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THE BOY AND THE WOLF

Rhoslyn, book three in The Ealdspell Cycle
By Jesikah Sundin

he boy crept into the night-darkened woods, careful to mask every boot step until he was
T no longer within earshot of the barracks. Only another five yards or so and he would be in

the clear. An owl hooted in a branch above him, and he eyed the bird’s all-seeing gaze while
quietly moving past.

The pack of food in the boy’s hands jostled against his leg. The scent of sliced roast beef,
apple carrot cake, oat bread, and boiled potatoes filled the night air around him. Thankfully, the
aroma didn’t alert the patrols. Slipping past those soldiers was always easy. Most spent their shift
smoking cigarettes and chatting away the night with their patrol partner. A few even found dark
corners to kiss their sweethearts who snuck onto the base at night—exactly what the boy had
done during one of his shifts. Well, several shifts. There was no better cure for boredom than the
adrenaline rush of clandestine kissing.

Especially because there was nothing really to guard except one’s own reckless behavior.

No one had invaded Myrefell in his lifetime. No one had attempted to take the king’s life
either.

Every day was one boring day after another. Endless days filled with drills. Required
obedience to one’s uppers. Physical pain for failing expectations of military precision.
Assignments to battlefields soaked with so much blood the trenches gashed the land in a
putrefying wound that would never heal. What exactly was there to live for save one’s pursuits of
pleasure? If not for fleeting moments of feeling something other than an abyss of apathy and
animosity—the only two prided emotions at Myrefell—the boy would drown himself in drink.
There was still time for that if the king continued to clip his angry wings.

Truly, there was an art form to striding through life in blasé disdain—caring for nothing
to the point of despondency while caring so much that every word and thought sank their sharp
teeth into one’s carefully formed thick skin.

He peered over his shoulder, relieved when he could no longer see the barracks. Sneaking
away from his platoon was much harder than the patrols. The cots creaked and footsteps, no
matter how soft, echoed in the brick building. Even if a fellow soldier saw him leave, they wouldn’t
report him to a commanding officer. Or worse, the king—his father. But not a guarantee that
they wouldn’t delight in seeing him brought low.

He did them.
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The boy had no delusions they kept silent out of any sense of loyalty, though. Tearing
down one another for promotion and favor was a daily game at Myrefell. Even if one’s target was
a prince. But he made sure he was feared by all the young men while remaining an object of desire
to all the young women. The latter being a continual thorn in his father’s side.

The boy’s free hand curled into a fist and he ground his teeth.

He would continue to be a thorn too.

Yesterday, his father had reprimanded him before an assembly with new rules: now that
his third-born son was well within his sixteenth year, he was to refrain from dance halls or from
speaking to any village girl who wandered onto Myrefell’s military base.

Kissing wasn’t speaking, he would point out if caught again. The poor girl was mortified
when his commanding officer found them behind the trees while he was on duty. She would
recover. He, however, never would.

His brothers had no such restrictions, not even his younger brother who was despised by
his family. They each could do as they pleased with whomever they pleased. But he had been
betrothed at the age of four to Maeline Kadelaryn Wyndham, the princess of the western realm
of Avenbury.

To an elf.

A creature.

And all to secure a trade agreement for cotton.

As the third-born, he was expendable. A prince who would never become king. He was
destined to either die in his father’s war. Or die from the humiliation of being sold off as the
crown’s property to the highest bidder.

Betrothals were archaic. Though his father’s method was far more barbaric.

Queen Loriette Chalamet of Aurelienne, his mother, was stolen from her bed in the
middle of the night. She was then forced into wedlock with the King of Clifstin as a power move
to reclaim a throne that once belonged to his father’s family—the House of Beausoleil. The once
revered Realm of Gold’s Sun Kings. Her brothers were killed right before her eyes, only her sister
spared—to become a back-up should the Queen of Aurelienne disappoint her new husband.

The king disgusted the boy.

Everything about this situation disgusted the boy.

Anelf.

He was to marry an elf.

An inhuman race his realm loathed. A girl he wouldn’t meet until their wedding day when
he was twenty-two and she eighteen.

Even more infuriating, he was promised to a girl nobody had seen since she was two days
old. The princess was hidden away after a faerie attempted to kill her as an honor price to satisfy
amarriage law the Queen of Avenbury had willfully broken to marry a Diinzlven warrior in secret
instead of wedding the human prince from a neighboring realm that Avenbury’s high council had
selected.
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The same high council of elder faeries who had selected him for their princess.

