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  Thieves of the Sky…




  A menacing cacophony of piercing shrills and screeching cries of starvation packs the gloomy atmosphere. The sharp hunting birds, smell the death of their quarry from innumerable miles away, their boon of uncanny senses gives them a full insight of their lifeless victims that repose ahead. They flap their unflagging wings moving as if they were the fierce stallions of the sky.




  They professionally maneuver throughout the angry blows of the mighty winds and the blinding misty fogs, its uncontrollable movement are from the intense commands of their ravenous hunger. A skillful bird of a carnivorous diet with immense intellect and cunning cleverness, feathers that live and survive on the immolation of other organisms. Their exquisite eye sight arrests itself onto the motionless creature twitching hardly breathing any air, striving to get back up onto its legs, excruciating agony takes over its weak and stiff body, it cringes in fear trying to escape the cruelty that the course of nature takes, death was creeping into its eyes. Up above where the desperate birds encircling and tracking the finality of their meals short life.




  Once its heart takes its painful beat of the tragic end and its pulse comes to a sudden stop, the famished hunters smoothly glide and surround the carcass on its death ground. The saprophytic flock, then tears off its furry layer and slices into its succulent flesh with their curved and pointed beaks shaped as if they were the keen of a blade. Their utilitarian claws grasp onto the bloody red meat and pull it free from its exploited prey. They then begin to bicker and have heated disputes over unjust birds stealing proportions of others meals and begin to wildly shrill and pluck off each other's dark feathers.




  Unexpectedly from a distance their large and well known adversary pounces on them and confiscates their dinner, the lion. The vultures all began to evanesce and vanish into the bare branches of a nearby naked tree. They all began to communicate about this thief and came up with a well organized master scheme arranging all of their quick-witted members to get involved in the plot. Then a large congregation of the vultures spy on the vicious lioness thief and manage to purloin chunks of meat as she easily gets diverted from devouring the dead prey, as the valorous clowns disconcert into deep confusion of who's around her and is making an asinine fool out of her.




  Instead of transfixing in the naked trees and feel aghast by the predacious feline beast they take great action into winning their dinner back. The vultures still wistful and yearning to fully retrieve their lunch, bring out unceasing efforts, endlessly stealing their juicy red meat, until both them and the lioness are contented and satisfied with full stomachs after sharing their palatable meal, leaving nothing but scraps and bones to be recycled into the earth.
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  Olé… Olé…


  Save Me!!




  I was in a place so dark and so cramped, it was like being boxed in a small crate where no one can hear trapped and blocked out from the world. I could hear a world out there chanting, it sounded like those very excited and crazed humans were calling for me. My body had this great propensity to break free as my energy was building up in my muscles, the gate rolled open and I was charged out into the lightness of the open arena.




  I ran freely around just enjoying the fresh air and space that I was given. Suddenly this strange man wearing a funny peacock like the outfit was standing in front of me holding a red cape; the spectators called him al matador. When my eyes met this odd hue of redness my elated mood now turned into rage, I desperately ran towards this monster with my ivory horns down directly towards this exasperating cloth, as I attempted to shred it into pieces I just lightly ran through it.




  The crowd hollered a familiar word "ole… ole," I decided to make another attempt with great vigor, out of great vexation of this man's previous act on me. Once again, I just ran right through the red cape, and that time the crowd went even wilder as they were chanting and were erupting out of their seats releasing a wave of cheers and madness as they were brought to their feet in acclamation!




  I felt a sense of pride running through my beating heart; I was jubilated and honored by the booming ovation that I was receiving due to my great performance. I thought to myself that I had fans who were cheering me on, so from time to time I incessantly ran through the red cape in tribute to the audience who was full of praise as I did my magic to this foolish matador. I was becoming increasingly exhausted and disoriented by the performance of the matador he kept on calling “el toro” and I just kept on wondering what that meant!




  I was becoming very worn out and indigent by this being playing tricks on me! The red cape kept on flashing in my head, making me become very confused, where is this going? My legs were becoming weary and my strength was plummeting, I could feel the heat in my blood and it was like a fire was burning my thighs, I was beginning to struggle. The audience was encouraging the matador’s asinine acts for me so I began to feel betrayed. I was being mocked by this beast just so he could impress the crowd. "estoque el toro!!! estoque el toro!!!" They called, I saw from a distance a picador riding a horse carrying a barred spear. As soon as he came closer he thrust into my back, I felt excruciating pain down my spine and this heated crimson red liquid was draining down my back and I kept wondering and questioning myself what it was.




  I kept enduring and enduring these gory attacks with spikes that were dangling on my back, humans are insane! Fear was scratching my skull and tormenting my heart, I was beginning to feel the danger as I started losing my breath and stamina. This horrific terror was driving me mad; I was beginning to struggle for my life as I ran through the dust and acted with fury violently thrusting my weapons into the air! Banderilleros joined the attack and kept on hurting me with these keen spikes stabbing me in my back draining out my life and energy. I so very much wanted to win this battle!




  The spectators continued demanding for the death of “el toro”, the men kept on mocking me with the red capes frustrating me and torturing me as they hurl with great kept stabbing sharp spikes deep into my flesh. I could feel my tendons detaching from my bones and red keeps draining out of my pierced openings. I knew that I was faced by my worst adversary, “el matador”, he held a huge shiny sword ready to strike. I was devastated and breathless at the moment. I felt severely dizzy and was nearly down to the ground with fatigue. I felt that I was deprived of energy and vitality it was a great sense of enervation and I was then overcome by lassitude and dropped to all four of my knees.
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