
 Packs 

It had required an additional full day of scouting and 
probing among the strange new scents after the wolf had first 
located the settlement at Kantishna for him to summon the 
nerve required to invade human space. Trepidatiously, he had 
managed to isolate other smells which were similar to those 
of wolves, yet somehow just slightly alien; Dog-chaser had no 
idea that domesticated dogs lacked the tail scent gland which 
wolves possessed. It had been bred right out of them, though 
that did not presuppose a lack of marking behaviors from the 
more slobbery relatives of wolfkind; they were just limited to 
the potent urinary and fecal scents, and sometimes rolling to 
leave their own fainter odors behind. 

The other nearby scents at this strange place Dog-
chaser could of course place immediately: several ptarmigan, 
the recent passage of a young bull moose, even a handful of 
caribou. There were animal odors he couldn’t quite make out, 
though they were a bit like the caribou; there were multiple 
animals involved in leaving these, and they could easily be 
traced to something dark and protective like a den, but one 
which rose above the ground, rather than having been dug 
into it. But these other new and queer scents: they almost 
literally knocked the inexperienced wolf over! 

He’d never smelled trees so potently before, with their 
insides exposed and sliced into manageable pieces, like those 
comprising the horse barn. Several dozen planks, freshly cut 
earlier in the year, lay stacked in an orderly fashion off to one 
side of the settlement. Close to these, Dog-chaser found 
something shiny, reflecting the sun like water did, but it 
smelled nothing at all like the almost fragrance-free water he’d 
known all his life. This stuff reeked of foulness, and it was 
weirdly opaque. Curious all the same, he’d followed it, just 
wondering vaguely about its source, and then automatically 
dashed into some nearby trees when he had suddenly been 
overwhelmed by the loudest noise he could have imagined. 

It was like a bird, but so huge, and so loud! He 
couldn’t yet have made the connection between the winged 
machine and the traces of oil it had inadvertently left on the 
gravel landing strip at the western end of Kantishna. The 
young but very curious wolf hunkered down beneath the 
protective shade of the evergreens, hoping that he would not 
be seen, and that the scents he’d just located would be strong 
enough to mask his own presence. He had certainly not been 
foolish enough to try marking the extraordinary territory 
himself, so he should have been fine. The wolf almost bolted 
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as the single-engine fixed-wing airplane touched down, its 
experienced bush pilot requiring a very short distance to safely 
land, but Dog-chaser realized he would have likely been easily 
spotted had he emerged right then. He could feel his hot heart 
banging away in his narrow chest, and hoped it couldn’t be 
heard, since the reverberations he could make out in his head. 
He was terrified! 

The aircraft quickly taxied to a halt, and some of Dog-
chaser’s anxiety was briefly overcome as he watched the 
propeller spin to a stop; his own eyes traced the three blades 
as they wound their way down. Together they looked like a 
fun toy, but the wolf was hardly about to approach the 
machine, especially since now there were emerging out of its 
belly: humans! 

This was, of course, prior to Dog-chaser’s emotionally 
excruciating introduction to the horrid man-thunder, though 
this was the first of the smelly shells he’d ever encountered, 
and this one flew! Why would the humans allow the huge 
stinky bird to eat them, only to climb out of it again later? 
And how had they survived in the first place? Was this thing 
really a bird? 

Dog-chaser knew ptarmigan, ravens, eagles, of course. 
They all ate different things, but none of them, he thought, 
would ever feast on something as large as a human. And this 
loud thing, now thankfully much quieter, surely smelled 
nothing like any bird. So he kept watching, hoping the bipeds 
would not venture too close and ruin his hiding place, maybe 
even killing him outright for crossing their border. The wolf 
was glad that the humans were the only animals he could see 
at the moment, since their sense of smell did not seem that 
strong; how could they not sniff around the machine, or near 
its tracks, like Dog-chaser himself had done just minutes 
earlier? Did they not realize how much the terrain could 
impart to them? At one point, it looked like they would get 
down on all four extremities like any proper canid would, and 
likewise smell the ground appropriately, but they ended up 
just stretching and looking around. 

Then again, the eyes and noses of these strange tall 
beings seemed awfully far from the ground, rather like a bear 
when it reared up. Dog-chaser tried that maneuver sometimes, 
but could never keep any semblance of postural equilibrium 
that way, and certainly couldn’t walk like that. It seemed 
stupid to him. But the human’s eyes were quite expressive; he 
could see that himself from beneath the lower branches where 
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he remained as motionless as could be. He had calmed down, 
and fortunately he had not been out of breath when first 
finding the hiding place, so he could keep his mouth closed 
to breathe. Silence was now to be prized. 

