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 Leave him alone.  Another voice called out – do you know 
what they did to them?  Do you know what he went through?  
What he witnessed in the ruins? 
 Fine.  Let’s give him back to the Vultures.  The Peon 
sobbed at this, he would have protested, but the vultures took his 
tongue.  He would rather die than go back to that place.
 The Peon crawled through the building, leaving the lion 
in the shopping cart.  He had a trail of blood left behind – the 
vultures would have him soon.  He fumbled for his last bullet and 
slipped it into the old rifle.  
 He was no longer in the ruins, but in a barren field of grass 
and rock.  Not so far in the distance he could see the ruins and 
their decrepit spires through a light haze of fog and dust.    Here.  A 
voice said.  Drop him here.  His wrists were chained up loosely.  He 
can go back with his own damn kind.  The voice said.  He had been 
thrown out of the vehicle; a rifle and a small bag of personal effects 
followed him.  Hitting the ground opened up his wounds again; 
blood slowly soaked the front of his shirt.  The vehicle drove off.  
The vultures would be coming, the watchers would have seen them 
approaching.  
 The Peon could feel his life spill out before him, all over 
the floor.  Just a little longer.  Just a little more strength.  A wave of 
nausea overcame him, he could feel his head sagging, it felt so heavy 
on his neck.  He bit down on his lip, the pain brought him back 
to life and he wrenched the pump of his rifle open and back into 
place.  He felt the familiar feeling of the bullet lodging into place 
in the barrel.  Turning the rifle around and putting the barrel into 
his mouth, the Peon could taste rust as he began fumbling for the 
trigger.  
 The voices returned.  But they were not real.  The Peon 
walked through an empty city, trailing blood behind him.  Relics 
of the past surrounded him.  But he did not care.  The voices kept 
him moving.  It was then that he saw the lions, a family of lions.  
Majestic and strong and golden.  The parents and two cubs.  The 
voices disappeared for a moment.  A moment of beauty – quiet and 
serene.  The Peon took a hold of the strap of his rifle and slung it 
up; reaching into his pocket he pulled out a bullet and slid it into 
the rifle with a solid click.      
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