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Be warned: This book is written in a fragmented style and is told from 2nd place POV. 

And below is a list of triggers. If you need them, feel free to use them. If not, you’re welcome to skip this list!

	Animal Death

	Blood

	Body Horror

	Cannibalism

	Cursing

	Death

	Drug Use

	Gore

	Grief

	Injury/Injury Detail

	Kidnapping

	Murder

	Sexual Assault

	Suicidal Thoughts

	Torture

	Violence

	Vomit
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The dead goat stares up at you, its round, glassy eye reflecting the sunlight. You stare back, seeing your reflection in the odd-shaped pupil. Your silhouette is backlit by the sun’s rays, so you look like some obscure religious icon in the goat’s eye. 

(old)

(decrepit)

Like something you’d find buried in the ground at an archeological dig. 

Maybe that’s how it saw you when it lived. A deity. You fed it, cared for it, gave it a home. Did it worship you? You wonder if the other goats—the living ones—see you that way, or if they see you for what you really are: a sad, lonely, pitiful excuse for a human. 

Mortal.

Weak.

Unable to prevent the one constant in this bleak universe.

Death.

One side of the goat’s head is pressed into the muck at your feet like it fell hard. Or maybe it was trampled after it fell. What kind of imprint will it leave behind? A clear picture, or unintelligible mess?

It doesn’t matter. 

Dead is dead.

You know that all too well.

And as for the reason?

(who cares)

You nudge the thing with your boot, rubber connecting with stiff flesh. Rigor mortis set in. When, you’re unsure. You’re good at keeping them alive and fed, but that’s about it. You’re no expert. You used to sell their milk to a cheese maker before you gave up on everything. 

Couldn’t even be bothered to make your own cheese. 

Can barely bother to milk them now.

What a useless farmer you turned out to be. 

Isn’t this supposed to be in your blood?

But that’s what happens when you inherit something you don’t want. When you don’t learn what you need to when you’re young and able. When you try half-assed idea after idea in the hopes that something will eventually stick.

At least your daughter was never meant to be the beneficiary of your poor planning. She always had more concrete goals. 

Plans. 

She knew what she wanted out of life and how she was going to get it. What you lacked, she possessed tenfold. You marvelled at how such a thing could be possible, wondering which side of the family—which family member—this unbridled ambition came from. She was the only good thing you ever created, but now...

A fly lands on one of the goat’s glassy eyes. You don’t bother to shoo it away. What’s the point? Death—and the flies—come for everything in the end. Better to just let it happen.

“What the fuck happened to you?” you croak.

You’re not sure whether you’re asking yourself or the goat. 

You’re not even sure if you care, either way.

Well, you suppose you do know what happened to you, at least. It’s painfully obvious, whether you chose to admit it or not. But the goat will remain a mystery. Could be old age, could be disease, could be a simple accident. There’s no need to figure out the cause. The animal won’t be missed. 

None of the goats have names. They’re not pets. 

They started out as produce, although your daughter had her own, secret names for them. To her, they were pets. You could have bothered to learn the names, to connect with your child and her pets on a deeper level, but you didn’t. 

(it’s too late)

Now, they’re remnants of a past life, one you just wish would end. The future is devoid of hope. Any brightness in the past has been tainted by the shadow hanging over you these past few months. You find yourself wondering how long it would take for the goats to starve to death if you weren’t around. 

Would they eat each other?

No. They’re herbivores. And they’re respectable animals.

(better than you)

For one brief moment, you wonder if it’s worth trying to sell the carcass to the butcher. But they will want to know the cause of death, and who knows how long the body’s been sitting here? 

Your head swims at the thought of so many questions.

No one wants to eat tainted meat. 

You’d chance it yourself if you weren’t a vegetarian, but can’t stomach the thought. You never minded the taste of meat; it’s the texture that makes you gag. Just the thought of the way your stomach used to churn after eating a steak or a chop after your mother forced you to makes you want to vomit. 

(chewy gristle squeaking against your teeth)

When more flies land on the goat’s face, you almost do. You choke back your bile with effort.

You could try to clear them away, but the flies would only land again once your guard is down. For them, this is too good a meal to pass up. 

Well, at least something will benefit from this unexpected offering. Still, you don’t like the thought of what they’ll do to the body if you leave it as it is. It won’t be long until the thing is half decomposed and crawling with maggots.

(bodies gristle white and squirming)

This time, you do vomit. Off to the side, but still close to the corpse. The flies are elated. You heave again, spitting up sour bile, as a few brave souls fly too close to your face as they sniff out this latest offering.

“I’ll be right back,” you tell ... 

Who? The goat? The flies? The other goats baaing away in the enclosure without a care in the world? Or that ...

(don’t think about IT don’t think about IT)

You shrug, wiping your mouth on your sleeve, and turn away from the goat pen. 

The ones that are still alive call to you. They know you’ll be late feeding them again. Despite their loud protestations, they’re familiar with the routine. The false starts, the promise of meal-time derailed by unforeseen circumstances. They know you’ll be back. Just like you said. It’ll just take a bit of time, that’s all. 

You’re reliably unreliable.

As you make your way to the barn, the hairs on the back of your neck stand on end. 

(no no no no no please no)

It is watching you again.
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You know exactly what It is and what It wants.

(death)

(loss)

(destruction)

But you won’t admit it to yourself. You can’t. That would make everything too real. And you can’t face reality right now.

Maybe not ever.

Reality is painful.

When It first showed up, you mistakenly thought It was your grief personified. 

Your trauma. 

(all of your worst parts)

The way It clung to you, It had to be. Lurking in your shadow, hovering so close you could reach out and touch It, even though you shuddered at the thought. It soon revealed itself to be something separate from you. 

