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Chapter One: The News in Town 

“Cari Namere has escaped,” Dara murmured over her knitting.  

Raeyn raised an eyebrow of her own and asked, “What 

happened?” She knew well what had happened, but she was 

curious what people around the Tower were saying. Her life, 

after all, depended on it. 

“The guard fell asleep!” she announced, snorting derisively, 

“They found him in a confused pile on the floor. He was 

probably drinking. You know how they’ve had problems with 

discipline around the barracks lately.” 

Raeyn nodded, and tried to not appear too relieved. She was 

glad she hadn’t injured the boy, and that he seemed to have 

forgotten what had happened; she wasn’t terribly fond of killing 

unless she had to. Shaking her head and tsking, she attempted 

to move the conversation onward. “What other news from 

around Tar Valon?” 

Dara happily burbled on about this and that, as she was prone 

to do. Like many of their fellow sisters of the Brown Ajah, she 

was prone to letting herself run away with things that were of 

interest to her. And Dara was quite simply the gossipiest person 

she had ever met. That made her even better than Eyes and 

Ears in some ways, and being a native of Tar Valon, Dara was 

especially keen to gather and share any and all gossip she could 

get her hands on. 

Raeyn did her best to nod along at the right junctions and 

pretended to focus most of her attention on her knitting. One of 

the great things about it was how you could do pretty much 

nothing and nobody would notice, just as long as you could 



2 
 

keep them talking. It gave her plenty of time to think about 

whatever her ‘friends’ were saying sociably, and what to do 

with what was being said. 

This time, however, she wasn’t thinking of much of anything. 

She could care less about what dilettante in town was wearing -

- she was worried for her old friend Cari, whom would always be 

Matalina in her heart. It had been many years since they had 

sundered their bond and went their different ways, but that 

didn’t make Mat any less her dearest friend. Since her father 

died, her former Warder was the person she loved the most, 

and knowing that she wasn’t in the clear yet. She hadn’t had 

enough time to escape from the sewers, nor the means. Raeyn 

knew that Mat had meant well, shoving her away, but, but… 

Looking down at the tangle in her lap, she sighed, “Dara, it has 

been lovely to spend time with you, but I fear that the business 

of our Ajah can wait only so long.” She smiled apologetically, 

and motioned Dara to stay seated as she herself rose, “I thank 

you for inviting me around – it is always lovely to catch up with 

you.” It was a lie, well meant, but one Raeyn thanked the Great 

Lord she could make bereft of the silly oaths Aes Sedai chained 

themselves with. She folded her knitwork into some semblance 

of order, and closed her bag. 

Dara smiled politely and bobbed a nod, putting her personal 

tangle on a side table before reaching for her ice cold cup of 

tea. She took a sip, unconcerned or perhaps unaware of the 

relative temperature before replying, “Indeed! We should do 

this more often. That is, if you’re not too busy.” Raeyn smiled, 

and checking her bag, waved and let herself out. 

Raeyn glided along the uneven floor that made up the Brown 

quarters over the Library, deep in her own thoughts. What if 
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that Jesse boy remembered her as the one who wove the One 

Power against him? She had hooded and robed herself 

thoroughly, but that hadn’t stopped ‘Cari’ from figuring out who 

it was. A smirk briefly graced her face; the few times their paths 

had crossed over the years since their separation had often 

made her wonder if some shadow of the bond remained in the 

other woman’s head.  

No, she simply had to remember that her former bonded had 

many reasons to be a keen observer – she was a mother, and 

she had been an elite amongst the elite known as the Warders. 

Her training with the Shadow and at the Ranch would have only 

served to hone her skills. What had made her decide to come 

back to Tar Valon and go on a murdering spree, Raeyn would 

probably never know. She herself could understand the 

temptation, and she appreciated the freedom that the oaths of 

the Black Ajah gave her in comparison to the oaths that bound 

the lightfool Aes Sedai. It was no burden to hold the Great 

Lord’s secrets, or to protect the identities of her sisters from the 

rest of their so-called Ajahs. After all, how could one pursue 

knowledge if they were waiting to feel threatened? 

She descended the stairs, and entered into the Library proper. 

Nodding to some junior Browns who appeared to be taking 

notes, she pushed back a stray lock of her dark brown hair and 

headed for her own office. Even if she had no intention of doing 

any work as she had claimed to Dara, it wouldn’t hurt to give 

the appearing of maybe being doing something. And it was as 

good a place as any to mull and muse and worry over her 

dearest friend. 

 

 



4 
 

Chapter Two: The Archivist 

Lina resisted the urge to shoot a dirty look at Raeyn, her Ajah 

head, as the older sister walked past her. The young Andoran 

resented the orders from the Brown Ajah Council that had kept 

her here updating the Brown Ajah history when she felt her 

talents would have been better utilized on expedition. There 

was nobody in the Tower as skill at delving and reading residues 

than her, and she reasoned that would have made her an 

excellent addition to study anything that was found on site. 

There were plenty of other Browns who wanted to stay in the 

Library for all their days, so why wasn’t one of those folks doing 

this work? They would probably like it, and do a better job of it 

too! 

She sighed, and gathered up her reference materials.  Her notes 

were crammed haphazardly in a folder, and the lot bundled into 

her satchel. Lina then gathered up the books with a deal more 

care, and put them on the nearest cart. They were matters of 

public record, and while they did provide some interesting 

points on recent history, she knew there would be better 

materials in the Ajah-restricted section above the Library.  

Lina made her way to the stairwell upwards, adjusting the lay of 

her satchel as she ascended. Most of her work updating the 

records was scattered between the Brown archives and her own 

chambers, and was significantly more extensive than what she 

had around her neck. Granted, this was some of the more 

exciting research, as the subject was the expedition to the lost 

city of Namandar discovered in Tarabon. She frowned; this was 

exactly the sort of adventure… expedition… that she should 

have been on. There had not been a very large Brown 

contingent; it had been considered a victory that the Greens 
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had acceded to allowing any of the Browns to accompany. 

There was little love lost between Brown and Green, books and 

swords, and even though her best friend had been such for 20 

years or so, sisters in both Ajahs gave her and Orome a hard 

time for their cross-Ajah friendship. 

She shook herself; it was childish to be so hung up on 

‘adventure’. Oh sure, she understood that growing up as an inn-

keeper’s daughter, she absorbed all sorts of stories from 

travelers. Even if the vast majority were drunken exaggerations, 

it still awoke something in her heart. And her frail and aging 

parents back home would argue that she had enough adventure 

just by being an Aes Sedai. They were good at talking her down, 

and she would miss them greatly when they passed on. 

Frowning, she opened the door to the Archive; it occurred to 

her that she should visit them before it was too late. 

The chamber was empty but her, and the most poorly organized 

stack of assorted things than you could ever want to see. Where 

the Library was meticulously organized and sorted, the private 

Brown archive’s system of sorting was to shove things in piles, 

and hopefully those piles would be vaguely related to each 

other. She had made some inroads in understanding how some 

of her fellow sisters had placed things, but it still required a lot 

of guesswork and prayer to determine if a particular node had 

anything relevant to what she needed for her efforts. 

Lina threw her satchel casually across a bench, grimacing at the 

dust it raised. The perpetual haze of it in the Brown areas of the 

White Tower was something that she still hadn’t gotten used to; 

her upbringing was one of constant tidying! She sneezed, her 

fine sandy-coloured hair flying about her face at the force of it. 

She muttered under her breath about finding a Novice to sic on 
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the mess, and promptly forgot as she had every other time she 

had come to this place. It was hard to remember trivialities 

amongst the joy of knowledge, however badly organized. 

Her recently discovered node was some unnamed sister’s 

records of the expedition to the lost city of Namandar. She had 

found it the night before towards the end of the evening, and 

hadn’t had a chance to sit down and flip through it properly. 

Taking a moment to push up her sleeves, she then reached for 

the top folder in the stack. As she flipped through, she tsked; 

this was a list of artifacts found. There were several different 

versions of this list available throughout the Library, and as she 

flipped through it to make sure there was new data, she found 

nothing of particular interest. 

Lina put it aside, and reached for another file. It was thick 

leather, and on inspection, crammed full of what appeared to 

be the journal entries of one Saia Nolide. She skimmed the 

pages, noting many complaints about the rigors of travel; this 

was obviously a sister who was not a fan of adventures. This 

Saia, however was a talented artist, and there was any number 

of labeled sketches in the folder. Some were of the ter’angreal 

and angreal and other assorted objects found in Namandar, but 

others were of more interest. There were some quick sketches 

of the city they had found in the cavern. Perhaps she had turned 

them into paintings and they were stashed somewhere, or who 

knows what, but what she had committed to her pages was 

nothing short of breath-taking. “What a wonder it must have 

been to behold before the cavern collapsed,” Lina thought 

dreamily, slowly moving through the stack of drawings. Then 

came drawings of people; perhaps this Saia had intended to 

make a proper book about the expedition? She stopped her 

leafing, suddenly drawn to a particular drawing. “Raeyn Priya 
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Saethyr with her Warder, Matalina,” its noted read. And indeed, 

it portrayed someone who was obviously her Ajah head, but a 

bit younger-looking, with less strain on her face. And the 

woman beside her… 

Lina eyed the picture carefully, but it felt as if someone had 

pressed an icicle against her. She recognized that face, and that 

face had only just been in the dungeons. That face belonged to 

Cari Namere. 

She shook herself; why would her Ajah head have been bonded 

to a murderer, much less pictured with one? “It must be 

someone else,” Lina reasoned, pushing the picture gently away, 

“And even if she was bonded to this… this… person, who is to say 

she was a murderer then?!” 

Another thought occurred to her, and she tore open her satchel 

to look at something from her note-taking today. “Raeyn 

reported that Daeralle Verimal of the Green Ajah was trapped in 

the cave-in. The Brown sister stated that she had seen the 

collapse, but had been powerless to do anything about it.” She 

put her notes atop the nearest stack, and stood. 

Lina started pacing, her mind racing, her mouth clamped tightly. 

She was afraid to give voice to the thoughts in her head; surely 

they were ridiculous? Her Ajah head could have very well been 

bonded to the woman, and severed the bond upon realizing 

that Matalina was a murderous madwoman. Everyone assumed 

the woman had died because Raeyn had been so fond of her, 

and had all but refused to speak of her existence since. Could 

there have been a different reason? Could they have been… 

complicit… in something… not good? It was well known that 

Raeyn abhorred the Green Ajah as a whole beyond reason, but 

could she have… killed… another sister? Tower politics aside… 



8 
 

Lina jumped as the bells rang out the hour; she was late to her 

lesson with a promising Accepted! She carefully tucked the 

pictures and journal back into the stiffened leather folder, and 

added it to her satchel. She’d have the girl run a note to her 

best friend Orome and invite her out for a meal. The Tower felt 

suddenly dark and confining in a way she had never felt before, 

and she needed the comfort of a good meal and companionship 

to shake it off. After all, it was probably only a wild fancy. 
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Chapter Three: The Bright Sword 

There was a sound of running feet, when suddenly an Accepted 

appeared before her. Bobbing a curtsey, the girl held out a note, 

“Orome Sedai, this is from Lina Sedai. She bade me find you and 

deliver it immediately.” The Green sister gestured for the 

Accepted to stay, and opened the note: 

Oro, if you’re free tonight, let’s go eat at the Blue Cat Inn in 

town. There’s something I want to talk to you about, and I’m not 

sure I am comfortable talking about it in the Tower. 

 Lina 

Orome folded up the note, and tucked it her belt pouch as she 

addressed the girl before her, “Please let Lina Sedai know that I 

will meet her tonight as requested.” “Yes Aes Sedai,” the 

Accepted said, curtseying quickly and running back the way she 

came. She eyed the girl consideringly; it would not be much 

longer before she was sent to test for the shawl.  Not that the 

girl was likely to join the ranks of the Greens, but that was 

easier said than done. 

Orome continued on towards the Green Ajah’s slice of the 

White Tower, mulling over Lina’s missive. Lina and herself were 

old friends, best friends; they had entered the Novice Book on 

the very same day, and had been taken to the Tower by the 

same pair of Aes Sedai on the same trip. Even though Orome 

was a noblewoman from Altara and Lina an inn-keeper’s child 

from Caemlyn, starting this chapter of their lives together had 

forged them into a nearly-inseparable unit. It had hurt a bit 

when she had opted for the Brown Ajah instead of the Green, 

but Orome had had a few years to realize that it was for the 

best for both of them. Her best friend might be dear and 
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precious to her, but she was missing a certain toughness that 

she found as a common thread amongst her Green sistren.  

She stopped by her chambers to drop off her blades, and then 

made her way to the Ajah’s communal bath. Orome had been 

partaking in the recommended daily allotment of blade 

practice, and she had worked up quite a funk. Nodding to sisters 

as she padded along, her entry into the baths was greeted with 

the usual assault of warm, muggy air. She smiled; she had 

started to feel quite chilly on her trek back from the Yards. A 

servant ran up with an armful of towels, and said, “If you will 

follow me, Aes Sedai?” Orome allowed herself to led, grateful to 

strip out of her sodden practice clothing and slip into a warm 

embracing bath. 

She sighed in relief, pushing damp and unfurling dark ringlets 

out of her face. As good as it felt to practice blades, it was even 

better to have the luxury of a bath afterwards. It gave her time 

to think, and was a tiny oasis of calm in an otherwise busy day. 

Younger sisters like herself were expected to work nearly as 

hard as Accepted in proving themselves to their Ajah (‘at least,’ 

she reflected, ‘That’s how it is in the Green Ajah.’), and the 

shawl was no protection from the frustrations of older sisters. 

Her Captain-General had explained it as being like an 

apprenticeship; she was learning the core of what it meant to 

be Green, and that was no light task! Shaking her head, she 

instantaneously ran through an old Novice exercise for reaching 

the One Power, but only strove to clear her mind and embrace 

calm. What was the point of a relaxing bath if she filled it with 

annoying thoughts? 
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Dressed in an off-the-shoulder green silk styled from her native 

Ebou Dar with matching silk shawl hanging from her shoulders, 

Orome enjoyed the walk from the White Tower into town. It 

was the warmer drier time of year, and it was a pleasure to be 

outside as the sun set behind her. A gentle breeze blew lengthy 

fringe and ringlets alike, tickling her face and hands. She was 

very curious as to what Lina had to say to her; had she run into 

trouble from fooling around with her guard? He mainly served 

around the Tower grounds, so that would possibly explain why 

she wanted to go into town instead of dining there. 

Orome was intercepted by the inn-keeper at nearly the same 

second that her foot crossed the threshold into the inn. 

“Greetings, Orome Sedai!” Mirien the proprietress said as she 

dipped her head in greeting, “Lina Sedai has taken a private 

room for your meal tonight; if you will follow me?” Orome 

gestured to Mirien to lead on, even though she knew perfectly 

well where the private rooms were and which one would 

probably be theirs for the evening. Even with her patents of 

nobility and the added status of being an Aes Sedai, she 

understood the importance for basic respect to the mistress of 

an inn… especially if she wanted her meal to not be spat upon. 

