
 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 2 

 

The sun had begun its descent overhead when Doratin arrived home. Home was small, even by 

standards of the hovels. It was jammed between two larger hovels that formed an alleyway 

leading to the entrance. A single door led into a small one-room living space in which a fire pit 

was dug into the center of the clay floor. The four walls were solid stone; the only source of 

natural light was a hole in the center of the roof which allowed the smoke to disperse into the 

night air. A table and two chairs leaned against the wall, two beds along the back. A few piles of 

clothes and meager possessions littered the ground.   

His mother was already at work roasting a rare chicken over the fire when he arrived. The 

chicken was small, but there was still enough meat for the two to make several meals. On the 

table lay a small tray of rice and corn with two empty plates on either side. A bucket of water 

had already been gathered and distributed between two cups.  

"My you are late," his mother spoke as the door opened behind her. She was a beautiful 

woman, though the years had not been kind to her. Her hair, once black as midnight, now 

boasted streaks of silver and grey. Her skin was dark, though wrinkles had come to line her 



cheeks. However, her eyes never lost their luster; they showed vibrance and love every time they 

looked at Doratin. "I see you're not empty-handed today?"  

"Sorry mom," Doratin said with a cheery grin. "I wanted to surprise you! I've been saving 

up my coin for today, and I got you something nice!"  

Doratin placed the package on the table, though he did not open it. He promptly took his 

seat and began kicking his legs underneath the chair in giddy excitement.  

"How on earth did you manage to get something from the market?" his mother asked. "I 

doubt any amount of saving would have bought anything from the place. Not to mention the 

pretty little ribbons there."  

His mother removed the chicken from the spit and placed it down on the table next to 

Doratin's package, then took her seat opposite him.  

"Did you steal it, Doratin?" She asked.  

"Sort of…" Doratin looked down, his grin replaced with red-faced embarrassment. "I'm 

sorry mom, but I really wanted to get you something. The gnome wasn't very nice, and I figured 

he wouldn't mind being upset if one thing went missing. And it was your birthday, so I thought it 

was fine. It was just the one time, and I did try paying him, I swear!"  

"Oh, Doratin," his mother wore a soft smile. She looked at her baby and shook her head 

gently. "Doratin, I've taught you better than this. I appreciate your little gesture of kindness, and I 

know you meant well in your heart. But we don't steal from people. No matter what they've done 

to us, stealing is wrong."  

"I'm sorry mom," Doratin felt tears well in his eyes as he looked down at his lap. He 

meant for the day to be special. He wanted to give his mother something nice, but she was upset. 



His mother rose from the table and moved over to kneel in front of Doratin. "Oh baby, 

don't worry about it. You know you've done wrong and can learn from this right? Remember to 

learn, and these things can be forgiven ok?"  

Doratin nodded without a word. His mother sighed and pulled him close, a warm hug to 

comfort his troubled mind. "Come now Doratin, why don't you tell me what you brought me?"  

A little spark flickered in Doratin's heart. Hesitantly, he reached for the package and 

handed it to his mother. The ribbons were still wrapped perfectly, the contents inside safe. His 

mother smiled as she accepted the box and unwrapped it.  

She gasped as she removed the petite cheesecake, the smell breaking through the 

fragrance of chicken and rice. She took in a deep whiff of the fragrance before taking a small bite 

from the edges. She chewed it with delight, and Doratin felt the smile rush back across his face 

in an instant. His mother smiled, not remembering the last time she had Eastwood Cheesecake.  

"Doratin, this is quite the surprise," she placed the desert back in the box, though not 

before taking another eager bite. "No more stealing though, that's not a good thing. But this? 

Well, it would be a shame to let it go to waste. We'll have this after you finish your dinner."  

"Ok!" Doratin chuckled, elated.  

Together, the two enjoyed their meal, a feast by their usual standards. They enjoyed the 

small conversation of their day, though Doratin chose to leave out the part about being chased 

through the market. Instead, he talked about the bizarre colors, and fragrances, and general 

excitement he felt every time travelers from far away visited the city. His mother nodded during 

his tales, smiling, and adding in little comments to spur his thoughts as he went on.  

When the meal was finished, his mother used her hands and split the soft cheesecake in 

half. Doratin enjoyed the sweet creamy filling and the crumble underneath.  



"Did you manage to taste any of it?" his mother laughed as Doratin finished his half.  

"Of course I did, and it was delicious!"  

"Good. You certainly take after my taste then," his mother said between small bites of her 

own half. "Now that you're done, why don't you get started on all these dishes? After all, it is my 

birthday. You wouldn't want me to be working too hard today, would you?"  

