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“The Pit Of Truth” 

 

 Once upon a time there lived a Farmer and his Wife.  They met, fell more or less in 

love, and married just like most young men and women did.  Shortly after they married, the 

Farmer inherited a farm from his grandparents.  The Farmer was pleased because the farm 

was very productive.  He was able to sell his crops, dairy products, and some of his animals 

in town for a handsome profit.  He had even been able to save a reasonable amount of gold 

coins. 

 Several years later they were blessed with a beautiful baby daughter who they 

named April, after the month that always brought a flowering of new growth to their farm.  

The Farmer and his Wife doted over their daughter.  April had everything a young girl could 

want.  She came to know that her mother and father cared deeply for her. 

 Then things started to change and the marriage began to deteriorate.  The Farmer’s 

Wife developed a collection of aliments.  She wasn’t quite sure why she felt the way she 

did.  The Farmer was very supportive and would often assist his Wife with the cooking or 

the household chores—even after a long day of work on the farm. 

 At first the Farmer’s Wife handled the aches and pains well.  But with time, she 

became more vocal about her discomfort. 

 “Oh, dear.  I don’t think that I can get out of bed today,” she would sometimes say.  

“Would you be a good husband and get April up and off to school?” 
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 The Farmer, being the good husband, obliged.  He loved his daughter very much and 

was glad to have time with her in the morning.  His normal routine had the Farmer out in the 

fields when April awoke, so he rarely saw her until she arrived home in the afternoon. 

 The years passed and the Farmer’s Wife’s ills grew in number.  One day her head 

would ache terribly, another day her stomach.  Her legs would often hurt so bad that she 

could not walk.  The maladies kept her in bed during much of the day, and the naps she took 

during the day would keep her awake at night.  She had gathered an impressive collection of 

medicines and had become well acquainted with the local doctor and pharmacist.  Her 

aliments eventually caused her to require special foods at special times. 

 The Farmer tried to be the good husband, but soon the burden of keeping up the 

farm, doing the daily chores, and raising April began to take its toll.  He became more tired 

with each passing season.  Eventually, he even felt anger towards his Wife.  He had watched 

the beautiful young woman whom he had married several years ago turn into a rotund, 

lethargic woman who was rarely happy.  His Wife now required that he to do just about 

everything for her. 

 Finally, after a particularly long hard day in the fields, the Farmer’s resentment got 

the better of him. 

 “Oh, dear husband, could you make dinner for us this evening?” the Wife asked.  

“There is a new batch of rhubarb that I need cooked my special way.” 

 “That does it!” hollered the Farmer.  “I am dead tired from a long day.  Most other 

farmers have a warm dinner waiting for them when they come in from the fields.  I haven’t 
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had a dinner prepared for me in months!  In fact, you don’t even ask me how my day was or 

allow me a few minutes of rest before you begin making requests of me.” 

 “Well!  I never!” replied the disbelieving Wife.  “After all I have done for you!  You 

must not love me any more!” 

 The Farmer turned around on his heel and stomped off to the kitchen to prepare the 

evening meal.  He even cooked the rhubarb the special way that his Wife required.  He 

placed his Wife’s meal on the tray and carried it up to her bedroom.  Without a word, he 

returned to the kitchen and ate his meal in silence.  April joined him, but she had never 

experienced this sort of behavior from either of her parents.  She sat wrapped in her own 

silence trying to make some sense of what she had seen and heard. 

 

Over the months that followed, the Farmer’s anger did not subside.  Although it was 

not always apparent to his Wife or to April, resentment had taken hold of the Farmer.  It 

waxed and waned, but its roots had become firmly entrenched in his heart and mind. 

