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Birro watched his half-brother Malor train with their

father. First the double blade drill, then the long sword, and

finally the bow.

Even as he marveled at the three arrows shot so fast that

they seemed like one long arrow, even as the second split the

first and the third split the second, and all three arrows were

in the exact center of the target, he could feel his anger rise.

One could do that only if of pure elven blood. Malor’s

mother had fallen to an Orc’s blade, and their father had

remarried a human woman. Birro was a half-breed. Still ahead of

full-blood humans, he fell well short of Malor’s abilities, even

counting for their age difference.

In fact, he ranked lowest of his class, and in one more

year he would graduate with the lowest ranking in the history of

the Medoran Elf Academy.



No Elf fighting unit would take him; he would not protect

the Medoran elf and human populations against Orc raids and

Goblin attacks. At best he would be a constable, keeping the

peace in some human village, tending to drunken disputes and the

occasional bully.

He turned to see his mother watching him, and he felt the

stir of resentment. Immediately ashamed, he could not go to her.

Changing direction, he headed toward the woods. Passing by the

stable, he heard singing. Belain, the human who cared for the

battle horses and the rest of the stock, sounded in a good mood.

He quickened his pace to get out of hearing range.

“How can they be so cheerful when they are so limited?!”

Reaching the woods, he broke into a run. He ran until he

could hear nothing but the sounds of the forest, and then he

stopped.

He heard the rustle of the leaves, and he heard the birds,

the hum of insects, and the scurrying of animals, all going

about their lives. They knew their place, knew who they were,

what they were supposed to do.

All went quiet save the rustling of the leaves. Nothing

else stirred. Birro looked around, straining to hear something,

anything at all, to give cause to the stillness.



He felt his heartbeat quickening. He had not even a dagger;

whatever danger came his way, he was defenseless. He trained for

hand-to-hand, but he would be no match for even a small Orc.

A small Orc was what walked out of the forest to his left.

Like no Orc Birro had ever seen. A female Orc. No . . . she had

elven features. She too must be a half-breed. There had been

rumors of elven females captured and not killed, but no one had

ever imagined . . .

A thick leather armor covered her torso, the rough tunic

underneath coming down to her knees. A scabbard and short sword

hung from her belt, and she held a spear, its rounded end on the

ground, the serrated blade pointing skyward.

They looked at each other for many heartbeats.

The Goblin, already at a full run, broke out of the bush to

Birro’s right, its sword raised to deal a blow. As the sword

descended, all Birro could do was focus on its rough edge as if

time had slowed, his heartbeats now distinct and loud to his

ears.

And then the world exploded into a fury of action. The

Orc’s spear parried the descending Goblin blade, and Birro was

pushed aside. He lost his balance and fell backward, his eyes

barely able to follow the quick fight. The Orc twirled the spear

to knock the Goblin legs from under it, and before it could

recover, she continued her turn while drawing her sword,



finishing with a fast and powerful downward swing that ended at

the Goblin’s neck. The sword sliced it as if it were a ripe

squash. One spasm and the Goblin lay still.

The noises of the forest resumed as if nothing had

happened. The Orc wiped her blade on the Goblin’s tunic, turned,

and walked to Birro, her sword in one hand, the spear on the

other.

She stopped well within the reach of both.

“I’ve been hunting him all morning. Thanks for drawing him

out.”

Her voice was like music, and Birro was too startled to

answer. Orcs rarely uttered more than half sentences, but she

spoke in flawless Elf.

She waited for a few heartbeats before continuing.

“My name is Fevlyn. Do you have a name?”

She sheathed her sword as she spoke, and then reached her

hand out, offering to help Birro up. Without thinking, Birro

grasped her wrist and she his in a typical elven grip, and she

pulled him upright.

“. . . ah . . Birro.” As he answered he took note of her

delicate hands, well-proportioned arms, and her smooth

complexion. He had been wrong; she was more an elf with Orc

features than the other way around.



They stood there, still gripping each other as a full grown

Orc accompanied by an elven woman broke into the clearing. An

instant later, so did Birro’s parents. The four adults drew

their weapons even as two more Orcs came through the bush behind

the first, and Malor appeared beside his father, his bow drawn.

“STOP!”

Birro’s voice was enough to stop everyone.

“We shed no blood today.”

Birro turned to Fevlyn, and bowed deeply before speaking.

“Thank you for saving my life. May I see you again?”

Fevlyn looked at her parents. Her father was about to

speak, but her mother put her hand on his arm, stopping him. The

mother looked at Fevlyn and nodded.

“It was the first step toward the peace that has lasted a

thousand years. Now, go to sleep.”

The children smiled as they shuffled under the cover. Their

mother turned, and blew out the candle in front of the carving

of Fevlyn and Birro, her great-great-grandparents.

The End