Doratin groaned but obeyed, moving about the hovel, and completing the chores as 

needed. He walked outside briefly and splashed water over the used dishes, then scrubbed away 

the remnants and stains as best he could with the rags they collected from old clothing. He placed 

them in the corner to dry before clearing the remains of the table. Afterward, he made the beds, 

laying the blankets flat against the straw mats. Finally, he got himself in bed and took out a little 

book.  

It was an old worn-down journal with brown bindings entrapping yellow, stained pages. 

It was an old diary, apparently written by his father. It was the only piece of writing in their little 

hut. Doratin read a page or two every night before bed because his mother believed he needed to 

learn to read. Some pages were orcish, some were common; he read both languages fluently. The 

writing inside was rather simple, often just describing work. But every so often, a passage about 

his mother came up: a piece of beautiful prose. Those few pages were the ones that made Doratin 

feel connected to the man he never knew.  

 His mother came over and kissed Doratin on the forehead and took the little diary, 

placing it down beside his pillow. "Good night, Doratin. Thank you for your little surprise."  

"Good night mom," Doratin beamed as he rolled over, pulling the blanket close around 

his body. "Happy birthday."  



His mother gave him a soft peck on his cheek before extinguishing the fire. Darkness 

came, the moons just leaking through the overhead vent. The peace of the night had no wind, and 

Doratin was soon fast asleep, dreaming of cakes and riches.  

# 

A bang against the front door pulled Doratin from sleep.  

Above, the moons were shining directly into the little hut illuminating the small space in 

a purple glow. It was still late in the night. Doratin rubbed the sleep from his eyes and considered 

rolling back over. He thought the noise a mistake, a stray animal wandering the streets for trash.  

The knock came again. Two hands grabbed Doratin and shook him desperately. He 

turned with a start to see his mother overhead. She was frantic, arms shaking his shoulders, 

urging him to get up.  

"Doratin, up now! Quickly!" She spoke in a whisper, the urgency in her tone scaring him.  

Doratin rose and instinctually grabbed the old journal beside his bedside. Scared, he 

imagined his father's spirit in the pages, giving him strength and courage. His mother looked ill, 

her skin white and stare distant as if she saw a ghost. Still, she tried smiling at Doratin as she 

urged him on silently. She opened her mouth, ready to give her child instructions… 

The door burst open. Three guards walked in. Two of them were humans; they were dark 

of skin, dressed in the regular mail armor of the night watchmen. The third guard was one 

Doratin recognized from earlier, a half-elf that was now sporting a broken nose and missing his 

captain's pin.  

"That's the orc boy," the half-elf scowled, a gloved finger extended towards Doratin. 

"Seize him and take him with the others!"  



"No!" His mother stepped in front of Doratin, standing between him and the two guards. 

"There's no need to be taking a child."  

"Melonia," the half-elf chuckled to himself. "I should have known this brat was yours. He 

has your eyes, and your stench too."  

"You have no right to seize him!" Melonia commanded. "That was the promise. I was to 

be left alone. Me and my child!"  

"Yes, well your orc spawn is a traitor, Melonia," the half-elf smiled. "He attacked me 

today in the market, leaving me with this nasty little bruise. He is an orc sympathizer. I believe 

that is enough to break your little truce, wouldn't you say?"  

Melonia flashed her son a quick look, disappointed he had hidden such information from 

her. Doratin felt the stare and looked away, his face red with embarrassment as well as fear. 

Meanwhile, the two guards were now hesitant, confused by the conversation unfolding.  

"Lyndor, I'm going to say it once." Melonia stood firm now, her hand itching by her side. 

"You will leave us alone. You are not doing this to me again."  

Lyndor smiled and gave a quick whistle. The guards obeyed the new order and drew their 

swords, approaching their target. Doratin saw the flashes of steel and felt his body tremble, but 

his mother remained steady.  

In a flash, she grabbed the poker from the fire and swung it at the nearest guard. The man 

was too shocked at her attack to parry, taking the metal iron straight to the head. While he wore a 

helm, the blow sent his ears ringing and vision spinning as he toppled to the side.  

The other guard moved to attack, swinging his sword directly at Doratin. His mother was 

there in an instant, placing her arm out to catch the blade before it hit her child. The sword cut 



deep, drawing a stream of blood as it bit into her skin. His mother ignored the pain and cudgeled 

the guard's head with the poker. He fell faster than the first one.  

Lyndor stood blocking the door and stared at his two guards. He locked eyes with 

Melonia, a wicked grin crossing his snake-like lips. He drew his own sword, a nasty scimitar, 

and stepped into the hovel.  

"I must say, I never thought this was how my night would turn out," he hissed. "It's 

always more interesting when the prey struggles!"  

