It’s been said that you can get used to anything.  Combine that with the evolutionary theory, and that might explain why I’m still here.  Of course, it would also make pigeons one of the most versatile birds on this planet, and explain why I can never seem to get rid of the roaches.  The birds I don’t mind, you can eat pigeons.  They taste rather good.  I could never bring myself to eat roaches though.  I heard somewhere that the roaches are actually cleaner than we are – and given my current state I can certainly believe that – because they clean themselves every five minuets, or something like that.  But I still can’t bring myself to eat the damn things.  Something about the skittering noises and the notion of swallowing one alive and feeling it twitch and attempt to crawl back up my throat makes my stomach revolt.  Imagining crunching one between my molars, then having to pick roach legs out of my teeth isn’t much more appealing.  My dental hygiene is bad enough as it is right now without roach legs in the mix.  Though pigeon blood doesn’t make for a much more appealing picture either.  No wonder people give me weird looks.

Right, evolution and adaptation.  Pay attention kid, you’ll get a test on this later, and I’m not the one who’ll be grading your ass when they scrape you off the pavement.  You can get used to anything, put up with anything, deal with anything.  That’s why humans are so damn hard to kill off, as a species.  We won’t survive radiation sickness or whatever, but we can adjust, as a species, fairly quickly to damn near everything.
Pop quiz kid:  is it looting if the owners are already dead?

Anyway, maybe they used that to their advantage.  They don’t adapt, y’see.  They’re stagnant, so they have to manipulate the world around them to their liking, and not adapt themselves to the new order.  And humans are oh so malleable.  We were bred to the harness like some kind of pedigree dogs or something.

The age of technology ruined the old ones though.  Got their asses beaten by the younger generation who used guns instead of arrows, or some shit like that.  At least that’s what I think.  Point is the old ones are long gone, or if they ever show up, they’re not going to be like that Marius guy that Rice chick writes about.

Then again, discard most of the information pop culture tells you about them.  Sunlight?  Does batshit to them.  Think about it for a minuet – why should it?  The only thing that anyone’s really sure of is that if you blast the head off of anything, it’ll stay down.  Well, except for roaches.  Those bastards can survive for ten days without a head.  
