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			Prologue

 Deep in a forest, some Tasmanian Devils were born. The mother's name was Fur, and the father's name was Fuzz.

"Look, there's a runt. Let's drop him in the forest. Quickly, he's awake. Go!" Fuzz snapped.

So Fur took the poor runt and dropped him in the forest...

A few days later...

Bushie woke up. This place didn't look familiar. Then, he remembered every single detail. He was alone in the forest away from his family's den. This meant that he had to survive on his own. 

All of a sudden, Bushie smelled some rotting meat. 

"That smells delicious!" Bushie exclaimed, relieved that food was nearby. He ran towards the smell.
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When Bushie found the carcass, he was delighted to see that it was a big bird. There was a problem though, a big vulture was leaning over and viciously eating the carcass. 

"Um could I possibly share that delicious looking carcass with you?" Bushie asked timidly. 

"No, I'll be eating all of it," snarled the vulture between bites. "B-but I'm v-v-very h-hungry." Bushie stammered. 

"I. Said. No!" 

The vulture turned around and shooed Bushie away with one of his gigantic wings. Bushie turned around and scampered away quickly. Bushie had never been that scared before. He didn't stop until he was back to where he was staying. 

To buy some time, Bushie built a little den out of grass, leaves, and sticks. The next day, Bushie found a big piece of carcass and ate some, then took the rest back to his den to save for emergencies. 

Then, Bushie had a new idea: to become a warrior. If Bushie became a warrior, then he could protect himself more often. So, during the next few days, Bushie trained with trees. He attacked them, he scratched them, and in a few days, he was even training with other small animals. 


			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
[image: ]
When Bushie found the carcass, he was delighted to see that it was a big bird. There was a problem though, a big vulture was leaning over and viciously eating the carcass. 

"Um could I possibly share that delicious looking carcass with you?" Bushie asked timidly. 

"No, I'll be eating all of it," snarled the vulture between bites. "B-but I'm v-v-very h-hungry." Bushie stammered. 

"I. Said. No!" 

The vulture turned around and shooed Bushie away with one of his gigantic wings. Bushie turned around and scampered away quickly. Bushie had never been that scared before. He didn't stop until he was back to where he was staying. 

To buy some time, Bushie built a little den out of grass, leaves, and sticks. The next day, Bushie found a big piece of carcass and ate some, then took the rest back to his den to save for emergencies. 

Then, Bushie had a new idea: to become a warrior. If Bushie became a warrior, then he could protect himself more often. So, during the next few days, Bushie trained with trees. He attacked them, he scratched them, and in a few days, he was even training with other small animals. 


			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
One evening, during sunset, when Bushie was training with a particularly tough tree, some movement in the brush caught his attention. 

"It's another Tasmanian Devil!" Bushie thought excitedly. It was a female Tasmanian Devil. Then, he noticed that she was limping, probably because of the slash across her front right leg. Bushie noticed that too.
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Bushie immediately rushed forward to help her. 

"Let me help you!" Bushie offered. 

"Thank you, my name is Fierce," said the female Tasmanian Devil. 

Bushie introduced himself to Fierce. Then, she explained that she had gotten into a fight and ended up like this. Then, they ate some carcass, Fierce thanked him, and she left. When Bushie woke up the next morning, the sun was barely visible. 

He couldn't remember why he was so happy. Suddenly, memories about Fierce came flooding back to him. When Bushie walked out of his den, Fierce surprised him by waiting for him. First, they ate some carcass. Then, Bushie wanted to test his warrior skills with Fierce because, well, she was a warrior herself. Fierce even gave him his own "warrior's scar" on his right eye. 

So maybe Bushie didn't need a family. Maybe he just needed...a friend. And Fierce was that friend. Then, the two entwined tails and walked off towards the dawning sun.
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THE END



			

		

	
		
			[image: ]
[image: ]
THE END
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Esme C. Is in 4th grade and is crazy about reading. She can read for literally 4 hours straight without stopping in between! Aside from reading, Esme enjoys playing video games, swimming, and takes martial arts classes. Esme also has a love of weird animals and creatures, which inspired her to write this book. However, reading is still her favorite thing to do.
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