Some base part of Dog-chaser, perhaps part of the 
simple fright-flight-fight response, informed him he had been 
truly lucky thus far, in his efforts to keep clandestine. He 
indeed wished to explore more of this area, wondering if he 
could ever persuade any of the other pack members to inspect 
this place with him. He doubted he could, and even if he was 
mistaken, why bother, anyway? Part of this adventure of his 
was recognition that he had come here completely on his own, 
faced his fears, and remained safe. So far. 

And thankfully, the humans seemed to be finishing 
their quick survey of where they’d just landed and emerged 
from the huge flying machine, and walked past Dog-chaser’s 
safety tree, laughing and making other guttural noises that the 
wolf could not begin to comprehend, save that they sounded 
pleased. He heard the distinctive noises of wooden doors 
opening on slightly squeaky brass hinges, not understanding 
what could be happening, but he did at once figure out two 
new bits of data: the humans were now inside one of these 
straightened piles of assembled trees, and that a new batch of 
scents emanated from within. Some kind of food, though 
unrecognizable, and traveling more quickly and potently for 
having been cooked, and another scent, much like Dog-
chaser’s own. 

Could there be a wolf in there? Dog-chaser could not 
conceive of it; no wolf would be caught in such a place, 
although he failed to make the connection between his using 
a live tree for safety and shelter in much the equal way as the 
humans reconstructed dead ones for essentially the same 
purpose. He wanted so badly to get closer: both types of smells 
were hugely enticing. How he yearned now to return to his 
packmates with the scent of a strange wolf and strange foods 
worked into his fur! That alone would serve as an olfactory 
report of his doings and bravery. He slowly began inching his 
way forward, keeping himself as flattened as possible against 
the low bushes next to the tree, which offered a trace of cover, 
though it was still better than the all-gravel landing strip. 

As he drew closer, trying to remain silent (though he 
could still hear voices, now coming from inside the building), 
Dog-chaser noticed a whole assortment of these strange 
collections of dead trees, assembled into roughly uniform and 
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neat stacks. He didn’t comprehend this at all. Since they 
hardly seemed dangerous, and since he could tell the food 
scents were potent enough to mask his own, he crept right up 
to the side of one of the buildings. He could hear nothing 
within it, though it also smelled of the recent passage of these 
strange creatures; there was an overpowering fruity sort of 
smell, too, which Dog-chaser didn’t like at all, but again, it 
would help cover up his own. 

Not being familiar with nor caring about perfumes 
and colognes, the young wolf peered longingly around the 
corner of the small building, one of several two-room rental 
cabins which provided the primary income for the seasonal 
human residents of Kantishna, which had once been, if not a 
boomtown, then at least a boom-village, a century before 
when gold had been found this far inland. Most people 
associated the gold rush of the late nineteenth century as a 
coastal or river phenomenon, but the odorless soft yellow 
metal could be found almost anywhere in the Great Land 
(which Dog-chaser had also found in streams before, and 
regarded as worthless except for the playful way it could reflect 
light in the moving water). In fact, the wolf could also look 
further to his side, back towards the landing strip and his 
prior hiding place, and notice the much darker wood of the 
old assayer’s office. It even smelled older, and the roof was so 
old now that it was overgrown with what appeared to be its 
own lawn. Still, it remained in good condition, a popular 
photographic target for some, but Dog-chaser thought it 
looked dark. He crept a bit closer to investigate. 

Underneath this old mining assayer’s building came a 
hissing noise. 

It captured Dog-chaser’s attention, naturally, and as 
he was already curious, he poked his nose under the building. 

Something small and furry was under there. It had 
vicious-looking eyes reflecting the sunlight, and it backed up 
from the wolf and hissed again, emitting a deep throaty growl 
afterwards. Its attitude clear, Dog-chaser decided to ignore the 
cat, who had escaped from the lodge earlier in the day and 
taken to exploring the area. 