Something sentient. 

Something you didn’t dare touch or even look at.

It certainly wasn’t a ghost, although a small part of you hoped it would be. But just in case, you tried talking to It, pleading. It never answered. Not with any words, at least. And not right away.

It stalked you for weeks, lingering in doorways and reflections in the mirror, lurking just out of sight but always out in the open. A shadow with blurred edges and no distinct colours or hues. 

Your shadow. 

But not quite. 

More sinister, more hungry.

When It started pressing Its thoughts into your brain—like being smothered with a thick blanket—you felt Its desire, tasted Its rage. You knew what It wanted from you before you even allowed yourself to come to that realization. 

(don’t think it don’t speak it don’t do it)

But you won’t say the thing out loud. You can’t bring yourself to give in because to do so would break you. Break you more than you already ...

You choke down a lump in your throat. It’s nowhere near you—It follows behind you as you make your way to the barn, shapeless feet barely touching the ground—but you feel Its hands on your throat all the same. 

(please please please please please)

It begs again, pretending to be meek and humble so that you’ll spring into action. It has tried so many times and in so many ways, each voice and tone different from the last. Its pressure is relentless and you wonder how much longer until you break and give in to the incessant demands.

It first showed up around the goat pen, hiding in amongst their shadows before clinging to your own. That was the best place to find you. The house was—is—too empty, too quiet. 

Too lonely. 

There may not be much left of the farm compared to when your great-great-grandparents settled here in the past—bought the land, made it their own, passed it down to descendants who destroyed what it once was—but you’ve managed to keep the goats and the garden alive. 

They’re the only things that live here. You can’t even claim that distinction. Not really. What you’re doing isn’t living.

You’re just ... 

(dying slowly dying piece by piece)

Waiting.

Apart from the goats and that shadow thing that terrifies you to your core, no other living thing has made contact with you since that night. Since after the police left you alone to wallow in your despair. If another human has passed you by since then, you haven’t noticed. You don’t even leave for church on Sundays anymore. Not that you ever really believed in that God. 

Especially not now. 

What good is a God that takes, and takes, and takes, giving nothing in return?

The goats are all that matter now. You exist only to keep them alive. The farm is your church and they are the congregation. When they die, so will you. You’ll have nothing left to live for.

You’re doing it for them.

For her.

Because they are—were—a part of her. 

That damned shadow whispers dark thoughts into your ears, hinting at another purpose. You wave It away. 

It wants to be your new God, you suppose. It craves your devotion. It begs you to follow some twisted divine plan. You could never bring yourself to obey. What It asks of you is too much. You’re not strong enough. You never have been. Despite the wordless promises, you doubt you ever will be.

It promises to lend you Its strength. But you know that wouldn’t be enough. 

(but what if it is what if it is what if you could do it all all all)

You’re content to fade away bit by bit in service of the goats, waiting for your own death to come.

“Please leave me alone,” you whisper so softly that you’re not even sure you made a sound. But when you emerge from the barn with a shovel in hand, It’s gone.

It will come back. It always does. It will meet you at the goat pen. Either now or after you finish burying the dead goat. Or It will wait and hover above your bed as you sleep, filling your dreams with Its lust for revenge.

You wanted to give It a name. Like maybe you could gain some kind of power over It if you could name It. But you don’t, and you can’t. It’s not some farm animal you can just give a random name or number. 

It’s something more.

It’s unspeakable.

You could never bring yourself to say a false name aloud. That would be sacrilegious. Doing something so foolish would incur the thing’s wrath. You’re scared of what It could be capable of if provoked. 

It’s a force of nature. 

An inevitability.

(all endings and beginnings)

Maybe if you knew Its true identity ... 

But you already know. Some part of you, deep down, knows although you would never in a thousand million years acknowledge it. But maybe if you ...

No. 

You still wouldn’t be strong enough to utter Its name. You’re not even strong enough to look at It directly. Just like you know you won’t be strong enough to resist It forever. It will have Its way. 

Just a matter of time.

Because you are afraid of It. You cower in Its shapeless, shadowy presence. Your body aches with the desire to obey.

(just do it do it you’ll feel so much better)

But even though you don’t know—won’t admit—who or what It is, you know why It’s here. You know exactly why It came to visit you and why It won’t leave you alone. Why It clings to your grief. Why It harasses you relentlessly to take action.

It’s here because of your daughter.

Your beloved daughter who you watched grow from such a curious and loving child into an intelligent woman who just wanted to make friends.

There’s no way your daughter would have sent something so horrific and monstrous to you.

So, deep down in the bottom of your sad and broken heart, you must have called for It yourself.
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The grief comes in waves. You know it's normal, that it's supposed to happen, but it catches you off guard every time. Fresh tears well up in eyes you mistakenly thought were all cried out. 

(you’re never truly as empty as you think)

(there’s always something left to scrape up out of the muck)

You chide yourself for feeling those emotions, like its some sort of bad habit, or an illness you’re trying to fight off. You’re better than this. 

But are you?

You tell yourself it’s normal. You tell yourself to snap out of it. You tell yourself in front of the mirror, night after night, that she’s never coming back. You repeat it as you do your chores around the farm, like some sick and twisted mantra.

No amount of crying will undo what’s been done.

Tissue after tissue, you wipe away tears, and salt, and snot, scraping at your own skin, trying to erase your own existence in the process. Your hands are claw-like, trembling, clutching at damp and sticky rags that have long since lost all structural integrity. You toss them on the ground, missing the garbage completely 

(you wish you could throw yourself away just as carelessly)

and reach for more tissues.

That’s what your nights are. Long, and lonely, and damp. During the day, you’d think the sunlight and the presence of life
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