Thanking Mistress Mirien as she slid past the innkeep into the 

room, she shot a smile to her friend Lina. Lina waited until 

Orome closed the door, then issued a wavering smile in return. 

She was clutching what appeared to be a ratty satchel very 

tightly, and Orome raised an eyebrow as she sat down and 

reached for the wine, “I swear, you turn a bit more absent-

minded every time I see you, Lina.” She smiled to take the bite 

out of her words, and continued as she poured herself a glass, 

“Any reason you are death-gripping that satchel as if you were a 

refugee, and that bag contained all your worldly possessions?” 
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Lina jumped as if pricked, and loosened her grip on the bag. As 

she followed Orome’s example and poured herself some wine, 

she said sheepishly, “I hadn’t realized I’d pulled it around from 

the back of the chair. I guess I’m a bit preoccupied, and there’s 

some things in there I wanted to show you.” 

“Can it wait until after we eat, Lina? I’ve had a long day, and...” 

“Sure, sure, I guess. It’s just…” Lina’s eyes darted to the satchel 

again, and she gulped. 

Orome’s eyes widened; what could be in that bag that was so 

concerning to her friend?! Thinking of her earlier line of thought 

about the guard, she spoke very slowly, “Before I get ahead of 

myself being horrified in advance based on my own line of 

thinking, why don’t you…” 

She stopped as the door cracked open, and a cart entered 

followed by Mistress Mirien. Lina’s hands snapped back to the 

table; Orome had seen them drifting back to the satchel as she 

had tried to organize her words. The plump innkeep cheerfully 

laid out the meal, occasionally exclaiming about the quality of 

this vegetable or that meat. Both Aes Sedai wore small smiles 

on their faces, both looking as attentive as anyone could wish 

for someone to be. Orome cut her eyes across to Lina just to 

make sure; as rattled as she seemed to be, she might slip in her 

etiquette. Okay, she wasn’t likely to, since she knew even better 

how inn-keepers wanted to be treated, but she was definitely 

concerned about what was rattling around in her friend’s bag 

and mind! 

And finally, the well-meaning interloper bobbed a curtsey and 

said, “Enjoy your meal, Aes Sedai!” before exiting the room. 
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Orome breathed a small sigh of relief, and then turned her 

attention sharply to Lina.  

“What is it that has got you so jumpy right now?” 

Lina gulped, her hand drifting back to the satchel again, “I think 

one of my Ajah might be a Darkfriend. 

Orome eyed her friend sidewise, once again attempting to 

organize her thoughts, “That seems… that seems a rather 

startling conclusion or accusation to make of anyone, Lina…” 

she paused, picking up her knife and describing a circle in the air 

before her, “Who are we talking about and what sort of proof 

do you have to offer?” She felt a sadness for her friend; she was 

obviously overworked to be jumping at shadows. Better if her 

problems had been with that pretty boy she’d been keeping 

company with. Lina wordlessly opened her satchel, extracted a 

folder, and from that handed over a single page with shaking 

hands. Lina then found her voice, and added, “It’s from one of 

the Brown sisters at Namandar.” 

Orome looked at the page in front of her, and found that her 

hand was trembling. She could clearly recognize Raeyn Sedai, 

one of the oldest (and scariest) Aes Sedai resident in the White 

Tower. As for the other… she very carefully laid the page down, 

lest she rip it or burn it in response to the sudden rage rising in 

her. “That other is that criminal on the loose. I watched her trial 

and there is nobody else that could be. On my name and on my 

honor…” she stopped suddenly, and gulped down her entire 

glass of wine before refilling it. “Why is she with that…” 

Her eye caught the note at the bottom of the picture, and her 

eyes darted up to Lina’s pale face. “According to that and to 

what is known within the Ajah, that was Raeyn’s Warder. I’d 
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always thought she must have died because everyone said 

Raeyn had cared deeply for her bonded and refused to talk 

about her or what happened to her. And…” Lina paused for a 

minute, and seemed to gather herself before continuing, “It’s 

well known that Raeyn has a… strong… dislike for the Green 

Ajah as a whole. I don’t know what your Ajah has in their 

records on Namandar, but I found this,” she stopped to fish out 

another sheet of parchment and handed it to Orome, “and well, 

you can see what the report says for yourself.” 

Orome’s dark eyes narrowed as she read over the paper, then 

blinked in surprise before laying it with the sketch, “Are you 

suggesting that Raeyn might not have tried that hard to save 

Daeralle?” 

“I’m not really sure what I’m suggesting, not yet… but…” 

“But what, Lina?” 

“Could you check your Ajah’s records on Namandar? Or… I 

don’t… I don’t really know. I’m just…” Lina was muttering into 

her chest at this point, “I have a feeling something worse 

happened than we know, and I just…” she lifted her head, as if 

she had suddenly found some inner strength, “I just want the 

White Tower to be safe, and if she’s… she’s a Darkfriend…” Lina 

shook her head, and grabbing a fork, idly nudged a potato on 

her plate. 

Orome herself took a bite from the meal set before her, but it 

tasted like ashes in her mouth. She sighed and put her fork 

down, “Lina, for you, I will look. I’m not much of a researcher, 

and I don’t really know what to look for…” She paused, and 

looked to her friend for guidance. 
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Lina hrmphed, a small smirk darted across her face before she 

shook her head, “I don’t really know what to tell you. Look for 

things that look suspicious?” 

“Suspicious like what, Lina? People come and go and die all the 

time, and…” 

“Maybe that’s it! Have there been any questionable deaths or 

disappearances?” 

“Well, sort of. You know as well as I do that very few sisters 

leave a clear and open trail of where they are or where they’ve 

been. Maybe some tell others when they retire, but how many 

vanish for years only to turn up again out of the blue?” 

“Orome, work with me here. I know that the comings and 

goings of each Ajah is information that is pretty much hoarded 

and kept within the Ajah alone, but this is important!” 

Orome shifted the top sheet to look at the drawing again. It did 

seem a potentially damning piece of evidence, and it was her 

Ajah’s purview to be ready, to stand counter to the channelers 

serving the Dark One. Her resolved hardened – Lina was right. 

They had to find out more, and if she was right… Orome’s hand 

curled into a fist. “Okay Lina… I will see what I can find.” 
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Chapter Four: Goodbye   

As Raeyn entered the dining room for Aes Sedai, she wondered 

to herself when the last time she had actually stopped here 

could have been. Had it been a year, five years, or more. Like 

many amongst the Brown Ajah, she didn’t see a real need to 

stop work for a meal and usually had meals brought to her 

chambers. But as worried as she was about Matalina, she felt 

the need for something resembling companionship. 

She peered around, trying to spot someone she could sit with. “I 

should have invited someone to join me,” Raeyn thought 

ruefully. Social niceties and planning them were not her forte. 

And then she spotted one of her Sitters, Claire, who was sitting 

not too far from the entrance. Smiling slightly, Raeyn made her 

way over. 

“Mind if I join you, Claire?” Raeyn asked, “Do not worry; I’m not 

here to lecture you. I just felt like a change of pace and dining 

with people might be nice for once.” 

“In that case and by all means, join me,” Claire said, regaining a 

bit of colour to her face. It was all Raeyn could do to not roll her 

eyes and she sat down; the girl still needed much seasoning, 

Sitter or not! 

“Thank you,” Raeyn managed, refraining from peering around 

to locate one of the Accepted on dinner duty; some girl or 

another would show up soon enough. “Tell me, how goes your 

ter’angreal studies?” 

Claire brightened, and proceeded to take off speaking as fast as 

a startled bird takes flight. While the girl’s work was very 

important, the elder sister certainly didn’t care about it at this 
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particular moment. And, thank the Great Lord, she was cut off 

before she could get too annoying by the arrival of an Accepted 

to take their order. 

“Greetings, Aes Sedai,” the Accepted bobbed a quick dip of the 

knee before continuing. The child did a fair imitation of serenity 

as she read out the specials, but it was obvious she still had a 

ways to go before she would be ready to attain the shawl. 

“Which of these choices would you like, Aes Sedai?” the girl 

spoke, and Raeyn racked her brain to recall what the girl had 

just said. “The soup please, with plenty of bread. The white 

wine rather than the red.” Claire chimed in with her order, and 

off the child shot. “That girl has a ways to go still,” Claire 

murmured, and Raeyn cracked a small smile to hear her own 

thoughts spoken aloud. Perhaps Claire would eventually get her 

head around things enough to be on the council in addition to 

the lesser position of Sitter in the Hall. 

Before Claire could return to her torrents of words, a loud group 

of Greens and their Warders entered the Hall. Raeyn narrowed 

her eyes; Greens had terrible manners and horrendously huge 

egos. But they seemed more excited than usual, as if there was 

a grand bit of gossip on their collective lips. 

As they passed, Raeyn heard one Warder speak to his Aes Sedai, 

“Yes, we found Cari Namere, but she killed herself before we 

could properly bring her to justice.” The Green sister looked 

grim; it seemed to Raeyn that Greens considered themselves 

greater justiciars than Grays and their knowledge of law. “As if 

blades are the tools of justice!” Raeyn thought weakly to herself, 

as of to try and block her mind from what she had just heard 

said.  
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Claire was looking at her quizzically, and Raeyn replied, “I was 

just surprised to hear that murderer had escaped.” The 

Accepted showed up then with the wine, which Raeyn gestured 

for her to leave, “And much less than escaped, dead! It’s a relief 

that we don’t have to worry any longer about this person being 

free and a threat.” She buried her face in her glass, hoping her 

shakiness would be taken for mere nerves rather than the deep 

welling up upset she felt in her heart. 

The food arrived shortly after that, and Claire picked back up 

describing her work between bites of food. Raeyn ate 

mechanically; she knew she needed food in her, but she had 

neither desire nor enjoyment of the process, especially right 

now. As she wound down, the younger sister asked solicitously, 

“Are you feeling well, Raeyn?” Raeyn smiled weakly and replied, 

“I am still a bit shaken up from the ‘news’ those Greens brought 

in. I am sure I will feel better after some sleep and reflection on 

things.” Claire nodded; everyone in the White Tower ‘knew’ 

that rest and reflection were the tools to best return to 

serenity. 

Once the table was cleared, Raeyn stood and thanked Claire for 

her companionship, excusing herself for the aforementioned 

rest and reflection. Claire smiled a shade brighter than polite; 

did the girl assume that this meal meant ascension within in the 

Ajah, that this ‘notice’ was of any import? Raeyn thought on this 

as she made her way back to her quarters, and found that she 

didn’t care. She was old, her heart and soul hurt worse than it 

had at any time since the death of her father over 200 years 

previous. What was the point of staying where her best friend 

had died? What was the point of this organization at all? 

Servants of All, they supposedly were, but it seemed more like 

Self-Servants of Self rather than anything else. 
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She managed to hold herself vaguely together until she was safe 

behind her chamber door. As she sat in her favorite old chaise 

longue, a sob ripped out of her throat. So what if it had been 

years since she released Matalina from the bond at the other 

woman’s request? So what if she had seen her almost never in 

those intervening years? So what if she wasn’t a ‘good’ woman? 

She was probably the most tormented soul Raeyn had ever met, 

but that didn’t make her any less precious. And now her 

children (however many she might have now; the woman was 

never wise about contraception) must grow out without a 

mother. She might have resented her Warder’s promiscuity, but 

she had loved those babies as if they were her own. 

Sucking in air, Raeyn tried to suppress her sobs, and after 

swallowing a few times, managed to soothe most of her ragged 

breathing down.  She fished a tissue out of her sleeve and 

dabbed her eyes, then clutched it tightly with both hands as she 

returned to her earlier line of thought. Could she really say 

goodbye to the White Tower? She had tried to leave and retire 

so many times, yet circumstances kept dragging her back to put 

a firm hand on things. Well, and help sabotage operations on 

behalf of the Great Lord, but that was part and parcel of being 

in the Black Ajah. 

“I am getting too old to be of use like I was as a younger sister,” 

Raeyn thought as she stood, ignoring the slight creak to her 

joints. “I could just as easily continue my research on prophecies 

from Saldaea; what the White Tower has on the Prophecies of 

the Dark is especially limited.” That had been her work of recent 

year – the study of prophecy. She had done her best to sew 

confusion about the implied meanings of both the Prophecies of 

the Dark and the varied prophecies pertaining to the Dragon 

Reborn, and knew more of both sets than anyone else alive. She 
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had figured, and it had been agreed upon by the rest of the 

Supreme Council, the Head of the Great Council, and their 

patron Chosen, that it would better enable them to undermine 

the Lightfools in their ill-advised quest to rid the world of the 

Great Lord. 

In her heyday though, she had arranged for the death or 

subjugation of any number of sisters. Raeyn wasn’t fond of 

killing, per se, but she was fond of taking out overweening 

children, so full of their… ‘right’ and ‘good’. They were self-

serving little pricks, not fit to exist for the most part. Oh, she’d 

occasionally had to deal with orders to leave them alive to be 

turned to the Great Lord’s service; who was that one girl? 

Elaine? Eleanor? Raeyn shook her head; it mattered not. “And 

better to leave the… fun… to those more able,” she added 

aloud, and sighed. 

Thinking of death brought her back to Matalina, and sharp on 

the back of that – her father. Tears welled in her eyes again, and 

she bit her lip in an attempt to stop herself from crying out 

again. It was the death of her father all those years ago that had 

turned her away from the Light. Even if it was an unreasonable 

sentiment, she had felt that there was no point in believing in a 

benevolent and caring Creator who would let her wonderful 

father die. She knew it was guilt speaking, the guilt of being too 

busy to visit, the guilt of having left home to become an Aes 

Sedai, of not being there to watch him grow old. The pain of his 

death was still a scar on her heart, and perhaps in a way, her 

service to the dark was just a protracted suicide. She hadn’t 

wanted anything out of her switching – she had no desire for 

immortality, or to subjugate all of mankind at her feet. She did 

like having access to the knowledge of the ages, or at least, the 
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scraps she was granted. But was that enough? She didn’t really 

know or care anymore. 

And, she had to admit to herself, even knowing all of this, 

knowing all the ‘logic’ and reasons behind why she felt didn’t 

change it a whit. She would always resent the Green Ajah for 

their betrayal of Karana, and of the agreement made to keep 

the White Tower whole. She would always resent the Creator 

for taking the very few people she allowed herself to love away. 

All it did was cement three things – her best friend had died to 

preserve her, that she was done with the White Tower, and that 

she was the time to leave and never come back.  And with that, 

she threw herself back onto her chair and allowed herself to cry 

again. 
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Chapter Five: Preparations 

After some time, Raeyn felt cried out and empty. ‘Empty’, 

perhaps, was too shallow a word – she felt cored. But it was 

serenity of a sort, the kind borne of having nothing more to feel 

for the moment. She was… relieved? Well, she couldn’t put a 

word to it, but it seemed right to have made a decision to go. 

Spotting her handkerchief where it had fallen from her hand 

beside the chair, leaned over to pick it up. It was clean enough 

upon inspection, and Raeyn used it to wipe her face. Tucking it 

back up her sleeve, she rose and walked to her stand mirror. 

