lips.	

A	 beam	 of	 red	 light	 burst	 from	 the	 beasts.	My	 body	 began	 to	 sizzle	 and	 fire	 spread	 in	waves.	 Pain	 I	 had	 never
experienced	 before	 spread	 across	 my	 flesh.	 Thousands	 of	 tiny	 stings	 started	 at	 my	 toes	 and	 rose	 to	 my	 neck.	 Heat
engulfed	me.	The	smell	of	burning	hair	seeped	into	my	nostrils.	I	gagged	from	the	stench	of	my	melting	skin.	Corwan’s
eyes	were	on	me.	I	tried	to	be	strong	and	not	give	the	animals	what	they	wanted,	to	show	him	I	was	as	brave	as	he	was.	I
didn’t	want	to	look	weak,	but	the	pain	radiated—growing	and	pulsing.	It	tore	at	me	until	I	couldn’t	take	anymore.

I	screamed.



Chapter	3

I	jerked	awake,	my	arms	and	legs	fighting	the	cover	wrapped	around	me.	Sweat	dripped
from	every	part	 of	my	body.	My	heart	 beat	 as	 if	 I’d	 just	 finished	 a	marathon.	My	eyes
darted	 around	my	 bedroom,	 expecting	 to	 find	myself	 in	 the	 woods—on	 fire.	 The	 only
things	 that	greeted	me	were	my	desk,	closet	and	bookshelf.	 I	 took	a	breath,	calming	my
jackhammering	 pulse	 and	 layback	 on	my	 pillow.	 I	 needed	 to	 get	 a	 grip	 on	my	 dreams.
They	were	becoming	too	real	for	comfort	and	the	wolves,	last	night,	didn’t	help.

I	crawled	out	of	bed	and	changed	into	my	running	clothes.	Promising	Dad	I	wouldn’t
go	out	was	wrong,	I	needed	to	be	 in	 the	woods.	It	was	 the	one	thing	I	could	do	to	keep
calm.	 The	 woods	 helped	 to	 ease	 my	 mind	 when	 I	 woke	 up	 from	 the	 terror	 of	 the
unexplained	places	in	my	dreams.	The	forest	was	my	peace	in	the	world.

I	 ran	 on	 the	 same	 trail	 every	morning.	 It	 was	 no	 bigger	 than	 a	 deer	 trail,	 weaving
through	the	forest	around	my	house.	I	loved	the	woods.	The	scenery	and	the	comfort	I	felt
when	I	was	surrounded	by	it,	felt	more	natural	than	being	at	home.

These	four	walls	with	the	wooden	floor	and	roof	aren’t	my	home.	I	sleep	here	and	I’m
raised	here,	but	that’s	all	it	is—shelter.

I	considered	my	backyard	my	home	but	it	wasn’t	really	a	backyard.	It	was	a	hundred
acres	of	land	connected	to	the	Daniel	Boone	National	Forest.	My	dad	and	I	were	the	only
ones	who	lived	in	the	area.	When	my	friends	from	school	said	they	lived	in	seclusion,	they
meant	ten	minutes	from	town.	If	they	lived	an	hour	from	it,	like	me,	they	would	think	they
were	in	a	different	world.

I	wondered	why	we	lived	so	far	from	people.	 I	knew	Dad’s	 job	had	him	looking	for
undiscovered	plants	and	he	was	always	out	searching	for	something	about	which	the	world
didn’t	know.	Curious	once,	 I	asked	him	why	we	 lived	so	far	away	from	civilization.	He
told	me,	being	surrounded	by	the	forest,	made	him	feel	safer	than	being	around	people.	I
know	the	look	on	my	face	was	strange	because	he	laughed	and	quickly	said	he	was	joking.
The	smile	in	his	eyes	told	me	it	was	true,	so	I	left	it	at	that	and	never	asked	him	again.

