
 

 

 

 

 

 

Chapter 4 

 

Doratin awoke in terror surrounded by strange walls. Shelves and furs were everywhere, and he 

was wrapped in a blanket that smelled of rose petals. He threw it off and tried to stand, wobbling 

as he realized the room moved as if propelled forward.  

Panicked, he stumbled his way to a set of double doors. He pulled the handle and fell as 

they opened, landing face-first in the desert sands. Overhead, the sun raged, drawing sweat from 

his skin despite the early hour of the morning.  

Laying on the ground, Doratin felt hungry and scared as the events of the previous night 

flooded his memory. What had felt like a terrible dream was reality, a reality that left him 

desolate and empty. He managed to push himself onto his hands and knees, watching as small 

drops of tears soaked in the yellow sands.  

Behind him, the wagon continued to roll on, but Leah leapt off to gather the child. She 

heard the doors swing open and left her perch guiding the reymadons, knowing full well they 

would continue their slow trudge behind the other five wagons. The troupe moved slowly across 

the desert, for no roads had been paved across such massive expanses. Centuries before, men had 

tried and failed under the blistering heat. Instead, travelers were forced to traverse the desert at 



their own peril, though the rewards that awaited in Thalandor and other settlements were well 

worth the journey.  

“Well, good morning, sunshine,” Leah called as she hurried to Doratin’s side. He did not 

look up or respond, instead struggling to regain composure. “Come on, I’ve got some food and 

water waiting for you.”  

Leah bent over and picked up Doratin. As a half-orc, he was larger than most children his 

age, but she managed to lift the boy with ease. Doratin nuzzled into Leah’s shoulder as she 

hurried through the sand. She caught up to the wagon and hoisted the boy up in the front seat, 

then climbed on herself.  

“Listen, next time you wake up and we’re already moving, just knock on the walls,” Leah 

said with a laugh. “I’d rather not make this a regular morning routine, ok?”  

Doratin nodded.  

Leah sighed and rummaged around on the floor by her feet. Earlier, she prepared a loaf of 

berry bread, a few slices of dried meat, and a skin filled with water for the boy. She handed them 

to Doratin, urging him to drink. He hesitated at first but accepted the items, his dry throat 

relishing the cool water. He nibbled the bread, a stale product though still sweet, and chewed off 

pieces of the meat. In between, he sucked down long swigs of water until the skin was nearly 

empty.  

“I figured you would need something like that,” Leah said. “We’ve been travelling for a 

while now and the desert isn’t kind.”  

Doratin finished  the water skin then placed it down beside him. The troupe moved along, 

the yellow sand and desert dunes moving past like gentle waves. Above, the sky was clear, and 

the sun continued its ascent. Doratin was still dressed in the shirt and trousers he wore to bed 



yesterday; they were dirty and smelled of sweat. He noticed Leah had changed, wearing a full 

brown cloak and a white cloth wrapped around her head to block out the sun.  

“You hot?” Leah asked. Doratin did not respond, but he did not have to. Leah handed 

him a similar cloth to wrap around his head. “Throw this on. It does a decent job keeping the 

worst of the sunlight away. No, not like that. Here, let me just…”  

Leah reached over and took the cloth from Doratin. She wrapped it about his head until 

he was completely covered with only his face still visible. She nodded in approval and, for the 

first time since they returned to the wagon, picked up the reins. She leaned back and held them 

casually, humming a little tune to herself.  

“You know, you may not do much speaking, but I don’t really blame you. I know you 

need time,” Leah said. “But, eventually, you’re going to have to say something. I’ll break those 

walls down, don’t you worry.”  

Leah returned to her humming, allowing Doratin to sit in silence. The boy was still 

processing the night's events. In an instant, the comfort and familiarity of home had all vanished. 

Ahead was an unknown journey of sand and heat, behind him sorrow and defeat.  

Silently, he sat beside Leah until night fell and they set up camp.  

# 

The group stopped in a similar valley as the previous night, with high dunes on either side 

blocking the wind. The ringed housing also allowed them to hide from any wandering eyes that 

may be out at night, though they would be severely outmaneuvered should bandits dare an 

assault. Still, such risk was necessary when other creatures and sandstorms were frequent threats 

so deep in the desert.  



The wagons established their ring, though Leah kept some distance between her and the 

neighboring ones. She brought the reymadons to a halt and proceeded to remove their reins, 

allowing them free space to roam, though they never strayed far from the wagon. Turning, she 

beckoned Doratin over to her side.  

“Alright, it’s time for you to begin earning your stay,” Leah said. “I may be doing you a 

favor out of the kindness of my heart, but others won’t feel the same way. You are going to have 

to earn their respect, and that starts by carrying your weight. 

“Inside the wagon, on the right side as you walk in, there are two large buckets stacked 

inside of each other, as well as a faucet. Take the faucet and attach it to the bucket with blue 

metal, then turn it on. That should run water out to fill the red one. When the red one is filled, 

bring it over for my babies, ok? I’ll give you more to do afterward.”  

Doratin nodded and trudged over to the wagon, his feet barely lifting from the ground. 

His arms hung limp by his side as he moved, his eyes glossed over as if in a trance.  