Her normally pale face was red and paler by turn, and her blue 

eyes were definitely red rimmed. She retrieved a hairbrush from 

a nearby end table, and made a half-hearted effort to smooth 

out her dark brown hair before putting it back in a slightly 

neater bun. It made her feel that step closer to vaguely stable, 

this organization of self. 

As she placed the brush back where she’d picked it up from, 

Raeyn started looking around her study and sighed. What was 

safe to leave, what was important to take? Certainly, she 

couldn’t take everything she wanted to, so it would behoove 

her to burn that which might be incriminating. This displeased 

her; it was anathema to destroy knowledge. But it was more 

important to preserve her life, she grudgingly conceded… very 

grudgingly. 

Raeyn templed her fingers against her forehead and tried to 

think about how to best go about packing up her life. She was 

not overly concerned with clothing or baubles, except… 

She ran to her wardrobe, carefully opening it and thanking the 

Great Lord that it didn’t explode upon her. Sneezing repeatedly 

at the profuse amount of dust that layered everything, she 
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shoved stuff aside to reach the long drawer at the back bottom. 

Trying to open it as carefully as possible, she found it was rather 

stuck. A thin weave of Air pushed around the drawer cleared 

whatever obstruction might have been sticking it closed, and 

pulled the contents into view. Inside, both wrapped in Keepings, 

were her two more precious possessions. One was her flute; 

when had she last played it? As for the other… Raeyn carefully 

removed nearly rotted silk from a small carving of a cat, and 

held it gently in both hands. Her father had made it for her 

sixteenth birthday, and they were the only two things of her 

former life she had with her on that faithful trip to Maradon 

where she found out she could channel. Taking a deep breath, 

she sharply berated herself, “No more tears, not right now.” 

Steeling herself, she picked up the flute and carried both objects 

to the bed. She placed them both carefully amongst the pillows, 

and turned back to the wardrobe. She probably wouldn’t need 

too many dresses, and once back resident at her hideaway on 

the edge of the Blight, she could easily Skim to any city she 

wanted and get more clothing made. A few dresses were 

thrown across to the bed, along with the requisite changes of 

shifts and stockings. It was all fairly plain garb, brown wools and 

some silks, cut in the style of her native Saldaea. Say one thing 

for her people – they had practicality in mind in their fashion. 

Raeyn then proceeded to gather up the small things, the hair 

brushes and sewing kits and cooking gear that were a necessity 

to travel. This was done almost by rote; she had traveled 

extensively in her years and knew what she needed to get by. It 

briefly crossed her mind that there was a list somewhere that 

was a good checklist for this sort of thing, but where it might be 

amongst her papers eluded her. “Maybe I’ll find it when I sort 

through to see what I need to take and what I need to…” her 
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thought trailed off, and she muttered allowed, “What I will need 

to burn.” 

She moved to the middle of her study and closed her eyes. As 

she stood there, she tried to visualize what data was stacked 

where, but knew in her heart that there was very little in the 

way of organization. The tick of the clock caught Raeyn’s eye, 

and she checked the hour to find it was early evening; her crying 

hadn’t taken the eternity it had felt like. What would take an 

eternity, however… She steeled herself, and dived in. 

Once she was into the meat of sorting out her files, muscle 

memory aided in remembering what could be found in some of 

the more recent piles. She sorted them into two groupings – 

that which she had to take, and that which was safe to leave. As 

she did this, Raeyn would occasionally get up and remember 

another place where notes or papers were stashed, such as 

under her mattress (which went into the ‘to take’ pile), and 

even a few under a dusty, disused, and thankfully empty 

chamber pot! 

The notes and files she deemed safe to leave were spread back 

across the room into a state of disorder. Raeyn fervently hoped 

that they looked to be some reasonable facsimile of in use, but 

outside of trying to net dust and spread them back across the 

files, there was little more she could for them. And that left a 

rather large stack of folders and loose pages and notebooks for 

her to sift through. She left them be on the floor, and went to 

try and find her satchels and cases and saddlebags from 

wherever she might have left them amongst her disorder. Some 

were hiding in the back of the wardrobe, one or two hiding 

under a thick layer of dust atop the selfsame wardrobe, and her 
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travel chest was hiding under a chair under a tapestry she’d 

never quite gotten around to having hung. 

She resisted the urge to cram things in as fast as possible, 

though that was surprisingly difficult. Raeyn couldn’t figure out 

why, but the press of time was something she was feeling very 

keenly. She ‘knew’ she needed to leave as swiftly as possible, 

but had no logic to figure out why she felt as such. “It’s probably 

just because I’ve made the decision to go, and that I might as 

well get it over with,” she reasoned to herself as she began 

trying to lay her papers neatly into her travel case. 

To her misfortune and annoyance, Raeyn quickly realized that 

all that she wanted to take wasn’t going to fit. ‘Tick tock, tick 

tock,’ sang the clock unconcernedly. She took a calming breath 

and thought of the rose unfurling, willing my mind to calm as 

she reached back into the case and tried to weed out more 

things to burn. In less time than she had hoped, but in more 

time than she had wanted to spend, the Brown sister had a 

merry fire burning. Some of the things turning to ash before her 

might have been safe to leave, but knowing how precocious 

some of the younger sisters were… “Better safe than sorry in all 

things,” she addressed to the fireplace grimly. 

The rest of the packing was aided by the ease of practice, and in 

short order, she had a pile of bags surrounding her case on the 

floor. She sat down in her chaise longue, and watched the fire 

burn down. 
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Chapter Six: Leavetaking 

The hour grew late as Raeyn sat in her chair, letting the flames 

soothe her stress away, however briefly. Her mind preoccupied 

itself by thinking again over her packing, on what else she would 

need for travel. She had made sure to leave empty bags for 

foodstuffs, which was easily retrievable from the White Tower 

kitchens before she departed. Provender could be obtained 

from the stables when she collected the horses, of course.  

She half-wondered to herself if she should disguise herself. It 

was a fairly simple matter of the One Power to change one’s 

appearance enough to be taken for someone else. But if she did 

opt to go that route, that could risk making her departure look 

suspicious. “It’s still chill enough to not raise any notice being 

layered and cowled,” she mused aloud, “At least, in the late and 

early hours. Yes, that could suit propriety, and stop any gossips 

in their tracks.” Raeyn suppressed a sigh of weariness; she 

looked forward to not having to think about these things, the 

machinations any longer. 

By the same token, she wondered if it would be prudent to 

leave a note. She certainly wouldn’t mention where she was 

going. Raeyn shook herself; she certainly owed nobody here 

anything! Especially since… she fought back a sniffle and 

viciously tried to think of anything but ‘Cari’. As she bit her lip, 

she did remember one note that she needed to write. Moving 

to the table, she reached into her belt pouch and pulled out a 

certain cipher book… 

A last bright flame shot forth in the fireplace, catching Raeyn’s 

eye. At that, it gracefully died down to nothing, the last shining 

bits amongst the ashes fading to nothing. She frowned slightly, 

and grabbed a poker to stir the bits apart. While it was highly 
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unlikely someone would root through her fireplace with weaves 

trying to find anything out, every sister in the White Tower 

knew to make sure to obliterate things properly.  

Raeyn stood them, and looked around the room a final time. 

Her note was tucked up her sleeve, ready to be deposited at the 

appropriate pick-up place. She nodded slowly, and then took 

her cloak off its hook and pulled it about her. She was shortly 

festooned with bags, and a weave of the Air lifted her chest 

aloft. Another opened the door for her, and closed the door 

behind her with a soft click as she moved into the hallway. 

 

The late hour made Raeyn’s transit through the Tower a 

reflective, private one. She was able to leave her missive to the 

rest of the Supreme Council with no risk of being seen, and the 

early morning staff in the dining room were more than obliging 

in providing her supplies. “But then,” she thought as they filled 

her bags, “that is what they are paid to do.” She pulled her hood 

more forward to disguise her face; she sincerely hoped it was 

enough. 

She readjusted her bags, and debated between asking one of 

the kitchen help to help carry her things, and floating along 

what she could. She decided to go for floating; people might see 

her go by, but at least there would be less chance of them 

looking her in the face and taking note of who she was. 

After what felt like an eternity buried under so many bags and 

things, Raeyn reached the stable. She had to shout to wake the 

stable hands, but they moved quickly enough to get appropriate 

horses ready for her and her gear. Fishing a few coins out of her 

belt pouch, she slipped a few coppers into hands and 
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murmured, “Thank you,” before swinging up onto her mount. 

Checking that the reins of the horse carrying her luggage were 

secure on her saddle horn, she rode out into the still dark night. 

A large city like Tar Valon was always a buzz of activity and a din 

of noise during waking hours, but during the middle of the 

night, it was disturbingly quiet. A dog barked off in the distance; 

at what she could only speculate. The clip-clop of her horses’ 

shod feet rang out especially sharply to her ears, even though 

she knew it just seemed that way. 

The other benefit about travelling through the city at night was, 

of course, the lack of footfall on the streets. She was able to 

make the trip from the Tower environs to the Caemlyn bridge in 

very little time, and it was only a slightly longer time across the 

white bridge arching over a mile to the far shore with no 

supports. It was a remnant of knowledge lost, and it always 

made her wish she had the talents required to replicate them 

(much less figure out how to replicate them). 

The sun was a glimmer on the horizon as she arrived in Alindaer, 

the village across the river. A few people could be seen going 

about their business; country people were inclined to get earlier 

starts than people the other side of the bridge. She smiled 

briefly – it had been a very long time since she had been a 

country person like them. She certainly didn’t miss chores in the 

bitter cold before dawn. She yawned; it suddenly occurred to 

that she had been awake for a rather long time. A look over her 

should at the White Tower, and firmed her resolve – there was 

no time for rest, not yet. With the noise of the village past her, 

she swung into a canter; there were many miles to cover before 

she could stop. 
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Chapter Seven: Suspicions 

Orome yawned again, grateful that the Green Ajah’s private 

archives were kept clean and free of moths. As widely as she 

was yawning, it would be a small miracle if she didn’t inhale 

one… if there were any present. 

The young Altaran sister was forgoing sleep in the hopes of her 

efforts going unnoticed. She was known for not being especially 

interested in books; she only worked as hard as she did as a 

Novice and Accepted to keep up with Lina! She did have to 

admit that reading about the Namandar expedition was 

exceedingly more excited than anything she had been 

permitted to do since achieving the shawl; she had been forced 

into study, study, and more study instead! Mind, improving her 

blade-work and battle weaves weren’t especially onerous forms 

of studying, but she chafed to do something, anything away 

from home! 

Home… she laughed quietly. It still caught her sometimes, that 

she lived in the White Tower rather than her parent’s modest 

palace in the capital of Altara, Ebou Dar. It was fine that this felt 

like home; finding the Green Ajah had been like a true 

homecoming for her. To not be treated as political capital, to 

not be forced to marry some lordling… she thanked the Creator 

daily to not be trapped in such a fate. 

Shaking herself out of her reverie, Orome turned back to the 

account she had on hand. There were many deaths mentioned, 

but most of those were accounted to the battle above. No, the 

only particularly suspicious one was Daeralle. Even being an 

elder sister, she should have been able to beat a doughy Brown 

to the surface! 
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“Or it could be exactly as it looks – the ceiling collapsed, and 

nothing could have been done,” she muttered, tapping her lip 

and pushing the parchment aside. She exhaled sharply, 

wondering if anyone elses’ account of events would hold any 

new and surprising information. 

In this way, evening passed into night. Each account had a 

slightly different angle or gossip or mourning for a friend lost, 

but nothing else of any specific suspicion. Oh, there were plenty 

of near-slanderous comments about all the Browns that had 

come along; she remembered how tense relations were 

between the Ajahs at that time. She hadn’t attained the shawl 

by that point, and she was relieved to not have been raised until 

things had cooled down a bit in the Tower. Oh, there were 

always politics and factions and squabbling, but that particular 

period had felt more like all-out war! 

Orome stood up and bit down a groan; she had been sitting so 

long as to go stiff like some old woman! She carefully gathered 

the varied accounts and refilled them, hoping she put them in 

the right places. She wasn’t a librarian, after all. “Now, what 

was that other thing Lina said to look for,” she said to herself 

quietly, racking her tired brain, “She said to look at anything 

about Namandar and… no, there wasn’t another expedition, it 

was… …” Suddenly, it came to her – Lina had said to see if there 

were any other absences or deaths that stood out as especially 

odd or unexplained. 

Of course, this task was easier said than done. While Greens 

were supposed to submit notification to the Captain-General 

before going anywhere, many ‘forgot’ to when leaving the 

Tower. While Aes Sedai couldn’t lie due to the Three Oaths, 

there was still quite a bit of room for fudging around them. 
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There were some who resented being treated like children; 

Orome was definitely in that camp. She understood that it was 

about trying to instill discipline in their ranks so they would be 

better able to fight on the side of the Light, but she would 

rather do a few hours of reflection and penance, or a few extra 

hours of blade practice. 

Still, she found some interesting leads as she read on. Even 

taking into accounts sisters who had probably gone on to 

retirement without telling anyone, there were any number of 

recorded absences and a few strange deaths as well. There was 

nothing necessarily telling about any of them, no obvious traces 

of the One Power. There was a spot of near-comic relief, 

however, when she found mention of a stabbing. The sister in 

question had refused to give specifics, but rumour had it had 

been a fight with either her Warder (who was reputed to be her 

husband), or a drunken brawl in town. Whatever the case, the 

Aes Sedai and her Warder had refused to talk to each other for 

some months afterward the incident. 

Orome chuckled again, wondering who thought it important to 

record that much degree on that particular incident. She closed 

the book it was in, and put it back where she thought it went. 

Suddenly, she heard a bell ring out; had she really been here all 

night?! She scooped up her notes and peered out the door. 

Seeing it was clear, she closed the door and tried to look natural 

as she folded the sheets of parchment and shoved them into 

her belt pouch. She opted to wander back to her chambers, and 

indeed, found the sun rising across the horizon. “This better be 

worth my sleep, Lina,” she grumbled. 
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Chapter Eight: Comparing Notes 

Lina poured another cup of tea as she picked over her breakfast. 

The morning light filtering in through her windows mocker her 

with its cheeriness; she didn’t feel cheerful at all. Her rest was 

filled with vague terrors and bogeymen and Darkfriends chasing 

her across the Tower. She could laugh weakly at them in the 

fullness of morning, but that didn’t help her feel any more alert. 

And, she realized, she wasn’t hungry. She’d merely pushed the 

food around her plate. Considering how little she’d had the 

night before, Lina figured she’d have some appetite even with 

bad dreams filling her night, but alas, the tray spoke for itself. 

She wrapped a roll in a napkin and put it aside, as well as 

keeping the tea things on her table. The rest of the tray she 

placed outside her door in the hallway for someone to collect. 