 During this time, the Farmer’s Wife began to feel betrayed as the distance grew 

between herself and her husband.  This only made her aches and pains become more 

frequent and more intense.  While her demands on her husband continued, she began to ask 

her daughter to do more and more.  After April arrived home from school every day, she 

would do a long list of chores.  And when she completed her chores and her homework, she 

would walk to the barnyard to visit with her animal friends.  This ritual became an escape 

from the coldness she sensed growing between her once loving parents. 
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 The Farmer’s Wife soon noticed that her husband was going into town more 

frequently.  A thought struck the Wife one day.  It was subtle, but there nonetheless.  “What 

if my husband is going into town just to get away from me?”  It did seem as though he had 

been looking for reasons to get away from the farm lately.  Often the items for which the 

Farmer was going to buy seemed less and less important, almost trivial.  Once this idea 

hatched in the Farmer’s Wife’s imagination, she grabbed onto it and mulled over it in her 

mind repeatedly.  Each time she thought about it, she became more convinced of its truth.  

As the Farmer’s Wife became more and more fixated on her husband’s withdrawal from 

her, but she became more and more obsessed with her illnesses, coddling them as if they 

were some affectionate pet looking for attention. 

This was a difficult time for April.  Her mother lived her life in the bedroom, 

venturing out only on rare occasions.  Her father did his best to keep the family going, 

working in the fields, doing the chores, and cooking the meals.  April continued to seek 

comfort in her friendships with the farm animals.  She had favorites whom she would 

regularly visit.  There was Lilly the Cow, Callie the Chicken, Ryan the Goat, Sarah the 

Turkey, Schwartz the Pig, and Seth the Dog. 

“I am so concerned about my Mommy and my Pop,” she lamented one day to Lilly 

the Cow.  Lilly had always been her favorite since the time when April could first walk from 

the house to the barnyard.  Lilly seemed to be able to comfort the young girl. 

“It is a good thing that you can come to me and express your feelings,” reassured 

Lilly.  “Please remember that I am here whenever you need to talk.” 
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“Pop seems angry all the time now.  I think he is mad because he feels that he has to 

do all of the work on the farm and in the house.  But Mommy is sick and she can’t help.  

I know that she would if she could.  Oh, I don’t know what to do,” cried April. 

Lilly made certain that she understood what April had said to her by repeating back 

everything.  This was her usual manner.  April often wondered if this wasn’t the reason why 

Lilly seemed like such a good listener.  She felt as though the Cow had actually heard her.  

April’s parents were often too preoccupied with things to really listen nowadays. 

The Farmer’s Wife saw that April cared for the animals a great deal.  She was 

thankful that there were others to whom April could go for comfort.  If April was out talking 

to Lilly, then it gave her more time to scheme and plot against her husband. 

What the Wife’s husband and daughter did not know was that she had started talking 

to Seth the Dog.  The Farmer’s Wife told him of all the events that had transpired in recent 

months, about the Farmer’s anger, and about how he was deserting her more and more.  

Seth’s eyes had grown wider with each word of the Wife’s story.  His saliva dripped to the 

floor with increasing frequency as the session went on. 

“Do you think that you can help me?” the Wife pleaded.  “I so much would like to 

come up with a way to rid myself of my husband.  He has become so difficult to live with.  

As long as I have his money, I can hire workers to come and do the chores necessary to keep 

the farm running.  That way dear sweet April and I—and all of you animals—can stay on 

the farm we all love so much.” 

What the Wife did not tell Seth was that she had no intention of remaining on the 

farm.  Once the Farmer was gone, she was going to take April and all of the gold coins that 
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her husband had saved and move to town to live with her parents.  She would sell the farm 

and live comfortably off the profit. 

After giving the whole situation some thought, Seth answered the Wife.  “I will help 

you.  Here is what I want you to do.”  Seth then explained to the Wife his plans for getting 

rid of her husband.  The Wife was so grateful that she could hardly contain herself. She 

immediately set about putting the plan into motion. 

What Seth had not told the Wife is that he wanted all of the gold coins for 

himself.  He also wanted control of the farm and all of the animals.  But he would wait 

before he let anyone know his ambitions.  First he needed to get the Wife committed to 

the scheme and to a point where there was no turning back.  “Patience,” he told himself 

as the Farmer’s Wife moved her large self back to the farm house.  “Patience.” 