How could his father ask him to produce heirs with a creature?

And hold him to a betrothal when one of the parties was basically missing?

The boy hated elves. He hated their cousins, the dwarves, even more. Really, he hated all
faeries. They were conniving, soulless, self-serving beasts. If he was sold off to the fae like a prized
bull for the cotton used in Clifstan’s military uniforms, then he would enjoy as many girls as he
wanted. He would keep as many mistresses as he wanted after the wedding too.

And he wanted her, the village girl he had met in the woods. The girl who made him feel
things he had never experienced before, namely happiness. An aliveness he had craved for what
felt like most of his life. They easily talked for hours, laughed too. There was something about the
whimsical way she spoke that held his heart.

A small smile softened the edges of his mouth.

The moon silvered the rustling leaves above his head and lit the well-worn path toward a
mock-battle site. But he would continue past the practice trenches toward Lake Hrolfr, the lake
of wolves, to an old dock where he was to meet the village girl. Two months ago, she and her
family had moved to Clifstin from Aurelienne. A brave move by her family to settle in enemy
lands and so close to the fortress, though he had never met them. Or heard others talk about
them. Strange, but he was too captivated by her to truly care.

Four weeks back, while wandering the woods on horseback to escape the barracks, he saw
herand...

His heart had stopped.

Then beat with the sweetest desire, one he hadn’t tasted until that moment.

She was, undoubtedly, the most beautiful young woman he had ever met. Long golden-
brown hair fell to mid-back in gentle waves. Deep green eyes framed in dark lashes. A figure that
haunted his dreams. Laughter that made him genuinely smile. A playful mind that disarmed his.
An unspoken promise of a future, one where he wasn’t a military prince and she wasn’t his
enemy. The simple, happy life she offered him had become an insatiable craving that hollowed
out the rot in his chest.

He was no stranger to girls. But she kept him at arm’s length—a siren’s call to his ego. He
enjoyed the hunt, the chase. The building tension. But, unlike most girls, she didn’t throw herself
at him for the thrill of being with a prince. Though, she didn’t know he was a prince. Since she
was Aurelienne, he kept that part secret.

The boy knew he was stupid. He not only stole rationed food from the mess hall this night,
but secretly meeting with the enemy was an act of treason. A prince shouldn’t chase after a
possible Aurelienne spy. Genius really, to send a woman, if she were indeed a spy. Especially a
young woman as unnaturally beautiful as she.

Still, fool that he was, tonight he would convince her to finally kiss him—

A low growl rumbled from the brush beside him. The boy stilled; the hairs on his arms
stood on end. He slowly backed up a couple of steps, nearly losing his balance when his boot rolled
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over a loose rock. Normally, he was armed with a rifle, a pistol, and several knives. But weapons
were stored in locked closets every night by a squad leader. Wouldn’t want soldiers killing each
other under the cloak of darkness and in cold blood to advance one’s career. Ridiculous. They
were all going to die in the trenches anyway.

Yellow eyes reflected in a shaft of moonlight and locked onto his. The boy’s pulse kicked
into a gallop. He needed to run. Grab a stick. Anything than stand frozen with mouth agape. Only
one monster roamed these woods—Ulfar. Wolves. And if there was one, there were more. The
crunching sound of paws on winter-brittled leaves grew louder. And then a large gray wolf
emerged from the underbrush. Its lips curled back in a snarl. But those yellow eyes were no longer
fixed on him. An object behind the boy held the wolf’s entire bristled attention.

The boy didn’t move.

He wasn’t sure if he were still breathing either.

What was behind him?

Perhaps this wolf wanted food.

Slowly, the boy lifted the pack and opened the tie. But before he could reach in and grab a
slice of roast beef, the wolf lay at his feet and rested his head on one of his boots and whimpered.

Once again, the boy didn’t move.

Was the wolf sick? He didn’t seem to be.

Animals were attracted to his younger brother who had the Sight. They spoke to him too.
The boy blew out a slow breath. Florian was the best thing that ever happened to him and the
worst. And an eternal source of embarrassment for their family. But him? Not once in his sixteen
years had an animal, especially a predatory animal, approached him. Nor submitted to him
without provocation.

