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Chapter One

Everything is quiet. I can hear my raspy breath, getting
rougher with every step of these stupid snowshoes. Then I hear
something—a bird, maybe. But I can’t see where it is. All I see
is pine trees, in every direction. And snow, of course.

I wonder when I can go back; how long has it been? But I
don’t want to peel down my warm, padded mitten to look at my
watch. T hate the way the cold air attacks any little weakness, like
a bare wrist. It’s like it’s trying to get at you. It’s like it’s personal.

And anyway, it’s only been about five minutes since the last
time I looked.

I'm supposed to be out here for two to four hours every day,
to build up my lungs. The doctor said cold won’t do me any harm,
if 'm dressed for it. He said I should take care not to get wet.

There’s a hill I haven’t been up. I've always taken the ways
that go around it. Today, I am so bored, I'll try to go uphill, and
see if there’s anything interesting up there. I know I shouldn’t g0
uphill, but I do it anyway. If it really starts to hurt, I'll stop, right?

My dad spends all day out in the cold, and even some nights.
When he talks about his work, I don’t listen. Evidently finding
out about deer populations with natural predators is so
important that we had to move to the middle of a giant
wilderness. Nothing is that important. It wasn’t worth it.

If I was home, I could walk to the library. I could wander
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Capitolul 1

In jurul meu e liniste deplini. Imi aud respiratia precipitati, care
devine tot mai greoaie cu fiecare pas pe care il fac incaltaté cu rachetele
astea stupide pentru zdpadi. Deodatd, aud ceva — poate o pasare. Dar
nu vid unde este. Oriunde ma uit, vid numai brazi. Si zdpadad, desigur.

M3 intreb cind pot sd ma intorc. Oare cat timp a trecut? Dar nu
vreau si-mi dau jos minusa caldd, ciptusita, ca sd ma uit la ceas. Urdsc
felul in care aerul rece atacd orice locsor vulnerabil, cum ar fi o incheie-
turi dezgoliti. Parcd vrea si te ripund. Parcd are un dinte impotriva ta.

Si, oricum, cred ci au trecut doar cinci minute de cand m-am uitat
ultima oara.

In fiecare zi trebuie si stau aici, afard, intre doud si patru ore, ca
sd-mi intiresc pldmanii. Doctorul a zis ca frigul n-o sd-mi faca niciun
riu daci sunt imbricatd bine. Mi-a spus sd am grijd sa nu ma ud.

E pe-aici un deal pe care nu am urcat. De fiecare data, am ales o cale
ocolitoare. Dar astiizi sunt atat de plictisitd, incat o sa incerc sé-1 urc, sd
viid dac e ceva interesant acolo. Stiu cd nu ar trebui, dar tot o fac. Daca
o si simt vreo durere, n-am decat sa ma opresc, nu-i asa?

Tata sti in fiecare zi in frig, uneori chiar si noptile. Nu-l ascult cand
imi vorbeste despre munca lui. Dupé capul lui, sa aduni informatii despre
populatiile de cerbi care au priadétori naturali e un lucru atat de impor-
tant, incat a trebuit sd ne mutim tocmai in mijlocul acestei sdlbaticii

nesférsite. De fapt, nimic nu e atat de important. Chiar n-a meritat.

Daci as fi acasi, m-as putea duce la biblioteci. M-ag putea plimba
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through town, looking in all the junk shops. I could g0 swim—
no, I couldn’t; because I'm not supposed to get wet.

But if I was home, I could get wet, because I wouldn’t have
gotten pneumonia in the first place. I wouldn’t have been in the
hospital for three weeks. I wouldn’t be all skinny and run-down
and weak. I'd be at a real school, with people who actually like
me. I'd be with my friends.

I wouldn’t be with idiots like Susan Hackmeyer, who thinks
she knows everything. She doesn’t. She only knows stuff about
being here. She couldn’t find her way across London by tube.
She couldn’t spot the next big fashion. She’s still wearing last
year’s jeans. Just because I couldn’t tell the difference between
deer poo and elk poo, she tried to make me look stupid in front
of Tony Infante.

As if T needed any help to look stupid in front of Tony Infante.

