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“Fucking, gawd damned tractor,” Amy muttered
as she resisted every urge to slam her fist into the screen.

She’d just spent all day out in a field
getting the plowing done and the damned thing decided to take a
shit now, as the sun began to get low on the horizon. Tromping back
across the field and through the small forest that bordered it
wasn’t exactly something that gave her many thrills but with
tractors now being made damned near impossible to repair oneself,
it was about the only option left to her.

Picking up her canvas jacket, hat and
backpack, Amy locked up the tractor, took one more disgusted look
at the green logo, and let her boots hit the dirt to begin her trek
back home. Watching the sun begin to set lower and lower, she took
note of the sounds of the evening rise higher and higher.

Amy had grown up on this farm, passed down
from generation to generation. All she knew was working the dirt
and consequently felt quite comfortable walking through the land.
There were dangers, for sure, but for the most part she felt
confident enough to know what she might be getting herself into and
more importantly how to get herself out of it. About the only thing
that would have her worried was the rumors that there were mountain
lions in Illinois. Those? She’d never met one and the mere idea
sent shivers into her boots.

Now coyotes? They existed in abundance and
the thought of running into a pack was a potential issue, but at
least that one she felt comfortable enough to defend herself with
the 9mm tucked away in her bag.

It wasn’t long before the Missouri humidity
had brought a thin layer of sweat upon her skin, sure to chill once
the nightly winds settled in. Once she’d gotten past the field and
was making her way through the brush, Amy could feel the cooler
night air settling about her.

As much as she tried to convince herself that
she wasn’t concerned about it, as the sounds of the night began to
fall about her and the realization that she had a long walk and
night to go, Amy couldn’t help but feel the concern creep in.

In the distance she heard a pack of coyotes
starting up their evening routine with several yips and a lingering
howl that brought goosebumps to her skin.

With her nerves heightened, Amy’s pace began
to pick up and her energy reserves began to decrease at a faster
rate. As she strolled faster, she took note of the sudden quiet
about her as the woods fell silent again.

“It must have been the damned ‘yotes,” she
muttered to herself. She could feel the weight of the small 9mm
handgun in her pack and debated carrying it in her hand but decided
she’d rather not risk falling and accidentally discharging it.

“God, like as if I didn’t grow up here,” she
chided herself as she tried to force herself to slow her pace down
and conserve her energy.
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