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My paws skidded against the dry ground as I leaped 

out the way. I pounced and patted my brother’s head 

as he squirmed to get me off his back. This is how the 

game goes: Chase, run away, pounce, and reverse. 

Rolling over, Wilkes playfully bites the scruff of my 

neck. 

“Nice one sis!” he smiled, before chucking me into the 

mud. 

“That’s it; your dead prey!” I squealed and launched 

myself at him, like a miniature bull. We both got 

extremely muddy, and it wasn’t a surprise to see the 

look on dad’s face. 

“Pups these days,” he said to himself fondly, “Come 

here you two, this is urgent!” 

We raced over to the den and looked up expectantly. 

Was this news on the weather, perhaps? Or that we 

need to be careful? Or maybe that the leader will be 

out on business, and as he is the deputy, he will be 

running the camp today? Or not… 



“As you know, you are now half a year old. Do you 

know what that means little ones?” 

“No, papa. Does it mean we have to help out with the 

elderly wolves?” my brother replied, reading my 

thoughts. 

“No, no. It means that it is time for both of you to start 

training. I wonder what warrior wolf will train you. 

This means that you will be allowed to hunt, with the 

pack, and fight in our mighty battles. I do wish that you 

will stay home and guard the camp during those times, 

but I know that you won’t listen to those wishes!” 

My eyes widened with surprise. I thought that training 

starts when we are three. But training would begin 

tonight! I hoped with all my little heart that I would 

get Shire, the best warrior that ever existed in all packs 

(this is true). I knew in my heart that he wouldn’t be 

training minors. Maybe Wilkes would get him instead, 

because as he is male, he gets the best mentor. 

Unfortunately, there is a belief that the males will be 

better for fights and hunting. But I say that that is only 

because they haven’t given female wolves a chance to 

prove themselves.  

______________________^*^_____________________

_____________________________ 



The bright moon rose, sending a shiver of silver light 

into the misty night. It was time for the ceremony to 

begin. 

“Two little wolves are to begin their training. The 

finest warriors will be training them, as the deputy and 

I have great expectations for them. Will Wilkes come 

up to the high rock with me?” Maiku, our great leader 

bellowed out to the pack. They were all gathered 

around the high rock, waiting impatiently. 

My brother shivered and hesitated for a moment. I 

nudged him and whispered some encouragement. He 

plodded up and touched noses with his leader.  

“Our first wolf is indeed ready for training. I call upon 

the Silver Dreams to bless him with strength and 

loyalty!” With those words, Maiku rose on his hind legs 

and howled. The rest of the pack howled along with 

him. Now it was time for the exciting bit- the pairing. 

“Will Storm come up please?” storm, a grey wolf with 

black patches smiled as he hugged my awed brother. 

Storm was his hero, so this was a dream come true. 

Thank the Silver Dreams that he had been blessed with 

storm. 

“Wilkes will now be named STREAK!!!” Storm cried out 

and the pack roared with joy. His ceremony had 

finished, and it was now my turn. 



Shakily, I plodded on up. I was aware that all eyes 

were on me, and that made me unnerved. I touched 

noses with our leader. Then I took my place right at 

the very top and stood proudly, awaiting the ceremony 

to commence.  

“Our second wolf is indeed ready for training. I call 

upon Silver Dreams once again to bless her with 

strength and loyalty!” The howling finished the 

sentence with a flourish. 

“Will Shire come up please?” I couldn’t believe it. My 

hero, my wonder, my warrior, would be training me. I 

smelled in his sweet smell of vanilla and cocoa butter 

as he embraced me. 

“Our rare female wolfy Ocean here will now be named 

STREAM!!!” He shouted and the pack erupted in 

simultaneous howls. My ocean blue eyes watered as I 

jumped down to my brother. He was howling the 

loudest with a grin bigger than my own. If only our 

mother could see us now! We weren’t minors 

anymore; we were warrior Pups. One more big leap 

and we would be warriors, fighting properly, and 

training our own pups.  

“Stream! Come quickly, because we are going to the 

borders. We shall be patrolling them to start your 

training!” Shire called to me. I bounded up to him, and 

we began the quick run to the furthest border. 



 

CHAPTER 2 

I sniffed at the undergrowth, picking up a rich scent. 

Rabbit! But this was my first time ever as a training 

cub, and I didn’t know how to hunt.  

“Shire! I smell rabbit! Its hiding somewhere here!” I 

called into the distance. But he was a little further up 

the border, and too far away to hear me. I was left 

with two choices.  

1. Do my duty and patrol the border, scent mark 

it, and check in case any other pack had crossed 

the territory. 

2. Or I could hunt. That would mean abandoning 

my duty. 

So, which did I choose? Well to hunt of course! Shire 

would be very pleased to see the mighty catch I would 

have. Crouching low, I shuffled deeper and deeper into 

the undergrowth. I was dizzily excited when I saw it: a 

large grey rabbit whimpering in pain. Its leg was 

bleeding. With one swift pounce, I had it in my mouth.  