“What is keeping Orome?” she muttered to herself as she re-

entered her room and closed the door behind her. Her eyes 

flicked to a notebook on her desk. It was an earlier sister’s 

attempt to organize some timeline of the comings and goings of 

the Brown Ajah, and a find she was very happy to find. She 

thought she recognized the handwriting, but much like her own 

contribution to the records, she wasn’t supposed to put her 

name to it. “It is for the good of the Ajah, and in that, there is no 

room for credit-taking,” Lina said in a whining voice, mimicking 

what she had been told when set to her updating task. “They 

make you work for no credit, and then refuse your requests to 

do original work as well! Bah!” 

She sighed at herself; there was no point in getting worked up 

at the order of things. It had been made very clear to her that 

she had to complete any number of tasks to earn the respect of 

her fellow Brown sisters, and to demonstrate that she was 
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ready to their satisfaction to carry on greater works. It went 

directly counter to a truth that she and Orome had discovered 

upon attaining the shawl – their great strength with the One 

Power should have had them in higher standing. And yes, many 

sisters did grudgingly defer to them… but not Sitters, or their 

Ajah Heads, and in the case of the Brown Ajah? Lina had to deal 

with the full bloody Council! 

She sat back down, and eying the door with a willing of Orome 

to show up, she turned back to the notebook in question. The 

comings and goings were only a few years out of date, and it 

told her the thing she needed most – at what times had Raeyn 

been in the Tower. The older sister had travelled some, and 

gone away for a few years here and again, but she had mainly 

stayed in the Tower serving as the First Chair of the Council. 

Hoping it would be enough with what she hoped Orome had 

remembered to look for, she put it aside and reached for a 

more generalized history of the White Tower. This one 

appeared to record when Amyrlin Seats were raised, who were 

Sitters when, and so on. It was common stuff that every Novice 

and Accepted were expected to remember, and not of any real 

interest.  

She flipped it back to the front, and noticed a corner peeling 

loose from the binding. Lina tsked; this would need gluing and 

resetting. She nosed up to it to inspect more closely, and 

noticed a small bit of paper tucked in the lining. “Curiouser and 

curiouser,” she murmured, trying to determine how best to 

extract it. In the end, the lining was damaged and needed 

repairing; what was a little more damage in this case? She 

peeled it back gently, and removed the bit of parchment. 
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When Lina opened it, her eyes widened. She definitely 

recognized this handwriting; it was a note from Eniara Kisharad, 

whose talents in Delving made her an idol of sorts for Lina. Her 

own talents for Delving and reading residues were amongst the 

best of the current residents of the White Tower. How she 

wished she could have studied with that great woman! As it 

were, Lina had read every single thing she could find that had 

been written by Eniara, and kept hoping she would find stashes 

with new material to moon over. 

 As for the contents of the note, her eyes risked falling out of 

her head: 

“I have delved the body of Kathana Justinia Trevalaer 

upon her death, and I find that her death was not the 

natural one that it appears to be. Unfortunately, 

between the mourning and the politicking that the 

Browns have engaged into raise another one of their 

own, my concerns have fallen on deaf ears. I hide this 

note here in the hopes that the truth will be set free, 

instead of suppressed.” 

There was no signature, as was to be expected. But the 

implications made her skin crawl; had there been some sort of 

murderous conspiracy? Or was her head just jumping at 

shadows she herself had created? Eniara didn’t specify what she 

had found with Kathana; maybe someone had tried to heal her 

and had cleared out quickly when it didn’t help? No, she would 

have recognized healing weaves or attempts thereof -- that 

much Lina was certain of. 

A quick knock rang forth from her door, and before she could 

invite entrance, Orome ducked in and threw herself down into a 

chair. “I have had the longest night ever, Lina,” she raised her 
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head and shot a dirty,bleary-eyed look, “I certainly hope this 

wild hare chase of yours has a purpose, or else I might have to 

punch you.” 

“We’ll see,” Lina responded, raising an eye at her friend, “What 

did you find?” 

“Tea first please – I’ve been up all night and I haven’t even had 

breakfast yet, and” 

“Did you sleep poorly too?” Lina asked as she poured her friend 

a cup of cold tea. Pushing over the cup, she added pushed over 

the wrapped roll as well, “The tea is cold. You can have this roll I 

was keeping.” Orome grunted, and channeled a small thread of 

Fire to warm her tea. Lina tried to wait patiently while her 

friend had her pitiful excuse for a breakfast, but it was hard. She 

must have been staring at Orome harder than she realized 

though, because her friend jumped when she looked up! “Oh…” 

she started, and reached into her belt pouch to fish out some 

sheets of parchment. She handed them to Lina, and added, “I 

didn’t find anything new or interesting past what you’d 

mentioned on Namandar, but I did find a few suspicious looking 

missing people. Some of them probably went on to retire based 

on how old they were when the left, but there’s one or two in 

particular that might be of interest.” 

Lina opened the paper to find names, and not much else. “Do 

you remember say… when these happened? Names are one 

thing, but I don’t exactly have a log of the comings and goings of 

your Ajah.” 

Orome snorted, and pointed at scribbles by the names, “Those 

are the dates. You’d think after all these years you could read 

my handwriting Lina.” 
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Lina squinted at the chicken scratch. She could make out a few 

numbers, but no – she couldn’t read her friend’s handwriting 

after all these years. It amused her to no end that Orome with 

all her tutors and formal education would squander it with such 

bad handwriting. She herself had very little in the way of 

learning until she joined the White Tower. Innkeepers didn’t 

make the sort of money that could engage tutors, and there 

were only so many hours in the day that her parents could 

spare to run them through their letters and numbers. Learning 

how to write properly had been a joy for her, and she was 

almost vain about her penmanship. 

“Maybe if you’d spent more time studying and less time chasing 

boys and game,” Lina said with a grin. She certainly didn’t 

begrudge her friend either, and indeed, had many a fond 

memory of chasing boys with her when they could find the 

time. Orome sniffed in retort and reached for the teapot; she 

was perfectly comfortable with her priorities! 

Lina eyed her own cup; she could do with a drop more tea. 

Unfortunately, her friend had taken the last bit in the pot. She 

put the teapot down and muttered under her breath, trying to 

remember where her thoughts had been before her friend had 

finally arrived. Her eyes caught the note she’d found, and she 

gestured towards it. “I found this in the lining of a general 

history record. I don’t know that it ties to our search, per se, but 

it certainly raises a few questions.” 

Orome carefully put her cup of tea down, and wiping her hands 

on her skirts, picked up the note. Her eyes widened in same way 

Lina imagined her own had, and it was a shaky hand that 

lowered the note back to the table. Orome cleared her throat 
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once, twice, then said, “Have you checked to see how that lines 

up with Raeyn being in the Tower?” 

“Not yet, Ro. I’d only just discovered it before you came barging 

in.” Lina pointed to the torn lining of the notebook and 

continued, “I had spotted the corner was damaged and was 

preparing to repair it when I spotted the note tucked in. Even if 

it’s too late for Kathana Sedai…” she trailed off and bit her lip. 

“Mmm,” Orome said in a less than helpful fashion. She then 

added, “Do you have the records of when Raeyn was in the 

Tower? We can check to see if anything overlaps, as you 

wanted.” She picked up her notes and waved them at Lina, “I’ll 

even read off my supposedly horrible handwriting for you.” Lina 

resisted the urge to stick her tongue out; Orome’s handwriting 

was horrible and she knew it. 

Instead she said, “That sounds like a good idea, Orome. It will 

make it easier to make sure we’re looking in the right place if 

we’re both looking at the data.” Her friend issued a wavering 

smile, and Lina did laugh then; she was grateful that Orome was 

willing to engage in such ‘distasteful’ work to support her. 

And so together they began cross-checking their lists to see 

where overlaps existed. That Raeyn was in the White Tower 

when Kathana died was no particular surprise, as it was 

Karana’s ascension to the Amyrlin Seat that put Raeyn at the 

head of the Brown Ajah Council (not that Lina said that aloud; 

best friend or not, Orome didn’t need to know more than Raeyn 

was a Sitter). And as Orome had already suggested, it was 

obvious some of the older names on her list had probably left 

for retirement.  
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They did find a few that looked troubling, young or young-ish 

sisters. Orome tapped her paper sharply next to one name, 

“This one is especially troubling to me. By all reports, she was 

too depressed to do anything but mope in her chambers after 

the death of her Warder at Namandar. Her friends couldn’t talk 

her into bathing or eating or anything, and I remember thinking 

it odd seeing a Green give in to such despair.” Orome blushed 

slightly and Lina smiled; she remembered how her friend had 

idolized the Green Ajah throughout their training years. 

Admitting that even Greens aren’t perfect was still a new thing 

for her friend. 

Her smile dropped as she thought of the implications of what 

Orome was suggesting, and the Green looked pretty grim as 

well. “Eleanor…” she started, her olive features looking washed 

out, “She was well known to be especially dedicated to the 

White Tower and the Green Ajah. I didn’t really know her 

because she didn’t do much teaching, but even now sisters in 

the Ajah wonder what happened to her.” Lina eyed her 

expectantly, and Orome sighed, “Maybe you have a point.” Her 

hand drifted to the dagger at her waist; her knuckles whitened 

at the force of her grip, “Maybe you have a point.” 
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Chapter Nine: To Arms 

Orome suddenly felt very awake as the ramifications of what 

they were discussing began to sink in. She made herself loosen 

her grip on her dagger, and steeled her shoulders, “Lina, I’m 

thinking that you’re right, that we need to confront her over 

this. At best, we have an older sister who thinks we’re stupid 

children jumping at shadows, and at worse…” 

Lina nodded, but gave Orome a rather flat look, “Right now, you 

say? Right now? When you can barely keep your head up, and 

I’m not much better? Maybe we could win a confrontation with 

our pillows, but right now I’d even bet against that!” 

Orome snorted; she could take anything at any time. That was 

the essence of being a Green sister, of course! She opened her 

mouth to express this sentiment exactly, and a yawn escaped 

from her mouth instead. Lina smirked as if to say, ‘I told you so,’ 

and Orome crossed her arms under her breasts and shot her 

friend another dirty look. Lina grinned widely, “You are so 

adorable when you play tough, Ro! It makes me want to pinch 

your cheek or something. But you know I’m right about this – 

we both need rest.” 

Orome muttered under her breath, and Lina roared in laughter. 

“What was that, Ro?” her friend asked sweetly, and Orome’s  

eyes shot daggers at her friend. She uncrossed her arms, 

sniffed, and spoke to the air, “I said that maybe you had a point. 

Maybe.” 

Lina came around and gave Orome a quick hug before sitting 

back down. Her demeanor quickly turned serious, “I’m glad that 

you think I might be right, as glad as one can be to be accusing 

one of their Sitters of being a Darkfriend.” Her voice jumped up 
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on that last word; she cleared her throat and continued, 

“Promise me you’ll go and try and rest and clear your mind, and 

then say, come back here for dinner?” Lina cracked a tiny smile, 

and added, “It won’t make you any weaker in my eyes!” 

Orome couldn’t help but smile back, however minutely. She 

stood, and Lina stood with her. Giving her friend a good 

squeeze, she agreed to meet back later for dinner. As for a 

nap… she’d see. 

 

Raeyn pulled up tiredly in the noonday sun; she realized that 

she could go no further, not without rest. Why she had been 

riding so hard and so long, she didn’t really know. Did she think 

she could run away from the hurt in her heart? Yet at least, for a 

few hours, her mind was silenced by the need to watch where 

she was going, to not push the horses too hard, but even a quick 

walk in this nowhere no road place could be end up laming one 

of the poor beasts. 

She had ridden in a straight line towards Dragonmount; it was 

an easy landmark to note, and following around its base had 

helped keep her on track. She had gone this way many times 

before, and liked it because it was generally so out of the way of 

normal traffic as to give her total solitude until she reached the 

River Luan. 

Here she found a small grove of trees and nodded; this would 

be an ideal place to stop and rest for a bit. Perhaps she had 

encamped here at some point in the past, but she didn’t 

remember. The whole of this non-path was littered with the 

ghosts of her previous transits. She stifled a yawn, and tried to 

not fall out of her saddle. 
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Raeyn tended to the horses first, as was only proper. She wasn’t 

too sure it was the best rubbing down she’d ever did, but at 

least they were fed and basic care rendered. As for herself, she 

helped herself to some of the fruit the kitchens had parted with, 

fighting the entire time to keep her eyes open. If there was one 

benefit to this level of tiredness, her mind could only focus on 

how tired she was, and lamenting at the need to access the One 

Power. She shoved a fist in front of another yawn; the need 

might be vexing at this time, but better a secured and hidden 

campsite than being visible to any random person who might 

ride by… even if those chances were incredibly slim. She hadn’t 

lived and survived these years by taking unnecessary risks, after 

all. 

She finished an apple, and decided exhaustion won out over 

hunger. “Besides,” she thought to herself, “I can get a good 

meal at The River Wheel after I rest my head, and have a bite as 

I ride there if need be.” Nodding to herself (and finding it 

difficult to stop the nodding!), she focused her thoughts and 

opened herself to Saidar, the One Power. Even with all her years 

of practice, she was so tired that she almost fumbled her waves. 

Raeyn took a deep breath and laid them just so, and the world 

outside her little grove blurred away. She smiled wearily; she 

knew that any eyes that passed would slide right past. Eying the 

horses to make sure they were as she left them, she wrapped 

her cloak around her, laid down, and immediately fell into a 

troubled sleep. 
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Chapter Ten: Loose Lips 

Orome felt anything but serene as she proceeded across the 

White Tower back to the Green Ajah’s wedge. Oh, she tried to 

glide along smoothly, but her eyes still thought thunderheads as 

she mulled over her evidence and Lina’s evidence and whether 

or not a sister, any Aes Sedai, could attach themselves the Dark 

One and engage in such black-hearted activities. She was no 

White, to objectively reason the logic between black and white 

and shades of gray – she was a Green, and she was made of 

passion. And once those juices started flowing, they were hard 

to turn off. 

She made herself stop and take a breath when she noticed 

Novices scurrying past and trying to jump out of her way. Her 

lips pursed, and she made herself stand still by a tapestry and 

compose herself. She nearly jumped out of her skin when the 

tapestry started wavering; she hadn’t realized it was covering 

the entryway to a servant passage. Orome took a ragged breath 

and peered around, grateful to note that nobody had seen her 

acting like a skittish cat! With a slightly smoother breath, she 

started down the hallway again. 

The air was already starting to warm up throughout the White 

Tower; it sometimes felt like an oven in summer. One of the 

benefits of being a full Aes Sedai was learning the concentration 

necessary to ignore all but the most severe heat and cold, and 

Orome was grateful of this. Oh, she was still aware it was warm, 

and could see servants and Novices sweating as they bustled by, 

but was relieved to not be joining them in such… barely. If 

anything, that encouraged her to continue trying to breathe 

more calmly; the only places she wanted to be sweating were in 

the heat of battle, the heat of blade practice, or the heat of the 
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bedroom. She smiled briefly at the latter thought, not that she 

had anyone for that role at current time. 

