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Wilfie was a tiny werewolf cub. He had soft gray fur that puffed out like a fluffy cloud, and two little pointed ears that wiggled whenever he heard a bird sing. His tail was short, round, and extra fluffy, wiggling back and forth whenever he was curious.

Wilfie lived in a bright, green forest filled with tall pine trees, soft mossy paths, and quiet little streams. He loved running through the sweet-smelling grass, chasing yellow butterflies, and rolling down gentle grassy hills. Everything in the forest was fun and full of wonder.

One bright and sunny morning, Wilfie wandered down to a small, clear pond. The water was so quiet and smooth it looked just like a giant glass mirror. Wilfie trotted right up to the edge, leaned his small head over, and peeked in.

He stopped frozen in his tracks.

Looking back at him from the water was a face he had never paid attention to before. He saw two bright yellow eyes glowing back at him. Then, he opened his mouth in surprise, and saw a row of sharp little white teeth resting inside a little smile.

“Who is that?” Wilfie whispered.

His heart went thump-thump, thump-thump inside his chest. The little creature in the puddle looked different from the songbirds in the trees. It looked different from the round, soft bunnies in the meadow.

Scared by his own reflection, Wilfie spun around as fast as his little paws could carry him. He ran straight behind a big, gray rock, pressed his back against it, and hid. He held his breath and waited, but nothing came after him.

All through the afternoon, Wilfie stayed close to the rocks and bushes. He wondered why his eyes were bright yellow when the sky was blue. He wondered why his teeth were pointed while the deer had flat teeth for chewing sweet grass.

As the sun began to set, the daytime sky turned soft pink, then deep purple, and finally dark blue. High above the forest canopy, the big, round moon came out, shining bright and white like a magical silver coin.

Wilfie stepped out from under a fern to look up at the lovely moon. As he stared at the bright silver circle in the sky, he felt a strange, silly tickle in his throat. It felt like a tiny bubble rising up from his tummy.

He opened his mouth, and before he could stop it, a soft sound tumbled out:

“Awooo...”

The sound bounced off the tall pine trees and echoed across the quiet glade. Wilfie gasped. The sound surprised him so much that his ears flattened against his head. He quickly covered his small pointed ears with both of his fluffy paws.

“I don’t like that noise,” he said in a quiet, nervous voice. “It sounds scary. It doesn't sound like the birds or the gentle wind.”

He felt small and confused. He didn't understand why he made such a loud, echoing sound. Wilfie crept over to
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