Worming my way out, I saw Shire pacing towards me. 

He was checking the borders as he got closer. “where 

have you been? Stream, you have abandoned your 

post!” 



“I’m sorry Shire, but I smelled rabbit. I did call to you, 

but…” 

“That isn’t really a good enough excuse, is it? At least 

you seem to have marked all the right spots, but next 

time you need to wait for me. When we are hunting, 

we are hunting. When we are patrolling, we are 

patrolling and not hunting.” He breathed in deeply. 

Then, he jumped into the gorse and left me alone. I 

expected him to come back, but he didn’t for at least a 

good ten minutes. 

When he had finally slunk his way back, his eyes were 

sparkling with joy and he had three badgers in his 

mouth. I looked with wonder as he effortlessly tugged 

them towards campground, with me trailing behind 

him.  

We dropped our kill into the pile, ready for tonight. 

You see, you aren’t allowed to eat the food you catch, 

because it isn’t fair for the pack. You must put the 

catch into the pile, and then in the proper order, when 

it is mealtime, you can get something off the pile. This 

is the order: Elderly Wolves, Dews (pregnant wolves 

and cubs), Healer Wolf and the injured, Leader and 

deputy, Warriors and warrior Pups, then the others. 

Shire sat down and began to wash himself. I did notice 

that he had a strange smell on him, but I didn’t pay 



much attention, because I just thought that it was the 

badgers.  

“Go to the Dew den and see if you can help out with 

one of the new litters. I’ll tell the leader that you got 

your first catch today” he smiled and patted my head.  

I raced into the Dew den and looked expectantly for 

some cute wolf pups. Tawny had given birth yesterday 

and called me over. 

“Could you help me clean my pups, and then play with 

them? I feel very tired, but they seem to be full of 

energy!” she sighed fondly, as a patched pup jumped 

on top of her.  

I immediately started to lick the closest to me. This 

was a cute boy, who looked surprisingly like Wilkes- 

Streak. He looked up at me with big chestnut eyes. I 

carried on gently licking him until he was completely 

spotless, to which Tawny nodded approvingly. I did 

this with most of them, as Tawny did a few. Then, 

swishing my tail, I had a mini play fight with them. 

Don’t worry, I took it easy on them.  

“Dear Stream, you are a wonder to watch. I know that 

one day you will be a great mother. But, could you 

help me name them? I love them all, but my memory 

seems to have got the best of me and whenever I come 

to think of a name, I am limited to ones like ‘bob’!” 



“Of course!” I squealed. It is an honour to be asked to 

help name a new litter, which can raise you in the 

ranks of wolves, “How about Chestnut for the one who 

looks so much like Streak? Mossi for that one? Tanza 

for this one? What about Siff for the little one?” 

Tawny laughed with glee, “Perfect for all of them! I do 

hope that when you’re a warrior that you can train one 

of them!” 

“If I pass the training. Do warriors get to choose?!” I 

cried out in wonder. 

“indeed, they do! Aren’t you happy that Shire picked 

you?!” she smiled. 

I was beyond joy. I just couldn’t believe that Shire had 

picked me! Just at that moment, Shire plodded in and 

called me outside the den. He told me that it was our 

time to get our meal. He also said that I could now sit 

with my brother. 

“The leader was very impressed! We shall be going out 

hunting tomorrow!” he smiled as he watched my face 

light up. 

I grabbed a crow and the rabbit that I had caught all by 

myself. Streak had one of the badgers that Shire had 

caught. 

“I patrolled by the moon lake, where we will be going 

when we have passed our training. It was awesome!” 



he gabbled. Still my old Wilkes, I thought, just with a 

prouder name and a trainer to look up to. Just like me. 

“Earth to Oce-Stream? Hey our names link: Streak, 

Stream!” 

I laughed, “why don’t we still call ourselves our old 

names? It’ll be our sister-brother thing!” 

Wilkes agreed with me as we tucked into our meals. 

Just like old times.  

 

  



CHAPTER 3 

Weeks went on with us training hard. I found the best 

techniques to hunt and Shire grew to be like family. 

My fur would be covered in mud every time I came 

back to the camp, but in my mouth, I had a better and 

better catch. One day I even caught five squirrels, but 

Shire had to help me carry them. I became more alert 

when patrolling too. Shire even let me swim in the 

stream whilst training, as he “patrolled further 

towards the lake”. I wouldn’t mind when he came back 

late, because I expected that he had just been making 

sure that no other wolf pack had been on our turf.  

One day, I was sniffing the borders by the stream. But I 

picked up on an unusual smell. Enemy Wolf Pack! How 

dare they come here. But what was I doing standing 

there? I used the emergency wolf howl. Within 

seconds my pack howled back, and Shire came 

running.  

“Enemy on Territory!” I howled as we raced to camp. 

