Torak and Hord’s unforgettable fight!
By: Sionelle Munroe
There was a look of terror in Torak’s eyes as he and Hord circled each other.
 “I’m going to die!” Torak murmured, his hands trembling. “At least I will die fighting like Fa!”
Hord made the first move, lunging at Torak. Torak avoided and mirrored it. The crowd exchanged looks of deep loathing for Torak while a few muttered under their breath. But Hord and Torak continued circling each other. Torak made the only two moves Fa had taught him, the first one failed and slid off Hord’s arm guard with ease as Hord laughed an evil laugh. As Hord lunged towards Torak, his spear point sank into the thick hide guard on Torak’s wrist. Twisting his hand sharply upwards, Torak managed to snap Hord’s spear in two. 
 “Yes, yes!” Torak yelled with glee, punching the air. 
Hord was down to his knife but that didn’t matter to him as he was a skill full fighter. Everyone gasped as it slid between Torak’s finger and thumb. 
“Ow!” Torak cried as his spear fell out of his hand, splattering the rest of the Raven Clan with blood. “That hurt!”
Torak heard Wolf whimpering and glanced round at him, he saw steam rising from his fur and he thought of the most staggering idea so he suggested a quick water break. 
“Would you like some water too?” Torak asked Hord with a smile on his face as he took a sip, luring Hord closer and closer.
[bookmark: _GoBack] As sudden as a stroke of lightning, Torak had knocked over the smoking skin that hung over the fire, sending steam cascading around Hord. Blinding him with the steam, Torak jumped on Hord and pinned him to the ground, striking his head against the ground with frustration. Torak growled. He felt like killing and he didn’t want anything to stop him. His eyes turned bright amber like a wolves. He felt an emotion he had never felt before – hatred. A strong surge of hate crept through him for not only Hord but for the bear as well. Torak allowed Hord to take all the blame.
