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CHAPTER 1

A Herd of Dreams

Winter brings to the Land a mighty silence. Many beasts and birds fall deeply asleep under its spell, and the air turns thick with dreams.

Those who are wakeful can sense the chaotic power of these long, strange dreams. But only the creatures from the last age of the world know what is to be done with them. As the midwinter night approaches, they journey to one of the secret places where magic remains strong, and they enact the ancient ceremony of the Great Weaving to summon the dreams and weave them into a potent gift for the earth spirit.

Only two kinds of creatures do not attend the midwinter weaving: trolls, who loathe the earth spirit with a deadly passion, and elves, for none survive in this age when magic is grown so thin.

Yet elf blood is not quite gone from the world, for there is one creature in whom it flows: a small elf troll named Little Fur.

Strangest of all the things of the last age she may be, for her father was an elf and her mother a troll. How this came about was not known, for Little Fur had no memory of her parents. She has lived her whole long life in a patch of wilderness that once lay at the heart of a vast forest of singing trees. Seven trees are all that remain, but these seven, known as the Old Ones, are saturated in the power of their fallen brethren. Though they sing no more, these sentinels protect the wilderness and all that dwell within it from the great dark human city that surrounds it. Such is the power of the seven that even those humans who live alongside the wilderness never think of it.
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Though it was still weeks away, Little Fur was already preparing for midwinter night with the help of the beasts and birds of the wilderness. The squirrels were so mad with excitement that even their usual scatterbrained usefulness evaporated. The birds who were willing forgot any instruction almost the moment it had been given. But the rabbits were steady as long as boldness was not required. The weasels and stoats were clever and nimble, and several older burrowers were hard at work making different sorts of hollows and nests for the visitors.

One afternoon Little Fur paused from the preparations to tend to a wild rabbit that had gotten her paw crushed by a branch. The wan sun was already setting as she carried the rabbit into a cave whose entrance was partly concealed beneath an icefall. This was where she made and stored her potions and herbs and did much of her winter healing. Little Fur set the rabbit’s tiny bones and mended her torn skin. Then she held her firmly as Tillet bandaged the paw. Tillet, a large hare, was Little Fur’s most competent and steadfast helper.
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“You have been brave,” Little Fur whispered very softly, stroking the rabbit and looking around the cave.

The walls had niches of varying sizes that had been made by obliging moles. Many of the spaces were filled with piles of leaves and packets of herbs and powders all carefully made up and labeled. Other niches were heaped with stones, dried roots, tubers and bags of seeds. One large niche held an abandoned beehive. Its honey had been drained into a gourd, but its wax was yet to be scraped out. Field mice slept in a nest in the niche beside the beehive; below, a recovering ermine lay curled asleep. Higher up were nests, several occupied by birds that had hurt their wings before they could fly away for winter.
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The cave was warmer at the back because a trickle of hot springwater welled from a split rock and pooled in a natural stone bowl, where it shimmered with a strange blue light. Beside the stone bowl slept a blind tabby cat with three of her kittens. A fourth kitten swaggered in a circle beneath a cluster of bats suspended from a stalactite. Dangling beside the bats were a fat braid of garlic, strings of wild onions and three great, knotty, earth-encrusted roots. Toward the front of the cave, dried leaves and berries dangled from plaited reeds. Along a special shelf were small nut gourds containing Little Fur’s more dangerous potions.

Though there were herbs waiting to be steeped and a great clump of spiderweb that needed weaving into bandages, Little Fur felt content. All these tasks could be dealt with after midwinter night. The one thing she ought to do before then was to make herself another cloak. The last one, sewn from a bit of human cloth, had fallen apart, and although Little Fur did not feel the cold as keenly as humans, she did need the cloak for all the pockets she could sew into it.

She sighed, remembering the gray cloak her elf father had left her. It could make its wearer hard to see and remained light as thistledown no matter what she put in the pockets. But a human had taken it the first time Little Fur had ever gone out into the city. All she had of her parents now was the green stone that had once belonged to her mother, which she wore on a thong about her neck. Little Fur had thought it merely a pretty bauble until she had learned that the stone was also worn by troll royalty.

Her longing to learn more of trolls was another reason that she looked forward to the coming midwinter ceremony. Little Fur had not thought much about her parents before traveling to the troll city of Underth, but that perilous adventure had awakened both her troll blood and a powerful curiosity. It was strange that the newly awakened troll blood was not constantly at war with her elf blood, but it was as if they had agreed that whichever served best would take charge.

“Finished,” Tillet said.

Little Fur composed her mind and sang a song to the rabbit’s spirit so the wounded paw could heal properly. A swan waiting to have his wings cleaned waddled nearer to listen, and a big beaver with a toothache ceased his restless movements. Once the rabbit was asleep, Little Fur lifted her gently into one of the ground-level niches.