Her stomach suddenly rumbled, reminding her of how little 

she’d eaten since the night before. Lina might have been a bit 

too subdued to enjoy the meal, but Orome hadn’t yet been 

convinced of her friend’s concerns. While the roll her friend 

provided had been still fairly fresh, it wasn’t nearly enough. 

“Lina wouldn’t want me to sleep on an empty stomach, surely,” 

she mused to herself as she spun on her heel and headed for 

the nearest ramp downward. 

It was a bit too early for the actual lunch sitting, but there was 

always someone available to help out in between meals. She 

could hear the overcook roaring at her staff to work faster; the 

occasional ‘thunk!’ of someone’s hand getting whapped would 

occasionally filter through to the empty dining room. Orome 

smiled; she remembered being that Novice, and even 

sometimes Accepted getting the less-than-loving ministrations 

from the Mistress of the Kitchens, or her appointed deputies. 

“May I help you, Aes Sedai?” One of the kitchen staff, a 

youngish man, approached and bowed perfunctorily. Orome 

nodded her head in acknowledgement, and requested things 

they should already have to hand – milk and fruit, ham and 

bread, and plenty of butter. He listened intently, and strode off 

calling her order ahead of him. She sat down at a table under 

the windows; the midmorning sun was strong and pleasant to 

bask in.  She felt the need for the brightness and comfort after 

so many dark thoughts and worries, but it only went so far. 

Before her mind could drift too far back into dark rumination, 

the same young man came to her table bearing a tray with her 

requested food items. Thanking him politely, she began lavishly 
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buttering slices of bread. She peered around, grateful it wasn’t 

normal meal time, and allowed herself to eat with mannerless 

gusto. It helped her to shove down the what-ifs and worries of 

whether or not there was a murderer in her home, and. 

“Just eat, woman,” she berated herself, tearing into a slice of 

ham. 

In short order, Orome had polished off her meal, and was 

feeling vaguely human again. A yawn escaped her lips, betraying 

her attempts to convince herself that she was in hale enough 

form for the rest of the day. She pushed away from the table 

and headed back upwards towards the Green Ajah’s quarters. 

When she reached her quarters, she closed the door behind her 

and shucked off her clothing. The parade of yawns that she 

couldn’t suppress told her she should probably try to honor 

Lina’s request. She felt another one rise as she slipped on a 

nightgown and another yawn as she lay down. She tried to clear 

her mind and still her body, but Orome had to admit to herself – 

she was scared. Lina’s wild theory seemed frighteningly likely, 

and that meant that an august sister in their ranks was a 

Darkfriend. And where there was one, there were probably 

more. She gulped and shivered in spite of the warmth; that 

meant that any person she knew in the Tower could be… evil. 

She stared at the ceiling, blinking slowly, before levering herself 

back up out of the bed. She sat on the edge and groaned softly; 

as tired as she was, she knew that her mind was not going to 

cooperate while she was feeling so… helpless. Her eyes 

wandered around the room, and spotted her daggers on a 

nearby table. She nodded slowly, and stood up. There was one 

place she definitely didn’t feel helpless. 
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Dressed in her practice leathers, Orome checked that her 

daggers were secure, and wandered down the hallway. 

Knocking on a door, she was pleased to find her friend Galia was 

in. “Have you done your practice yet?” Orome asked, smiling at 

her fellow noblewoman, “I could always use a proper 

challenge.” 

Galia smiled back, and stepped back to let Orome in. “That 

sounds like a fantastic idea. Why don’t you sit down and let me 

change into my leathers?” Galia gestured Orome to a 

comfortable armchair near the empty fireplace, and walked into 

her bedroom. Orome decided to keep on her feet, and paced to 

burn off her nervous energy, to give her mind something to 

focus on. “One step, two step, three step…” 

She had gotten up to around to three hundred steps, many of 

them describing a circle around the mainly empty space in the 

middle of the study. Galia emerged, and went to her side table 

where her sword was resting in its scabbard. Orome stopped 

her pacing and shifted her hands to her daggers. One of the 

best things about dueling with Galia is that she was so serious 

about it that she kept her chambers clear so she could engage in 

swordplay at any time. Oh, they could have gone into one of the 

empty chambers awaiting a new Green sister to be raised to the 

shawl, but those were often occupied by others amongst their 

Ajah who also didn’t want to make the trek all the way to the 

Practice Yards. 

She also liked squaring off against Galia because she too was of 

noble lineage. Her House was Mirinad of Cairhien, and where 

Orome was olive skinned like most of the people in her native 

Altara, so Galia was especially pale like most people in her 
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homeland. And when she had been a Novice, Galia had been an 

Accepted over here, and was especially comforting in trying to 

help her transition from the life of privilege they had known 

growing up to one of service. 

Unfortunately, even the sweet song of blades wasn’t enough to 

soothe her mind, and she once again found herself prone 

before the tip of Galia’s blade. “Yield?” Galia asked, and at 

Orome’s small nod, withdrew her blade and offered her hand. 

Orome sheathed her blades and took it, glowering slightly as 

she stood and generated a small weave of Air to fan herself off. 

“Please, do sit down,” Galia called over her shoulder, “I’ll make 

us some tea.” Orome grunted assent, and fished into her belt 

pouch to retrieve a cloth. She wiped her blades down, doing her 

best to focus on imaginary specs of rust and more visible nicks 

from fending off the shorter woman’s furious assault. 

The sound of a cup clinking against the table at her side caught 

her attention, and she sheathed her daggers. “Thank you,” 

Orome murmured, and took of sugar and cream when Galia 

brought them over from the other side of the room. 

“Is something bothering you, Ro?” Galia asked, her light eyes 

shining with concern. 

“It is nothing of import,” she replied, blowing on her tea. 

Galia tapped the pommel of her sword before unbuckling her 

weapon belt. She carried it back into her bedroom, and 

returned with a pair of towels. She handed one to Orome 

before returning with her own cup of tea, and then the teapot. 

Orome kept her eyes down in her cup, but she could feel Galia’s 
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piercing gaze. She raised her eyes to find she was right, and 

inquired, “Are you going to keep staring through my head?” 

She smiled briefly, though a slight blush coloured her pale 

cheeks. “You know I’d not ask if I didn’t care. And I simply 

cannot think of a time I have seen you fight so poorly, so it has 

to be pretty bad.” 

Orome looked at Galia consideringly, then turned her attention 

back to her tea. She channeled briefly to cool it, and then drank 

it in one quick gulp. She then poured herself another cup, and 

fussed over it just so while she thought. Galia was her dearest 

friend after Lina, and if she could trust anyone with anything, it 

would be those two in particular. And Lina hadn’t said anything 

about keeping it to themselves exactly… 

Orome put down her cup, and stared at her hands, “Keep this to 

yourself, but…” she looked up, and Galia was nodding 

wholeheartedly. She flashed a brief smile, and rolled the words 

around in her head before speaking. After a minute or so, she 

sighed and spoke to her own lap, “It has been brought to my 

attention that the behaviors of one of the older sisters in the 

Tower look… suspicious,” she started, raising her eyes back to 

her friend’s face. Galia quirked an eyebrow and waited, and 

Orome continued onward with a sigh, “And that historical 

evidence suggests that this woman might have been involved 

with some incredibly questionable things for quite some time.” 

“Historical evidence?” Galia queried in amusement, “You start 

to sound like a Brown when you talk like that.” Orome blushed 

slightly, and Galia’s eyes widened further, “And I can tell by that 

face I’ve struck a nerve. Would this have something to do with 

our old ‘friends’, the Browns?” 
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Orome shot a dark look and mumbled to herself. “What was 

that, now? You know that I don’t think anyone would mistake 

you for a Brown, Ro, but when you talk like that, it makes me 

wonder just what you’re talking around.” Galia reached around 

the table and patted Orome’s knee, then added, “I’m just 

worried about you because I care.” 

She sighed, then squeezed her friend’s outstretched hand. “And 

you’ll keep it to yourself?” 

“Of course,” Galia replied, squeezing back before retrieving her 

hand. 

Orome took a deep breath, and explained everything that had 

happened so far. The picture of Raeyn and Matalina/Cari from 

Namandar, the suspicious deaths and Raeyn’s proximity at the 

times – all of the gory details and speculation poured forth from 

Orome’s mouth. Everyone knew the older sisters severe 

abhorrence of the Green Ajah, and she pointed out that made it 

look disturbingly probable from her point of view. “Though the 

information that changed my mind to think that these 

accusations might be true had to do with the death of one of 

the Amyrlins who died a few years back, Kathana. There was 

this note that was found that suggested her death, while 

appearing natural, wasn’t natural at all. It didn’t specify 

anything past that, though.” 

She took a sip of her tea then, and grimaced to find it tepid. 

Setting the cup back down, she said, “Anyways, this is all just a 

theory at this point…” 

“Hence not wanting to talk it around. I understand completely,” 

Galia replied, finishing her friend’s sentence and sentiment, “I 

promise that I will not speak a word of this to anyone. Besides, 
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it’s probably just a bunch of coincidences strung together to 

look like some sinister plot. With someone as scary as Cari 

Namere, well… I can understand the concern.” 

Orome smiled, feeling relieved. “Thank you Galia. You’re always 

so good at calming me down and letting me sound things out.” 

She stood, and gave Galia a fierce hug. “I’ve got other things to 

do now, but thank you again for the practice and the talk -- until 

next!” 

Orome exited, and headed back to her chambers. She sat down 

on her bed to strip off her leathers to change into a dress, but 

with her mind finally purged, she immediately fell into a deep 

sleep. 
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Chapter Eleven: History 

Even with using Spirit to take her directly into a shielded sleep, 

the dreams Lina found there continued to be dark and murky. 

Her mind continued to race even as she willed it to still, both 

trying to convince her for and against her own findings. During a 

dream in which a shadowy figure came into her chambers and 

tied her up as if she were completely unable to channel, she 

cried out as the figure cackled menacingly and started stealing 

her various notebooks and folders and scrolls. She snapped 

awake with a gasp, her shift soaked with sweat. 

“Well, that was time well spent,” she grumbled to herself, 

plucking the sodden garment away from her skin before 

scrambling out of bed. She slid out of it, wadding it up and 

dropping it to the floor before striding to her wash pitcher. 

Channelling briefly to warm the water in the pitcher, she poured 

some into the bowl and tested it. Deciding it wasn’t too hot, she 

grabbed a washcloth and proceeded to give freshen up. 

Her mind was still drifting over the dream that had awoken her 

as she dressed herself in a tan silk gown. She knew herself to be 

no Dreamer and normally would have made nothing over 

whatever her brain cobbled together from her subconscious, 

but it did remind her of one thing – the note from Eniara she 

had found in the lining of that one notebook. She picked up her 

hairbrush off the nightstand, and started brushing her hair as 

she moved into the study. She laid the note out where she 

could reread it as she worked on her hair -- …I find that her 

death was not the natural one that it appears to be… 

Lina tapped her cheek and mulled. There had to be something 

more on Eniara’s suspicions, but where? She had read every 
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single thing ever written by Eniara she could get her hands on, 

except for… 

She slapped her desk and remembered – there was that set of 

notebooks that were written in cipher! Those had to be her 

private journals! Or at the very least, they had to contain 

something worthy of cipher, and this seemed a likely candidate 

for information that would need to be hidden in plain sight. 

The only problem is that Lina hadn’t quite figured out how to 

break the cipher. She had been poking at it on and off for some 

time, but she was missing something, some key thing, that 

would unlock it. Putting her brush down, she stood and absent-

mindedly ran a hand over her hair as she tried to remember 

where she had put those notebooks. 

She carefully poked at the various piles stacked across her 

tables, doing her best to not overly disturb them; the last thing 

she wanted to do was knock a stack over. She was beginning to 

despair, when she spotted a shelf near the door to her 

bedroom. While it didn’t contain the notebooks in question, it 

did remind her to look in her bedroom. She had rigged a drawer 

into her nightstand that was accessible from a false back, and 

upon peeling it back, she found what she was looking for (as 

well as some naughty poems about a pretty boy, but she put 

those back with a blush). 

Making sure her hidden drawer was resecured, Lina took the 

notebooks back into her study, and cleared a spot for them at 

the table where she’d left the note. She picked up the first one, 

flipping through it slowly and willing it to give up its secrets. She 

knew she was close to figuring it out, but could she figure it out 

in time for it to be of any use? She sighed, and picked up the 

next one. 
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As she slowly leafed through another one, she noticed a small 

marking on the final page. It looked like a stray mark, but upon 

seizing the One Power and letting it make the world brighter 

and sharper, she noticed it was very tiny arrow… pointing to the 

lining!  

Lina put the notebook down, put her hands in her lap, and 

continued to look at it. “Could Eniara have hidden another note 

in another lining? It seems likely, considering that she’s done it 

before.” Yet she continued to look at it, moving so close to it as 

to be bonking her nose into the table, trying to get just that 

little bit closer. Yes, she was sure – there was something behind 

the lining. 

She reached for a penknife, and with a deep breath and a small 

prayer, carefully prised at the corner of the lining. The glue 

holding it crackled obligingly, and in short order she could see 

the prize; a small piece of paper was just visible. She had to pry 

back more of the lining than she would have liked to, but soon 

she had it out. Unfolding it with suddenly trembling hands, she 

stared – it was gobbledygook. 

Lina’s eyes crossed trying to make sense of it, when suddenly, it 

came to her – it was the key! It was the only thing that made 

sense. Or at least, it was the key to the key… she thought. She 

pulled out her own notes on trying to break the cipher and 

compared them. Indeed, this looked to cover the missing step 

that she couldn’t figure out. Feeling the thrill of discovery, she 

picked a random page, and tried to see if she could make sense 

of what was written. 

She nodded along, then realized it might be a better idea to 

write what she was looking at; her mind could only hold so 

much. There were a few sheets under her liberated notebooks, 
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and upon inspection, were pages she had previously part-used 

for notes. In short, they were perfect for her intended use. “If H 

is Y is T…” she murmured, working the first couple of lines on 

the page. To her pleasure, it did make a sentence, but it 

required her figuring out the word spacings. And in this 

particular case, it wasn’t anything specifically interesting – just a 

personal account of a day with no date noted. She frowned, and 

picked another page at random. 

Most of the pages were exactly that – a private journal 

recounting her personal thoughts on life. Lina rolled her eyes 

slightly; what was so embarrassing about enjoying a sunset that 

you needed to put it in code? She sighed, and tried to see if any 

of them had anything resembling a date written on their 

entries. Of those, there were very few, but it helped her 

determine approximately which of the notebooks might have 

anything on Kathana’s death. 

As she looked through the pages of the most likely candidate, 

Lina stopped on a page that looked to be a bit more hurried 

than the rest that happened to be one of the last ones in a half-

empty journal; most of the notebooks had rather clean and 

precise writing. She started the decryption, scribbling as quickly 

and clearly as she could through the entire page. What she 

found shook her: 

“I have hidden the note about Kathana in the history 

books, but I do not know if it will be found in time to 

stop any future threats to the safety of the White Tower. 

