
Wild Rose 
 

Leaving Redcross 
Told from Kendrick’s perspective 

 
The streets were quiet. Kendrick was glad he and the twelve Wolf-Lords with him had spent 
the night resting instead of hunting down runners. He looked up at the sky, but it was 
impossible to tell if the clouds would grow lighter or heavier as the day went on. 

Aela was looking forward to leaving Redcross just as much as Kendrick was. Wolves 
could live in villages and towns, but walled cities made them restless. 

Hunting human prey had been a new experience for everyone. He had tried to ignore 
the fear shining in every captured runner’s eyes, but he knew it would haunt his dreams for a 
long time. 

“That’s the house,” Alasdair said, pointing towards a building with a dark blue door. 
“Are you sure?” 
Alasdair nodded firmly. “Yes.” 
Kendrick was impressed the younger Wolf-Lord was able to remember where the 

house was after only seeing it once. “Thank you.” He turned to face the others. “Everyone 
wait here until I return.” 

His nerves grew with every step as he neared the house, but he forced the sensation 
away. A teaghlach leader could not allow fear to affect him or his decisions. 

He knocked on the door. After a few moments, it was opened by a man with dark 
brown hair and eyes. “Wolf-Lord Andras?” His eyes flickered down towards Aela, then back 
up to Kendrick. 

This must be Emilia’s father. “Yes.” 
“I’ll tell her you’re here.” Costello went back inside. When he returned, he was 

accompanied by two women, one of whom was an older version of the other. 
Emilia was gripping the straps of her knapsack so tightly that her knuckles had turned 

white. Her face was so pale that Kendrick almost wanted to tell her she could stay at home if 
she wanted, that they’d find someone else. 

It was done now. The wolves had decided. 
 “Are you ready to go?” he asked. 
She nodded once. 
Her mother drew her into an embrace, kissing her once on the cheek. “Stay safe, 

darling.” She whispered something into her daughter’s ear; although Kendrick couldn’t hear 
her, he knew what she was saying from the moment of her lips. 

You’ll be all right. 
She would be all right. He would see to that. 
Costello put his hands onto Emilia’s shoulders and looked right into her eyes. “We’ll 

tell the girls for you. And your sisters.” 
“She’ll be safe with us,” Kendrick said. “I promise.” 
Costello looked at him, his eyes conveying both trust and warning. 
Emilia walked over to him, glancing back at her parents one more time, and together 

they headed over to where the others were waiting. To Kendrick’s surprise, Aela walked on 
Emilia’s other side. 

The girl’s eyes were fixed on the other Wolf-Lords. She seemed determined not to look 
at Aela or Kendrick. 

“They know who you are,” Kendrick told her, “and I’m guessing you already know who 
I am.” 

“Yes, I do.” 



“You didn’t have a chance to actually meet Gabrielle or anyone else on the way here, 
but things are different now.” Hoping to put her at ease, he said: “I hope you’re not always 
going to be this quiet. It’s going to be a very boring six months if you are.” 

She visibly relaxed at that. 
“That’s better.” It wasn’t a smile, but… 
“Hey!” a voice called frantically. “Milly, wait!” 
Someone was running towards them. Aela tensed, but Kendrick shook his head. He 

knew who she was – that red jumper was unmistakeable. This was another one of the 
travellers from the migration. 

Now Emilia did look at Kendrick. “Please – let me say goodbye to her.” 
Kendrick wasn’t sure. He couldn’t begrudge her that goodbye, but they needed to leave 

as soon as possible in order to cover enough ground before nightfall. 
She seemed to take his silence as permission, because she hurried back towards her 

friend. 
“Frankie, I’m so sorry. They got here before you could.” 
The two girls hugged each other as if they never wanted to let go. There had been four 

of them on the migration – four girls who nearly always stayed together. One of them might 
have had a brother or a cousin. 

“If they hurt you in any way, there are going to be a lot of fur rugs in the Blue Suite at 
Layden’s.” 

“He can hear you.” 
The dark-haired girl – Frankie – was looking directly at Kendrick, her eyes holding a 

warning just as fierce as Costello’s. “Good.” 
She had fire. Kendrick was impressed. He tried to remember where she might have 

come from. 
“I have to go,” he heard Emilia say. 
“See you in six months!” The other girl was smiling even as her voice trembled. 
Kendrick frowned, trying to remember where Frankie had come from. She’d been 

wearing that same jumper when she’d joined the migration. Just as Emilia joined them, he 
asked: “She’s from the Gull Islands, isn’t she?” 

“Yes. She’s one of the best friends I’ve ever had.” Her voice was quiet and her eyes 
distant, as if she hadn’t meant to say that aloud. 

They turned around and started walking in the direction of the silent watchers. 
Twenty-four pairs of eyes watched them approach, as one pair of eyes watched them leave. 