He lunged for Melonia, leaping over the fire pit. She tossed Doratin aside and rolled in 

the opposite direction. She grabbed one of the guard's swords, smacking him across the head 

with her poker again as she did. She turned to face Lyndor, sword in one hand, poker in the 

other. Lyndor stood wary of his opponent, his own sword at the ready.  

Doratin frantically rose from where he had fallen. He lashed out to grab the journal and 

moved to a sitting position. He stared at the half-elf that stood between himself and his mother. 

He was terrified and confused. He moved backward in a daze until he was against the wall, his 

breath coming in rapid fits he could barely control.  

"Melonia, you can't win this," the half-elf snickered. "Lay down the weapons and let us 

take the child. Then go make a new family. It shouldn't be hard for an orc slut like yourself!"  

He lashed forward, swinging his scimitar. Melonia blocked the blow with the poker then 

swung her sword at Lyndor. The half-elf was a master bladesman; his sword moved as fast as 

two and easily deflected Melonia's swings. They seemed to be in a stalemate, but Melonia's 

blows came slower, while the scimitar continued to whistle about in flashes of silver.  

"Run Doratin!" Melonia yelled through the struggle.  



Doratin heard the words, but his body refused to obey. He was panicked, watching the 

metal bang against metal. Captivated by the movement, he failed to notice the second guard 

rising to his feet.  

The man's vision cleared, though the ringing in his head continued. He immediately 

noticed the child just a few feet away from him. A grin crossed the guard's face. He reached for 

Doratin, an ungloved hand wrapping around the child's arm.  

"Doratin!" Melonia shrieked and flailed at Lyndor with savage intensity, but her savage 

blows were in vain. The half-elf held his ground, mocking her as they fought. Melonia cursed as 

the fallen guard grabbed Doratin and dragged the child from the hut. "Doratin please! Baby 

please! Run! Run, Doratin!"  

As Doratin was dragged from the hut, his hands felt numb. His fingers refused to work 

and dropped the journal. He watched the worn pages fall from his hand as if in slow motion, 

crumbling into the dusty ground. Yet as the pages let out a puff of dirt, he began to come to his 

senses. He felt the hand dragging him by the arm, but more importantly, he heard the shrieks of 

his mother.  

Run.  

Doratin looked at the ungloved hand and tried pulling at the fingers, but the guard was 

too strong, and his hold never weakened. Desperate, Doratin did the only thing he thought of: he 

bit the man's fingers.  

Doratin's orc blood gave him exceptionally sharp teeth, especially in his two tusks. They 

cut through the man's flesh drawing blood immediately. The guard released his captive shocked 

pain, grabbing for his bleeding hand.  



Free, Doratin grabbed his book from the ground and turned to run. He slipped past the 

guard that seized him and went out into the night. He spared one look back inside. His mother 

was pinned, the scimitar finding holes in her defense. Cuts and tears were covering her skin and 

clothes, yet her eyes seemed to glow as if she were victorious. She made eye contact with 

Doratin for a moment, but it was enough for him to feel her love and well wishes one last time, 

before tears flooded both their eyes.  

Fear took over; Doratin turned and flew. He ran with the lights of Thalandor's towers 

behind him. He ran through the slums, filled with screams and cries as guards stormed orc 

homes, seizing all they pleased. Fires began to burn in a few hovels, smoke rising above to mesh 

with the dark starry skies.  

Doratin was oblivious to it all. His vision was blurred as his legs ran. He stormed 

forward, ignoring shouts and stray hands that seemed to reach for him. He clutched the journal 

against his heart and continued running down one alley, around a street corner, over the hills. On 

and on he ran as fast as his little feet could carry him.  

Only when the street ended did he finally stop. He collapsed in the sands of the desert on 

the very edge of the city itself. In front of him lay nothing but miles and miles of sand. Behind 

him, fires spread across the entire slums. He turned around slowly, staring through teary eyes at 

the tragic scene. 

Somewhere, his mother was fighting the half-elf. Or at least he hoped she was still 

fighting. Perhaps she had won already and was on her way right now to meet Doratin and tell 

him it was ok. Perhaps she was dead or dying, alone in an empty hut. 

An internal battle raged on inside of the child. The thought of his mother tore away at his 

soul. He wished to run back and save her, to stand by her side and protect her, but he knew deep 



down he would never stop those guards. If he could not fight, he should run. He could put his 

back against the city forever, leaving behind all the dirt and must and just run. He did not know 

where he would go or how he would survive, but he knew he had to do something.  

Without warning, two strong hands grabbed him and pulled him from the ground. A cloth 

was suddenly thrown over his head, and the city of Thalandor disappeared, his mother never to 

be seen again. 