All I know for fact is that she was killed by the One 

Power, her blood boiled and her air stolen. All I know is 

that I was threatened by my Ajah head Karana and our 

fellow Sitter Raeyn if I came out with my findings 
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(especially Raeyn; she can be quite intimidating). 

Whether it is because those two had anything to do with 

it, it is not safe for me to speculate. Perhaps it is merely 

nerves at it distracting from Karana’s ascension to the 

Amyrlin Seat; I reluctantly understand the need for the 

Brown Ajah to re-cement their power and position over 

the rest of the Ajahs .The White Tower must remain 

strong, though I will not be long in departing for my own 

safety now that Raeyn is talking over as head of the 

Brown Ajah Council.” 

Lina shuddered as she read just what she had transcribed – her 

idol was so worried that she left the White Tower! And to her 

mind, with all the other things she had found, Lina was now 

completely convinced of Raeyn’s guilt in this matter. As Orome 

had demanded, so they would confront. 

A bell rang out across the White Tower, and Lina jumped – she 

had an Accepted coming for a lesson shortly! She hurriedly 

gathered up Eniara’s notebooks and her notes, and bundled 

them back into her wardrobe; a cloak served as a temporary 

cover. She sighed, leaning against her wardrobe, then jumping 

as she heard a knock on her outer door. She took a deep breath 

and assumed the mien of serenity that was required attire for 

an Aes Sedai, and opened the door to her student. Before she 

let the child cross the threshold, she sent her for tea; her throat 

was decidedly dry. 
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Chapter Twelve: The Next Leg 

Raeyn awoke from her short rest, but did not feel rested in the 

slightest. She sighed, knuckling the grainy bits from her eyes as 

she unwrapped herself from her cloak. The horses stood around 

looking horsey; at least they probably got a little rest out of this. 

The sun had shifted maybe two hours above her, and she took a 

distant note of the warmth of the day. Her only concession was 

to go to the horses to unstopper a canteen and drink deeply; 

just because she could ignore the effects of the sun’s warmth 

doesn’t mean that she wasn’t affected by it. The horses would 

also need watering as well, and that was one of the better 

features of this small grove – there was a tiny pool fed by some 

unknown source within or near the mountain. She never really 

concerned herself with where it came from, just that it was 

there and useful for her travels. She closed the canteen again, 

sliding it into the saddlebag from whence it came. She then 

freed the horses from where she had tied their reins, and led 

them to the pool so they could drink their fill. 

As they drank, Raeyn availed herself of more fruit from her 

stores, as well as some waybread. She took up her canteen as 

well and sat on a fallen log. A light breeze drifted down from the 

mountain beside her, hinting at the coldness at its higher 

reaches. She enjoyed the smell, the hint of winter; it reminded 

her of Saldaea and home. 

Perhaps, in that, she was a fool. While her hideaway was hidden 

just across the border in the Blight, but not so far as to be overly 

tainted, she was just across from her native Saldaea. It wasn’t 

near any villages or where Trollocs routinely came from (so she 

didn’t have to worry about patrols), but it was along messenger 

routes from the Fortress out into the rest of the world. For the 
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most part, it was totally isolated from the world and that suited 

her. With having so few people she had ever truly cared about, 

it felt… natural… to a point. She was human enough that she 

would like people to hold close to her heart, but who was 

actually worth the effort? 

“The people you love just go and die on you, so why waste your 

time,” she muttered to the air. The horses continued to drink 

unconcernedly; they were fantastic company for conversation. 

Her heart twinged slightly, but she ruthlessly ignored it – people 

always left you. People always hurt you. Always. 

Raeyn stood up and eyed her campsite. She had left it mainly 

untouched, but she still made a cursory effort to bury her 

rubbish and straighten things up. Call it paranoia, but she 

always felt the need to try to cover her tracks. There was 

nothing she could do for the grass the horses and nibbled at 

while she slept, so she told herself to not worry about it. 

Contented with her efforts, she retrieved the horses and 

checked them over. They seemed a bit tired still, but she 

opened herself to the One Power and removed their tiredness.  

She would have to be careful with them tomorrow and 

thereafter, but she had a feeling that she wouldn’t be riding as 

far or as quickly in the next couple of days. But she did have 

some miles to go if she wanted to get to the village of Branch on 

the River Luan in time for an evening meal, so being able to 

drive her horses along was a must. She would check them over 

in the morning to see how they were faring, and if need be, Heal 

them of their hurts. 

With one last casual inspection, Raeyn mounted and began her 

trek onward. As she had overnight, she kept the pace fast 

enough that she was ‘forced’ to watch where her horses went; 
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she certainly didn’t want to have room to think. The pain in her 

heart was still searing, and if she wasn’t careful, she found the 

occasional tear trying to escape to her cheeks. In spite of 

herself, she still had love and concern for the state of Matalina’s 

children, wherever they might be in the world. And in a way, 

she resented them; she had never wanted them in her life. That 

they were there, tugging out emotions rarely used and 

emphatically untrusted, threats to both her serenity and sanity. 

She didn’t trust anyone near her heart, to be honest. Ever since 

her father’s death, the very catalyst that turned her away from 

the Creator, she had been too afraid to share it. She had 

approached life in the White Tower as a never-ending business 

proposition, and perhaps it had made her seem cold and 

uncaring to most. She was also equally sure that there were any 

number of sisters who considered her a friend, but she had 

never been inclined to reciprocate genuinely. As political and 

power fodder, however, they were priceless. Any time she felt 

like, maybe, these people would be worth opening her heart 

and hearth to, she reminded herself they were probably playing 

the same silly games. And they were silly games, and she was 

done with them, and that was that. No use thinking about how 

someone’s laugh truly made her smile, or the thrill of 

discovering new things with others – it was all going behind her. 

“Focus girl, focus,” she chided herself, trying to blink away the 

tears that kept stubbornly forming, “Else you’ll kill yourself and 

your horses in your lack of attention.” 

The rest of her ride went the same way – she tried desperately 

to suppress all the sad and lonely thoughts that rose through 

her head, and failed miserably. She missed her former Warder. 

She missed her sisters (even if most of them were utter fools), 
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and she still missed her father more than two centuries on. All 

the aches were right at home, and she was very glad that 

nobody could see her in this state. 

As the long day began to slowly descend to evening, Raeyn 

finally came to her destination. She had managed to clear her 

mind and dab at her face enough to hopefully look presentable. 

She had joined the river south of the village to look as 

inconspicuous as possible, but it didn’t change the fact very few 

people came to or through Branch. The branch of the river that 

the village was named for went a small ways into the Black Hills, 

but there were no places of any significance out there, only 

nationless villages doing their best to cling on as they had for as 

long as anyone could remember.  So she was unsurprised to find 

people eying her sidewise as she rode past them to the only inn 

there. 

As Raeyn rode into the yard, a pair of stable boys tumbled out 

grinning. She had pulled her hood forward before the village 

came into view, and even with it being plain wool, it was 

obviously a better quality than what the average villager could 

obtain. She smiled wanly as she dismounted; they probably 

fancied her a noblewoman or whatever romantic silliness these 

villagers got up to. Handing the reins over to one of the boys, 

she gave care instructions while the other started offloading her 

bags. He looked at all of them and blushed, stammering out an 

apology, “S-s-s-sorry, m-my lady, there’s only the two of us.” He 

looked rather poleaxed, as if the number of bags versus the 

number of themselves was a significant problem. 

She took a deep breath, and not unkindly pointed out that they 

could take them up after handling the horses. He nodded and 

stumbled through something that Raeyn figured was meant to 



59 
 

be a bow, but she managed to suppress a very small chuckle. 

She fished a few coppers out of her coin purse and pressed 

them into his hand, thanking him for his help and wondering 

what had happened to the boys who had been working here 

before. They, at least, were old enough to be vaguely 

competent and possessing of proper manners and wits. 

Raeyn kept her hood pulled up as she entered the inn. There 

were locals sitting around talking and drinking, and most of 

them did try to sneak peeks at the stranger entering. The 

innkeeper herself, Mistress Zenia, greeted her with a slight nod 

of the head and a smile of recognition. The woman had aged; 

how long had it been since she’d last came this way? 

“Greetings, Mistress… Kira,” the portly proprietress said, “It has 

been some years since we have last had you under our roof. Is 

all well?” 

Raeyn tried not to wince; she didn’t have it in her to handle 

inanities at this moment. But one was rude to an innkeeper at 

their own peril, so she replied, “As well as can be expected, 

Mistress Zenia. And as you have said, it has been some years. 

You’ll forgive me if I rob your patrons of the chance to gawk and 

take a meal in my room?” 

Zenia smiled and nodded, her cheeks dimpling in a manner that 

could only be deemed adorable, “It will be as you ask. Is there 

anything else that you will require, mistress?” 

“There is, but we can discuss it when you bring me my meal. 

After your new boys have brought up my things,” Raeyn added. 

Zenia dipped her head again, and gestured onward, “If you will 

follow me, mistress?” 
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The innkeeper lead her upstairs, and slightly down the hallway 

to the room that the Aes Sedai had almost always been housed 

it. It was the biggest room in the inn, with a garishly large bed 

that was, she presumed, supposed to be a take on elegant and 

refined. There was a sagging armchair, a scratched up but well-

polished desk, and the floor was immaculately swept around a 

faded ragged rug that hinted at prior grandeur. 

A sudden thunk outside the still open door caught her ear, and 

she moved to the armchair and sat down as the first wave of 

her bags was carried in. She thought it was the blushing boy 

under the overly piled stack, and Mistress Zenia chastised him 

for carrying so much in one trip. “Light child, you’ll break 

yourself if you insist on this sort of foolishness. The lady will 

certainly forgive you if you take care with yourself, and more 

importantly, care with her things!” 

She nodded agreement within the dark recesses of her folds; if 

those children broke anything, there would be hell to pay. Not 

that there was much to break in there, but she was especially 

solicitous in her mind of her flute and her cat. Both were old 

and she hadn’t cared for them as well as she should have, so 

both were spidered with cracks and the possibility of breaking in 

her mind. She’s wrapped both carefully and buried them 

amongst her clothing, but watching the piles that were 

wandering in atop precarious piles wielded by overenthusiastic 

men children, well… it was hard on already fragile nerves. She 

forced herself to breathe evenly, and to trust that Zenia’s 

chastisement would be sufficient. 

As for the inn-keeper herself, she took her warning as law, and 

has bustled off. She shortly returned with a pitcher of water, a 

washcloth, and a fresh towel so she could freshen up. Raeyn 
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nodded acknowledgement, and waited until the boys had been 

cleared off. One had tried to open her bag for reasons unknown 

to her, and had gotten shooed off with a few swots by Zenia for 

his troubles. “I will be up with a meal for you soon, Mistress 

Kira,” she said, and closed the door softly before she clunked 

her way to the stairs, and downwards. 

Raeyn finally removed her cloak, throwing it carelessly across 

the back of the chair before crossing to the washstand. The 

water was a pleasing temperature; no need to channel it to 

warm it up. She did open herself up to Saidar, however, to 

quickly shake some of the dust from her dress, and to ball it up 

and waft it out the window.  She sneezed, triggered by some 

rogue bit of dust, and then availed herself of the water and 

washcloth. It felt soothing against her skin, and she bitterly 

wished she could just as easily smooth away the pain in her 

heart. 

She turned then to her bags and smiled slightly; the boys had 

tried to line them up neatly against the wall. It occurred to her 

the coinage she handed over might have contained a silver; 

perhaps they were trying to earnestly earn their pittance? She 

shrugged minutely, and started extracting writing materials 

from her chest.  

As she sat in a chair was writing her note atop her lapdesk, 

there was a quiet knock on the door. She called out bidding 

entrance, covering her writing with a blank sheet just in case. 

Her concern was unjustified, which made me smile as Zenia 

entered with a tray. One of reasons she liked stopping here was 

because it was run very tightly and in many ways was more 

hospitable than more expensive, more experienced inns.  The 

other had to do with the inn-keeper herself… 
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Zenia bustled in with a tray, setting up her meal on the desk. 

Raeyn’s stomach growled; she hadn’t realized just how hungry 

she was. But she remained seated with her note hidden until 

the meal was completely set out, and the door shut behind the 

inn-keeper again. Zenia busied herself at the fireplace, laying 

wood and kindling in case there was a need, and Raeyn 

resumed her note. She continued writing after Zenia finished; 

the inn-keeper stood patiently by. 

Raeyn checked to make sure her hiding hadn’t smudged the ink 

too much. It was still readable, she decided, and opened the 

desk to retrieve her sand. Once sanded, she folded the page and 

stood. She placed the lapdesk in the chair, and handed the note 

to Zenia. “Please make sure this is given to those we serve,” 

Raeyn said, flashing a quick hand signal at hip height. The hand 

signal was a formality; Zenia and Raeyn had long known each 

other as servants of the Great Lord. That common area was the 

main reason for this being a normal stop for ‘Mistress Kira’; it 

was part of the daily route of message pick-up for the acolyte 

channelers training at the Fortress. This note was letting them 

know of her progress along her route, as well as a reiteration of 

her intended course from there.  

Zenia took the note and slid it into her belt pouch without 

looking at it further. Even if she did try to read it, it was on a 

code that she would not have been familiar with. Even if she 

could break the cipher, it was death to betray the Fortress and 

the Great Lord; even the greediest would hopefully be wise 

enough to know that such a betrayal was certainly always paid 

in full. 

“Will that be all, Mistress Kira?” Zenia inquired, now that their 

true business was concluded. 
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“I would like a bath in an hour; will there be sufficient hot 

water?” 

“There is always hot water for our baths, Mistress. You know 

where they are; just talk to the girl and she will assist you.” 

Raeyn thanked Zenia and closed the door. She sat down to her 

meal, and tried and failed at ignoring all the sad thoughts that 

kept intruding on her mind. 
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Chapter Thirteen: A Time for Planning 

Lina was still shuffling stacks of paper around when the kitchen 

staff showed up with their meal. Time had gotten away from 

her between giving lessons and trying to make her space 

workable for a meal and trying to translate more pages in 

Eniara’s journals. She’d also run some things she’s borrowed 

from the Library and the private Brown archives back to their 

respective locations, and picked up some disturbing news along 

the way. 

Knock knock knock rang out from the door again, and she took a 

deep breath before crossing to open the door to let the servants 

in. “Why did I think having it here would be a good idea?!” she 

thought in exasperation; once again, she underestimated how 

long it would take to organize her things. 

The parade of trays was punctuated with murmured greetings, 

as bowing and curtseying wasn’t generally a good idea while 

carting something that needs to remain level. She continued 

moving stacks off the table she had indicated they should lay 

the meal out upon, putting them on the floor to the side and 

(hopefully) out of the way. It was a beautiful spread – there 

were chicken pies with assorted roasted vegetables for sides, as 

well as more rolls and butter than the two of them could 

probably work through. There were pitchers for both milk and 

water, as well as a bottle of wine glistening coolly. There was 

even a covered dish containing a pie for dessert; her nose told it 

was apple. 

