
Season never noticed the large black, winged creature that had been secretly tracking him 

overhead. It had been swooping and circling above him, staying aloft on silent wings while 

Season limped and struggled his way up the slope. When Season came to rest, he didn’t notice it 

circling ever closer, watching him intently, and when Season closed his eyes, it zoomed right in 

and swept over him. 

 Season just barely felt the soft breeze of its wings as it silently passed over his head. By 

then, it was too late, for the thing fell on his back and began clawing at him and biting repeatedly 

at his head and neck. He felt patches of his fur being ripped away. He turned his head and 

instinctually began fighting for his life, snapping and biting at whatever he could get his teeth on. 

 The creature was so black and dark that he could see no more than a shadow hovering 

over him, and he had no idea what it was. Yelping, he rolled over on his back and kicked with 

his hind legs at the belly of the creature, all the while snapping his teeth in every direction. He 

didn’t know where or at what he was biting, but snapped at anything that came within range of 

his teeth. He felt something pointy trying to poke into his eyes and turned his head to avoid the 

hits. At the same time, he kicked again as his claws finally made contact with the creature’s 

belly. He dug in, scratching through feathers, thrashing and rolling, until he finally twisted from 

the beast’s iron grip. 

 Season ran toward the edge of the clearing, and the creature screeched in anger. He heard 

the rush of lifted wings as it pushed heavily forward, lifting itself off the ground and coming 

down again on top of him, pinning him with its talons just before he could get within the safety 

of the trees. It bit down on Season’s neck, but this time the creature’s grip slipped, and Season 

was able to roll over again easily. His teeth came down hard on the bird’s wing. Season pulled 

his head back as hard as he could and yanked feathers right out of the flesh of the thing. 



 The creature screeched and turned away as Season rolled to his feet. It then lifted its 

wings and, pushing off with its legs, jumped as high as it could as it tried to rise into the air. 

Season, enraged now as he spit feathers out of his mouth, didn’t stop to think about the fact that 

it was the biggest bird he had ever laid eyes on. His anger at this unprovoked attack propelled 

him forward, and leaping high into the air, he caught the bird by the leg in his teeth. As gravity 

pulled him down, the bird came with him.  

 The bird groaned as it fell and then turned sharply and slapped Season hard on the head with its 

good wing. Season was knocked over and tumbled, but quickly recovered his feet. As he turned, 

he saw his attacker raise the massive wings as far as they could go, at the same time puffing out 

its chest in what appeared to be an attempt to make it look even larger than it already was. 

Season knew that trick since he had just recently used it on the wolves. The bird did not try to 

rise again, but stood there defiantly with glowing yellow eyes. Then lowering its curved neck, it 

opened its giant beak and hissed at him. Season could finally see his tormentor quite clearly, and 

even without the puffed-up stance it took, it truly was the biggest bird he had ever seen. He also 

knew what it was. 

  Vulture, he said to himself, shuddering. Those birds that feast on the dead.  


