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* * *

It was the silence that woke him. No noise whatsoever. He slowly realized he 
was lying on his back, looking up at the stars through the leaf bare trees. The air 
was crystal clear and the stars danced far above. But it felt wrong.

I shouldn't be here, he thought. But where should I be?

Gradually, a sound made its way to his consciousness; the faint sound of ice 
coated branches hitting each other in the slight breeze. He strained to hear more, 
but nothing came. Then he saw the smoke, his breathe actually.

He felt the cold. Cold past shivering. Cold entrenched in his back.

Winter, he thought. January deep freeze.

What am I doing here?

He tried to think of what he'd just been doing, but nothing came. 

Another sound, creaking, came from his right. He turned his head, painfully, 
to look.

A car. Upside down. Crushed.



His car.

The memories came flooding back. He was on his way home. There must have 
been ice on that last corner. He'd lost control, went over the embankment, flipped.

But why was he here? 

He'd been wearing his seatbelt. 

Had he crawled here? He must have.

He tried to get up. His body was slow to respond, but it did. He sat up, looking
around.

There were no lights, only the light of the quarter moon, but more than 
enough to see his surroundings.

It slowly dawned on him.

The nearest house he could remember seeing was over twenty kilometers 
away. And that was back up the hill. Down the hill it was fifty kilometers to the next 
town.

What was the temperature?

He recalled hearing minus twenty-five on the radio just as he left.

I'm not dressed for that, he thought sadly. Now what?

I can't stay here. And nobody will be down this road until the morning.

Maybe if I stay in the car.

Just then he heard a low growl and looked to his left.

Not twenty feet from him were two wolves, staring.

Shit, he thought. Gotta move.

He struggled to his feet and looked at the wolves. They hadn't moved.

"What do you want!" he yelled. "Go away! I'm not your supper!"

The wolves didn't move.

Maybe I can scare them away, he thought, and took a step towards them.



They didn't move, but growled and bared their fangs.

He stopped.

This isn't working, he thought as he stood still.

He knew he couldn't outrun them, and he knew he couldn't fight them.

Slowly, he backed up toward the car, watching the wolves closely.

They didn't move.

He felt the car against his back. 

Now what do I do?

He stared at the wolves, and they moved to his right, closer to the road.

I can't stay here. I'll freeze to death.

The wolves moved closer.

Or be  wolf meat.

The wolves moved closer still.

Shit. I can't stay here. Maybe the bush. Maybe I can lose them.

He laughed out loud.

The wolves stopped.

You're a fucking idiot. You can't lose them. They can smell you.

But maybe. They can't be that hungry or they would have attacked by now. 
Maybe they'll lose interest in me if I make it hard for them.

He raised his arms and took a step forward.

They growled and he stepped back.

Well that didn't work.

He watched as one of the wolves moved farther to his right.

Great! Now I'm completely blocked off from the road.

He scanned to his left. There was only the bush.



Guess I don't have any choice, he thought as he moved to the bush, watching 
the wolves.

They didn't move until he'd past the first few trees. Then they moved toward 
him.

Okay. So far so good.

As he watched, the wolves moved, one to his right, one to his left.

Without thinking, he moved deeper into the woods, watching the wolves.

He'd gone about fifty feet into the brush when he realized he'd lost track of 
them.

Shit! Where did they go?

As if to answer him, he heard a growl to his left.

Fuck!

He moved away from the growl, stumbling through the snow.

After ten minutes he stopped.

Maybe I've lost them.

As if to answer, he heard a growl to his right.

Damn it!

He moved to his left, continuing to struggle through the snow.

Each time he stopped. Each time he thought he'd lost them, he'd hear growl. 
And each time it sounded closer.

He continued to struggle through the snow, stopping after a while, listening 
for the growl, and continuing.

After an indeterminably time, he stopped.

I can't go on. If they want me, they can have me.

Growls came from both wolves, and they sounded very close.

His instinct for survival reared within him and he rushed away from the 



growls.

After a few moments, he stopped, out of breath.

This is it.

He looked around, trying to spot the wolves.

A light in the distance caught his eye.

He took a closer look.

A house!

The wolves growled again, sounding very close.

He raced toward the light, struggling against the knee high snow.

"Help!" he yelled. "Help!"

As he got closer to the cabin, he saw the door open.

"Wolves!" he screamed. "There's wolves after me!"

The man who'd come through the door swung his flashlight past him, 
scanning the area.

He struggled up the steps to the cabin.

"Thank god," he gasped,

"Where'd you come from?" the cabin owner asked as he helped him into the 
cabin.

He slumped into the nearest couch.

"I was coming down from Green Lake and went off the road."

"The Green Lake road?" the man exclaimed. "That's over ten kilometers from 
here. How'd you find this cabin?"

"The wolves," he replied. "They were trailing me and I saw the lights."

"What wolves?" the man asked.

He sat up.

"Didn't you see them?" he asked angrily.



"There was nothing chasing you that I saw," the man replied.

He slumped into the couch.

"They were there," he said, sitting up straight.

"Well, maybe. But there haven't been wolves in this area for decades."

"They were there. I saw them!"

"Okay. Okay. I probably missed them. But you're safe now."

He relaxed again.

"Thanks."

"No problem," the man said as he brought a cup of coffee.

"I'm sorry," he said after he took the first sip. "I didn't mean to call you a liar."

The man chuckled.

"No offense taken. Flashlights don't show everything."

"Thanks.

"You know, I'm really tired," he said as he lay down on the couch.

The last thing he heard was the man saying "It's okay".

He awoke the next morning to the smell of fresh coffee. Looking around, he 
saw the cabin owner.

"Good morning," the owner said.

"Morning," he replied, slowly recalling the previous evening.

The man handed him a cup of coffee.

"There really weren't any wolves," he said.

He stood up.

"There were! They were not more than ten feet from me when you came out!"

"No, they weren't," he said firmly.



"Look outside!"

"I did. There's only your tracks."

He raced to the door, opened it and looked out.

He saw his tracks in the snow. And nothing else.

No!

"You know," the cabin owner said, "I've been thinking. If you crashed where 
you said you did, with the temperatures they way they were, the only way you'd 
survive was to come here. And I'm way off the beaten path."

"I didn't now you were here."

"Well, I think someone did," he smiled.

The man looked out the door, seeing his tracks in the snow and nothing else.

"I guess someone did," he smiled.


