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The Stranger  
By: Renee Dollard, 8th grade  

 

The thunderstorm pounded harshly on the old wooden house. The lights were 
flickering about every five minutes.  

   Adaline sat alone on the couch watching TV.  

  A large crack of thunder came from outside. The rain continued to pound on the 

house, just as the TV turned off.   

Adaline jumped as the lights flickered off.  

ñJust greatéò This eight year old mumbled out loud. ñGuess Iôll go get a candle.ò  

   Adaline got off the couch and headed into the darkness.  

Adal ine heard a clop of someoneôs shoes behind her. She, being the only one in 

the house, turned around to see if maybe it was her mother coming home from work.  

She, of course, saw nothing and kept walking, but the hairs on the back of her 

neck stuck up from fright.  

Adaline went into the kitchen and lit a candle. She turned around and ran into 

something, or someone.  

A figure was standing behind her, with what loo ked to be a knife in its hand.  

Adalineôs eyes widened and her heart pounded. She started shaking. 

ñRunéò The figure whispered. 

Adaline didnôt think, she dropped the candle onto the ground and ran up the stairs. 

Her heart beat so fast, it felt like it was g oing to burst.  

Adaline ran into her room, locking the door behind her and hiding in the closet.  

A voice echoed through the empty halls, ñCome out, come out, wherever you are.ò 

The voice sang, the sounds of doors creaking open and then slamming closed, echoing.  
The person got to Adelineôs door.   

ñOh a locked dooré Found you.ò The voice laughed. 

The sound of a door being kicked open rang in Adalineôs ears. 
The figure ran a knife across Adelineôs wall, making a scraping sound.  
The closet door slowly creak ed open,  ñCome out, girl.ò The voice commanded. 

Just as the figure was about to enter the closet, the fire alarm went off.  

ñI need to get out of here...ò The voice whispered to itself.  

The sound of a knife dropping to the ground and a window being creaked  open 
grew louder in Adalineôs ears. 

Smoke started to fill Adalineôs lungs as she crawled out of the closet to see her 

door on fire. The window was still cracked open so Adaline made a run for it.  

When she reached the grass, the entire house burst into fla mes.  

ñWe will meet againéò A voice whispered from behind Adaline. ñVery soon.ò  

And with that, the figure sprinted into the night. Leaving Adaline by herself once 

again.  
 

 

 

 

  



Little Red 
By: Zaide Williamson, 7th Grade 

 

Red walked through the forest; her blood red cloak trailed behind her. She pulled the cloak more 
closely around her, the frigid air causing her breath to cloud as she walked. Her black boots left footprints 
in the snow. Grandmother still worried that someone would find Redôs tracks and lead them to their small 
cottage in the center of the woods. Red would always tell Grandmother- or Grannie, as she called her- 
that that was impossible, that there was no one out this far out in the forest.  
 
 Tonight, Red was on her way to the small cottage, a small wooden basket on her arm. Inside the 
basket there was food and water from the small village a while away from the cottage. Bread, butter, rice, 
wheat, cheese, small canteens filled with water-they hunted on their own for meat- anything she knew 
Grandmother would love. The air was getting colder as the sun started to go down. Red picked up her 
pace and hurried to the cottage. 
 
 The small cottage was surrounded by the forest on all sides and was a great form of protection. 
But all protection had its limits. Since they lived so close to the forest, there was always a chance that 
animals will wander into the yard. That had happened only a couple times and now, the animals have 
learned to stay away. Grandmother kept a rifle next to the door in case of emergencies or whenever she 
goes off to hunt. 
 

Grandmother. Red loved everything about her Grandmother: she was her closet- and only- friend. 
Before her parents died in a bear attack almost six years ago, when she still lived in the city, Grandmother 
would always give Red whatever she wanted. One day she made a red velvet cloak for her. At that time it 
had been very large on her, and Red liked it so much that she wore it everywhere she went. That was 
how she got her nickname Little Red Riding Hood- but most people called her Little Red. 
 

When Red arrived at the cottage, smoke was coming out of the chimney, and she knew her 
grandmother had been out hunting and was now cooking. Unlatching the door, she walked in and slipped 
her boots off and set them on the rug next to the door. 
 

ñGrannie?ò Red called, setting the basket down. ñGrannie, Iôm home!ò When there was no answer, 
she went into the kitchen. There was a fire in the fireplace but other than that there was nothing moving in 
the kitchen.  
 

