Something Wicked This Way Comes
By Carolyn Buckner of The O-Y-Knot Ranch
  Where would our ancestors have been without goats?
  Goats were one of the first animals domesticated by man. They brought them with them as they spread across the continents to pack their belongings on their backs and by cart while providing meat, milk, fiber for weaving and leather for clothing, shoes and tents.
  They used them for barter. Need a wife? Well, that will cost you such and such amount of goats. 
   Truly for our ancestors goats were the most prized possessions they owned. 
   So ever wonder how goats became synonymous with santanic worship and the devil?
   It seems I have way too much time on my hands and I find myself thinking about these sort of things and I have discovered I have come up with what may be the answer.
   After almost a decade of raising goats I have come to the conclusion that while goats can provide us with many of our basic needs; milk, meat, leather for clothing and housing (tents) along with fiber for weaving, it turns out they are very wicked creatures indeed and their wicked ways slyly weave a spell around those of us in contact with them and infect us with their wickedness, which in turn once infected we do our best to infect others.
   Case in point. First let us look at the goat industry itself. It promotes the goat. They weave a creative web of deception filled with sly propaganda about goats and all their merits and attributes.
   Here they say is a wonderful low maintenance animal. HA! I beg to differ.
   A chicken is a wonderful low maintenance animal. Never have I had to spend a sleepless, freezing night awaiting the arrival of an egg.  
   I do not have to worm, vaccinate or trim hoofs on my chickens either. I make sure they have clean water, some scratch and layers mash and in return they give me eggs and meat. 
   Now that is low maintenance! I have yet to have had a chicken rodeo here. I have had quite a few goat rodeos. Not once have I had to get a chickens head unstuck from a fence. I have never ever had to go to the emergency room for a chicken related injury. I have never had to have a stiff shot of whiskey or take a valium because of my chickens behavior or antics. And my chickens have never made me cry.
   I have come to the conclusion that every goat and every goat magazine should come with a warning label from the surgeon general and it should state the obvious.
   CAUTION! Owning goats has been found to be addictive.
   A second warning should state: Caution! Owning goats may be hazardous to your physical health. High blood pressure, sprains, broken bones, poked eyes and physical exhaustion has been linked to owning goats.
  A third warning should state: Caution! Owning goats can be hazardous to your mental health. Cases of goat owners hearing Ozzy's voice singing in their heads "All aboaarrrrddddd...................HA HA HA AI AI AI AI AI..." repeatedly in their heads while their minds drift off to their happy place have been frequently reported.  More studies are currently underway. To date research  has shown that fortunately that while going crazy is not a fun trip, once you have reached your final destination it is not such a bad place to be. 
   To sum it up, it is the getting there that is the hard part.
   Now all of us with goats are well aware of the above dangers of raising goats, but, there has been a cover up concerning another side effect of owning and raising goats, perpetuated by goat owners all over the country.
   This is: keeping secret, the most terrible side effect of all.
   The fact that raising goats leads to wickedness!
   We goat lovers know that there is a link between goats and wickedness and that every goat should have tattooed on its forehead "Something Wicked This Way Comes"  and in small fine print below this should be stated, Goats have reportedly been linked to their owners repeatedly committing the seven deadly sins in varying degrees.
   Okay, now you are thinking, "This lady has lost it." Well, to be honest, yes I have. I raise goats after all.  But..............please take a moment to read over the conclusions I have come up with years of hands on experience and research.
   Now it is very possible that I am just a very wicked woman, but I didn't used to be. I use to pride myself on my morals. Then it happend. I got a few goats and it was all down hill from there. 
   I now find I commit each of the seven deadly sins on a regular basis with impudence. Sometimes even with glee. Other times with deep shame. There have even been times that my stomach has been filled with butterflies as I excitedly scheme and connive in preparation of committing one of the seven deadly sins.
   So to partially atone for all of my sins I have created a list of each of the seven deadly sins and how I committed them as a warning to others to help them avoid being lulled by their goats into the same traps I have found myself eagerly and without remorse throwing myself headlong into.