And then, in between these two extremes of his 
sneaky vision, the wolf noticed a tremendous one of these 
wooden stacks; what could the humans be thinking, to have 
created such a huge building? What purpose could it serve? If 
it was for shelter, it was too much, unless dozens of humans 
slept there. Wolves themselves rarely used any type of true 
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shelter, and even a winter den was only for the pregnant 
female and her coming pups, and even then was usually not 
much larger than the minimum needed to provide insulated 
cover for mother and babies. Dog-chaser could see some 
motion inside, and was confused by how the light played 
tricks on the doors; it was the first time he had taken a good 
look at glass, which comprised much of the area of the main 
doors leading into the lodge. 

Dog-chaser could then no longer tell if what kept him 
in that spot was curiosity or fear of discovery. Probably both, 
it seemed to him, since he could experience both emotions by 
that point. He could hardly imagine such buildings, would 
never have been able to reconcile something as grandiose and 
immense as a city with his own very limited experiences with 
humankind; as it was, he simply felt glad that these vertical 
beings seemed to want to stay here, and not venture out 
without their noisy fake bird. 

That was until he noticed the all-terrain vehicle, which, 
while scary in its own right, was less so (and less noisy) than 
its flying counterpart. But oh, how it stank! Dog-chaser could 
hardly keep from coughing and retching as the thing passed, 
with thankfully just one person on it. It did not slow at all as 
it passed him by, but kept heading towards the first building 
the wolf had been near: the barn, whose inhabitants Dog-
chaser had forgotten about, which he thought had smelled a 
bit like moose. The small but noxious cloud which belched its 
way aggressively out of the machine’s rear remained in the air 
for several minutes, and Dog-chaser lowered his head again, 
keeping his front paws over his face in a vain effort to stifle or 
escape the smell. 

And now there were dogs in tow: a pair, running 
alongside the ATV and its driver, occasionally yapping and 
making a nuisance of themselves, at least to Dog-chaser’s way 
of thinking. They didn’t seem to mind the engine exhaust; 
maybe their senses of smell had deadened. The wolf was about 
to call it a day, not wanting to tangle with things which looked 
more or less like wolves themselves, and had just about risen 
from his latest location when the dogs stopped. They were a 
few yards behind the vehicle now, for the moment forgotten 
by the driver whose dogs they were. And they began sniffing 
the ground, right between the cabin and the tree where Dog-
chaser had crouched down just minutes before. 

Were these truly wolves? Since running right now 
would give himself away, Dog-chaser took to studying them. 
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The gait was a bit off; they were sloppier walkers compared to 
him and his packmates, but otherwise they moved as wolves, 
walking and sensing alertly. The ears were all wrong, partly 
folded over the sides of the heads, like they’d been bilaterally 
injured. The muzzles were shorter, and the chests seemed 
rounder and thicker. Most telling of all, the two tails, though 
eagerly wagging, remained at a roughly horizontal level: 
neither the low curled posture of an omega nor the vertical 
pride of an alpha. Being almost completely color-blind, Dog-
chaser still could discern that one of these creatures was very 
dark, indeed all black. The other was colored more like a wolf: 
white underside, with white also prevalent on all four legs, 
and darker flanks. The face seemed especially wolf-like, at least 
from what little the true wolf could see of it as it ran past. 

Dog-chaser now realized that his previous luck with 
timing was at an end, though he didn’t know just how 
practical it would be for him to leave now. More humans were 
on their way back, several of them in a large wagon drawn by 
the horses who resided in the barn, and a smaller group 
returning from an afternoon hike, and all of whom would be 
giddy with delight over what a productive day it had been for 
spotting wildlife. Some would rave about seeing brown bears, 
others speak boastfully about witnessing a moose and tiny 
herds of caribou, and all would likewise be ready for dinner 
in the lodge; thus the powerful food smells the wolf had 
already detected. So he had to go. He could only imagine what 
it would be like to find himself suddenly surrounded by 
humans, including the temporary residents of the very cabin 
he was hiding near. 

So it was right then, while facing the decision, that 
Dog-chaser inadvertently though simultaneously confronted 
the countenances of the strange wolves. The humans might 
have found it comical, but already the three canids were alert 
and ready for whatever danger the stranger represented. 

The ATV’s driver had by then just shut off the engine, 
and the other sounds could be heard more accurately: birds, 
human chatter, open-mouthed breathing of anxious canids, 
heavy human footsteps. And the dogs had noticed the wolf. 
Dog-chaser did not realize exactly what had given him away, 
but figured they must have already noticed his scent, and he 
was an interloper after all. 