Just when Red was about to go upstairs and look, the front door opened. The sun had set while 
she was walking and now the moon was the only thing lighting up the yard. In the middle of the door there 
was a shadow of a figure. 
 

ñGrannie!ò Red cried with happiness and rushed into Grandmother with a huge hug.  
 

ñOkay, okay, dear I get it. Youôre happy to see me.ò At first Red thought her Grandmother was 
happy, but when she looked up and saw her face, she saw the opposite. Grandmother looked angry, very 
angry. 
 

ñGrannie? Are you okay? Did something happen?ò Red let go of her Grandmother and stepped 
back. Grandmother closed the door and stepped into the living, taking off her boots and coat. 
 

ñDid something happen? Iôll tell you what happened. I came back from hunting, expecting you to be 
there like you said you would, but no one was there. I spent hours in the forest calling your name but there 
was never an answer.ò Grandmotherôs voice had risen and she tried to calm down; she rarely ever lost her 
temper. ñRed,ò she said softer. ñYou canôt stay out that late even if youôre just going to the village. Itôs a full 
moon, and you know that the wolf could come at any minute.ò Red felt guilty for making her Grandmother 



worry. There have been many attacks on the local villages. A lot of the hunters were found dead the next 
night and everybody claimed a wolf attacked them, though no one ever saw anything. 
 

ñIôm sorry, Grannie.ò Red said, her head down. ñI didnôt mean to stay so long but there were so 
many shops opened today, and I wanted to see what they had.ò It was true, almost all of the shops in the 
village were open and curiosity got the better of Red and she had to look.  
 

Grandmother sighed and walked into the kitchen, Red following her. ñIôm sorry for yelling Red, but 
if anything happened to you, I donôt know what Iôd do.ò Grannie took the items out of Redôs basket and set 
them on the table. ñYou got a good load today I have to admit. This bread and butter will go great with my 
rabbit stew.ò When Redôs parents first died and she had come to live with Grandmother, it took her weeks 
to get used to the food Grandmother cooked. Now, there wasnôt a lot that Red wouldnôt eat. 
 

ñYum.ò Red said and started to unknot her cloak, but her Grandmother turned around and caught 
at her hand. 
 

ñWhat are you doing? You canôt take your cloak off.ò Grandmother practically screeched and Red 
flinched inwardly. Whenever Red tried to take her cloak off, Grandmother stopped her. It was like she was 
afraid to see what would happen if she did. It made her want to take it off even more, just to see what 
would happen. 
 

ñBut Grannie, itôs just a cloak. Why canôt I take it off?ò Red whined, but Grandmother cut her off. 
 

ñNo buts,ò she said and her tone was final. ñIt is very cold outside, and if you take your cloak off, 
you could catch a cold.ò That was what Grandmother always said, but Red didnôt like upsetting her, so she 
did what she was told and kept the cloak on. 
 

~~~ 
 

After dinner it was late so Red went into her bedroom and tried to get some sleep. But sleep 
wouldnôt come. She tossed and turned for a couple hours until she eventually gave up and sat up. There 
was a small window in her room and the pale moonlight was the only thing lighting up the room. Red sat 
in her bed staring at the window for a few minutes when, suddenly, she thought of the conversation she 
had with Grandmother a few days ago about her cloak. 
 

ñWhy wonôt you let me take off my cloak?ò she had complained yet again. That was one of the only 
things she complained about.  
 

ñIt protects you and keeps you safe. Your mother promised that whatever happened, you would be 
safe. I have to keep my promise.ò Her Grandmother had replied and it filled Red with questions she never 
spoke. Why did her mother want to protect her? What did her mother want to protect her from?  
 

Red wanted to know why her Grandmother was so scared of what would happen if she took off her 
cloak. Filled with a sudden impulse, Red stood up and walked over to the window. She untied the knot of 
the cloak and shrugged it off her shoulders, it landed on the floor with a faint thud. A strange feeling came 
over her and the last thing she saw was the moon looking at her. It seemed to be smiling at her, before 
she blacked out. 

~~~ 
 

Redôs head was killing her when she woke up. There was a draft on her arms and she looked 
around. To her terror, she saw that she was lying in the middle of the forest, snow gathering along her 
long green dress. There were no boots on her feet and scratches covered her arms. Red bolted upright 
and stood up. She had no clue where she was or how she got in the woods. The last thing she 
remembered was standing in her room looking out the window, her blood red cloak on the floor. 
 



