Propped on her elbows with her chin in her fists,
she stared at the black wolf, trying to catch his eye.
She had chosen him because he was much larger
than the others, and because he walked like her
father, Kapugen, with his head high and his chest
out. The black wolf also possessed wisdom, she had
observed. The pack looked to him when the wind
carried strange scents or the birds cried nervously. If
he was alarmed, they were alarmed. If he was calm,

they were calm.

Miyax was a classic Eskimo beauty, small of
bone and delicately wired with strong muscles. Her
face was pearl-round and her nose was flat. Her
black eyes, which slanted gracefully, were moist and
sparkling. Like the beautifully formed polar bears
and foxes of the north, she was slightly short-limbed.
The frigid environment of the Artic has sculptured

life into compact shapes.
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