I get so upset, thinking about all this, that I am halfway up
the hill, which was a lot steeper than it looked, before my lungs
hurt and I notice my breath has gone all noisy and harsh. I
really need to stop walking uphill. My legs are burning. But
then I see where I am.

I can’t stop. If I stop, I'll fall twelve metres, straight down.

You shoe up steep hills sideways, kind of like making stairs
for yourself in the snow. It’s hard. Stopping means balancing,
and that’s tricky. I have poles to help, but I haven’t been taking
them lately. They seem heavy.

My poles are still on the porch of the cabin.

I've just been cutting into this hill, letting my anger carry me
up. And now, when I need one of the millions and trillions of
pine trees in this stupid wilderness, there’s not a single one of
the horrible things I can actually reach and hold onto so that I
can rest. I have to keep moving or I'll fall.
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prin oras, intrand in toate magazinele de vechituri. M-as putea duce sa
inot. Ba nu, n-as putea, pentru ci nu am voie sd ma ud.

Dar daci as fi acasi, ag avea voie sd intru in apd, pentru cd nu ag
fi ficut nicio pneumonie. Nu ag fi stat in spital trei séptdméni. Nu as fi
slibinoagi, obositd si slabitd. M-as duce la o scoald adeviratd, cu
oameni care chiar mi simpatizeazi. As fi cu prietenii mei.

Nu mi-as pierde vremea cu idioti ca Susan Hackmeyer, care crede
ci le stie pe toate. Nu e adevirat. Stie doar chestii despre viata de aici.
Dar in Londra nu s-ar descurca nici s circule cu metroul. Si habar
n-are ce e la modi. Inci mai poart# un model de blugi de anul trecut.
Pentru ci n-am stiut si fac diferenta intre rahatul de cerb si cel de elan,
a incercat si mi faci de rés in fata lui Tony Infante.

De parci Tony Infante n-ar fi avut deja o parere foarte proastd despre
mine.

Gandindu-m3 la treaba asta, mi supir atat de tare, incat urc pe
nesimtite jumitate de deal, care e mult mai abrupt decat pare. Incep
s4 m# doard plimanii si observ ca respiratia mi-a devenit suieratoare.
De-abia mai rasuflu. Chiar trebuie si ma opresc din urcat. Mi s-au
incins muschii picioarelor. Dar deodat, vad unde ma aflu.

Nu mi pot opri. Dacd mi opresc, o sé cad de la o indltime de
doisprezece metri si n-o s& md mai opresc decat la poalele dealului.

Trebuie si urci dealurile abrupte in zigzag, ca si cum ti-ai face trepte
in zipadi. E greu. Cand te opresti, trebuie si ai grija sd nu-{i pierzi
echilibrul, ceea ce nu-i tocmai usor. Am niste bete de schi, dar nu le-am
luat cu mine in ultimul timp. Sunt grele.

Betele mele sunt pe veranda cabanei.

M-am apucat pur si simplu s-mi croiesc drum pe dealul dsta, purtata
de furia mea dezlidntuitd. Iar acum, cAnd am nevoie de unul dintre
trilioanele de brazi din silbaticia asta nesuferit, ia-1 de unde nu-i. Nu e
nici micar un singur copicel améirét pe care sé-1 apuc si de care sd ma
sprijin ca s mi odihnesc. Dacd nu merg mai departe, o sd cad.
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All the time I'm thinking about this, my feet keep on cutting
little steps and I keep huffing up the hill.

It hurts so bad that my lungs start to ache, too.

All my big muscles are burning now—not just my legs but my
bottom and my arms and back, too. The doctor explained why this
happens. They need oxygen to flush out the lactic acid that builds
up when I exercise. Since my lungs are still crinkly and wet, I'm
not making enough oxygen to flush them.

Which is why I'm not supposed to go uphill.

It doesn’t help that my lungs are used to being at sea level and
I'm living over 2000 metres above it. That’s one of the reasons I
got pneumonia in the first place. The altitude—I’m not adjusting
well to the altitude. And it doesn’t help to think of this about a
million times a day and get angry at my dad every single one of
them, either. Emotional upset isn’t, apparently, good for my
breathing.

