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Josiah Henry stood over the slaughtered bodies of cows, horses, chickens, and sheep. Yet, he bore no sign of dismay on his long scarred face. In front of his sons, Harold, Gregory, and Peter, Josiah Henry appeared nonchalant.

“This is what I get for making deals with devils...” Josiah Henry said, speaking to no one in particular.

Josiah’s sons ignored their father. They hoped he was merely speaking out of anger and remorse, but Harold, the oldest, denied himself the gratitude to believe in his father’s hollow words.

“Joanna, my love, I wish you were here to guide me...” Josiah Henry said.

It had been almost six winters since the Henry family suffered the passing of their matriarch, Joanna, and their only daughter, Carol. This sad thought preoccupied Josiah when one of his sons broke in, 

“Pa?”

“Not now, Gregory,” Josiah whispered. “I’m thinking, and I need peace and quiet when I do that in the face of death...demise...tragedy,” Josiah’s tongue stumbled on the last word.

Gregory, not thinking, pushed Harold closer to one of the dead sheep.

“Whatcha doing, son?” Josiah asked.

Harold paid his father’s comment no attention; he could already smell the booze lingering on his breath, as his father grew agitated with the situation. 

The sheep, a mature Hampshire, had its throat torn open to the bone; the blood that once filled its body covered the ground, its lapsed tongue, and the wool surrounding its stained teeth. 

Peter, looking on, followed his older brother as he crouched near the lifeless husk. The eyes of the animal told the story as it looked less like a sheep, and more like the remnants of a forgotten carcass left to rot.

“I don’t understand,” Harold said, aloud. “We locked the gates, we set the perimeter with bells to alert us of any disturbances at night,—Hell, I even slept with your blunderbuss by my bedside, Pa.”

Harold faced his father.

“What could we have possibly done wrong?”

Peter broke down as he moved near his father’s leg, hugging it tightly.
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