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Pearl Hines sat in her favorite leather recliner. The room was small. It held a brick fireplace, a television, and her chair. The floors were wood and rather worn from years of abuse. Behind her was the kitchen with her large table where she used to have family dinners. Now it was just her. She had the T.V going and her loyal companion, a twelve year old tri-colored basset hound named Crighton, at her feet. He snored quietly while she watched one of her favorite television shows. She enjoyed her crime dramas, though her late husband always teased her that she watched them for the lead actor. According to Pearl he was a silver fox. She sipped her usual nightcap. A double shot of whiskey on the rocks. It was a smooth burn going down that she enjoyed greatly. It also seemed to dull the depression she felt each night, sitting at home alone. 

Things had been kind of lonely since her husband had passed, but she spent most of her nights somewhat content with just her and the dog. Crighton didn’t talk during her shows or snore so loudly she couldn’t hear like her husband did. But she still missed him. Pearl lived on a several thousand acre ranch with her son and a few farm hands. Her son, Tommy, lived a few miles away in a different house, but he came up every morning and took care of the crops and animals. Begrudgingly, but he did it. The farm hands had their own houses. Everyone was scattered about the ranch. 

Pearl was nearing seventy-six and needed the help on the farm. Her son had moved from California to Nebraska to help, but he had hated every second of it and made sure to tell her every day. She didn’t want to feel like a burden on her family, but he sure as hell pushed that thought into her head. 

Pearl leaned back in her chair and sipped at her whiskey. She wore tattered jeans, a plain white t-shirt, an old lavender cardigan because it was chilly out, and blue, fuzzy house slippers. Her thinning gray hair was pulled back in a loose ponytail. Crighton lifted his head and looked toward the door. Pearl turned slightly, wondering what the heck the dog was hearing now. There were all kinds of noises on the farm. Animals both livestock and wild. The wind and such. It could have been anything, but he seemed sure that something was going on. 

Then she heard it. The bleat of a goat. It sounded distressed. 

“What in God’s name?” Pearl pushed herself out of the chair. 

She kept several goats near the barn. Mostly for her own enjoyment. She knew their noises well and this one was wrong. It sounded scared. She walked to the door and looked out at the barn. The light was on and there was something going on behind the doors. She could see it through the crack in the door. She walked to the mantel and picked up her husband’s shotgun. Whoever was causing problems was about to get it. 

She was about halfway to the barn when the goat screamed. A bloodcurdling, horrible sound that sent a chill right down her spine. Crighton barked from the door, but she turned to tell him to stay there. Then the sound of screaming stopped. Her heart thudded in her chest as she marched quickly toward the barn. She swung the door wide open and startled a group of three teenagers. 

“Shit she’s got a gun.” 

The scene in front of her seemed to blur. Nothing wanted to click into place in her brain. There was paint. No. Blood splattered all over her hay and barn floor. She blinked a couple of times and aimed the gun at the teenagers. 

“What are you doin’ in my barn?” she yelled. 

The teenagers all dressed in black began to drop what they were doing and ran. They pushed past her roughly. She stumbled and fired the shot gun. It hit the opposite wall, blasting a large hole through it. She fell back on her butt and looked up at the teens as they ran toward an old beat up Chevy Nova and drove off into the night. 

The smell of the blood hit her nose. She had been on a farm long enough to know that smell. Coppery and tangy. It was followed by the scent of death. It was like an outhouse mixed with the cloying copper scent of blood. She pushed herself up off the ground and dusted off her jeans. She held the gun close as she peered at the mess those boys had left behind. She found a long knife. A dagger maybe, but it seemed longer than normal. And her goat. One of her beloved goats with his throat slit open. Blood had poured out of his throat and all over the ground. It was a deep red and had started to coagulate as it cooled.

“Peter...” she sighed sadly. 

The black and white goat was older. Probably wouldn’t have lasted two more winters, but that didn’t mean he needed to die this way. Peter was a sweet old goat that often came to her for apples or other fruits and vegetables. Her late husband always told her not to name the animals or get attached to them. Especially not on a farm. He even referred to Crighton as Dog. Still, she couldn’t help naming them and loving them. 

She stared down at the bloody mess and wondered why these teenagers were out here on a cold October night, trying to cause trouble. She and her goats hadn’t done nothing to nobody. Crighton came up behind her and sniffed the mess. 
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