It started snowing soon after Red woke up, and she was forced to walk in whatever direction she 
felt would lead her to the cottage. She walked for what felt like hours but what was only a few minutes. 
Soon, she started to see familiar pathways and, at last, her footprints from yesterday. The sun had risen 
halfway by the time Red got home. 
 

Grandmother didnôt wake up for another half hour- judging by the position of the sun- so Red 
opened the door as quietly as she could and walked in. The cottage was dark except for the light coming 
in through the windows. Red crept upstairs and into her room where there were scratches on the door. 
Pushing it open, she saw that her room was a mess. The walls and furniture all had deep scratches on 
them and the covers of her bed were spread about the floor, ripped to shreds. Her precious red cloak was 
pushed into a corner but other than being a little dusty, it was fine. She shook it off and put it back 
on.  Red took a shaky breath and tried to straighten everything out and clean up. 
 

By the time Grandmother got up, Red had straightened up her room as best as she could. She had 
switched the blankets for new ones and tried to move the furniture in front of the scratches in the wall. The 
only thing that she couldnôt hide were the scratches on the door, but since they were lighter than the ones 
in her room, she could make up an excuse and paint over them. Downstairs, Grandmother was awake 
and heating up the leftovers from last night. 
 

ñMorning, Red.ò Grandmother said as Red walked into the kitchen. ñI think we have mice in the 
walls. Last night, I kept hearing scratching in the walls. Did you hear anything?ò Red laughed weakly and 
shook her head. 
 

ñNo, I didnôt hear anything, though I did sleep like a dog,ò she said. Grandmother looked over her 
shoulder at Red. 
 

ñAre you feeling okay?ò Grandmother asked. 
 

Red nodded. ñYeah Iôm feeling fine. Do you think I would be able to go into the village today?ò Red 
asked. Grandmother stood up quickly. 
 

ñNo, absolutely not.ò Grandmother said firmly. ñThere was another wolf attack last night and more 
hunters were killed. Itôs not safe out there. You will stay inside today.ò There was a look in Grandmotherôs 
eyes, like she was hiding something. Red narrowed her eyes but said nothing.  
 

ñThere have been wolf attacks for over a year now, and you still let me go to the village,ò Red 
complained. The wolf attacks had been going on for over a year and with every month, they got more 
violent and frequent, for the past month or two they had been the worst ever. 
 

ñThings are different now, dear.ò Grandmother was saying. She was spooning last nightôs rabbit 
stew into two bowls and pushed one toward Red. ñYou need to keep your cloak on at all times, and when 
you go to the village you have to be back before nightfall. Now, eat your breakfast.ò While Grandmother 
ate the stew, Red swished the liquid back and forth. After a while, she pushed her bowl away and stood 
up. 
 

ñSo what am I supposed to do today?ò she asked Grandmother.  
 

Grandmother stood up and took the bowls to the sink in the corner of the kitchen. ñYou could take 
a walk on the path and collect some berries.ò 
 

Red shrugged. ñOkay, but I doubt I will find any berries in this type of weather.ò Red pointed toward 
the small window above the sink. The wind was blowing and snow covered the ground. 
 



ñWell,ò Grandmother said, walking into the living room and starting a fire. ñThen you can just enjoy 
the scenery. But donôt leave the main path.ò she sat down on the sofa, and Red grabbed her basket off 
the small table in the corner of the room. 
 

ñYes, the amazing scenery of snow in any direction,ò she said and Grandmother laughs. ñAlright, 
Iôm going, Iôll be back before sunset. Bye-bye!ò Red waved to Grandmother and walked out the door. The 
icy wind blew at her, and she pulled her cloak tighter around her. 
 

The path was narrow, but it went on for a long time. It went from the cottage to the village in one 
direction and in the other direction, it went until the forest ended. Snow and ice had settled on the path, 
making it slippery and somewhat hard to walk on. After walking for a few minutes the wind started to die 
down, but it was still strong enough to blow her hair and make her shiver. 
 

There was a faint noise in the bushes to the side of the path. Red stopped walking and listened, 
waiting for something to come out. Minutes passed before she started to walk again when nothing 
happened again. When the snow stopped, Red drew back the hood of her cloak and walked slower. 
There werenôt any flowers or berries to pick, but there were some trees that still had needles on them. She 
picked a handful of them and put them into her basket. Grandma would probably be able to use them in 
something.  
 

