The Protecting Honey
Badger of New Prague
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New Prague looked
peaceful on the surface—
brick fronts, trimmed
hedges, and streetlamps
that hummed like old
memories. But Lila, the
little wiener dog with
the shotgun-ring spots,
knew peace was a thin
curtain. She sat on her
porch like a lookout,
sensing the tension that

lived under the quiet.



ASSID A

Her mustache twitched
as she breathed in the
evening air. She was
small—barely a handful
of dog—but she watched
that block like it was her
sworn duty. The night
carried scents that didn't
belong. Rot. Hunger. A

predator’s patience.
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Something had been
prowling the edges of
town for weeks. A
shadow with ribs
showing through mangy
fur. A creature that
didn’t fear humans or
fences. Tonight, it
crossed deeper into the
neighborhood, slipping
between cars like smoke
with teeth.
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Coyotes were common
outside town. But this
one wasn't afraid to step
into human territory.
Scarred muzzle, torn ear,
a limp from some old
fight—it was a survivor,
and survival made
animals bold. It sniffed
the air and caught the

scent of something tiny.
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The coyote padded up
the driveway, slow and
deliberate. Lila felt her
whole body coil in fear,
but she didn't run.
Running meant you
accepted you were prey.
She forced herself to
stand there, heart
thundering, hoping the
porch boards didn'’t
creak under her shaking

paws.
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The coyote climbed the
first step. Then the
second. Breath hot and
sour, tongue lolling out
between jagged teeth. It
wasn't here to posture; it
was here to hurt
something. Lila’s courage
cracked. A tiny whine
escaped her throat—but
she stayed.



ASSID A

Down the block,
something else froze
mid-step. A shape low to
the ground, built like a
tank wrapped in fur. A
creature that walked
these streets with
unshakeable confidence.
The honey badger

smelled tension before

he heard it.
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He came out from the
alley behind Nelson
Street—broad shoulders,
coarse hide, claws like
knives. He didn’t wander
aimlessly. He had a
circuit. A handful of
animals he kept tabs on
like a grumpy, violent
guardian. Lila was one of

them.
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He spotted the porch
scene instantly. The
coyote’s posture told the
whole story:
domination, cruelty,
intent. The honey
badger’s muscles
tightened. A low growl
rolled out of him, deep

enough to vibrate the

pavement. He didn’t run
often. But when he did,

something was about to

bleed.




The coyote finally
reached the top step and
lifted a paw, claws
extended. That was the
breaking point. Lila
flinched, bracing for
pain. But pain didn't
come. Something else
did—sound, fury,

motion.
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The honey badger
charged. Not fast like a
dog—fast like an
explosion. His paws
hammered the concrete,
claws scraping sparks. A
sound burst from him: a
roar too big for an
animal his size, fueled by

rage and duty.
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He collided with the
coyote so hard the
impact cracked wood.
The predator yelped as it
was thrown off the
steps, tumbling into the
yard. The honey badger
didn’t hesitate—he was
already on it, teeth
sinking into the coyote’s
shoulder, claws raking

fur and skin.

%

12



ASSID A

The coyote fought back
once—snapping at the
badger’s face. It earned
another wound for the
effort. The honey badger
tore into it like he was
peeling bark from a log.
The coyote finally broke,
tail pinned between legs
as it bolted across the
yard, limping and
dripping blood.
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The honey badger
climbed back onto the
porch, fur ruffled,
breathing steady like the
fight barely counted as
exercise. Lila leaned
against him, tiny body
shaking. He didn’t
acknowledge her—just
kept watch down the
street. His silence meant:
“I handled it. Youre

safe.”
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When the air finally
settled, the honey badger
hopped off the porch,
padding back into the
dark. He still had the rest
of his circuit to protect.
And Lila understood the
truth of her block:
danger could come from
anywhere—but so could
the kind of guardian that

terrified even predators.
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