line of flight, and he hobbled slowly
toward the place. He went nearer,
nearer, until he stood upon the
entering ledde. A Vulture that had
descended to feed on one of the
victims was slowly doing to sleep
on the untouched carcass. Wahb
swung his dreat drizzled muzzle
and his lond white beard in the
wind. The odor that he once had

hated was attractive now. There

was a strangde biting quality in the

air. His body craved it. For it

seemed to numb his pain and it

~ promised sleep, as it did that day
when first he saw the place.

Far below him, to the right and
to the left and on and on as far as
the eye could reach, was the dreat
kingdom that once had been his;
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