Red kept walking on the path. It had been a little while before she heard another sound. It sounded 
like footsteps, but she couldnôt be sure. it might just be the wind in the trees. Peering into the forest, Red 
didnôt see anything out of the ordinary, just trees and bushes covered in snow. Then, something moved in 
the trees. It was almost too faint to see, but she was sure. It looked like eyes. Yellow, wolf eyes. Red 
stilled, trying not to breathe too fast. If it really was a wolf, she couldnôt make any sudden movements.  
 

Red didnôt know how long she stood there waiting for the wolf to go away. Eventually, she decided 
that it wasnôt going to move any time soon, so she started walking again. Slowly at first, then when she 
didnôt hear any movements from the forest, she picked up her pace and walked along the path. Red 
looked over her shoulder at the forest, and when she looked at the spot where the eyes had been, there 
was nothing there. 
 

On Redôs way home, the sun had just started to set, so the air was getting colder and there was 
less light. Grandmother is probably home from hunting. Red walked a little faster in order to get home 
before the sun went down. A slight breeze made her shiver and draw her cloak closer around her. A soft 
growling noise came from behind a bush in the forest. Red whirled around and peered into the trees. 
There was nothing there, other than bushes colored white with snow. The noise came again, but this time 
it was much closer to her. 
 

She turned around again and came face to face with a dusty gray wolf. Red froze. The wolf was 
gray with specks of snow on its fur. It was on all legs, but its fur was standing up and it was snarling. She 
started to walk slowly backwards and almost tripped on a tree root. Red turned her head to look behind 
her-the path was full of ice and rocks- and when she looked back ahead of her, there was no wolf. In 
place of the gray wolf was a boy, about her height, with brown hair and yellow eyes that reminded her of a 
wolf. 
 

ñWhat?ò she gasped. Her head was spinning. ñWhere did the wolf go?ò she shut her eyes, hoping 
to stop seeing these hallucinations, but when she opened her eyes again, the boy was still standing there. 
 

ñWolf? What wolf?ò He looked her like she was stupid.  
 

ñThere was a wolf standing right where youôre standing. What happened to it?ò Red had a 
headache and the sky was starting to get darker. She knew she had to get home or, Grandmother would 



worry. ñWell,ò she shook her head, ñIt doesnôt matter. I have to get back or Grandmother will be worried.ò 
She walked around the boy and farther in the direction of the cottage.  
 

The boy grabbed her wrist. ñNot so fast Little Red. We have matters to discuss.ò His eyes narrowed 
at her, and Red stopped walking. 
 

ñHow do you know my name?ò She was starting to get freaked out. ñAnd what would we have to 
discuss? I donôt even know who you are? Now, if you donôt mind, I have to get home.ò Red pulled her wrist 
free of the boyôs grasp and started walking again. Before she could get far, the boy stepped in front of her, 
blocking her path. 
 

ñNow, now, Little Red donôt be in such a hurry. Grandmother wonôt notice youôre gone.ò There was 
something in his voice that made Red draw in a breath. 
 

She narrowed her eyes. ñWhat did you do to my Grandmother?ò She sidestepped the boy and 
started walking again, faster this time. 
 

The boy was suddenly right next to her. ñIôve just realized how rude Iôve been.ò He said; his voice 
full of fake caring. ñI havenôt even introduced myself.ò 
 

ñI really donôt care.ò Red said, irritated. ñI just want to get home.ò 
 

The boy laughed. ñYou may call me Wolf.ò  
 

Red stopped walking and looked at the boy. ñWolf? Were you the wolf?ò She didnôt know how a 
human could be a wolf, but that was the only thing that actually made any sense. 
 

ñI am the wolf. Watch.ò At first, nothing happened, and Red was about to start walking again. Then, 
after a moment, the boy- Wolf- started to shrink. In a blink of an eye, Wolf had shrunk and changed into 
the size of, well, a wolf. He was the wolf that had just been standing in front of her earlier. 
 

She gasped, the breath knocked out of her with surprise. ñBut, thatôséthatôs impossible. No one 
can turn into a wolf.ò As fast as he changed, Wolf turned back into the boy. 
 

