
        
            
                
            
        

    
	The Wanderer and the Vixen

	 

	At the edge of an ancient forest, a man sat on a moss-covered stone.
The sunset painted the sky in gold and crimson, but his thoughts were heavy—like the shadows stretching beneath the trees, deep and impenetrable.

	He had traveled far.
But his heart had not grown any lighter.

	“What troubles you, Wanderer?”
A gentle voice rose from the underbrush.

	He looked up and saw a fox—her eyes glowing like liquid sapphire in the fading light.
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