
Let me explain, 
Simba. Yes, we eat 
the antelopes... And so, we are all 

connected in the great 
circle of life.

...but when we die, our bodies 
become the grass. And the 
antelopes eat the grass.

Yeah, but you’re the 
king of Pride Rock. 

Isn’t it awkward to eat 
your own subjects?

Ha, ha! Oh, Simba, 
the stories I could 

tell you...

Good morning, sire! 
Checking in with the 

morning report!

Hey, Zazu! tell Simba 
about the well-wishing 
zebra I met at Simba’s 

coronation!

That... 
really wasn’t 
one of your 

finer moments, 
sire.

Okay, I’ll tell it, then!

“It was just after the ceremony, 
and I was trying to find Scar. 
Suddenly, this zebra stepped in 
front of me...”

Hello, Mufasa! 
Congratulations on the cub. 

The royal line continues, 
eh?

“My first impulse was to brush him off... 
but then I realized I was getting hungry.”

Thanks, Lester! I appreciate 
the support. Won’t you join my 

family for dinner?

You didn’t... Of course I did! 
I’m a lion!
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And everyone was just... 
okay with that?

Hey, “circle of 
life” and all that. 

Lester knew what he 
was getting into.

Quite. Now, about 
my report...

Hang on, Zazu, I just 
remembered another one. 

It happened when Scar and I 
were only cubs...

“Scar had spent the entire dry season 
training a little group of mice to sing 
for our father...”

Father will be so 
pleased when these mice sing 

the Pride Rock national 
anthem for him!

Let me guess. 
You ate them?

Yep! Heh... poor Scar 
was never the same 

after that.

I don’t understand. 
If we eat our subjects, 
won’t they complain?

How can they complain 
after we eat them? Just think 
of it as a very direct form of 

taxation.

I’m afraid He’s quite 
shameless. It’s caused some 

unfortunate diplomatic 
incidents, too...

“There was once this envoy from 
the kingdom of Rabbiton...”

King Mufasa! 
Our fair kingdom is 

under attack by hyenas! 
Won’t you lend a paw to 

help us?

We don’t really 
do that sort of 

thing.
Please! We are a 

defenceless 
kingdom of 
herbivores!

You don’t say...



I’ve never heard of the 
Rabbiton kingdom before...

Uh, yeah. 
There’s a reason 

for that.

The point is, if you’re 
going to be a lion king, you 
can’t get too attached to 

your subjects!

Case in point: I got hungry 
during that last anecdote, 

so I ate Zazu.

Sire! News from the 
underground! Scar is 

planning to-

For crying out loud, Dad! 
Shouldn’t you let him finish 

speaking before you eat him!? Meh. I’m sure it was 
nothing important.


