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Post Partum


Arthur McMillan stood on a chair in his basement.  He stepped off and the rope around his neck whipped tight, held for a moment, and then snapped.
He had failed at killing himself.  Just add it to the list of failures, he thought to himself as stars and swirls danced in his vision and made the dangling remainder of rope seem meaningful.
It was late, and he felt the need to quit dawdling and make his way to bed.  If he couldn’t succeed tonight, there was always tomorrow.
He climbed into bed and snuggled gently against his wife, Sheryl.  She moved into him, becoming the smaller spoon and his heart panged deeply.  Maybe, before he tried again, he would shoot her in he sleep, so she wouldn’t be alone when he killed himself.  He was just drifting off to sleep when the baby monitor let out a squelching cry.
“It’s your turn to feed baby.” Sheryl mumbled.  Arthur pretended he was asleep, even adding a little snore to sweeten the deception.  Another cry issued from the monitor, and an elbow issued into Arthurs ribs.  Not hard, but enough to let him know she wasn’t buying any of his shit.  “You leave him too long and he’s going to wind hisself up.  You know it.”
Arthur sighed deeply, slumped out of the bed and headed downstairs.  His first stop was to the fridge, where he went to pour a glass of milk.
The jug was empty.
Another deep sigh started from him but was cut off by the sound of another cry, this time longer and echoed by the monitor.  He put the empty glass down and went to the back door, turning on the porch light as he stepped into a pair of boots.  The cool, slick feeling of damp leather and cloth met his naked feet and he grimaced slightly.  Should’ve put on some socks before I came down.  He walked awkwardly out towards the pens where the goats were.
Arthur and Sheryl had a small farm, simple in its design and need.  Some called it a hobby farm, but Arthur had always felt it was his off-the-grid farm.  It was a farm that would provide for them if the world around them fell apart. 
And OH!  How the world had fallen apart.
He found one of the females, the one that had given birth recently, and grabbed a bucket to squeeze out some milk.  Even outside the barn he could hear the baby crying, and the thought of this nanny goat being a mother almost made him crack it over the head.  That could wait, he needed the milk first.  Tomorrow was another day.  Just one day after another and maybe he could get through all this.  
He rushed to get as much milk out of the nanny as possible, and then grabbed a thin line of rope, wrapping it around the nanny goats neck and leading her to the barn.
The crying got louder and Arthur could feel Sheryl getting angrier at him from the house.
He pulled the barn door open, and then hitched the nanny to a post.  He didn’t want it running off while he opened the trap doors, that just would make things all the worse.
The crying slowed down as he finally got the doors open.  He looked down into the pitch black hole and could see almost nothing of what was down there.  That was good.  If he saw it anymore he was afraid he wouldn’t kill himself, and instead go wandering into the woods as a babbling idiot.  And poor Sheryl, being bedridden for so long after giving birth, well….he couldn’t leave her to that fate.
Arthur grabbed the nanny and took the rope off.  He carried the female goat to the edge of the hole and looked down again.
Two glowing orbs looked back at him, and they were much closer than they had ever been before.
“Well now.  Look at daddy’s little fallen angel.  Here you go.”  Arthur tossed the goat into the pit and the crying stopped.  He tried not to throw up as the goat died suddenly and silently in a loud crack! and geyser of blood.
Arthur closed the trap doors and swept a bit of hay over them.
Tomorrow he would go into town and buy a shotgun.  Now he would get some sleep.