Well, that was not entirely true. On his twelfth birthday, he encountered a wild Aurelienne
horse near the border. All muscle and feral and striking. The black stallion possessed an
unfettered spirit he was desperate to know and also contain. A gorgeous horse that seemed made
just for him. The guards captured the beast and he had worked every free moment he had with
the war horse trainer to break in Loring, the name he gave the stallion. A name that meant
“famous in battle” in Clifstanian. Until the girl, Loring was his only source of happiness.

Winter skies, to race across open fields on a wild horse was exhilarating. Motorbikes were
fun too, but just not the same.

The wolf lifted its head to peer at him and the boy swallowed thickly. Taming a wolf was
probably no different than taming a wild horse.

“There you are!” the girl’s voice called out from the trees behind where he stood. “I thought
you would not come.”

The wolf jumped to its feet and snarled again.

“Fayette, ne bouge pas! Il y a un loup.” he replied in Aurelienne—Fayette, don’t move.
There’s a wolf. The girl didn’t speak a lick of Clifstinian yet. She also didn’t listen to his
instructions.
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“I'm not afraid of a big bad wolf,” she said in that whimsical tone of hers, a humored tilt
to her lips. A response directed at him, he realized. Was she teasing him?

The wolf's hackles spiked along its back and its growl deepened. Why did the wolf feel
threatened by her but not him?

A rush of heat moved through the boy, a sudden woozy feeling he couldn’t explain as his
muscles tensed. The wolf locked eyes with him as he bared his teeth at the beast. The sound of his
own snarling snapped him out of whatever trance he was just in. What was happening? He didn’t
remember moving in front of the girl either.

The wolf backed up and sat, its head down.

Fayette giggled while lowering the cloak of her hood. “She thinks you're her alpha.”

“Hmm,” the boy murmured, more in anxious thought than in reply. Then he fully looked
at the young woman at his side, the hair on his arms rising once more. “Why are you not afraid
of wolves?” If there were not a real wolf in their company and he had not snarled in warning, he
would twist his words into something flirtatious. But his heart was pounding too hard to think
straight. His hands were growing clammy too.

The boy’s gaze darted around the woods. Placing one’s entire attention onto a single wolf
felt like a trap. Wolves hunted in packs.

The girl tilted her head. “Why should I fear when she recognizes her place before you,
monsieur? She will not attack unless you command her so.”

“Her place?” The boy laughed then. Fayette had lost her mind.

She twisted to face him, her green eyes intense in the silvered light. “Oui, boy named ‘split
crown.”

The boy sucked in a quiet breath at her unwitting implications.

His full name translated to “little wolf of the split crown, the protector.” Though, she
didn’t know his first or last name, only his middle—Fentienne. Split crown.

“In the Spired Hills,” the girl continued, “there are golden-eyed mortals with no line of
separation between man and wolf. Many who still roam the halls of Palais d’Aurélie.”

The Golden Palace. He had seen it once during a campaign in the Spired Hills earlier this
year.

“Démons, the locals call them,” she continued. “Beasts.”

The boy eyed the beast before him, his brows pushing together. Fayette had indeed lost
her mind. Maybe. His family had descended from an imperial line in Dreglind—an ancient
bloodline of dragon shifters. The dragon blood in his veins, however, was weak at best. He was
human, nothing more. The idea of being something other curdled his stomach.

Still, perhaps wolf shifters existed once upon a time too.

Still, that didn’t explain this situation.

“Don’t believe me, monsieur?” She taunted with a huff. “Fine. Tell her to shoo.”

Fayette laid a hand on his arm, smiling when the wolf sprang to her feet and growled. This
beast really didn’t like this girl and she really didn’t care. She was a strange one, Fayette. But gods
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she was beautiful. The kind that made any good sense he possessed fall to his knees before her
and beg for mercy. Remembering his real reason for being in the woods, he decided to give her
advice a try.

“Go,” the boy growled back. When the wolf didn’t move, he risked being heard by the
patrol and raised his voice, quietly shouting, “Go!”

The wolf’s yellow eyes landed on him once more and held his intense stare for several
erratic heartbeats. Then, to his surprise, the beast dipped her head before reluctantly loping back
into the underbrush.

What the hell?

“Told you.” The girl leaned her head on his shoulder and quietly laughed. But the boy was
too spooked to comment. “Come Fenti,” she said, using her nickname for him, and grabbed his
hand. “We don’t have all night.”