ñItôs not impossible Little Red.ò He said, looking impressed with himself. ñNo, it is most certainly not 
impossible, for you are one with the wolves, too.ò  
 

Red looked at him like he was insane. One with the wolves. What in the world does that mean? 
ñOne with the wolves? Does that mean Iôm a wolf too? I canôt be a wolf. I would know.ò She started 
walking down the path again. She wanted to be as far away from Wolf as possible. He seems to be going 
crazy. 

ñNot exactly, Little Red.ò Red sighed and turned around. 
 

ñNot exactly, what?ò she asked. She was going to scream if he kept talking in riddles. 
 

He smiled. It wasnôt at all nice. ñYou wouldnôt know if you were a wolf, especially if your dear old 
Grandma made a special little cloak for young Red in order to keep the wolf from coming out.ò  
 

Red touched her cloak. ñGrandmother would never do that.ò She protested. ñAnd besides no one in 
my family was a wolf, so how would I be one?ò The sun had now set, and the path was only lit by the 
moon. The moon. Yesterday it was a full moon and Grandmother is always most worried on the nights 
with a full moon. Grandmother always said it was because wolves were more active on nights with a full 
moon. When Red looked at the moon last night, she had felt something. Then when she woke up, she 
was in the forest with scratched on her arms. 
 



Red gasped, the realization finally hitting her, and Wolf raised an eyebrow. ñFinally settle in?ò He 
looked bored, like he wished he was anywhere but here. ñYes, Little Red, youôre a wolf, and you have 
been one your whole life but most people with wolf blood donôt get their powers until theyôre older. But 
since your grandmother made you that cloak, it took longer. Thatôs why you changed into a wolf last night. 
You took the cloak off.ò 
 

Redôs head was spinning again, questions filling her head. ñHow did you know that wolf was me? 
How can a cloak stop me from changing? How am I a wolf if my parents werenôt ones? Are there more 
people with wolf blood?ò Her voice was going a hundred miles per hour, but she couldnôt stop asking 
questions. 
 

Wolf winced. ñGeez lady, one question at a time. Letôs see. I could tell the wolf was you because of 
your eyes. And the cloak stops you from changing because your grandmother put a special spell on it. 
Well not your grandmother but probably a witch.ò A witch? With every answer, another question popped 
up. ñAnd your parents were wolves, but they didnôt like that life so they hid themselves whenever they 
changed, so you wouldnôt know. To your last question, yes there are more people with wolf blood, and I 
can bring you to them if you want.ò  
 

Red wanted to meet people that had wolf blood, but tonight she had to get home and see her 
Grandmother. ñMaybe another day, but I have to get home to my Grandmother.ò She turned and walked 
down the path. 
 

ñYeah, about that.ò Wolf called after her. ñI kind of had to knock your grandmother out so she 
wouldnôt notice you missing.ò 
 

Red stopped. ñHow did you knock her out?ò  
 

ñI had a special potion that makes people go to sleep. But donôt worry, ñhe added after he saw her 
face, ñshe will be fine in the morning.ò 
 

ñFine, okay, whatever, but I have to go home now.ò She took off again. 
 

ñMeet me here tomorrow after your grandmother goes to sleep if you want to find out more about 
who you are and how to control. And, ñhe called, ñI wouldnôt take off that cloak of yours until you learn how 
to control the wolf.ò  
 

ñOkay, Wolf, will do.ò Red said. 
 

ñBye Little Red.ò His voice was getting farther away as she walked down the path. 
 

