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 High above the noble cottonwoods, spreading elms, and majestic pines hovered an ominous circle 

of vultures. Far below was the body of a disemboweled deer, the work of a pack of timber wolves the 

previous night. 

 Soon the stench of decaying flesh ascended and permeated the air above the trees. Down spiraled 

the birds of carrion their black eyes coldly ablaze with the delight of the coming delicacy.  This was life 

for them. 

  The cold, sweet, honey-scented breezes, the babbling, singing brook, the verdure of the trees and 

plain was completely unbeknown to them.  They did not see the mother rabbit suckling her young under 

near-by brush, nor did they see the snow white cumulus clouds, or the sun, the ruler of the day.  The 

squirrel’s chatter, the robin’s chirp, the snake’s hiss, and the meadow lark’s song, they did not hear. 

 Then in the grassy meadow beyond the trees a man appeared.  His deep set blue eyes, steel-gray 

hair, stooped mien, and furrowed brow bespoke his former life.  He stopped a moment and surveyed the 

landscape.  Then his eyes met with the sight of the vultures pulling, digging, and malling over the dead 

body.  He shirked, shivered, and turned the other way.  Fear gripped his mind, agony his soul.  He wept 

and meditated.  He, too, was at one time like those vultures loving, devouring the dead—things of passing 

significance—with a gourmet’s delight.  In fact, he had wasted his precious youth on it.  How often had 

not he sought after dead fleshly endeavors which left his bodily full but spiritually empty.  Now he had 

less fullness but his spirit’s cup was overflowing.  Now after all his wealth was gone and his youth was 

spent, the praise of men had ceased.  His friends were few, but they were true, solid, and stalwart, firmly 

resolved to seek for the city which has foundations.  They accepted him in spite of his weaknesses and 

sins, for they knew that they were no better than he.  His former friends in their lustful search for earthly 

gain had forgotten about him.  He was glad because their attitude sickened him.  He thought on. 

 His children, too, had left him, but he had not been a good example.  However, as long as he 

lived, he would tell them how wrong he had been.  In love he would try to undo his wrong.  They 

probably would not listen, but he would tell them anyway.   

 Again he turned and faced the birds feasting on the carrion.  After meditation he could face death.  

This time the song of lark and brook, the chatter of squirrel and chipmunk, and the harmonic rustling of 

the trees caught his ear.  The whole vibrancy of life blotted out the raucous cawing of the vultures.  In his 

soul all fears were dispelled by a simple phrase, “O death, where is thy sting? O grave, where is thy 

victory?” 
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