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“I’m sure it’s a baby. I can feel it. I’ve skipped four months now and look at my belly, there’s no question. Sometimes, when I lie in bed after a long day of work, I swear I can feel the little creature inside me.”

“It’s not the best time to have a child, but I’m sure we’ll figure this out. We always do.” Upon saying this, Joors pulled his wife, Krupta, close and hugged her. They cried and kissed through joy and sorrow. “I promise you, my love, we’ll provide a good life for him or her: Not like ours now, but like the life we had before we left.”

Joors and Krupta lived more than twelve thousand years ago, in the ancient settlement of Moora, which is now underwater, somewhere south of Ukraine. However, they had not been born there, and their moving was not what one could call voluntary. They had been forced off of their land by the Drezgins, an aggressive and merciless foe, who burnt their cities and villages to the ground. 

Millions were killed. Hundreds of thousands were chased away. Joors and Krupta were among the lucky ones who made it through. Nevertheless, refugees have never been uncommon, special or privileged throughout history, and their case was no exception. As elves in a human territory, they did not enjoy even half of the rights locals had.

It was a difficult time to stay alive, let alone have a child, and Krupta was right, she was indeed pregnant. She still looked slender and swift. Her feet were agile young grasshoppers. Her hands were gentle morning dew. Her hair, strong and wild as jungle lianas, rested on the back of her knees. She could melt hard stone and her husband’s heart with a single glance.

Joors was more than seven feet tall. Strong as a mammoth and kind as an ant-watcher. He always wore the same light-brown leather clothes and shoes. His hair was untamed, his face mostly troubled and deep. Yet, occasionally, when that star-bright smile of his emerged, he could light up a room. He loved his wife more than anything; more than himself. They woke up early the following morning and the first thing he said was:

“Good morning, my love. I’m going to the field alone today. You stay at home and prepare the leather for tonight. I’ll bring some water. Don’t worry about anything, just rest.”

“But Joors, I can still work,” she protested. “If I’m not coming with you, I’ll go to the market earlier and try to find a stall to sell at during the day.”

“But they won’t let you! You could get us in trouble. Please, don’t do this!”

“I’m tired of having to work only at night. The treaty of tolerance allows us elves to live as equals in the land of humans. However, instead of accepting us, they call us ‘dirty immigrants’. We’re ‘stealing the good, hard-working locals’ jobs.’ No more! Today, I’m going earlier than everyone and claiming a stall.”

“Oh no... You’re definitely going to get us in trouble with that attitude. What are you now? The elf revolutionary? You’ll get us killed, Krupta. Calm down, please,” said Joors, expressing the crippling fear throbbing in his chest.

He failed in his attempts to persuade and beg her. Defeated and worried to death, he went straight to the plantation where they used to work together. He grabbed his hoe and started cleaning the irrigation canal leading towards an einkorn field.

Meanwhile, at the central market, an old merchant was arguing with Krupta:

“This is my stall, lady, what are you doing here? I want you out! Now!”

“Have you paid for this stall? Do you have any proof it belongs to you,” she asked with a gentle smirk. “If you don’t, I believe we both have the same right to use it, but, as you can see, I got here first.”

If she had wanted to infuriate him, then this had been the perfect choice of words. His reply was nothing short of ire:

“Bloody immigrants,” he shouted. “I’m sick and tired of you! Just go back to your god-forsaken land and do whatever you please, but do it there, not here. Go home!”

“Well-said, mister. We’re bloody indeed. We’re bloody because we held the bleeding bodies of our relatives. We watched as the Drezgins decimated our land. We were wounded, sick and desperate, running for our lives. We left nothing behind but fire and blood. So yes, we’re bloody. But your leaders accepted us and promised us a new start. Based on this promise, I believe we have the same right to sell our produce and make a living.”

OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/cover.jpg





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





OEBPS/d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





