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Prologue
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The wind howled through the narrow alleys of the village, carrying whispers of sorrow and regret. Beneath the dim glow of the lanterns, a young couple stood outside their crumbling cottage, their world packed into a single worn-out sack. The chill of the evening air seemed to seep through their bones, a constant reminder of everything they were leaving behind.

Elias stood with his head bowed, his eyes tracing the weathered earth beneath his feet. His fingers tightened around the strap of the heavy sack, the weight of their departure almost unbearable. He knew that once they left, there would be no coming back—not without paying a price.

Beside him, Margaret held their two-year-old daughter, Elena, close to her chest, her arms trembling as she shielded her child from the biting cold. The little one stirred in her sleep, unaware of the sacrifices her parents were making for her future.

“We’ve done everything we could, Margaret,” Elias whispered, his voice rough with emotion. “But it’s not enough. Master Alistair will come for us by sunrise, and we have no choice but to leave.”

Margaret’s eyes welled with tears, but she refused to let them fall. She glanced down at Elena’s innocent face, a pang of guilt twisting in her heart. She could never have imagined that their love, their dreams for a better life, would come to this.

Master Alistair had been kind at first—at least, that’s what they told themselves. A loan to help their small farm grow, a chance to give Elena a brighter future. But kindness had its price. Alistair was a man who knew the power of money and land. As the months passed and the debt grew, their hopes had faded like the setting sun, replaced by fear and humiliation.

They had begged, worked themselves to the bone, but every coin earned only seemed to dig them deeper into the hole of their obligations. They were nothing more than pawns in the game of the wealthy. And now, their only way out was to vanish in the night.

Margaret pressed her lips to Elena’s forehead, whispering a prayer to the wind, hoping that somehow, this decision would lead them to a better life.

“The debt...” Margaret began, her voice cracking, “it will haunt us forever. But we have to survive, Elias. For Elena.”

Elias nodded, his heart heavy with a pain deeper than he had ever known. As they began walking toward the darkened path ahead, he dared not look back. The village, with its crooked houses and muddy roads, would never be the same. Neither would they.

The master would claim his due, but they would no longer be bound to him. Master Alistair would soon own everything they had worked for, but their love, their hope, would not be so easily taken.

They walked through the night, the wind carrying them into the unknown, as their footprints disappeared behind them, erased by the storm.

They did not look back.

Not yet.

But one day, they would return. And when they did, they would not come as debtors but as survivors, dreamers who had rebuilt their lives from the ashes. The bakery they would open in a new village would serve more than just bread—it would serve as a symbol of their strength. A place where they would teach Elena that no matter how far the wind carried them, they would always find a way back to the life they had fought for.
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Chapter 1: A Heavy Burden
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The sun was beginning its descent behind the hills, casting long shadows over the small village of Hawthorne Vale. The air, thick with the scent of earth and wet grass, hung heavy as if the very land carried the weight of secrets long buried. A pale light washed over the dilapidated cottages, each one showing the wear of many years—just like the people who lived within them.

In the corner of the village, near the edge of the forest, a modest farm sat, its fields long untended. The once-thriving crops had withered under the relentless pressure of debt. A single figure walked slowly through the overgrown wheat, his hands rough with calluses, his eyes shadowed with exhaustion. Elias stopped for a moment, wiping the sweat from his brow, his gaze drifting over the land that had once promised a future full of hope.

Beside him, Margaret knelt by the small vegetable garden, trying to salvage what little they could. Her hands, too, were worn from days spent working the earth. Despite her efforts, the plants refused to flourish. She sighed softly, looking at Elias, her face lined with worry.

“Another bad harvest,” she said, her voice barely above a whisper.

Elias looked at her, the burden of their struggles weighing heavily on his chest. He had promised her a better life, a brighter future for their little family. But promises seemed as fragile as the crops that failed year after year.

“I’ll make it work, Margaret,” he said, though the doubt in his voice was unmistakable. “I always do.”

Margaret nodded, but her eyes betrayed her. She was tired. Tired of trying, of struggling. Tired of pretending everything would be fine.