The most senior of the servants asked Lina whether they would 

require anyone to stand attendance. She dismissed them all; 

they exited swiftly and without further comment. All but the 

newest White Tower staff were used to the Aes Sedais’ desire 
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for privacy, and the newest were usually kept in training until 

they could be let loose without their eyes falling from their 

faces. She smiled; she had always been a little bit in awe of the 

various Aes Sedai that came through her mother’s inn. While 

she knew that Aes Sedai were as human as anyone else (and 

especially now being one), she could admit privately that their 

powers and longevity did make them seem like something apart 

from everyone else. 

She snorted; if she was going to wax philosophical, maybe she 

should have joined the White Ajah! She laughed at that; she had 

too many passions in her to wish to be an ice queen. Her mirth 

was short-lived though, as her mind quickly turned to what she 

had found in Eniara’s journal earlier. 

Another knock rang out on her door, and she wandered back to 

open it. Orome stood without, dressed in an off-the-shoulder 

green silk cut to a scandalously low depth. At least, it seemed so 

to Lina; the fashions of her native Andor were more inclined to 

modestly high necklines. Altarans, on the other hand, seemed 

overly fond of leaving as much of their cleavage as possible on 

display! Orome had once explained it having to do with the 

weather, but thinking of so much flesh exposed always made 

Lina feel chilly. 

Orome entered, and Lina shut the door behind her friend. They 

hugged safe from prying eyes, and Lina gestured to their dinner. 

“The servants just delivered it – shall we?” 

Orome smiled and took a seat, “I saw them leaving. I’m more 

amazed that you managed to move enough of your precious 

books and papers to make room for this.” Her brown eyes 

twinkled in amusement; Lina rolled her eyes, but smiled slightly 

in response. She couldn’t help but be continuously grateful for 
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their friendship, and how it enabled them both to make it 

through training with some vague semblance of sanity and 

tattered grace. Even with the dire situation before them, that 

they could still make each other laugh was a precious gift 

indeed. 

Rather than converse, they both tore into their food like 

Novices nabbing a bite between lessons. Lina had forgotten to 

eat at midday between her discovery and her lessons; her 

stomach dropped to think about Eniara’s condemning assertion. 

Then the smell of the chicken pie insinuated its way up her 

nose, and she found she was still able to eat in spite of such a 

worrying find. 

Lina waited until after the pie had been dished out before 

getting down to business. “I made a very disturbing find this 

afternoon Ro, and I think it pretty much seals our case against 

Raeyn.” Orome raised an eyebrow questioningly as Lina took a 

bite of pie before standing up. “Mmm, good pie. Let’s see…” she 

eyed the assorted stacks on the floor with a furrowed brow, 

before she declared, “Aha!” and headed into her bedchamber. 

She returned with a stack of notebooks, one of which had a 

handful of sheets sticking out from amongst its pages. 

“Help me clear a space Orome. My hands are sort of full here,” 

Lina said apologetically before spotting her empty chair. She laid 

the notebooks down there and helped shift the dinner dishes 

into a semi-tidy stack on the tray the servants had left. Lina took 

another bite of her pie while standing, then pushed it away to 

make room for her books. Orome smiled briefly, and continued 

eating her pie. 

Lina laid out the note she had found earlier and tapped it, “This 

is the note of Eniara’s that I found in the lining.” Orome nodded 
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again and waited for an explanation. She then gestured to the 

stack of notebooks, “These are Eniara’s private journals. They 

are written in code, and until this morning, I hadn’t managed to 

figure out the code to break out their contents.” She sat back 

down and continued, “I won’t bore you with the details of that, 

but it did enable me to find out something about her hidden 

note that I thought was lacking.” 

Lina handed over her scribbled translation of the relevant page, 

and made space to return her attentions to her slice of pie. 

Orome read the page very carefully, and then read it again for 

good measure. “This changes everything, Lina. As mad as I was 

before, I was still thinking that we might be making a mountain 

out of a molehill. This, however… we have to confront her 

now.” she shoved the bit of paper away and shuddered. 

Lina nodded grimly, and swallowed her bite, “I was thinking the 

same thing. There’s only one problem though – she’s out of the 

Tower. She left last night, so the gossip goes around the Brown 

Ajah quarters. She left alone though, so even if she is a… 

Darkfriend… she won’t have any allies nearby to call upon. If she 

had any in the Tower to speak of.” Her face paled as she spoke 

the last bit; the thought of one Aes Sedai serving the Dark One 

was more than scary enough. Certainly if there were any that 

did, there wouldn’t be that many… she hoped. 

Orome glowered, and tried to not take it out on the empty pie 

plate as she added it to the rest of the dirty dishes. The idea of 

confronting Raeyn was, to her, definitely, one wisest to do in 

the White Tower where she could draw on the strength of her 

Ajah, and of the Warders and well-trained troops that lived 

there. She spoke slowly, “Lina, we might be some of the 

strongest to have been raised to the shawl in a long time, but 
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that doesn’t necessarily mean that we can stop her and take her 

to justice on our own. Shouldn’t we consider asking other 

people to join our cause in case it goes sour?” She thought of 

Galia; the Cairhienin would be a valuable asset in any potential 

fight. 

Lina gave Orome a funny look; was she really hearing a Green 

backing down from a fight?! “Ro, between us we are a match 

for anyone. And no, I still don’t think we should tell anyone else. 

Raeyn could be all alone in her seeming wickedness, but there’s 

every chance she isn’t… as much as I hate the idea. Any person 

outside of the two of us could be a Darkfriend… anyone.” 

Orome opened her mouth, but Lina continued speaking over 

her, “Now, we could still be wrong anyways. I still hope that this 

could be the case in spite of the increasingly damning evidence 

we have both found. If we are wrong, it wouldn’t be fair to any 

others amongst our sistren to risk drawing the wroth of such a 

senior and venerated Aes Sedai. Because if we are wrong, then 

we are in for some pretty shabby treatment from Raeyn for the 

rest of her days, I reckon. Or maybe not; maybe she’ll be 

pleased that younger sisters are doing their duty to the White 

Tower and keeping an eye out for threats. But either way, it 

wouldn’t be fair to put any other sisters through that sort of 

risk; I would have spared you too if I didn’t need you, Ro.” Lina 

smiled gently, and idly gathered up the stack of Eniara’s 

notebooks. 

Orome mulled, poking a bit of crust on her plate while Lina 

returned the notebooks to her bedchamber. The Brown sister 

came back in and sat down; she continued speaking where she 

left off, “Raeyn having left is good, as I said. It means that she 

won’t have any allies she can draw upon, and in addition, we 
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might be able to find out more about who those allies are in the 

Tower. Think about it, Ro – if we manage to uncover and prove 

the existence of Darkfriends in the Tower, our Ajahs might 

finally start treating us like full sisters instead of Accepted. We 

are Aes Sedai, and we deserve to be treated as such. And it 

would assure our legacy if we saved the White Tower from such 

dark forces!” Lina’s brown eyes shone. 

“Are you sure you picked the right Ajah, Lina? You’re sounding 

more Green than I,” Orome chuckled softly and shook her head, 

spreading her hands before her. “I don’t disagree though! It is 

the job of all true Aes Sedai to protect the White Tower from 

harm. I do have a question though – how do we justify leaving 

the Tower when we’re both supposed to be working on tasks 

here?” 

“I did have an idea in that regard. We could always say that 

we’re going hunting. It would technically be true, and to be fair 

– everyone knows that you’re very skilled in that regard, and 

that I need lessons in tracking still. I think that would satisfy my 

Ajah, especially since they want especially well-rounded sisters 

when it comes to expeditions and the like. How would that sit 

with your Ajah if you needed to provide an excuse?” 

“It would probably pass muster,” Orome conceded, “Tracking 

and hunting skills are definitely something that the Green Ajah 

cherish in their sisters, and it’s been awhile since I’ve gotten out 

and put them to use. But I’m hoping that we can leave without 

anyone taking notice… when do you think we should go?” 

Lina thought before speaking, “Ideally, I’d like for us to leave as 

soon as possible. We don’t know where she went to or how to 

find her… how about tonight?” 
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Orome shook her head, “No, we both need a good night’s sleep 

before this undertaking, especially seeing how we both slept so 

poorly last night. An early start will definitely be ideal, but 

sleep… we’ll definitely need the rest to have the attention and 

focus required to track her. At least we can thank the Light it 

hasn’t rained and isn’t likely to tonight; that should make 

tracking easier once we find the trail.” 

“And if she’s channeled at all, I should be able to read the 

residues!” Lina exclaimed, pleased she could contribute with 

her own particular set of talents, “Between the two of us, we’ll 

find her and bring her to justice in no time. If there’s a need to,” 

she added judiciously. She rubbed her hands together and 

asked, “More pie?” before dishing up another slice for herself. 

Orome joined her, and they enjoyed their pieces while 

discussing what they would need for their trip. Lina fetched pen 

and paper and scribbled down lists and ideas as they debated 

what would be best.  Neither of them said it, but both of them 

were excited and relieved to have an excuse to leave the White 

Tower; small trips outside of the city since their ascension to the 

shawl hadn’t been enough to sate the need to get out. They 

were able to compile a list of the basics in fairly short order, and 

Orome reminded Lina to put a copy of the provisions list with 

the outgoing dishes to save them the effort of chasing up food 

for the trip in the morning. They added a second note to be 

taken to the stables letting them know to have their horses 

ready, and hoping that someone on staff knew how to read (or 

that the servant carrying the note did). 

“And we’ll meet at the stables in the hour before first light,” 

Orome said as she stood. Lina nodded her agreement and tried 

to not bounce on her toes. Even if they were chasing someone 
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dangerous, her excitement at getting out into the world was 

bubbling up through her. Lina bade her friend good evening, 

and then turned to the task of packing. She had so many lovely 

silks cut for riding that she hadn’t gotten to wear yet… 

 

Galia spotted Orome returning to the Green Ajah quarters, and 

she nodded a polite greeting to her old friend. She was making 

her way down to the Barracks to visit a comely boy who she 

may or may not take as a Warder, though his graceful body was 

secondary in her thoughts as she sedately walked down the 

myriad ramps that led downward to the base of the White 

Tower. 

She palmed the note from her sleeve, and looking around, 

deposited it in a niche in the wall behind a vase. It was hidden 

from view somehow; she suspected that it was with the One 

Power, but that the weaver knew how to disguise their weaves 

from being sensed. She shrugged as she continued her 

downward trek; it was of no concern to someone so low in the 

Black Ajah pantheon such as herself. All she knew is that she 

had a duty to her true Ajah and its Supreme Council to pass on 

information of potential threats, and as much as it saddened 

her, her friend Orome had become on. She thought a silent 

prayer to the Great Lord, not that he was one to grant them, 

but she didn’t know who else to direct them to. She sincerely 

hoped her friend and her little pillow friend in the Brown Ajah 

would call off their hunt. If not… 

She sighed, and put it to the back of her mind. At the least, she 

could console herself with her pretty boy. 
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Chapter Fourteen: Into the Wild 

Raeyn awoke with the sun feeling thoroughly rumpled. “I am 

simply too old to go riding halfway across the world in a single 

day,” she grumbled as she pushed herself into a sitting position 

on the edge of the bed. The removing of tiredness and healing 

she could do for the horses wasn’t something she could do for 

herself; it was one of the few limits of the One Power. “At least 

the bath the night before had soaked out aches before they 

could settle in too deeply,“ she reflected as she stifled a yawn 

and tried to stretch. 

She crossed to the washstand to attend to her morning toilet. 

The face reflected back in the mirror was wan, her blue eyes still 

surrounded by hints of red. She channeled briefly to warm the 

water left from the night before, dipping her washcloth in and 

then gently scrubbing her face. Rinsing the sleep out of her 

mouth followed, making her feel almost human, and changing 

into a fresh shift took that feeling a step further. A change into a 

clean dress followed, and she settled into the sagging armchair 

to run a brush through her waist-length hair. She pulled it back 

in a loose bun, and started gathering her things to put back into 

their appropriate bags. 

As she finished securing her chest, a quiet knock issued forth 

from her door. “Come in,” she called out as she turned to face 

whoever was coming in. It was the inn-keeper Zenia, who had 

come to enquire whether or not the mistress would be taking 

her breakfast here or below. Raeyn thought for a moment, then 

requested her meal be brought upstairs. Zenia bowed her head 

and pulled the door to behind her. 

Raeyn returned to the armchair and pulled out a small 

notebook from her belt pouch. It was a small personal log she 
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kept. It was nothing of particular note, but like most Browns, it 

was written in a personal cipher of her own devising. She was 

merely marking her progress from the White Tower to Branch; 

to her amusement, it was a personal best in spite of stopping 

for the useless nap.  

She tapped her lip and flipped back to a previous record of 

heading along this way, hoping to refresh herself of her ‘normal’ 

route from here. She missed Zenia’s quiet knock as she flipped 

through, and nearly jumped when the other woman spoke, 

“Your breakfast, mistress.” Raeyn closed her notebook and 

replaced it in her pouch. 

“I would like a quick start this morning, Mistress Zenia,” Raeyn 

spoke, pleased that her voice was appropriately calm and 

serene. “If you could send the lads up shortly to start loading 

my horses up, I would be much obliged.” 

Zenia murmured assent and backed out of the room, leaving 

Raeyn to her breakfast. She ate mechanically, not really 

experiencing the joy of freshly baked bread, fresh butter, and 

milk cool from the basement. She pulled her notebook out 

again and continued to leaf through it one-handed, still looking 

for her previous passes along this route. She found it as the 

boys clambered up the stairs noisily, chattering at each other. 

Their voices cut off abruptly as they entered the room, for 

which she was grateful. She wasn’t sure she could muster the 

patience to deal with the noise, however much it distracted her 

from depressing thoughts. 

They took better care with her bags this time around, and were 

blessedly quick in addition. She had finished her breakfast 

before they had taken everything downstairs, but it meant she 

had a few more minutes to go over her notes about what would 
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be the next leg of her trip. She nodded in remembrance as she 

found a relevant page, and tucked her book away. 

Taking her cloak up, she wrapped herself back up before leaving 

the room. The air was warm and getting warmer and rather still, 

but she still didn’t wish to feel the eyes of curious villagers upon 

her. She made her way downstairs, and stopped to settle her 

bill with the inn-keeper. Raeyn paid the woman generously; she 

really did appreciate the good service. Zenia took her coins with 

a warm smile, and walked her out to the stable yard. 

Her horses were saddled and nearly ready; the boys were 

securing the last of her bags as they entered the yard. Zenia 

commented quietly, “My sister’s son’s boys, they are. They 

didn’t fancy being fishermen like their father, so I said I’d let 

them work in the stables. They’re good lads for the most part.” 

Raeyn grunted noncommittally – as long as they didn’t break 

her things, it was of no concern to her. She eyed the sun in the 

sky, and pulled her hood a bit further as the boys brought her 

horses forward. 

She pressed a copper into each boy’s hand as she gathered the 

reins from them; both squeaked a thank you and fumbled out 

something akin to a bow. She ignored them, and mounted. 

After she secured the luggage horse’s reins to her saddle horn, 

she flicked her reins to move her mount onward and outward. 

