Selling furs, son?" an old woman asked, peering at the teenage boy behind the booth's table. Used to people calling him that, Sabin Duvert nodded. The old woman began to stroke the pelts that Sabin's mother had so carefully laid out on the family's small table. Sabin studied her features carefully; she didn’t look like most of the other customers. She was dressed all in rough-cut dark robes, with wild, frizzy grey hair that fell to the small of her hunched back. One of her eyes was a pale milky color, obviously blind, and her mouth puckered in where she had lost many teeth. 

"These are very nice, boy. Where are they from?" the crone asked, bony fingers playing over a fox skin. 

"Outside of St. Laurent du Pont, ma'am," Sabin answered, always the polite young man. 

Suddenly, the woman snatched Sabin's wrist, twisting it painfully as she dragged him closer to her crumpled form. Short gasps wheezed through her shrunken mouth before she found the air to whisper, "St. Laurent du Pont? Not...not the woods, boy?" 

...To Be Continued...  
