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	For a long time the lions regarded each other examining depths of the others eyes. Neither spoke for words were not needed, every question was answered in the eyes of the other. One lion was no more than a cub and in his eyes could be seen an innocence and fire undimmed by the passing of ages. The other was an adult lion in whose eyes could be seen the depths of pain and the heights of joy. For what seemed like an eternity they gazed into each others eyes pouring into each others eyes all the hopes and dreams that had shaped their lives. 


	As the elder of the two looked he saw a widow to a time long passed. In the eyes of the cub he was a cub again himself and for a moment he was free. Free from the pain life had brought, and free from the countless tears he had shed for the unchangeable past. In the cubs eyes he could play and run through the grass and not give a second thought to the future. The future that had caused him such pain, and loss. In the cubs eyes he was whole again, united with a part of himself that he thought had long since died and melted away to dust. If only for a moment the fire in the cubs eyes found its equal in the fire of his own eyes. 


	As the cub stared into those eyes that had shed so many tears he understood the meaning of pain and loss. As he stared into his eyes he saw the very depths of pain and for a moment was carried away in sadness. "How can a person suffer so much?" he asked himself silently. This sadness scared him. How could he go on if this was all life was? Then he noticed something else. Beyond the pain and death there was a burning flame of pure joy. The joy that can only come when you've had to endure great pain and found a love that is beyond words. The little cub was consumed in the joy that he saw in that lions eyes. His only question now is "How can a person love so much?" He didn't have an answer that he could put into words, but he could feel the joy that beamed from the other lions eyes and that was answer enough. 


	For a long time the two sat there contemplating the past and future seen in each others eyes. Each gaining something that they had long since lost. As they gradually lost themselves further and further into each others eyes they realized that it was getting harder to tell where one left off and the other began. They were becoming one and the same as they had always been. Faster and faster personalities and dreams swirled and merged until there was only one lion standing there. As the one lion sat lost in thought he heard a voice in the distance. "It's getting late, you really should get some sleep Simba." The voice got closer and closer until it was beside him. "Simba are you alright?" "Simba?" With a clarity of being he had never known he was able to answer "Yes, yes I am." 