No, they certainly did not.

“Did you bring me food?” she asked as they walked hand-in-hand toward the lake.

He eyed the brush along the trail to see if the wolf—or its pack—followed before meeting
her waiting gaze. That strange rush of heat was still buzzing around his head.

“Oul,” he answered simply. Lifting her hand to his lips, he softly kissed her knuckles. “For
you and your family, if you choose to share.”

Immigrants from Aurelienne would not have the same access to food as native-born
families. They didn’t deserve to eat his realm’s food anyway. Let them starve. Less mouths to
worry about in a land torn by war. But she was different. Since the moment he stumbled upon
her by the lake a month prior, he couldn’t get her out of his head. Not even kissing other girls
satisfied the feverish longings pumping wildly through his heart.

The frayed, rough spun dress clung to her pleasing curves. An ankle length dress with a
fitted bodice in the peasant style of her homeland, which was distastefully old fashioned
compared to his own. Clifstin was years, perhaps centuries, ahead of Aurelienne—in dress,
customs, and technology. They didn’t even have radios or record players and used front loading
muskets fitted with bayonets, unlike the bolt action or automatic rifles the boy used. They still
used horse drawn carriages too. The boy couldn’t imagine, too enamored with the motorbikes
and flying machines of Myrefell. Did the technology of his realm frighten her?

She never seemed frightened, though. Not even of wolves.

His brow furrowed once more.

Fayette unlaced their fingers and fell back against an oak tree to gaze at him beneath
lowered lashes. “How is it you speak perfect Aurelienne, monsieur?”

“Towoo Aurelienne girls, mademoiselle.” He lifted a corner of his mouth in a devilish grin.
“Is it working?”

“Say something romantic and I will let you know.”

Casually, he dropped the pack of food to the forest floor and stepped toward her.
Mesmerized by the way her chest rose and fell with every breath, her porcelain complexion
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dusted in moonlight, how the breeze danced through strands of herlong hair, he placed his hands
on the trunk on either side her face and slowly met her waiting gaze. “Tu es plus belle que les
éroiles dans le ciel” Her breath quietly hitched at his confession—you are more beautiful than
the stars in the sky. Satisfied, he leaned in closer and whispered, “Embrasse-mo1.”

“Kiss you?” She turned her head toward her shoulder, more of a flirtatious gesture than
demure. “When your beautiful eyes look at me so, it is hard to resist your charms.”

His eyes ... a golden amber color courtesy of his mother. Eyes eerily like the wolf’s.

The thrumming pulse behind his ribs accelerated once more. Was the wolf still nearby?
Others in its pack?

“Fentienne,” the girl whispered. “Why do you move away?”

His gaze skimmed through the trees, then he turned his attentions back to her with a lazy
smile. “Better to see you with my beautiful eyes from this angle.”

“If I am to kiss you, though, you must close those golden Aurelienne eyes of yours.”

“So, my charms are working . . .”

Fayette giggled. “I have long waited for this moment, monsieur.”

“Hmm.” He lifted a single brow. “How long? Tell me.”

She grinned. “If I kiss you, what will you give me in return?”

The boy returned his hands to the trunk beside her face and whispered in her ear, “I will
perform any pleasure you desire.”

“And if I want a pleasure owed in the future instead of now?”

“Yes,” he whispered, leaning back to see her face.

“Any pleasure?”

He bit his bottom lip suggestively. “Anything.”

“Say it, Fentienne,” she whispered back. “I want to hear your promise to me.”

“I promise, Fayette,” he began, cupping her cheek. “If you kiss me, I will perform any
pleasure you desire whenever you so choose in the future.”

Her smile widened, a strangely wicked look. But it only added to her allure. Skies, she was
beautiful in ways he never knew girls could be. He would invade his own realm in her name, if
she asked him.

“Close your eyes, Adalwolf Fentienne Halivaard.”

He obeyed, too besotted to notice that she had used his full name, one he had never
introduced to her. Then her lips were on his and he was dying a thousand deaths at once. This
was not a kiss of innocence either. She had clearly kissed other boys before. A moan escaped him
with the soft feel of her body against his. Needing her even closer, his hand slid down her back to
press every curved inch of her flush to every tortured inch of him—

A growl punctured the moonstruck stillness around him. Swearing, Adalwolf Fentienne
broke away from the kiss and moved to cover Fayette with his body. Blood pumped in a frenzy
rhythm through his veins. The gray wolf growled louder and the girl laughed. Adrenaline shot
through the boy and his muscles braced for a fight.
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Everything happened quickly.

