‘Gurgle. Gurgle. RUMBLE.’ 

Rolund’s stomach growled. I’m starving. The last full meal he’d had had been more than a day ago, and if Rolund’s stomach hadn’t had a proper breakfast, lunch and supper, it was not a happy stomach. His faded brown tunic fell about him in thick wrinkles, as if he no longer quite fit into them. It was also a bit chilly, and the fingers grasping the reigns were steadily turning a chapped purple. 

Rolund thought of all he had eaten since they set out, and then of all that he could’ve eaten in that food’s stead. Hmm, he thought. Breakfast. The only thing he’d consumed yesterday morning was half a loaf of hard bread and a palmful of cheese.
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Instead of bread and cheese, why not a few bowls of oats, boiled soft, splattered over with honey, and thick cream to cool it a bit so it’s eatable. And on the side, crispy slabs of pig-bacon, all oily and slippery. And orange juice, squeezed right as your’re sittin’ down.
Rolund’s stomach gargled again, but he hardly noticed it this time. He was imagining all this warm food, eyes half closed in contentment. 

Lunch yesterday, his silent narration continued, was more of the same bread, only a few hours older, a few hours harder. And some jerky we saved from the Inn. The Inn had no name other than that, ‘Inn’, because everyone knew which inn you meant when you said ‘the Inn’. It was on the edge of The Big Forest. Everyone knew which forest it was when you said ‘The Big Forest’, too.  But Rolund didn’t want to think about those

