A chilling hush fell. The warm rays of the early summer sun shone over the Raven clan territory. The soft wind slowly swayed the tall thickets of birch trees. Up on top of a nearby shelter a raven let out a high-pitched screech. 

Trying to get his head around the idea of a fight, Torak looked up and saw Wolf tied up in a tree. Trying not to make it seem like he couldn't speak to Wolf, Torak let out a quiet yip under his breath as if to say, “I will get us out of here”. Understanding what it meant, Wolf acknowledged Torak with a look. Now knowing that his only chance of leaving alive was by winning the fight he and Hord edged closer to each other and began to slowly circle each other.
 “Do you really  think that you can beat ME?,” Hord chuckled arrogantly. Torak whimpered meekly and shrugged.

Without warning, Hord swung his spear along the floor sweeping Torak off his feet. Torak fell backwards hitting his head on the cold, hard floor. Barely conscious, Torak opened his eyes and saw the tip of a knife coming towards his face. Without thinking Torak rolled to the left, sighing a sigh of not complete relief after seeing Hord’s knife impale the ground where his throat just was. Torak scrambled to his feet and picked up his knife and swung it at Hord - scraping his arm. Thinking that the wound on Hord’s arm would be enough to distract him, Torak jabbed his spear towards Hord’s unprotected chest, but Hord knew Torak’s tricks so he grabbed the spear and snapped in half. Torak now knew he had no hope, he had no chance of winning. In every direction Torak could hear the crowd taunting him and Hord laughing and saying “You really thought you could beat me boy”. Trying not to give up, he thought and thought about ways he could win this fight and as he was just about to stop trying, he looked over at the steam rising from the cooking skin he knew what to do.	Comment by Jamil Francis: punctuation
Torak went towards the fire. Slowly he crouched down behind it and cupped some water into his hands from the water pail. As he took many slow sips Hord started to become suspicious that Torak was doing something with the water. Knowing that this would confuse Hord, Torak went to the cooking crept to the cooking skin unnoticed and as soon as Hord noticed, Torak poked the skin with his knife sending boiling hot broth all over Hord’s face making him him fall down and screech in agony Torak then jumped on top of him. Torak’s eyes went a glowing crimson and he had the urge to kill. Somehow Fin-Kedin knew what Torak was thinking, grabbed his shoulder and said “It’s over”. 
 It was over. Torak had won.
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