I'm hurting really badly, and the brow of the hill is twenty steps
away. I glance, and it’s a long way down, and I wish I hadn’t
glanced.

I'm getting black spots in front of my eyes. I'm fighting off
weird thoughts—like maybe I could roll back down. Or that it
would be nice to just die and not hurt any more.

It was so stupid to try and climb this hill.

And then I get the far-away thing again, where I'm kind of
outside me and looking down. Like I'm up somewhere civilized,
like a space station, and I'm zooming in on earth and America and
Montana and the wilderness and the park and zooming, zooming

right in to our area, and our cabin and me, halfway up this
horrible hill.
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In timp ce mi gAndesc la toate astea, sap cu picioarele mici trepte
in zapada. Urc, rasufland greu.

Mi-e atat de greu si respir, incit incepe s ma doara pieptul.

Toti muschii importanti ma dor — nu numai de la picioare, dar si
de la fund, brate si spate. Doctorul mi-a explicat de ce mi se intdmpla
asta. Au nevoie de oxigen ca si elimine acidul lactic care se acu-
muleazi in ei cAnd fac miscare. Avand in vedere ca pldmanii mei sunt
inc# slibiti si umezi, nu produc destul oxigen care si curete muschii.

De-asta nu am voie sd urc dealuri.

In plus, plimanii mei sunt obignuiti cu aerul de la nivelul marii,
iar eu triiesc acum la peste 2000 de metri altitudine. De-asta am si
ficut pneumonie. Nu mé pot obisnui cu altitudinea. Si nu ma ajuta
nici faptul ci m# gindesc la asta de un milion de ori pe zi si cd de
fiecare dati ma supdr foc pe tata. Se pare ci supararea nu-mi face bine
la respiratie.

M3 doare foarte tare, iar varful dealului se afla la doudzeci de pasi
distantd. Arunc o privire in jos — e cale lungé pana acolo — si imi doresc
sd nu ma fi uitat.

Incep s# vid puncte negre. M4 lupt cu ganduri ciudate; de exem-
plu, ¢ as putea cobori dealul rostogolindu-ma sau cd ar fi mai bine
sd mor, ca s nu mai simt durerea.

A fost o idee proasta s urc dealul asta.

Si apoi iar am sentimentul ci ma aflu departe, undeva in afara mea,
si ¢4 mi uit in jos. Ca gi cum as fi intr-un spatiu civilizat — de exemplu,
intr-o statie spatiald — si ag méri tot mai mult imaginea Pdmantului:
vad America, apoi Montana, apoi salbéticia, parcul, zona in care
locuim, cabana si, in sfarsit, iatd-ma si pe mine, pe dealul asta in-
grozitor, pe care l-am urcat pand la jumatate.
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I'mlike a black and red dot, moving up a white page. As soon
as you can tell it’s a person, you can tell I'm a girl. Even in my
padded clothes, I'm thin. My shining brown ponytail trembles
with every movement.

I'waver. My knees sink, and for a moment I look as though I

might fall. But then I half-climb, half-stagger to the brow of the

hill, and collapse into the snow.

What do bears dream? What do they want?

This bear dreams of her cubs. They sleep against her, in the
great long time of dark and cold. In her sleep, she moves her great
arm to gather them close.

Somewhere in her mind, a deep reflex; they are not there. The
cubs are not where they should be. There is cold where there
should be warmth.

She swims up from her heaviness. She feels the dry of her
mouth and she opens one eye.

She remembers the last time she saw the cubs. The things the
men did. She feels the pain in her shoulder, but her memory hurts
much more. She closes her eye and groans, rolling on her back to
her other side, away from the cave’s opening and the place her
cubs used to lie.
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Sunt ca un punct rosu cu negru, care urcd pe o pagind albd. Imediat ce
iti dai seama cd sunt de fapt om, vezi si cd sunt fatd. Desi sunt imbrdcatd
in haine groase, cdptusite, se vede cd sunt slabd. Parul castaniu,
stralucitor, prins in coadd, tremurd la fiecare miscare pe care o fac.