Their daughter, Elena, toddled toward them, her tiny hands outstretched, her innocent laughter a stark contrast to the tension in the air. Margaret smiled as she scooped Elena into her arms, pressing her cheek against her daughter’s soft hair. “There’s my little angel,” she murmured, but even as the words left her mouth, the weight of reality loomed large.

A distant sound interrupted their moment—hooves clattering on the dirt road. Master Alistair’s carriage approached, his black stallion leading the way. The sight of the carriage made Elias’s heart race. He knew what was coming, and he could already feel the familiar knot tightening in his stomach.

As the carriage drew closer, Elias turned to Margaret. “It’s him.”

Margaret nodded, her smile fading. She set Elena down, wiping her hands on her apron. “We can’t keep running forever, Elias.”

Elias watched as the carriage came to a stop in front of their home, the wheels creaking in protest. Master Alistair stepped down, his tall frame casting a shadow that seemed to swallow everything in its path. His eyes, cold and calculating, locked onto Elias with a knowing look.

“You’re behind again,” Alistair’s voice was smooth, but there was no warmth in it.

“I’m doing everything I can,” Elias said, his voice rough.

“Everything?” Alistair raised an eyebrow. “Because everything doesn’t seem to be enough, does it? You’re months behind. It’s time to pay up, Elias. The interest grows daily. You know how this works.”

Margaret stood behind Elias, her hands clenched into fists at her sides. The sting of shame burned in her chest, but she remained silent, knowing this was not the time to speak out.

“We can’t pay it all at once,” Elias said, his voice trembling. “We just need more time—”

“You’ve had enough time,” Alistair interrupted, his tone firm. He took a step closer, his eyes narrowing. “And now, I need payment. Either you pay me or the land goes to me. And your family—well, they won’t survive without it, will they?”

The words hit Elias like a blow to the gut. He had no choice but to concede, and the weight of the decision settled in like an anchor.

“We will pay,” he said finally, his voice heavy with resignation. “Just give us time.”

Master Alistair smirked. “Time is a luxury you no longer have.”

With that, he turned and climbed back into his carriage, leaving Elias and Margaret standing in the fading light, the weight of their failure pressing down on them.

As the sound of the carriage faded into the distance, Margaret turned to Elias, her eyes filled with a mixture of fear and sorrow. “We can’t keep living like this,” she said quietly.

Elias swallowed hard, his heart aching. “I know.”

The moment of silence stretched between them. Then, Margaret looked down at Elena, who was playing with a small twig in the dirt, completely unaware of the gravity of the situation.

“We have to leave, Elias,” Margaret said, her voice firm but full of sorrow. “We’ll take Elena and go. Anywhere. We’ll find a way to make it work. But we can’t stay here anymore.”

Elias hesitated, the thought of leaving everything they had known tearing at him. But the reality was undeniable. Their debt would swallow them whole if they stayed. The only chance for survival was to start over, to leave behind the land that had promised them so much but delivered nothing but hardship.

“I’ll pack our things,” Elias said, his voice low but determined. “We leave at first light.”

And so, with the night falling around them, they began to prepare for the hardest journey of their lives—a journey to escape their past and build a future from nothing.
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Chapter 2: Sleepless Night
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The hours dragged on, each minute heavier than the last. The small cottage was silent, save for the occasional rustling of leaves outside, stirred by the cold night wind. Inside, the flickering candlelight cast long shadows against the walls, stretching like the fears and uncertainties that weighed on Elias and Margaret’s hearts.

Elias sat by the fireplace, his elbows resting on his knees, staring into the crackling flames. The warmth was fleeting, offering no comfort from the storm raging inside his chest. His thoughts were a jumbled mess—each one sharper than the next. The decision had been made, but that did little to soothe the ache in his heart.

Margaret moved quietly behind him, her steps soft but deliberate. She had been packing in silence for hours, her movements slow as though the act of preparing for departure was a denial of everything they had built here. Their life. Their home. It all felt unreal, like some cruel dream.

