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I, Jerimiah Smith, have always believed that evil is merely a temptation to control others to do unspeakable acts. The town of Mellania was peaceful where overgrown plants hung from building to building and streetlamps flickered from blue to red on lucky nights.

“Did any of you folks hear about the monster roaming around town?” the bartender asked, polishing a glass. I was too focused on my plights, taking occasional glances at a little boy cowering behind his father at the mention of a monster. A sight for sore eyes but not for me.

Stella had a fondness for children. Little bundles of light she would call them. I would’ve shared the same thought as her if not for my selfish act of coitus. Now our cottage remains as cold as winter, even on the hottest of summer days.

I should’ve ignored the rumor, should’ve gone on with my night in peace. But no, my erstwhile confidant Henry Ellerman had to entertain the story. A tale that would forever haunt my days.

“What beast?” Henry asked, taking a swig of his drink.

“The Warden,” the bartender replied. “Skin as dark as the night, claws as sharp as knives. He lives in the shack atop Prime Hill. Comes out at night, kills your livestock, and takes your children to feast upon. He stole my prized sheep last night and left only its horns behind.” He lifted one of the horns and gasps rippled through the bar. The blood on the horn was remarkably fresh.

“What do you think, Jerimiah?” Henry asked, his gaze fixed on me.

“I don’t believe in this Warden,” I said. “Maybe a wolf came and snatched his sheep.”

“The Warden must be behind this. What else would do such an evil thing?” Henry argued. 

I remained silent. Who could do something that horrific to another person? I listened to the rumors pondering the existence of this so-called monster. A foolish act I must admit.
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