 

Part of the plan involved April and took advantage of the girl’s deep affection and 

loyalty towards the farm animals.  One day after school, the Farmer’s Wife planted the 

seed from which the whole plan would grow.  She called April up to her bedroom. 

“Dearest April—I have some most dreadful news with which I must speak to 

you.  I know that you love your father and that he dearly loves you, but he just hasn’t 

been himself lately.  And I know that you love the animals on this farm just as much.  

That is why I must tell you that you father plans to sell Lilly the Cow, Ryan the Goat, and 

Schwartz the Pig.  He also told me that he is going to kill Callie the Chicken and Sarah 

the Turkey so that we might have enough food to eat.” 
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“No, Mother!  This cannot be!  Father loves the animals just as much as I!” 

“I am sorry, my darling.  I know that this is hard for you.  The other day, Seth the 

Dog told me that he had overheard your father making arrangements to sell Lilly the 

Cow, Ryan the Goat, and Schwartz the Pig.  Later, he said he saw your father behind the 

barn sharpening his axe.”  And so the Wife’s work had begun. 

 

During the next month there was much secret activity.  Seth’s selfish interests, 

along the constant urging by the Farmer’s Wife, had given him the incentive he needed to 

begin his work on the other farm animals.  He told them the same story that the Wife had 

told April.  Soon, the whole farm was buzzing with rumors and everyone was gossiping.  

Everyone, of course, except the Farmer.  He could sense something was going on, but he 

wasn’t quite sure what it was.  All of the animals seemed to be avoiding him and April 

was less and less talkative and playful around him. 

Seth and the Wife continued to meet secretly, but most of the work of devising a 

plan to rid themselves of the Farmer fell to Seth.  He, after all, was more cunning and 

clever than the Farmer’s Wife and, for that matter, any of the other animals who had 

decided to help in the demise of the Farmer. 

Seth’s plan called for a large pit to be dug somewhere on the farm.  The pit would 

be covered up.  The Farmer would be tricked into going to where the pit was so that he 

would fall in.  If the pit was deep enough and its walls sheer enough, he would not be 

able to get out without assistance.  Seth would be there to provide that assistance, but 
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only after the Farmer signed over everything to him.  Of course, Seth told the Wife that 

he was going to have the Farmer sign everything over to her.  Seth coerced the Wife into 

getting two men from town to dig the pit under cover of darkness. 

Late one night after twilight had faded into darkness, Seth, some of the barnyard 

animals, and the two men went to the place where the pit was to be dug.  Hoping the full 

moon would shed enough light for them to see, the men began their work. 

At first the ground was soft due to years of dried corn stalks slowly decomposing 

and the digging was easy.  When the tarp that was laid next to the growing depression 

was full of dirt, several of the animals grabbed its corners and dragged it to the nearby 

woods to dump it.  As the hole grew deeper, the work became harder and the light from 

the setting moon dimmer. 

The digging and moving of dirt went on for six nights.  Finally, when the pit was 

twelve feet deep, Seth called a halt. 

“I hope that it is deep enough,” Lilly the Cow. 

“It will have to be,” responded Seth.  “Now you animals go gather brush, tree 

branches, and any other camouflage you can find so that the men can cover the hole.” 

The animals soon collected enough foliage in the nearby woods, brought their 

harvest back to the pit, and then assisted the men in covering it.  Their work finished just 

as the stars began to disappear from the night sky.  The birds had started their morning 

chatter when everyone stood back and marveled at their masterpiece.  All of them were 

glad that the project was done and grateful for the help they received from the two men. 
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The next day Seth put the second part of his plan into action.  The mangy dog 

knew that farmers feared four things when it came to their crops—drought, blight, fire, 

and insects.  He had figured that if he struck the Farmer where he was most vulnerable, 

he could lure him to the trap.  Seth had told the Wife just what to say. 

“Dear Husband,” she said to the Farmer as he readied himself to go to the fields 

early the next morning.  “The animals told April late yesterday that the stream that runs 

through the southwest corner of our farm has suddenly gone dry.” 