Ezit. Genunchii mi se inmodie si, o clipd, pare cd sunt pe cale sd
cad. Dar apoi, ba catarandu-md, ba cldtindndu-mad, ajung in varful
dealului, unde ma arunc in zapadd.

Ce viseaza ursii? Ce isi doresc ei?

Ursoaica asta isi viseaza puii, care dorm langd ea, in frig si in-
tuneric, vreme indelungati. Intinde o lab# prin somn ca si 1i tragi
mai aproape.

Dar undeva, in adancurile mintii ei, se produce un declic: puii nu
sunt acolo. Nu sunt acolo unde ar trebui si fie. In locul in care ar fi

trebuit sa fie cald este frig.
Incepe sd se dezmeticeasci. Isi simte gura uscati si deschide un

ochi.
fsi aduce aminte caAnd si-a vizut puii ultima dati si ce le-au ficut

oamenii. Simte apoi durerea din umar, dar amintirile ii provoaca o
suferintd si mai mare. Inchide ochii si geme, intorcAndu-se pe spate si
apoi pe partea cealalta, departe de gura pesterii si de locul in care puii
ei obisnuiau sa doarma.
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Snow begins to fall.

I lie in the snow for a long time, long enough for the thick,
white flakes to cover the red patches of my coat.

When I sit up, I look at my watch, but I don’t see it. I still see
me, from a long way away. I am shivering. I crawl to the brow
of the hill and look down the steep slope. Part of me sees how far
it is, and part of me sees me seeing.

I try to get to my feet, but I am shaking. My knees fold
underneath me and I sit down, hard. My ponytail is dark with
melted snow.

Wet. The part of me looking tells the part of me feeling. I got
wet. I'm not supposed to get wet.

I'look the other way and see a shelter of sorts—a low cave in
the rocks of the hill. I crawl inside.

It is dark and I shiver hard. One of my snowshoes drags
behind me, half off my boot. It doesn’t seem like a big problem.
My eyes are pulling shut when I sense warmth and lean my
back into it.

The bear half wakes again. Someone is there. Her sensitive nose
tells her immediately that it is not her cubs, that it is not another bear.
But, under the perfumed shampoo and soap and deodorant, she smells
another animal. Whatever it is, it is alive. And it is small and cold.

She rolls again, flings out her great arm and drags the thing to
her chest. It is a comfort to feel it warming beneath her touch.

Incepe sd ningd.

Zac in zdpadd mult timp, suficient de mult pentru ca fulgii mari si
albi sd acopere pdartile rosii ale hainei.

Cand md ridic, md uit la ceas, dar nu-l vad. Incd md aflu la mare
inaltime, de unde ma vad pe mine. Tremur. Md tardsc pand la margine
§i ma uit in jos, la panta abruptd. O parte din mine vede cat de mult e
pand jos, iar cealaltd parte md vede pe mine uitandu-md in jos.

Incerc sd md ridic in picioare, dar tremur. Mi se taie genunchii si
mada las greu la pamant. Parul meu pare acum negru, fiindca e ud de
la zapada topitd.

»Te-ai udat®, i spune partea din mine care vede partii care simte.
M-am udat. Nu am voie sd md ud.

Ma uit intr-o parte si vad un fel de addpost — o pesterd joasd,
ascunsd in stancile de pe deal. Md tarasc induntru.

E intuneric si tremur violent. Trag dupd mine una dintre rachetele
de zdpadd, care std sd-mi scape din picior. Dar nu mi se pare o
problema prea mare. Ochii mi se inchid cand simt cdldura. Md lipesc
cu spatele de ea.

Ursoaica incepe iar sd se dezmeticeasca. E cineva acolo. Nasul ei
sensibil ii spune imediat ci nu sunt puii ei, ca nu este, de fapt, un urs.
Dar, dincolo de samponul parfumat, de sipun si de deodorant, simte
mirosul unui alt animal. Orice o fi, este viu, mic si infrigurat.

Se intoarce pe o parte, intinde laba uriasa si trage animalul la pieptul
ei. E o mare alinare sa-l simta incalzindu-se sub bratul ei.