ñBye,ò she said softly, too softly for him to hear. 
 

~~~ 
The next day, Red didnôt go to the village. She stayed home with Grandmother who seemed to 

have a case of amnesia. She kept asking what happened last night. Red had to lie, which was hard 
because she usually didnôt lie to Grandmother. 
 

After dinner, Grandmother went to bed, and Red sat on her windowsill looking at the moon. She 
waited until she heard her Grandmotherôs soft snores in the other room before she got up and put on her 
boots. Outside, the air was cold, and it prickled her skin. It wasnôt as cold as it has been the past few 
days, but it was cold enough to make her shiver. 
 

Red met Wolf where they had been talking the day before. He was in wolf form and was hiding 
behind the bushes. When he saw Red walking up the path, he changed into a human and greeted her.  
 



ñAre you ready to meet other wolves?ò  
 

Red nodded, nervously. She had been excited to meet other people like her, but now, she was 
worried they wouldnôt like her. 
 

As if sensing her worries, Wolf said, ñItôs alright. I already told them you were coming so they wonôt 
be surprised.ò He started walking into the forest. ñCome on Little Red. Why are you so worried?ò  
 

Red shook her head.ò My Grandmother never let me wander from the path.ò  
 

Wolf looked over his shoulder at her. ñWell your grandmother isnôt here and besides, I thought you 
wanted to meet them.ò Red nodded and set off towards Wolf. 
 

They walked through the forest. It was difficult to see exactly where to step since the sky was dark 
and the forest was full of rocks and tree roots. After a few minutes of walking, Red saw a building in the 
distance.  
 

ñWeôre almost there, Little Red. You ready?ò Wolf asked and Red nodded. ñAlright, letôs go.ò When 
they got to the building, she saw that it was much larger than she anticipated. It was about twice the size 
of her cottage, and it was made out of a dark gray stone. 
 

ñHow did you guys find this place?ò she asked Wolf as they entered the huge building. 
 

Wolf looked sideways at her. ñOh, we didnôt find it. This building has been here for centuries. It is a 
safe place for people like us.ò Inside the building there were many different rooms but the biggest room 
was by far the best looking. There were leather couches and carved wooden tables. Looking around, Red, 
saw that there were people sitting in the room. There were about four girls and three boys sitting in the 
room. 
 

Wolf steered Red inside and introduced her. ñThis is Little Red. She just found out that she has 
wolf blood, and she wants to know how to control it.ò Everybody turned their heads toward Red. 
 

One of the girls had black hair that was in a braid down her back and bright yellow eyes- the same 
as Wolfôs. ñIôm Evaline and the leader of this wolf pack.ò Evaline sounded nice, but Red could tell by the 
way she looked at her wearily that she didnôt trust Red. ñWolf came to us yesterday saying he found a new 
wolf. I suppose that wolf is you?ò 
 

Red nodded, unsure of what to do. She looked at Wolf and saw that he was looking sideways at 
her. When he saw her looking, he nodded. ñYes, Iôm Red, and recently, I discovered I had the blood of a 
wolf in me.ò Red shifted from foot to foot. She didnôt like be the center of attention- or not knowing things.  
 

Evaline nodded. ñHave you ever been through a Change?ò When she saw Redôs confused 
expression she said, ñA Change is when someone with wolf blood changes from a human into a wolf. It 
usually happens at night and on a full moon the first time. 
 

ñOh, umm.ò Red started to stammer. ñTwo days ago, um, when there was a full moon I, um, 
changed into a wolf.ò she winced. She had never been one to stutter much, but she rarely met new 
people. 
 

ñHas anything happened to you before that?ò Evaline asked, sitting back down on the sofa. 
 

ñNo.ò Red said. ñBut it could be that my grandmother put a spell on my cloak that delayed my 
changing.ò  
 



Evaline narrowed her eyes, but her voice was calm. ñHow long have you known that you were a 
wolf?ò she asked. 
 

ñOh, two days ago was the first time I ever remembered changing, and my parents died almost six 
years ago, and they kept them being a wolf a secret.ò Exhaustion was starting to take its toll on Red, and 
she had to stifle a yawn. 
 

ñI presume that you donôt know how to control your wolf form?ò Evaline said, not unkindly. 
 

Red nodded again. ñNo, I donôt know how to control the Change. When I Changed two days ago, I 
woke up in the forest with scratches all over my arms, and when I got back to my home, my room was 
torn apart and scratches were everywhere.ò  
 

ñWell, Little Red, if you want to know how to control your wolf form, we will surely help you.ò 
Evaline said looking around, as if daring anyone to say otherwise. Red hesitated, and it mustôve showed 
because Wolf said, ñCan I talk to you outside, Little Red?ò Wolf grabbed her arm before she had a chance 
to refuse, and walked her outside. 
 

ñYou know you donôt have to do this. It could be dangerous.ò He said when they got outside. Red 
almost laughed. Feeling sentimental all of a sudden big bad Wolf?  
 

Red shook her head. ñItôs more dangerous to not learn how to control it. I could murder innocent 
people. I have to do this no matter how hard or challenging.ò She set her jaw. Nothing will be as difficult, 
but she had to do it in order to keep other people safe. 
 

Wolf looked weary. ñAre you sure Little Red?ò His yellow eyes looked brighter than normal in the 
pale moonlight. 
 

Red looked him straight in the eye. ñIôm one with the wolves.ò she said. ñItôs time I embrace my true 
identity.   
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