Ivy	bushes	and	redbud	trees	covered	the	mountainside	with	pink	and	white	blossoms.
The	 rich,	honey	 fragrance	was	heavy	 in	 the	air.	Each	breath	made	my	body	come	alive
with	a	wild	exhilaration.	The	activities	of	the	birds,	insects	and	animals	scattered	through
the	woods	 in	each	direction.	The	animals	didn’t	seem	to	mind	I	disturbed	 their	morning
routines.	They	just	watched	me,	knowing	I	wouldn’t	hurt	them.

The	two-mile	trail,	on	which	I	ran,	started	at	the	side	of	the	house	and	followed	a	creek
down	to	a	large	gap	in	a	cliff.	It	twisted	around	trees	and	circled	back	to	the	other	side	of
the	 cabin.	Each	day,	 I	 stopped	at	 the	 creek,	which	 ran	 alongside	 the	 farthest	part	 of	 the
trail.	Something	seemed	to	draw	me	to	a	stop	as	I	came	to	that	point,	like	a	magnet.	



I	 slowed	 my	 pace	 as	 I	 approached	 the	 small	 bubbling	 waterfall,	 trickling	 along
blackened	rocks,	which	shone	like	glass.	My	breath	was	steady	as	I	walked	closer	to	the
bank,	almost	the	same	as	a	sandy	beach.	A	soft	wind	touched	my	cheek,	making	me	close
my	eyes.	I	took	a	breath,	feeling	the	comfort	around	me.	The	scent	of	woods,	along	with
something	unusual,	seeped	into	the	air.	It	was	woodsy,	like	the	outdoors,	but	as	sweet	as	a
flower.	I	opened	my	eyes	to	search	for	the	source.	I	looked	around	the	cedars	and	the	tall
maples	on	the	other	side	of	the	creek,	expecting	to	see	a	flower.

I	froze	when	I	saw	a	translucent	figure,	a	man,	leaning	against	a	tree,	a	few	yards	in
front	of	me.	I	squinted	as	I	traced	the	silhouette	with	my	eyes.	No	way,	it’s	not	a	ghost.	I
don’t	believe	in	ghosts.	Chill	bumps	erupted	on	my	skin,	signaling	me	 this	wasn’t	good.
My	 feet	 began	 to	 move,	 stepping	 back	 one	 foot	 at	 a	 time.	 That’s	 not	 real.	 My	 mind’s
playing	tricks	on	me…

I	turned,	ready	to	bolt,	but	glanced	over	my	shoulder	at	the	man.	He	was	gone.	I	stood
there	 for	a	 few	moments,	 trying	 to	convince	myself	my	mind	was	playing	 tricks	on	me,
that	I	didn’t	see	a	ghost	or	a	man.	What	would	a	man	be	doing	out	here	this	 time	of	 the
year?	It	was	a	long	time	until	hunting	season	and	this	side	of	the	mountain	wasn’t	ideal	for
camping.	

For	 the	 rest	 of	my	 run,	 I	 had	 the	 odd	 feeling	 someone	was	watching	me.	 It	was	 an
uneasiness	I	couldn’t	shake.	The	woods	even	acted	different.	The	animals	were	gone	and	I
couldn’t	 hear	 a	 single	 insect.	 The	 breeze	worked	 around	me	 but	 it	 didn’t	 blow	 like	 the
wind.	It	circled	me,	following	me	but	never	touching	me.	I	could	see	the	leaves	moving	in
the	trees	overhead	but	I	never	felt	the	gentle	wind	on	my	skin.	It’s	creepy	out	here	today.	I
shook	my	head	at	my	own	thought,	just	wanting	to	get	home.	Then	I	broke	through	the	last
few	 feet	of	underbrush	 to	 the	 field	where	my	house	 sat.	Giant	oaks	huddled	around	 the
cabin	in	protection.	When	I	saw	the	safety	they	made	with	their	branches,	I	relaxed.	

I	hurried	toward	the	porch,	wanting	to	be	away	from	what	was	in	the	woods.	When	I
rounded	the	corner	to	the	front	door,	I	came	to	an	abrupt	stop.	A	dark	figure	stood	in	the
doorway,	waiting	for	me.
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