  1. Pride:  Yes, you know and are guilty of this one. Oh, those new babies come and like a flash you are out to the barn snapping pictures with your digital camera and emailing them to everyone. "Look, have you ever seen such perfect babies? A more perfect example of the breed, look at that roman nose, that chest floor, that butt!"
   Even the poor UPS guy is drug out to the barn to see your new perfect babies and to listen to your pridefully boast about those babies' fantastic pedigrees and bloodlines; when all the poor guy wanted to do was drop off your latest supply of goat goodies you ordered online.
   2. Envy: Yup, you know this one too. You go to visit your goat friend and she shows you that fantastic new buck she just brought home. While you are truly happy for her, inside you are thinking "I want one too!".  After admiring her newest buck aquisition, while you are walking along the ditch on the way to her barn to see her newest crop of kids you suddenly feel the overwhelming desire to push her into the ditch.
   3. Wrath: Anyone who has a buck is familiar with this one. A really, really good buck will  be able to fill you with such wrath that veins will stand out on your forehead, you will discover you have facial tics you never noticed before, you hair stands on end making you look like a manic Medusa as you shake with rage and you will discover you can curse with a vengeance that would make a sailor cringe. The funniest part of this is that it is usually when you are in this state of wrath that someone will unexpectedly decide to pop in for a chat about your goats.
   4. Sloth:  It is absolutely amazing how many things can get neglected as you contentedly sit on your butt drinking coffee and admiring your herd. Or better yet, get on the phone with your best goat pal. This is a sure guarantee nothing will get done for hours on end. 
  5. Greed/Avarice:  This one slowly sneaks up on you. At first you are content with your little herd. Your goats are nice. You are happy with your goats and their bloodlines, but then one day you find yourself thinking that "Good Heavens, my buck only has five ennoblements in his pedigree. I must have more." and so it begins. 
   Before long you find yourself scheming of ways to convince your partner that you absolutely must have another buck. One with at least 6 ennoblements in his pedigree. Late at night you find you haunt the web looking for that better buck. 
  Before long, not only have you found that better buck you absolutely must have, but quite a few new does you now must absolutely have too. 
  Now things get really sticky because unbeknownst to your partner you have already made a deal concerning all these new goats and now you learn one sin leads to another. Turns out greed leads to deception; my greed has caused me to make up the most outrageous and outlandish stories imaginable in order to explain why all these goats have shown up "unexpectedly" on our place.
  6. Gluttony: This one is pretty simple and basic. You just can't ever have enough goats. 'Nuf said.
   7. Lust:  This is one that until recently I thought I had escaped. Notice I said until recently. I never would have believed the day would come that I would lust for a goat. But, it happend! All it took was one email. 
   "Carolyn, you have to go to this website and and check out the buck they have for sale". 
   AARRGGHHH!!!!!  I try so hard to be good. I do. But with friends like those...........Well, you can see I am fighting a losing battle. Why they are as wicked as the goats! Shame on them! They know better! They know me! They know I am weak! They know I am a sick woman! That I desperately need help!
   Off to the website I go. And there before me is a big, beefy, beautiful, black buck! 
   BAM! That was it. Lust was added to my list of sins. I was completely and totally filled and overwhelmed with lust. Capital L, capital U, capital S, captial T. 
   Like a man in a strip club, I drooled, I fantasized, I wanted, I lusted.
   Oh Lord, did I lust!
 
   So let this be a warning to all. These goats, why they are wicked, wicked creatures indeed. They will weave a spell around you until you one day discovered you are as wicked as they are.

   You know I dream of retiring one day to a warmer place.  It gets very cold where I live.
   Thanks to my beloved, wonderfully wicked goats I believe my prayers for a place to live that is always warm will be answered.
   I suspect there is a very special place being prepared for me even as we speak. 
   I bet when I leave this world I will arrive in a very, very toasty place filled with goats who upon my arrival will say
                         "Look, something wicked this way comes".

