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BIRTH OF THE NAMELESS DWARF


An Imaginative Reconstruction by Nils Fargin, Academy of New Londdyr.



Only one of Aethir’s three moons was up, its glare stark and sinister, as though the Demiurgos, the Lord of the Abyss, had his eye on the dwarven city of Arx Gravis. Moonlight splashed the walls of the ravine that housed the city. Lightning flashed, illuminating the great central tower that rose from the depths, and the interconnecting walkways and plazas that surrounded it. 

In his granite home deep down in the ravine, Droom jumped at each muffled clap of thunder, and the thick hairs on his arms stood on end. For the hundredth time he glanced at the window, imagining a grey face pressed up against the glass, pebble eyes staring. The face of a homunculus. Because one of the underworld tricksters had visited him long ago and told him he would have two sons. Told him his sons would usher in a new era of greatness for the dwarves. Told him what to name them. He didn’t like it, but what could he do? Deny the homunculi, the old folk said, and they would curse you. A niggling worry at the back of Droom’s mind wondered if they already had.

He forced a reassuring smile for his firstborn, Lucius, but it went unnoticed. The boy had his head in a book as usual, determined to learn his letters. So unlike his father. Maybe the second-born would be different.

Thunder boomed again, but this time Droom was ready and barely even flinched. In previous years he would go up to the top of the ravine to watch the storm. It was a risky business, and he’d almost been struck by lightning on more than one occasion, but it always left him feeling more alive. 

As a young man, Droom had clung to the hope that there was more to life than the humdrum work of mining. Then he had been blessed with Yyalla, the only woman foolish enough to marry him. And what’s more, she was descended from the Immortals, the ancient heroes of the dwarves.

Suddenly, doors were opened to Droom, and he was offered an apprenticeship as an architect. Within a few short years he was adding to the structures of the city, designing and overseeing the building of aqueducts and walkways, flying buttresses and battlements, all cunningly blended with the natural lay of the ravine.

He smiled at the memories, but it did nothing to allay his mounting anxiety. As the storm rolled in from the north, Yyalla had gone into labor. He couldn’t help thinking it was an omen. 

Droom raked his fingers through his beard, twisting strands into braids. It was no secret how many women—and their babies—perished during childbirth.

The doctor’s voice through the bedroom door sounded suddenly shrill with panic. 

Droom hurried toward the door, but it opened before he got there. The midwife beckoned him inside. It stank like a latrine within, but Droom did his best not to show it. 

Doctor Sedloam turned away from the bed to face him—a wiry man for a dwarf, lank beard, just the one eye, from where the other had been ruined by a red-hot splinter of iron when he’d worked the forges in his youth. Blood speckled the front of his surgical apron. Droom had wanted Doctor Moary, the man who’d delivered him into the world, but Moary had given up medicine for a seat on the Council of Twelve, who had governed Arx Gravis since the last dwarven king, Arios, sunk beneath the waves, along with the city of Arnoch he ruled from.

Yyalla lay on the bed, atop the rumpled sheets. Crimson stained her thighs. Her hair was slick with sweat. It was a shock to Droom how wasted she looked. When her waters had broken, she had been glowing with health. 

“What have you done to her?” he demanded.

The doctor dismissed the question with an impatient wave. “I need you to tell me who to save: your wife or the child?”

“It’s not his choice!” Yyalla said, raising her head from the pillow. “You hear me, Droom? You do as I say.”

Droom met her eyes, saw the fire in them, a blaze of fury that was even now starting to fade. He shoved the doctor aside and knelt by the bed.

“Lass, I can’t—”

Yyalla forced a smile, touched
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