The wolf’s large body barreling into his and knocking him to the ground.

The girl’s laughter growing more satisfied.

Adalwolf Fentienne grabbed the wolf around the neck and tried to roll the beast off him.
But the wolf was quicker. Before the boy could jump to his feet, the wolf had pounced on Fayette.

She didn’t even scream.

Instead, her laugh grew wilder.

Light flashed around her body and the wolf flew back, hit a tree, and landed with a
whimpering roll.

“What in the . ..” The boy’s eyes grew large and his mouth fell open. A misty light fogged
around the girl in a swirl of leaves. Adalwolf’s heart lodged in his throat and he stumbled back.
“Fayette?”

The light faded into the night and an elf in a long midnight blue dress stood before him
with pointed ears sticking out from her waist-length chestnut hair. Rose colored eyes settled on
him and a wicked smile curved her mouth. The wolf remained in a heap on the forest floor
whimpering. The boy darted his gaze around the woods, to every moving shadow and shift of
light.

“Prince,” the elf said in a seductive tone.

“Where is Fayette?” he demanded.

She laughed. “Men are so easily fooled by a beautiful woman.”

Horror tightened the muscles around his ribs. Then pain throbbed in his chest. A heavy
ache that stole his breath followed by a hellfire of fury.

Fayette—“little faerie” in Aurelienne.

He was an idiot. How had he not considered the possibility? Though, he knew why. Fayette
was a common name in Aurelienne for mortal girls his age, from when it was fashionable to
mimic the elves in Gabaston. An easy ploy. And she had tricked him. For a promised owed at her
choosing in the future. One that would bring her pleasure.

Disgust wormed in his gut.

But hatred ...

Hatred unlike another other burned hot.

He was taught to hate the elves and dwarves. But this hate was different. This hate was
earned.

“I risked accusations of treason for you,” he seethed.

She blinked prettily at him. “You believed yourself in love? I am touched.”

“You're touched?” Another panging ache ripped through him. “For Fayette, I would have
been stripped of my crown, disowned by my family. Perhaps even executed.”

“You were in love.”

He dragged in a ragged breath. “Is Fayette even a real girl?”
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“Oul, prince,” the faerie replied in his mother’s tongue and he felt the fury stoke hotter.
“Until she died in Gabaston during one of Clifstan’s attacks. The campaign you were in, actually.”

He flinched.

“Did you not realize girls like Fayette die in your war?” She tsked. “I made sure she didn’t
suffer much in the end.”

“What is your real name?” the boy asked in a low growl.

She smiled a feline grin, her small canines glinting in the silvered light. “Addien, Your
Highness.”

Her name meant “beautiful” in runic. Of course, it did.

“Why me and not my older brothers who could grant you power and wealth?” he asked
next. “What do I possibly have to offer you?”

“Revenge.” She stepped toward him and he stepped back. “A law broken must be paid. And
since my queen hid away your betrothed, I have only you to play with. I bided my time while I
watched you grow into manhood. You are a beautiful creature, Fenti. I did so enjoy making you
fall in love with the enemy. I may still yet seduce you properly and make you mine.” The boy
fought back the bile creeping up his throat. “Do not look so forlorn, prince.”

Adalwolf’s fists clenched at his sides and his eyes narrowed into slits. “You will not address
me. In fact, do not even look at me, you disgusting filth of existence.”

“The next time I see you—"

“—if you even dare show your face to me again, I will—”

“What prince?” She tilted her head in mock curiosity. “What could a mortal man possibly
do to a faerie as old and powerful as I?”

He didn’t have an answer for her. And not having an answer sent a fresh wave of rage to
flame through his already white-hot pulse. A muscle jumped along his jaw. She had stolen his
hope, his happiness. Not just stolen—poisoned it all. Addien wanted to treat him as though a
plaything she could toy with and discard? All for her own twisted sense of honor and amusement?
Then he could do the same.

The boy relaxed his body, his eyes slowly trailing up her body.