The Farmer’s ears perked up.  The stream was not only used to irrigate the crops, 

but it was a source of drinking water for the animals.  “I don’t see how that could be!  

I just checked it three days ago.  But I will check it first thing, nonetheless.” 

Off the Farmer went to the designated corner of the farm.  There was a well-

trodden path that he always followed.  Seth counted on the Farmer taking this path and 

had placed the pit squarely in the middle of the path, just around a bend where the path 

enters a grove of elm trees. 

As the Farmer hurried along the path, his mind was on all of the chores he had 

planned for the day.  He was slightly agitated that he had to take valuable time away from 

his jobs to investigate the stream.  He wasn’t paying any attention to the ground in front 

of him as he rounded the bend.  Just before he entered the trees, his foot stepped on the 

delicate branches that covered the pit.  As his weight transferred to his forward foot, the 

covering gave way and the Farmer fell into the pit the animals had prepared for him. 
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At first, he lay there in the dark trying to figure out what had happened.  Then he 

checked himself to see if he was injured.  Once he had determined that he was only 

bruised, he stood up to assess his situation. 

Not surprisingly, his first question was who had done this and why?  He wasn’t 

going to know the answer to his questions standing in the bottom of a very large damp 

hole.  He inspected the walls for footholds or handholds and found that there weren’t 

any.  The opening in the earth had been fashioned such that the walls were completely 

smooth.  To make matters worse, the walls slanted upwards, making climbing out 

incredibly difficult.  His only chance of getting out was to wait for someone to come 

looking for him.  And wait he did.  The Farmer waited for more than half a day until 

someone happened by. 

“Well, now.  It seems as though you have had a most unfortunate accident,” 

chided Seth the Dog, looking down into the pit. 

The whining voice startled the Farmer.  He looked up at the circle of animals eyes 

peering down at him.  “Get me out of here now!” he yelled. 

“Not so fast, my dear Farmer.  We must have patience.” 

“Whatever are you talking about?” vented a very angry Farmer. 

“I am talking about the price for our assisting you in your effort to gain your 

freedom,” replied the Dog.  Saliva dripped from the corner of his mouth as he savored the 

success of his plan. 

“And what would a mangy mutt such as yourself possibly want?  Extra bones to 

chew on?” 
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“Not at all, my good Farmer.  I have here a legally binding contract that says you 

will turn over to me the deed for the farm and its contents, as well as one hundred pieces 

of gold,” gloated Seth. 

“What?  That’s outrageous!  I will never give you any of that!” glared the Farmer 

from the darkness of the pit. 

“I am sorry that you feel that way.  You see, if we leave you here, you will surely 

die.  Then the farm will go to your charming Wife, who will have little choice but to rely 

on my wise counsel to run the farm.  But more importantly, if you die, you will never 

again see your lovely daughter, April.” 

The Farmer reached for the wall and made several vain attempts to scale the side 

of the pit.  He returned to the center of the pit feeling utterly helpless.  The thought of his 

Wife controlling the farm was distasteful enough, but the thought of never seeing April 

again brought a pain to his heart he had never known before.  Several more failed 

attempts to find a way out finally convinced him that he must consider the offer.  “For 

you, April,” he whispered reluctantly.  “I do this for you.” 

“All right.  Send down your contract, Dog,” said the Farmer.  “You have tricked 

me into signing it.  So that I might see my daughter again, I will sign it.” 

“A wise choice, friend Farmer,” replied the conniving canine.  Seth knew that 

even as the Farmer was signing the contract, his Wife was safely on her way into town to 

live with her parents, taking April and the contents of their home with them.  The Dog 

also knew that the Wife had no intention of letting the Farmer see his beloved daughter 
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ever again.  But Seth had found the Farmer to be a man of his word and expected as much 

from others.  This was to be the Farmer’s downfall. 