These other wolf-creatures would surely kill him. And 
he would never see home again. But strangely, Dog-chaser did 
not comprehend that the two dogs, the large Labrador and 
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the Husky mix, were actually as trepidatious over his presence 
as he was nervous over theirs, even if it was their turf. The 
wolf smelled mostly canine-like, and in appearance seemed 
visually much like them, but something was off, and the dogs 
were consequently on guard, automatically remaining close to 
each other. 

And even more strangely, things might have had the 
chance to become ugly if not the serendipitous interference 
of one of the humans. The ATV driver had already headed 
into the lodge, apparently wholly unconcerned with his dogs, 
as if forgetting that dogs liked to explore and they were in the 
middle of a tremendous wilderness. It was a child instead. 

The young girl was one of the horse-drawn wagon 
passengers, still thrilling over what she’d seen that day, and 
no longer missing her friends back home in Indiana quite so 
much during her holiday “to the middle of nowhere,” and still 
allowing herself to fantasize over having a horse of her own 
after getting to know the huge working equines who’d 
trudged her and her family and some other people along for 
several hours. So she was taking her time. And she noticed 
the two dogs. And she of course noticed how they seemed 
totally focused on something. And then she saw the wolf. 

She might not have noticed at all, but being a 
dedicated animal lover, the girl had already fetched and was 
now carrying a new friend: a tabby cat who’d begun hissing 
furiously upon noting the wolf’s presence. Dog-chaser didn’t 
recognize the animal that had just minutes before been hiding 
beneath the old assayer’s building, nor had he noticed the cat 
skulking its way back to the lodge, apparently deciding it 
didn’t need to be around all these dogs and wildlife after all. 

It really is a wolf, the girl kept telling herself, and then, 
with her twelve years of life experience in a large Midwestern 
city, tried to decide whether she was supposed to be scared 
now. She reckoned she should be; after all, this was a wolf! 
Were people in any danger around wolves? The girl quickly 
glanced around, noting that the doors to the lodge with their 
spotless glass panes were just a few yards away. And she 
surprised herself by not screaming. She indeed had no 
recollection afterwards of consciously deciding to remain 
quiet and curious; she just did so. She’d already released the 
terrified cat, who’d largely forced its way out of her arms and 
gone scampering back into the lodge to hide. But Dog-chaser 
by now had had quite enough himself. He was also scared to 
death. One of the humans was actually staring at him, and 
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who knew what such creatures might be capable of doing to 
him? Never mind the risks from the dogs; he had to get out 
of here. 

Flee, was the simple non-linguistic command his brain 
gave him. Get back to the pack. He charged the dogs, hoping 
surprise would be good enough. 

It seemed like it wouldn’t be, at first. The pair of dogs 
split themselves apart, and the wolf sprinted through, baring 
his teeth but not slowing in the slightest to actually risk a fight. 
He just wanted to scare them. And then he headed for the 
landing strip, past the airplane, past the footprints and the 
smells of humans and dogs and horses. And he just ran, as 
fast as he could. 

And the dogs pursued. Bear, dog, wolf, cat: they all 
tended to chase anything crazy enough to run from them, 
either for sake of curiosity and play or for a potential meal. 
Never mind their initial fear; the dogs simply knew they had 
to chase this invader. Only the concerned calls of the girl 
made them eventually pause. 

That, and the speed of the wolf. The Lab and Husky 
pair were both in good physical shape themselves, but were a 
little older, and a little slowed by richer, less energy-efficient 
diets, and so the wolf simply outdistanced them. He never 
looked back, never stopped to howl, never acted otherwise 
aggressively; he just ran from fear. 

As for the girl, she felt a thrill at what she had just 
witnessed, and called the dogs over. They obeyed, having 
already become comfortable with her, who by then had 
already spent two days in Kantishna with her family, without 
once being bored, like she thought she’d be prior to coming. 

And thus did Dog-chaser acquire his name, quite a 
strange one for his kind. He did indeed return home quickly, 
still smelling just vaguely like domestic dog when he arrived. 
And that drive to chase through, to face fear, to overcome 
obstacles, was what the wolf knew he had to get his packmates 
to keep doing back in the present. Else they likely wouldn’t 
last out the winter. He vaguely wished, however wolves go 
about wishing, to be able to share the story of his venturing 
to Kantishna with his packmates; they would have loved it, 
had they been able to comprehend it, but they would have 
had to witness it themselves. 