An enormous black dog lay sprawled asleep against the wall with a small red snake coiled under her chest, a family of mice sleeping on her tail and a tiny owl perched on her back. The owlet opened her round yellow eyes and hooted a forlorn inquiry. “Crow will come soon, Gem,” Little Fur murmured, aware that the orphaned owl saw Crow as her brother, much to his disgust.
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Crow was one of Little Fur’s best friends, and their spirits were linked. This allowed her to sense that he was even now winging his way to the wilderness. She could feel that he had news, but that was nothing unusual. Crow loved to play messenger, and if the news was not exciting enough, he was happy to exaggerate it. Thinking about Crow turned Little Fur’s mind to the cat Ginger. Her spirit was linked to his as well, but she had not seen him since they had been separated fleeing from Underth.

Little Fur began to examine the swan, grimacing at the sticky mess on his feathers. It smelled like the food that humans fed their road beasts, and she wondered how it had come to be in the pond. Fetching a bowl of water from the spring, she set it on the sand so that Tillet could pour in the frothy mixture she had prepared. The swan gave a hiss as he felt the warmth of the water, and Little Fur bade him be still, for the filth would not come off properly in cold water.

As she worked, her thoughts circled back to Ginger. He had taken the under-road from Underth, which went all the way to a distant city by the sea. The way back overland was much longer, for there were lakes and swamps and human settlements to avoid, as well as a high range of mountains to cross. With Ginger were a rat and two small ferrets, one of which had been injured, so that would have slowed him further. Because of their connection, Little Fur could feel Ginger coming steadily closer each day. By her reckoning, he would arrive just before midwinter night.

Sorrow, the fox, would return then, too, or so he had promised when he’d left the wilderness the previous darkmoon. He had gone to the Sett Owl to ask her advice about a mate, only to be told there was no one for him and that he must learn to be wild.

Be patient, Little Fur told herself.

Little Fur sat back on her heels with weary satisfaction, seeing that the swan’s feathers once again glowed white and clean. “Now you must preen out some oil,” she told him. The swan thanked her and went to sit on a small puddle of meltwater, eyeing the dog mistrustfully. Little Fur was puzzled, for the swan knew that the earth magic that flowed through the wilderness would not allow the dog to attack any of Little Fur’s patients.

Little Fur sniffed and was startled to find the faint but unmistakable scent of human. The black dog had noticed as well. She had not been near a human since her escape from them. Now she stiffened and all the hair along her spine stood up as she rose, smelling of anger. The snake coiled himself more tightly, and the mice squeaked indignantly as they were spilled gently into the soft sand. Only the orphaned owlet clung to the dog’s back with small thorny talons, her yellow eyes wide.

“What is the matter?” Little Fur asked.

The black dog loped past the meltwater pool and under the cluster of icicles at the mouth of the cave, the owl still clinging to her back.

Little Fur followed more slowly. Outside, the black dog was standing in the fresh snow as still as one of the great stones humans carved in their own likenesses. It was close to true darkness now, and there was a sharp blueness to the air.

Tillet bounded lightly outside, too. She stood up on her hind legs, long ears and nose twitching.
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“Do you smell something?” Little Fur asked her.

The hare did not answer, but now her whiskers twitched as well.

“Something…,” Gem hooted softly from her perch atop the black dog. “Definitely. Definably.”

Little Fur was about to hush her nonsense when the black dog turned to look at her, eyes glowing ferociously. “I smell human.”

Little Fur stared at her. “A human? But you don’t…you can’t mean that there is a human in the wilderness?”

The black dog gave a loud bark, bounded up the steep side of the valley and disappeared behind a line of fir trees cloaked in white.





End of sample




    To search for additional titles please go to 

    
    http://search.overdrive.com.   


OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_056_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_010_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_085_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_079_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_027_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_004_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_062_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_076_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_036_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_013_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_030_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_053_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_082_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_065_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_001_r1.jpg
little fur
Book 5
A Mystery of Wives

ISOBELLE
CARMODY

RANDOM HOUSE {§ NEW YORK





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_044_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_009_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_071_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_047_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_068_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_cvi_r1.jpg
LITTLE FUR #3: A
MYSTERY OF WOLVES

bl Canneyy

Delacorte Press
(==

PN

CHILDREN’S BOOKS





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_016_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_033_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_050_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_064_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_087_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_048_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_006_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_025_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_022_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_070_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_067_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_019_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_034_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_051_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_011_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_059_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_084_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_003_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_028_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_042_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_045_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_039_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_014_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_090_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_073_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_031_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_081_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_066_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_023_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_008_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_043_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_046_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_069_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_020_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_072_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_017_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_057_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_078_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_086_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_040_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_061_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_005_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_026_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_089_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_075_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_012_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_037_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_054_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_058_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_083_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_002_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_029_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_041_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_060_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_015_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_038_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_074_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_055_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_032_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_088_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_063_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_049_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_024_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_080_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_007_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_021_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_052_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_077_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_035_r1.jpg





OEBPS/images/Carm_9780375849893_epub_018_r1.jpg