“Everyone, this is Emilia.” Kendrick put a hand on the girl’s shoulder – and 
immediately removed it when he felt her tense. “Emilia, stay close to Alasdair and Sorcha; 
they’re going to be your escorts for the journey.” Out of all the Wolf-Lords who were 
returning to Kilshiel, Sorcha and Alasdair were the closest age to Emilia. They would be good 
company for her on the journey, and when they got back to the village. 

“All right, let’s go!” 
Kendrick and Aela had memorised the road they were taking out of the city the 

previous day. He didn’t see the point of walking all the way back to the Complex, then 
through the main gate. 

“Where are we going?” called Elsie. 
“There’s a small gate nearby. We’ll leave that way. I don’t want to make a big exit 

through the main gate.” As Kendrick spoke, his eyes roved over the empty, dilapidated 
buildings. Would anyone live in these houses ever again? Would there ever be light glowing 
behind the dark windows? 

“I hear you’re a cook. Are you?” he heard Sorcha say to Emilia. 
“Yes.” 
“Can you make mushroom soup?” 
“Easily, if I’ve got the right things.” 
Kendrick listened intently. 
“Can you tell the difference between a safe mushroom and one that’s poisonous?” 
Silence. 



“Well, that’s something we’ll have to change.” Sorcha sounded as if she was going to 
enjoy teaching Emilia how to identify safe mushrooms. It was something every child in 
Kilshiel learned as soon as they were old enough to gather them. 

They had reached the small gate. Kendrick raised a hand and knocked twice; it opened, 
and he stepped through, giving the Watchman on the other side a nod of thanks as he did so. 

It was time to go home. 
  

*** 
 
Kendrick felt the first spot of water on top of his head. Fortunately, they were close to a forest 
and not out in the open fields. 

“Was that rain?” Sorcha asked. 
“I think so. We’ll stop here; it’ll get dark early because of the clouds.” 
They’d managed to cover a lot of ground since leaving Redcross; Kendrick had ordered 

some brief rest stops for Emilia’s sake, but despite that, they had travelled a lot further than 
he had thought they would. 

The wolves needed to hunt, and the humans needed to eat. 
While he helped clear away space for a fire, he noticed Emilia collecting branches from 

around the bases of trees. Good. He hoped this was proof that she was adapting. 
“What do you think of her?” Elsie and her wolf had silently approached and were 

standing beside Kendrick and Aela. 
“It’s too early to tell,” Kendrick replied. 
Emilia was uneasy. Kendrick did not blame her for that. Somehow, he knew convincing 

her she had no need to be afraid was not going to be easy. 
But if she was afraid, why had she agreed to come with them? 
The answer came to him a moment later. She hadn’t been given a choice in the matter 

at all. 
Kendrick closed his eyes. He should have known that would be the case. He’d just 

hoped it would be different with her. 
Aela nudged his hand gently. Kendrick opened his eyes again and sighed. “Thank you.” 
It would be different. He would speak to Emilia tomorrow and try to reassure her; it 

might not be enough to earn her trust straight away, but it would be a start. 
Once everyone was seated on blankets around the fires, Andras sent Aela and the other 

wolves off into the forest to hunt. Wolves could go for days without a substantial meal, but it 
could be a long time before they came across a deer large enough to feed a pack of twelve. 

The cooks at the Complex had provided enough food to last the Wolf-Lords until they 
reached the next town. Wolves often brought back meat for their humans, but it would be 
rude to waste what had been prepared for them. 

Brochan held up a piece of flatbread and studied it closely. “This isn’t bad. What kind 
of herb is in it?” 

“The head cook said it was rosemary,” Kendrick told him. The meals they’d been given 
at the Complex had been far richer than anything from the home village, yet Kendrick had 
always found himself wishing for a simple stew and bannocks in the Kilshiel hall. 

“Where are you going?” 
Kendrick looked up. Emilia had got to her feet and was now standing still, her eyes 

darting all around. 
“I was just…Nothing. I’m sorry.” 
“Do you want to walk around for a bit?” Kendrick asked. 
She nodded, visibly relieved. 
“Go on. But don’t go too far.” 
“Thank you.” 
As Emilia walked away, Brochan leaned towards Kendrick and said: “You’re letting her 

wander off on her own?” 
“Sorcha and Alasdair are keeping a watch on her,” Kendrick replied firmly. He nodded 

in the direction Emilia had gone. “She hasn’t left the forest at all.” 



“Good,” Brochan grunted. “I just hope she doesn’t have a habit of going off by herself.” 
Kendrick went still. She had gone away from the group several times during the 

migration. When he talked to Gabrielle about it, she said it was nothing to worry about as 
long as the girl came back. She always had, but Alasdair told him he’d met Emilia when she 
was walking about on her own early in the morning. 

There was nothing wrong with enjoying solitude. She would have plenty of time for 
that when they reached Kilshiel, but she needed to stay with the teaghlach while they were 
travelling – or at least have an escort if she did leave. 

They couldn’t take any chances. 