She paused for a moment, glancing at the small bed where Elena slept soundly, unaware of the pain that gripped her parents. Margaret’s eyes softened as she watched their daughter’s chest rise and fall with each peaceful breath. How could they explain this to her? How could they make her understand why they were leaving everything she knew?

“Elias...” Margaret’s voice broke the stillness, a tremor of doubt creeping into her words.

Elias turned to face her, his face gaunt in the dim light. His eyes, normally filled with warmth, now carried a shadow of defeat. “I know,” he said, almost as if he were reading her thoughts. “I wish there was another way. But there isn’t.”

Margaret stepped closer, sitting beside him. For a moment, neither of them spoke. The silence between them felt suffocating, like the air in the room was thick with all the things they couldn’t say.

She reached out, her hand resting on his. “What will we do, Elias? How will we survive? How will we...” Her voice cracked, the fear and exhaustion finally breaking through the walls she had so carefully built around her emotions.

Elias squeezed her hand, his own heart breaking at the sight of her vulnerability. “We’ll make it, Margaret. We have to. We’ll find work in the next village. Start fresh. We have each other—and Elena.” His voice wavered slightly, but he forced himself to stay strong. For her. For their family.

Margaret nodded, though the weight of uncertainty still lingered in her eyes. She knew the road ahead would be hard. The thought of starting over, of moving to an unknown place where no one knew their names, was terrifying. But staying here, bound by the master’s debt, was a slow death of its own. She couldn’t allow that for Elena.

“Do you think we’ll ever come back?” she asked, her voice soft and distant.

Elias gazed into the fire, the crackling of the logs filling the space between them. “I don’t know,” he admitted. “But one day, I promise, we’ll return—when we’re strong enough to pay back what we owe, and more.”

Margaret closed her eyes, a tear slipping down her cheek. The promise was bittersweet. The village they were leaving behind wasn’t just a place—it was their past, their memories. It was where they had fallen in love, where they had dreamed of a future. Now, they were walking away from it all.

“I don’t know if I can do this,” she whispered.

Elias turned to her, pulling her into an embrace, his arms strong and steady. “We’re not doing this alone. We have each other, Margaret. We always will.”

For a long moment, they held each other in the silence of the night, the world outside seeming so far away. The wind howled again, louder this time, as if echoing their turmoil. But inside the cottage, there was only the quiet comfort of each other’s presence.

Finally, Elias pulled away gently, looking at Margaret with resolve in his eyes. “Tomorrow, we leave. We’ll make it through this. No matter what it takes.”

Margaret nodded, wiping her eyes. “For Elena. For our family.”

The hours passed, but sleep didn’t come easily. Both of them lay awake in the dark, the weight of their decisions pressing on their chests. Outside, the wind continued to howl, and inside, there was nothing but the sound of their racing hearts.

The future was uncertain, but one thing was clear: they would face it together.
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Chapter 3: Working on the Farm
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The first light of dawn crept through the cracks in the cottage’s worn shutters, casting a pale glow over the room. Elias stirred from his restless sleep, the weight of the night’s decisions still heavy in his bones. He pushed himself up, wincing slightly at the stiffness in his back, the result of too many long hours spent working the land and too little sleep.

He glanced over at Margaret, still lying on her side, her face soft in sleep. A twinge of guilt knotted in his stomach. The reality of what they were about to do—the pain they were about to cause by leaving—lingered in his mind. Yet, there was no turning back now. The debts owed to Master Alistair were more than just numbers; they were chains, tightening around them, strangling any hope of a future here.

Elena was still sleeping soundly on the small cot near their bed, her little chest rising and falling with each peaceful breath. Elias stared at her for a long moment, the love for his daughter overwhelming. He had to protect her, provide for her, even if it meant leaving everything they had known behind.

After a moment, he turned and stepped outside, the cool morning air greeting him like an old friend. The earth beneath his boots felt solid, familiar—yet it was a strange comfort. The farm, which had once held so much promise, now seemed to mock him. The crops were dying, the fields overrun by weeds. What had once been a thriving piece of land was now just a barren reminder of all the broken promises.

