
WAR OF THE    WOLVES

By Andrew B.



	Fun fact: Dogs face north when urinating because they have iron in their ears. But why? In this story, you will learn the answer to this mysterious question. 
	It was a cloudy morning in Banff, Canada, in the year 15009, B.C. The Hungu pack awoke, wolf by wolf. Their leader, John, was woken up, still tired, by his energetic son, Mark. 
	“What?” John said, annoyed.
	“Wake up, daddy!” Mark yelled. “It’s snowing!”
	 Mark was right, but it was a snowstorm. Frozen wolves stood outside the cave, still as a rock. 
	“We have to stay inside today.” John announced. “That means no hunting.” 
	But the next day, the storm had wiped out so many animals, there was barely enough food.
   Over the next month, the wolf population dropped by sixty percent. The pack was hungry, scared and desperate for answers.  
“We need to move north,” said John to the rest of the Wolf Council.  
“It’s our only hope.”  So they did.  
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   Five years later, they had arrived at the Arctic.  
	That night, Mark was just dozing off when he caught a strange scent. It smelled like...saliva coated fur...?  
    He decided to investigate, sneaking away from the tired pack. 
     “Lead the way, nose,”  he whispered. 
     The scent drew Mark deep into a forest. After what seemed like forever, he finally stopped. The scent had grown very strong. He looked around, but all he saw was an endless forest. He was just about to leave when something caught his eye. It was a cave, and when he peered inside, he could hear faint whispers.
    Frightened, Mark jumped back behind a bush, but he wasn’t that stealthy. Moments later, two yellow dots appeared in the middle of the darkness. They were attached to an unusual figure. He had never seen anything so disgusting. It had fur all over with a pink nose and long white hairs covering its cheeks.  
     And it was headed right for him!!
	Terrified, Mark began to urinate where he stood. It was getting closer and closer! Suddenly, it stopped and began to sniff the air.  
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 “What’s that smell?” it hissed. Disgusted, it ran back into the cave. Mark ran back in terror.  
     When he’d returned to the Wolfpack, Mark told John and the others everything that had happened to him, including the little accident he’d had in the cave.  
“We’ll call these enemies ‘cats,’”John declared. He turned to the Wolfpack “Tell everybody to urinate in a bucket!”
   That evening, they dumped the urine in front of the cave where Mark encountered the nasty “cat.”  
“EEEWWW GROOOOSS!!” the other cats hissed, retreating from the awful smell.   
      And to this day, every dog and wolf respect Mark by facing north when they do their business. And so, the wolves lived happily ever after.  
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