The Farmer received the contract at the end of a long piece of twine that was 

lowered just far enough so that he could retrieve the legal agreement.  A pen had been 

conveniently provided.  He quickly read through the contract that had been carefully 

written out in long hand, detailing the passage of ownership of the farm and its contents 

from the Farmer to the Dog.  It also had a cleverly framed clause that stated that he freely 

and voluntarily made the transaction and that he was not under any duress to do so.  It 

churned his stomach.  All that for which he had worked, gone.  What would his 

grandparents have thought?  Then he thought of April, again.  He had no choice.  With a 

deep sigh, he scrawled out his name at the bottom of the agreement. 

As soon as the pen left the paper, Seth grinned with a disgusting gleam in his 

loathsome eyes.  He had successfully completed his plan. 

“Go ahead and lower the rope, my fellow distinguished animals.  Pull up our dear 

Farmer and escort him to the house so that he can gather up his belongings,” ordered 

Seth. 

When the Farmer was standing squarely in front of him, the Dog said, “I remind 

you that our agreement calls for you to be off the farm by sundown and that you may take 

only what you can carry or place in your wagon—assuming, that is, that you can find an 

animal willing to pull it.” 

The Farmer felt an urge to strike the miserable creature, thought better of it, and 

then turned to go back up the path towards the farmhouse.  His heart was heavy and 
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burned with an anger for the swindler that caused any of his previous anger towards his 

Wife to pale in comparison. 

What greeted the Farmer when he arrived at the old farmhouse was even more 

devastating than the loss of his precious farm to the Dog.  In the span of the several hours 

he had spent in the bottom of the cursed pit, his Wife had cleaned out the farmhouse, 

taken April, and departed.  What remained were only a few family heirlooms left to him 

by his grandparents.  A note was carefully perched on the kitchen table.  The small piece 

of paper contained only a few sentences: 

“Dearest Husband— 

“I am sorry that things had to end like this.  What a shame.  If only you had loved 

me more.  I wish that I could have the old Farmer that I married back again.  

Good luck in life.  You will need it.”  The note was signed “Your Dear Wife.” 

The Farmer let out a cry that was heard in all corners of the farm.  The pain he felt 

from having lost everything was more that he had ever known. 

 

But what the Farmer had not been privy to were the events that occurred while he 

was waiting for someone to find him at the bottom of the pit. 

Not long after the Farmer left to inspect the report of the dry creek bed and fallen 

prey to the trap set out for him, Seth appeared at the front door of the Farmer’s residence 

along with his possé of animals.  Several loud barks brought the Wife to the front porch. 
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“It is done, my dear Farmer’s Wife.  Your husband has fallen victim to our 

ingenious plan.  Shortly, his signature will conclude our scheme and we will be able to go 

about our respective lives.” 

“Oh, Seth.  You are a master!  Thank you, thank you.  How can I ever repay 

you?” said the Wife with a smile. 

“Well—now that you mention it—my services do come with a price.  And since 

I have delivered all I said I would, I believe that I am quite deserving of adequate 

compensation,” the Dog stated presumptuously.  “One hundred pieces of gold is my 

price.  Pay me now and be on your way.  Refuse me, and I will deny you the services of 

Eric the Horse, who has kindly agreed to pull your wagon to town.” 

“That is a very steep price,” protested the large woman.  “That leaves poor April 

and I with barely enough to live on—that is, of course, until I receive the proceeds of the 

farm following its sale.” 

“That is my price, my dear lady.  Take it or leave it.” 

“Well,” said the Wife, “my parents will just have to help us for the time being.  

Let me go and get the gold.”  The Wife disappeared inside the house and quickly returned 

with a small leather pouch that contained the requested one hundred pieces of gold.  As 

she placed the bag on the top step, she inquired, “You will see to the sale of the farm and 

the transfer of funds to me in town, won’t you?” 

“You can trust me, my good woman.  Consider it done.  Now hurry and pack.  

I will return at noon to make certain you have finished before I go and get the Farmer’s 

signature on the agreement turning over the property to you.  Run along.” 
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As Seth heard the screen door slam, he privately congratulated himself.  “What a 

brilliant plan!  What a brilliant Dog I am!” he thought. 

