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	It was done. The plan had been set in motion, and there was no turning back. In a few moments he would be king. He stood expressionless on that high cliff above the gorge but beneath his calm features a storm raged. The part of him that was Taka was screaming for him to stop while he still had time. The part that was Scar tried to fight Taka off as the pieces of his plan fell into place. 


	“Mufasa, quick stampede in the gorge. Simba’s down there.” Scar said in a dead hollow voice. On the inside Taka was crying, he realized he was powerless to stop Scar. The shadow that was Scar was pressing in all around him. He tried to call through the shadow to the brother that he still loved, but the words fell dead as they reached the shadow. He didn’t give up. He called until he was hoarse but to no avail. 


	Taka watched helplessly as Mufasa and Simba struggled in a life or death battle in the gorge. He cheered as Mufasa placed Simba on a small cliff above the gorge floor. The joy was brief however as his brother was dragged back into the heaving mass of wildebeest. Taka held his breath silently and waited as the shadow of Scar pressed ever closer around him cutting off his air. 


	Taka watched from behind this shadow as Mufasa clawed desperately up the side of the cliff. He heard his brother cry for help and he pleaded with Scar to help him “He is your brother, help him.” For a moment he thought Scar was listening him, and Scar reached down and held Mufasa in his claws. The two lions looked deeply into each others eyes, and Mufasa quickly realized that there was only a flicker of his brother left in the eyes that looked back at him. Taka was doing his best cling to life as well, as the darkness that was Scar attacked him, killing him. Just before the darkness closed Taka’s eyes forever he heard the words “Long live the king.” With that both Taka and Mufasa plunged into the abyss. Taka was dead, long live king Scar. 


	