“What I could do?” His gaze flicked to hers. “I find much pleasure in suffering. The
suffering of faeries most of all.” This time he stepped toward her, each movement slow and
predatory, an arrogant curl to his lips. “I would gladly create reasons for the crown to enslave all
fae, not just the dwarves. Oh the things I could do to you as my slave.” He ended with a bitter
laugh. “For revenge, naturally. You understand how these things work.”

She stepped toward him, her movements sensual and equally as predatory. Desire burned
in her rose-colored eyes as wavy, dark brown strands fluttered across his face in the breeze.
“Marry me instead of the princess.”

“I'would rather die!” he spat.

“We could wield so much power together, beastling.”

“You are the abomination, creature.”
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She laughed, entirely delighted by his fury. “Oh, prince. You have no idea, do you?”

He stilled and the hair rose on his arms once again. “Leave.”

“Yes, my love,” she purred. “You owe me a pleasure of my choosing, Adalwolf Fentienne
Halivaard. We will see each other again.”

Then the elf disappeared in a glittering fog of mist.

Holding in the scream scorching his gut, the boy kicked at the dead leaves, then hissed
swear word after swear word, his entire body shaking with rage. Not even the silent darkness of
the forest soothed his anger. A faerie trick, all of it. Even his swelling feelings for Fayette were
manufactured. All his happiness. ..

He was now beholden to two elves.

Like hell he was.

Conniving, soulless, self-serving beasts. Every single one of them.

The boy faced Myrefell, his chest heaving furiously. The wolf beside him whimpered and
his shoulders deflated a notch. He hesitated a few seconds, taking in the surrounding forest once
more, then knelt beside the wolf on tremoring legs. “Thank you,” he said through clenched teeth.
Besides Loring, animals held little meaning to him. But the wolf had tried to protect him. Why
him? It made absolutely no sense. And still no pack arrived. “A lone wolf, are you?” he quietly
asked. In many ways, he felt like one too. The only Halivaard prince of four who was promised.

What had he done to make his father marry him off to an elf?

Perhaps if he finally earned his father’s favor, the king would dissolve the betrothal
contract.

Unlikely. But the quickly snapping single thread of hope he still possessed wanted to
believe there was an escape from this iron cage of misery. Something other than the blasé disdain
lacing every breath in his suffocating existence.

The wolf whimpered once more, as if sensing his grief, his betrayal. Cautiously, the boy
laid a trembling hand on the wolf’s back and stroked her fur. Adalwolf expected the animal to lash
out from its pain, all teeth and claws—like the wounded trapped animal he was—but the beast
only shuddered beneath his touch.

Beast.

The wolf pushed up to her feet. They studied one another; golden eyes locked in silent
communication. Of what? The boy didn’t know. But his carefully contained wildness, the feral
anger deep in his chest, the maddening desire to run free felt a serene kinship. After several long
heartbeats, the wolf dipped her head, like before, and then loped back into the woods.

The boy slowly rose and squared his shoulders. The woods closed in around him. He would
leave the bag of food as payment to the wolf. Then he pivoted about face and began marching
back toward the barracks, his heart growing more bitter and cruel with each step.

It would be six war-torn winters before he would see the unnaturally beautiful faerie
again. Six long winters before he finally understood how a mortal man could become more
beastly than the creatures he loathed.
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LA BELLE ET LA BETE

by Madame de Villeneuve, published in
The Young American and Marine Tales, 1743

She (the faerie) added that I had only to abandon myself to the delight with which the certainty
of becoming the husband of a powerful Fairy would naturally awaken. “Say, Prince,” she said to
me, “Do you not consent to give me your hand this moment?”

“No, Madame.”

“Gowretch!” she said to me. “Boast that you have refused my heart and my hand. It is my
pleasure that that you will remain an object of horror to yourself and to all who behold you.”
My occupation during the war, and the continual presence of my ancient ardorer, had
prevented me from informing the Queen of what had occurred.

I [a good faerie] was about to take the child out of the cradle in order to breathe life into it, but I
immediately conceived the idea of taking advantage of this melancholy event and substituted
my niece for the dead child. I lost no time in making the exchange.

The merchant’s family consisted of six boys and six girls.
Their house took fire; the account books, the notes, gold, and silver, were enveloped in this fatal
conflagration. In short, he suddenly fell into the most abject poverty. The youngest girl,
however, displayed greater perseverance and firmness in their common misfortune.
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- QUOTL

“He who makes a beast out of himself gets
rid of the pain of being a man.”
Dr. Seuss
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