Once inside, the Wife saw April standing in the middle of the living room.  She 

had been crying.  “What is going on?  Something is wrong, isn’t it?” 

“Yes, my precious child,” said April’s mother.  “Seth was just here to tell us that 

something terribly awful has happened to your Daddy.  You see, he fell into a very deep 

pit and is—well—he is dead.” 

April could not believe her ears!  “No, Mommy, no!  There must be some 

mistake!”  April screamed. 

“And now, my dear daughter, we must pack up our things and go into town to 

stay with Grandma and Pappy,” said the Wife in an unsympathetic voice.  “We need their 

help right now.” 

“But why, Mommy?  What about Daddy?  What about all of my animal friends?  

What about Lilly?” wailed April.  This was too much for her to absorb all at once. 

The Wife responded point by point.  “Your Daddy is gone and Seth tells me that 

there is nothing we can do to get him back.  As for your friends, they must stay here on 

the farm.  Maybe we could visit them once in a while.  Perhaps, if Lilly agrees, she might 

come with us.  No promises, you understand?  Now go along—start packing up your 

belongings.  We leave at lunch time.”  And with that, April’s mother bent over and 

started gathering up things and putting them in a large oak trunk. 

At noon, Seth and many of the animals went to the house to bid April and the 

Wife farewell.  A large open wagon sat parallel to the front porch and was full of the 
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family’s furniture, linens, clothes, kitchen utensils, and personal belongings.  The Wife 

had been anticipating this day for quire some time and had been packing in secret a little 

bit every day while her dutiful husband worked in the fields. 

As Lilly the Cow approached the house, April ran down to meet her, crying the 

entire way.  She threw her short arms around Lilly’s neck and sobbed. 

“I don’t believe that my Daddy is gone!  I don’t believe it!  And now my Mommy 

is making me move away from all of the things I love!  How will I make new friends?” 

“Now, April,” mooed Lilly, “we must settle down.  Your mother knows what’s 

best for you.  I understand that you are upset at the loss of your father.  It is only natural 

to feel pain inside when you lose someone special.  From what I hear, you are moving to 

be with your grandmother and grandfather.  I know that they love you very much.  And 

you will find new friends.  Children always do.” 

“Will you come with us?  Oh, please, please, please!” begged April. 

“Yes, I will come with you.  My usefulness on the farm is over, anyway.  With no 

one to milk me every day, I don’t serve much purpose,” Lilly sighed.  “Come, let’s go 

back up to the house and you can tie me up to the rear of the wagon. 

“Oh, thank you, thank you, thank you!” exclaimed April with a hint of a smile. 

Once all of the preparations were complete and April and the Wife had climbed 

aboard, the two horses struggled to get the loaded wagon and its cargo into motion.  Lilly 

followed behind with her clanging bell marking off the cadence. 
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April peered back over the pile of belongings and watched the farm disappear.  

The sight of the only home she had ever known fading through the trees was more than 

she could stand.  She burst out in tears again. 

 

Just before sunset, the Farmer finished packing up what possessions he could carry 

and set off down the road that lead away from the farm.  Once he had gone, Seth dismissed 

the animals, granting them leave to go and do as they pleased.  The Dog then counted his 

gold coins and thought about how much more gold he would have when he sold the farm 

and its contents.  He laughed at how gullible the Wife was and how easily he had 

manipulated her.  The thought of even more gold coins made him salivate. 

And Seth knew just the type of buyer for whom he was looking.  A young father 

with a wife and child would do quite nicely.  He would set about finding his buyer in the 

morning.  “Enough hard work for one day,” thought the Dog.  He added his one hundred 

pieces of gold to a large canvas bag that he had dragged out of hiding earlier in the 

morning.  The bag was filled with countless pieces of the soft yellow metal.  You see, this 

was not the first time that Seth, the Clever Dog, had done this. 

 

“A false witness will perish, and whoever 
listens to him will be destroyed forever.” 

 
        Proverbs 21:28 
 
 