Margaret soon joined him, her face pale but determined. “I’ve packed what we can,” she said quietly, her hands fidgeting nervously with the hem of her dress. “The wagon is ready.”

Elias nodded, his gaze drifting across the land. “We’ll finish what we can. We owe this land something. And I’ll make sure the master knows we’re not leaving empty-handed.”

They worked in silence, the quiet murmurs of the morning and the occasional rustling of leaves filling the space between them. Margaret carefully gathered what she could from the garden—small bundles of herbs and a few root vegetables that hadn’t completely withered away. Elias focused on the barn, trying to secure what little equipment they could take with them. His hands, once steady and sure, were now trembling with exhaustion.

Every step he took felt like a weight pulling him down, but he couldn’t afford to stop. They had to leave before the sun set—before Master Alistair could claim what was left of the farm.

As the morning wore on, the realization that their departure was imminent began to settle in. There was so much left unfinished—so many dreams shattered on the dirt roads of their past. They had given everything to this place, only to see it slip away like sand through their fingers.

“Elias, look at this,” Margaret called softly.

He turned to see her standing near the fence, holding up a small bundle of herbs she had just picked. It wasn’t much, but in the context of everything they had lost, it felt like a fragile treasure.

Elias walked over, taking the bundle from her hands and looking at it with a mixture of sadness and appreciation. “It’s not much, but it’s something,” he said quietly.

Margaret smiled faintly, but her eyes were clouded with sorrow. “We’ve done all we can, haven’t we?”

Elias looked around the farm one last time. The barn, the fields, the house—they were all part of a past they couldn’t hold onto any longer. There was no point in dwelling on what couldn’t be saved. They had to focus on what lay ahead.

“We’ve given it our best,” he said, his voice low. “But we can’t change what’s already been done. We leave today, Margaret. We build something better. For Elena.”

Margaret nodded, a tear slipping down her cheek. She wiped it away quickly, trying to regain her composure. “For Elena,” she repeated, her voice thick with emotion.

As the sun climbed higher, the last of their belongings was packed onto the wagon. Their small home—once filled with hope and laughter—stood behind them, now just a collection of memories they couldn’t carry.

Elias stepped to the front of the wagon, holding the reins firmly in his hands. He turned back to Margaret and Elena, the weight of the journey ahead settling in.

“Let’s go,” he said, his voice steady, despite the storm raging inside.

The horse pulled the wagon away from the farm, the wheels creaking as they moved down the familiar dirt road. Elias looked one last time at the home they had built—at the land that had once been a symbol of all their hopes and dreams.

It was time to leave. Time to start over.
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Chapter 4: Taste of Garlic Bread
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The days in their small cottage were filled with quiet uncertainty. Every morning, Elias woke to the same haunting reminder of their struggles—the looming debt that could pull them back into Master Alistair's grip at any moment. They worked the land as best as they could, but the truth was, the crops had not yielded enough, and their savings were quickly dwindling.

Margaret, however, kept her head high. She could see the weight of the situation in Elias’s eyes, the worry that seemed to haunt him no matter how hard he tried to hide it. She knew they couldn’t keep going this way.

One evening, after a long, fruitless day working the farm, Margaret sat at the small kitchen table, peeling garlic and letting the pungent smell fill the air. Elias was seated across from her, his hands resting on the worn wood of the table, looking weary but lost in thought.

"Have you ever thought about starting something new?" Margaret asked suddenly, breaking the silence. Her voice was soft but full of an unshakable determination.

Elias looked up at her, his brow furrowed in confusion. "Starting something new?"

"Yes," she said, a small smile tugging at her lips. "What if we opened a bakery here? It doesn’t have to be big, just a small one. We could sell something simple but beloved—garlic bread."

Elias blinked, processing her words slowly. "A bakery? But... we barely have enough to eat, Margaret. How are we supposed to open a bakery with nothing?"

Margaret didn’t back down. She placed the garlic she had been chopping into a small bowl and met his gaze. "We have more than we think, Elias. You’re a good baker. I know we could make something people would want to buy. And garlic bread is something simple, easy to make, but so satisfying. It could be enough to get us started."
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