As we neared, I saw all the warriors by the entrance. 

They nodded their heads to me in acknowledgment 

that I had raised the alarm. Shire shouted me to check 

that everyone was at camp. 

Wilkes was with storm, his eyes widened with a glint 

of awe at me. I did feel superior at that moment, but 

also with a feeling of obligation weighing on my 



shoulders. All the elderlies were in their den, the 

injured were there with the Healing Wolf. I had 

checked everywhere but the Dew den. All the mothers 

were there, with their pups. But Tawny was howling in 

despair. 

“I told Chestnut to get some wilderberries. He is 

allowed just outside the camp, and he- I trust him. But 

its been ten minutes! And you raised the alarm about 

the en-enemy. Oh, my baby is in trouble, I just know it! 

Save him Stream, please!” she was crying.  

My heart missed a beat. A vulnerable wolf was in 

danger. I would save Chestnut if it was the very last 

thing I ever did in my life.  

I gathered speed as I whisked to the end of the camp. 

“WHERE ARE YOU GOING STREAM?!” shire screamed 

after me. 

“Need to find Chestnut!” I panted. I stormed through 

the bewildered warriors. I blundered through all the 

undergrowth and checked all the trees. He wasn’t 

there. I checked the stream, but he wasn’t there. 

Lastly, I checked the lake, even though I could smell a 

horrible smell. ENEMY! 

Then I saw him. Trapped by the lake’s edge, the enemy 

pack surrounded him. He was injured and it looked like 

they had attacked him. They were talking in hushed 



voices about what their fight plan was. “I say we attack 

whilst they are still weak. The little wolf call wasn’t 

much long ago!” 

“but now they know we are here. I say wait for them 

to find us!”  

All this time I had been creeping up on them. Just like 

hunting, I thought. Then, pounce! I struck on the one 

that was stopping Chestnut from escaping! “RUN 

CHESS!” I cried as my battle begun. 

With wide eyes, the dark grey wolf snarled. I was 

clawing him, and his face was a mess.  

“Don’t butt in on the little wolf’s fight, my pack! She is 

good.” The leader said. This was a female, who looked 

like a replica of me. 

I howled a fight call to my pack. My teeth sank into the 

wolf’s neck and he gasped out for air. He stopped 

fighting and lay there with a shallow breath.  

The leader called for another wolf to fight me, as her 

pack encircled me and chestnut. I lashed out. I 

pounded his belly. But he took one big swipe at me 

and cut a deep wound into my leg. “That’s it!” I 

shouted and used my hind legs to pummel his back. 

Again, he lay paralyzed on the floor like the other.  

By now, the warriors were here. The enemy wolves 

that weren’t encircling me and Chestnut began to 



fight. Shire looked at the trap I was in with 

bewilderment. I wondered why they weren’t trying to 

free us. I kept fighting the wolves one by one, as they 

fell to my feet. The leader clapped her paws with 

excitement. I was tired out, but if I didn’t fight 

anymore, then I wouldn’t be able to save chestnut. The 

circle was getting smaller now. The wolves were 

looking at me and their leader. They seemed to be 

scared to fight me.  

“Enough!” She cried out, “this little trainee is clearly 

much stronger than many of my- or their warriors. 

Should we give her a break? If we win this battle, then 

we can take her for our own!” she howled. The circle 

broke and I drooped. I hugged chestnut in my arms as 

we watched the battle carry on. Our pack looked 

sympathetically and carried on fighting in the name of 

Silver Dreams. The enemy pack ignored us, because of 

the call that their leader had made. 

“are we going to die?” Chestnut shivered 

“they seem to be leaving us alone…I think we are safe 

Chess.” I whispered, grooming his fur. 

Time was slowing down, as the fight got quicker. 

Everyone was tired but still fighting for their purpose. I 

noticed that the enemy had many more warriors than 

our pack. Then it hit me, we were going to lose.  



It was too late. If only I had found out sooner… But as 

the battle finished, I swore on Silver Dreams that I 

would have revenge. The enemy had won, and I was to 

become one of them. But I would always be part of the 

Fire pack at heart. I would never fully be part of the 

Lightning pack. I would find a way out, for me and 

Chestnut.  

 

I woke to a strange feeling. What had happened? 

Where was I? What time was it? 

“Leader! The pup and fighter are awake now!” a wolf 

cried out. Squinting into the light, I noticed that it was 

the first wolf that I had fought in the battle- oh. The 

dreaded battle had happened.  

The adult version of me stood above me. 

“Stand up my two pups! You are now Lightning; do you 

hear me? And you bigger one, you will have your 

ceremony in becoming a warrior today!” 

“We will never be lightning! We haven’t even got your 

blood!” I spat. I brought myself up, making myself as 

big as possible. Chestnut shakily got up too. He snarled 

at the enemy. 

“WE WILL NEVER BE LIKE YOU MONSTERS!”   