He entered the wagon and found the buckets. He attached the faucet to the red bucket and 

turned it on. Nothing happened. Frustrated, he tried again, but still, nothing happened. It was the 

third attempt, tears beginning to build in his eyes when he realized he was doing it wrong. This 

worsened his mood. On the verge of breaking down, he dragged the bucket through the sands to 

the reymadons. He was too drained to feel fear in front of the creatures and walked right to the 

beasts, placing the bucket in front of them. Immediately, long tongues shot from their mouths 

forming a spout that sucked at the water.  It was quite the spectacle to behold and briefly relieved 

much of the drain Doratin was feeling.  

His respite was brief as the approach of shouts came from the wagon. One voice Doratin 

recognized as Leah’s, the other shouts that of an angered man.  



“You brought another mouth! Gods be damned woman!” the voice shouted in 

exasperation. “Never once asking if it was ok, or should it be done, or even if we could afford to 

do something so fucking brash!”  

“He was alone outside the city!” Leah responded. “What was I to do, leave him out there 

to die? You know what happens during--” 

“I know, woman, I know,” the voice cut in. “Why else do you think we were off in the 

desert instead of sleeping with a nice little roof over our heads? We were supposed to be miles 

from the place! Miles away! Not inside the epicenter of disaster!” 

“I’m sorry, but he’s here now, and I’m not leaving him!”  

“Leave him? Why, that is a brilliant idea! We’ll just take the little shit and--” 

The man stopped as he came around the corner and saw Doratin. The man was large with 

dark skin and a bald head. One eye was black while the left eye was covered by an eyepatch, a 

nasty white scar peeking out from the edges like a spider’s web. He wore red pants and a large 

green sash about his waist. His shirt was white and had no sleeves, showing two massive arms 

covered in tattoos of mystical dragons running up and down his skin. He was an intimidating 

figure as he stood over the half-orc.  

The man stopped and looked over the child. He saw an orc’s grey skin and pointed ears 

as well as the tusks beginning to protrude from his lower lip. However, the man also saw a boy 

with all too familiar eyes. 

“Ah, shit,” he sighed to himself.  

“You see it too, Jax, I know you do,” Leah wrapped herself around his arm. “He’s one of 

us, no matter what he looks like. You see that.”  

“Leah, I see it, but…” Jax stared at Doratin in troubled silence.  



“He’ll do well with us. Look, he’s already begun to train, see? He brought the reymadons 

water, and he’ll be doing more to set up my camp tonight. He’ll be worth the trouble!”  

“Leah, he’s got orc blood!” Jax snapped. “It’s subtle now, sure. We can pass him for one 

of us as we go along and travel, keeping his ears hidden. But eventually, he won’t be something 

we can hide. He’s not some side act or show like the others. He’s an orc. It’s going to cause 

trouble.”  

“Jax, he’ll be fine. He’s human too. I’ll take care of him! I’ll bring him under my wing, 

he’ll ride with me, and you’ll never have to notice!”  

“Leah, you’re only going to break his heart.” Jax's eyes were sad and looked at the boy. 

“This is your decision; I won’t intervene. But remember who chose this.”  

Jax turned to leave. Doratin stood in silence. Maybe Leah was a nice person, but he felt 

he was weighing her down. Worse, he felt unwanted. He recalled days in the city, walking 

through the slums filled with orphans begging for anything, dressed in rags and dirt. They were 

beaten, ignored, and eventually removed. Doratin was one of those orphans, and the pain was 

only just beginning to settle in.  

“Well, now that’s settled we can really begin to…” Leah trailed off as she noticed 

Doratin begin to cry. It was subtle and soundless, but the shudders and gasps for air were 

unmistakable. Leah embraced the boy, holding him tightly. “Hey now, it’s ok. You heard that 

you’re a welcome member of our troupe now. You’ll get to ride with me, too, doesn’t that sound 

good? Hey, come now, why the tears?”  

“I’m just going to be trouble,” Doratin managed to gasp. “You should go without me.”  

“No, don’t say that. I don’t want to hear you say that again, alright?” Leah held the boy 

steady and locked eyes with his. “Maybe you and I are going to have trouble, but there’s nothing 



wrong with that. Makes life interesting, that’s all! Truth is, you need me now, and I need you. 

We’ll be better together than we were alone, you’ll see.” 

“I know I’m just causing trouble,” Doratin sobbed. “Let me just go before something else 

goes wrong.” 

“Hey, you listen here, and you listen good,” Leah continued. “You’ve got a dark past, and 

you’ve got shit to carry. We all do, and it sucks. It never really goes away. But you can learn, 

and you can grow. That will only happen if you give people a chance to help you, alright? Maybe 

we’re strangers now, but in time we’ll get to be best friends. It’ll be tough, but you’re made of 

great things. Wonderful things. Stick it out, and people here can teach you more than you ever 

imagined! There is a whole world out there we are going to see!  

“I’m sorry for the tragedy that led you to me, but I’m thankful for the opportunity we 

have,” Leah smiled and wiped a tear from Doratin’s face. “Give us a chance at the very least, ok? 

Promise me that much?”  

Doratin felt hollow and wished to disappear. Yet a part of him was reminded of his 

mother, and he found himself nodding, a smile almost crossing his face as he fell into a hug.  

“Alright, let’s get moving then,” Leah jumped up. “There’s a lot that needs to get done 

before bed. You’ve got work to do!”  

 