Heading west along the river, she cleared the village in a matter 

of minutes. The river itself was lined with houses and huts as 

she continued westward, but most of those people were 

farmers or fishes and not at home to gawk. She still kept her 

hood up nonetheless, feeling sheltered within its folds. The 

breeze off the river was cooler than she expected, so the 

combination thereof was almost pleasant. 
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She found the small bridge across a few miles along the path, 

and crossed its wooden span. The path on this side led off to a 

hunting trail; almost nobody lived on this side of the offshoot. 

Still, it was another hour and a few more miles before she felt 

alone enough to push her hood back. The breeze had waned as 

she’d moved away from the river, but it still felt fresher than 

inside of her cloak.  

She breathed in deeply, enjoying the smells of nature. They 

reminded her of growing up on the farm in Saldaea, and while 

she had enjoyed living in White Tower, she had never been 

overly fond of being in Tar Valon. The Ogier grove was often a 

place of refuge for her; it was well maintained and bucolic 

compared to the rest of the island. Being out away from people 

and out in something resembling green and forested brought 

some peace to her soul. It was minute compared to the ache in 

her heart, but it did help her strive for serenity and calm. Not 

that anyone could see her, but trying to stay serene certainly 

helped her push the pain away… for a little while. 

Raeyn had set a sedate pace as befitted the increasingly 

wooded trail, and tried to reflect on the good times. There was 

very little that she would have classed as such in her life, and 

even the best moments were heavily laced with sadness. 

Finding out she could channel required abandoning her parents 

and siblings, and the only time she had seen them since leaving 

them was when her father passed away. She had ridden as fast 

as she could to her sister’s summons, and was too late to say 

goodbye. And she hadn’t gone to visit since; she couldn’t see 

what purpose it would serve. It would have forced her to 

acknowledge that her siblings were aging, were now long dead, 

as were their children, children’s children, and probably their 

children and grandchildren as well. Maybe she was a story told 
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to the children as each generation came, but she would never 

know. And even if she were to visit them now, even if she had 

survived as a story, who would believe that she was who she 

said she was? No, she was dead to them, and they dead to her 

as well. It was better that way. 

The path turned into an increasingly wooded area, and Raeyn 

followed along, still deep in reverie. She thought about her 

childhood, growing up with her sisters and brothers, and how 

250 years onward she still had the occasional doubt about 

whether or not she’d made the right decision to go to the 

Tower. And every time, she was able to dismiss that nagging 

thought as escapism; it was always going to look appealing 

compared to the machinations of the Tower and the Hall. She 

would have probably been long dead, married off to some 

farmer who, if she was lucky, was able to tolerate her love of 

books and learning. 

Her heart panged; while she had never had a desire to wed, 

there had always been some desire for children in her life. But 

she had always felt that the White Tower had to come first, and 

that family would emphatically have to be a secondary thing. 

Raeyn knew she could have never put a family second, so she 

avoided the question entirely. Outside of a dalliance with 

another girl when she was an Accepted, she had avoided the 

romance and relationship thing entirely. It was better to be 

alone than to suffer the loss of someone. 

These lines of thinking brought her back to the one thing she 

had been desperately trying to avoid thinking about – her 

beloved former Warder, Matalina. Such a strange woman she 

had been, but they had struck up an instant friendship while on 

a trip to the Borderlands. Raeyn certainly hadn’t been looking to 
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make a friend, but the other woman had been on the same 

wavelength as the Brown sister in so many ways that she had no 

chance to deflect its coming. The other woman was bonded to 

some foppish Green, so it was purely a friendship that she 

thought was forming, and nothing else. However, when the 

Green got herself killed by rushing out to fight Trollocs on her 

own, it fractured her new friend’s mind, and brought forth a 

personality that was in service to the Great Lord.  

Raeyn had been the only one sitting attendance to hear this 

internal battle; Matalina had fallen into a coma of sorts when 

the bond was sundered by the death of its holder. It was when 

she had tried to stab herself that Raeyn intervened, binding the 

Warder with Air, and bonding them together, body and spirit. 

Perhaps it had been foolish; Matalina had certainly wasted no 

time in telling her it was a stupid move. But she didn’t care – 

how else would she safely find another who was in service to 

the Great Lord? It had certainly felt like the pragmatic thing to 

do at the time, though she could clearly see how, once again, 

caring for someone got her into trouble. 

It didn’t help that her new friend and bonded was an unstable 

person, and growing more so with each passing day. It was 

obvious that the newest, darkest personality was taking over as 

the dominant one in her body, and that Matalina’s way of 

coping involved copious sex with whomever was available. 

Raeyn was forced to block out her bonded on so many nights to 

sleep, and then on many days when the other woman fell 

pregnant on several occasions. Caring for her babies seemed to 

give Matalina some vague stability emotionally and mentally, 

for which Raeyn was grateful. And she did love her ‘nieces’ and 

‘nephews’, though she did have some small resentment for 

their intrusion into her life. If she couldn’t have a family of her 
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own, why should she have to care about another person’s 

family? But she did, and it was beyond her to do otherwise. 

But that family was scattered across the land now, and their 

matron dead. Matalina had become wild at best by the time she 

asked to be let free, and it was sort of a relief to cut that 

madness free from her mind.  Raeyn herself had thought the 

woman wouldn’t long outlast the release of her bond, but had 

been pleased to find otherwise. Even with all the pain 

associated with the other woman, Raeyn simply couldn’t make 

herself stop caring. 

And so it went with every good memory she attempted to 

dredge up. For each moment of relative joy, there was an hour 

of pain. Raeyn had even taken up drinking at one point, but 

found that it did nothing to actually ease the pain -- the 

temporary oblivion had been heavily overweighed by the 

hangovers. Time supposedly healed the wounds, but they never 

did. So she constantly threw herself into the drudge of work, 

hoping that she could, at least, keep her mind so busy that she 

wouldn’t dwell on it either… but that only went so far. 

She wiped tears from her eyes with the back of her sleeve and 

sighed – would there ever be a day she lived that her heart 

wasn’t in agony? She could only hope that returning to the 

nearly complete isolation of her hideaway would give her the 

space away from the world to figure it out. “But,” she sniffed, 

fishing a handkerchief out from a pocket, “Not now. I can’t do 

this right now.” 

The sun was high in the sky when Raeyn found the clearing she 

remembered from previous trips. She nodded slowly as she 

dismounted, securing the horses to a tree; it had been some 

years, but she could work with what she saw. Her plan was to 
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use a skill passed down through the Black Ajah from the 

Fortress – the weave known as Skimming. She didn’t need to 

know where she was starting so much as where she was going, 

but it would cut days, if not an entire week, off of her trip. She 

had waited to make use of it until she was sure she was out of 

the way enough to prevent any Aes Sedai who might be passing 

from sensing the weave. Some could, and it was a very bad idea 

to risk handing knowledge of this sort of the sort to the average 

sister. 

She prepared feed bags for the horses, and then attended to 

her own repast. There was still fresh fruit and not quite stale 

bread to eat, for which she was grateful. She had made sure to 

acquire plenty of travel foods that would last just in case, but 

the longer she could avoid rock-hard cheese and overly salted 

dried meats, the better. 

As she ate, she mulled over her notebook again. There was a 

grove she was aiming for approximately 700 miles north of her, 

and a few hours south of the village of Refuge on the Saldaean 

border. Nobody in the village had any idea of the source of the 

name, and it was not far off from the middle of nowhere. Some 

speculated that there used to be a keep there in the days of the 

Ten Nations, but if there ever had been, there was no evidence 

of it now. Raeyn herself had checked the histories, and there 

had been a way station there in the depths of the Jaramide 

wilderness, but nothing of any particular note. Certainly, it was 

kinder to let her martial Saldaean brethren believe in something 

more heroic, she reasoned. 

Saldaea… home. Even if she had only lived there sporadically 

since joining the White Tower, even if they swore oaths of 

allegiance to the Tower above their lands of birth, Saldaea had 
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never quit being where here heart lived. It added to her hopes 

that she might be able to heal her soul’s wounds, maybe 

discover what she should do with herself for the rest of her life. 

That is, of course, besides continuing her research on prophecy 

– that would continue until she died, or the Great Lord had risen 

again. 

Raeyn stood up and dusted her hands, then went to remove the 

horses’ feed bags. She provided them with water, and did 

herself the same service. While she waited for them to finish 

their drink, she opened herself up to Saidar, the female half of 

the One Power, and continued her observations of the area. 

She pulled out her notebook again, and found amongst its pages 

a small sketch of this clearing on her last journey through some 

years ago. It wasn’t an especially fine sketch, but it was enough 

to convey to her that a couple of trees had probably died and 

been carted away, while new ones were filling in around the 

gaps they had left. She flipped to the next page, which was a 

sketch of her intended destination. It too probably had 

overgrown and regrown in that time, but it had one 

exceptionally memorable feature – there was a random stone 

pillar there. At least, it looked like stone, but it didn’t feel like 

anything she was familiar with. That would be what she focused 

her memories on when she wove her gateway, and she was 

confident it would get here where she wished to go. 

The horses had finished their drink, and she secured their 

buckets to the packhorse’s saddle. She remained standing, and 

began laying weaves for the gateway. It turned into existence, 

slicing a small line into the soil where it was woven. She stepped 

through onto a platform of her imagining; it was of some hard 

wood or another with a high railing all the way around. It wasn’t 
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much more space than she and the horses needed, but it never 

occurred to her to make anything bigger. The size of the 

platform was the size of the platform, and that was enough for 

her comfort. 

The gateway behind them closed, and the platform began 

moving. There was nothing to indicate movement, no wind, no 

scenery; they moved through blackness. There was a light of 

sort, but she still murmured comforting words to the horses – 

she knew from past experience that it was unnerving for the 

poor beasts. Thankfully for them, the trip took less than half an 

hour. Thankfully for her, murmuring at the horses distracted her 

mind from its normal course. Still was still happy when she felt 

the platform stop; it was moving, and then it was not. She 

opened a gateway again, and gently nudged the horses 

outward. They were happy to leave, and almost pulled her 

along in their haste to get back into real light. 

Raeyn closed the gateway, and released her hold on the One 

Power.  She smiled at the pillar as she mounted, and pulled her 

cloak close around her again. The air was a fair bit cooler on the 

northern side of the Black Hills, what some would call bracing. 

She breathed in deeply and felt a genuine smile creeping onto 

her face; she was nearly home. Flicking the horses’ reins, she 

started off; there were still a few hours to go before she’d reach 

the next inn. 
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Chapter Fifteen: An Auspicious Start 

The morning came too soon, as it always did for Lina. Even 

growing up in an inn and having to assist patrons coming and 

going at all hours, the young Brown sister still preferred to sleep 

in as much as possible. She stifled a yawn, and rose to get 

dressed. 

Opening her wardrobe, she couldn’t help but grin. She finally 

had a reason to wear the silk riding dresses she had made years 

ago! One doesn’t work in an inn and wear silks, unless it was a 

feastday scarf of the like. Having a wardrobe full of them was 

still something in which her delight had yet to wane, and her 

fingers caressed the dresses that hadn’t been packed. She 

settled on a rich chocolate brown with a high neckline, as was 

the style in her native Andor. Lina smiled as she dressed herself, 

remembering how Orome had tried to convince her to go for 

something a bit more daring. “Maybe if we were in a warmer 

clime,” she thought judiciously, smoothing the skirts down over 

her hips before closing the wardrobe. 

Lina crossed the threshold into her study, and eyed her gear. 

There were half a dozen assorted bags, saddle and otherwise, 

and she was still fretting that she had forgotten to pack 

something. The problem was that she had no idea how long 

they would be travelling, and she wanted to make sure she had 

appropriate cookware and changes of clothing and ways to 

repair things and, and, and… 

She snorted at herself, chuckling mirthfully; better to be overly 

prepared than under prepared, she reasoned. Worst came to 

worst, she would have a need to jettison things to make space 

as the trip wore on. Lina certainly hoped it wouldn’t come to 

that; even with the generous annual stipend she received as an 
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Aes Sedai, she did her best to spend frugally for the most part. 

Having to throw things out for the sake of throwing them out 

disagreed with those sensibilities. And anyways, it wasn’t that 

much, she reasoned as she started gathering up her bags. She 

could certainly spare the servants and carry them herself, as 

few as they were. 

Lina started off purposefully in spite of the hour, only to be 

intercepted nearly as soon as she left her room. “Good morning, 

Lina!” Dara called out cheerfully, puttering up to her. “It seems 

like everyone is off somewhere lately! What draws you from the 

Tower this early?” 

“Hunting,” Lina replied, trying to keep her tone polite. She 

wasn’t a big fan of gossips, but maybe she could be of use for 

once. “Who else has left lately?” 

“Why, Raeyn left yesterday morning from what my friends in 

town are telling me.” 

“Really now? That’s interesting; I got the idea she didn’t like to 

travel much.” Lina smiled, adjusting various straps, “Any idea 

where she went to?” 

Dara beamed brightly, and Lina smiled in response, “One of my 

friends was on bridge guard duty, and said he saw her… in the 

middle of the night! I wonder what could have been so 

important that she needed to go in the middle of the night. I 

have my theories, of course. I think she…” 

“Which bridge, Dara?” Lina cut in. 

“Oh, I think he said it was the one on the Caemlyn road. 

Anyways, I have a theory about that, and…” 
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Lina cut in again, “Dara, perhaps you can tell me of your theory 

at a later time.” She smiled and continued, “But I need to leave 

now, lest our prey get away.” 

Dara bobbed another nod; she took little offense to people 

talking over her. It was one of the little woman’s better 

features. “Good luck in your hunting! I’ve never been one for 

such vigorous out of doors…” Lina gave her a sharp look, and 

her sister Brown finished with, “Good luck!” before spinning on 

her heel and continuing on to wherever she was going. 

Lina rolled her eyes at the other woman’s back and exhaled 

before continuing her own trek downwards. Already, the bags 

were starting to feel heavier; the assorted straps were digging 

sharply into her shoulders and arms. She wriggled her shoulders 

trying to find some relief, but there was none to be had. Taking 

a deep breath, Lina did her best to ignore it, and continued her 

way down to the stables. 

 

Orome waited impatiently, pacing across her study as she 

waited for the servant she had requested. While she had packed 

fairly light, she didn’t see why she should be forced to hump her 

things all the way down to the bottom of the White Tower. It 

was a long ways, it was early, and she wasn’t in the mood to 

deal with it. 

While she waited, she checked again to make sure her shawl 

was pinned appropriately, then wrapped her arms up in its 

length. It was Green to show her Ajah, with foot long fringe 

dangling down her back and arms. Perhaps it was a bit too much 

of a show of pride, but that couldn’t be helped – she was very 

proud to be a sister of the Battle Ajah. And why wouldn’t she be 
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proud and wish to express it? They served a very noble cause, 

and even if she was only… hunting… she felt it mete to show 

who she was when going out in the wider world. 

She also felt that her works as an Aes Sedai were much like 

what was expected of a nobleperson, but with a wider remit. 

Orome wouldn’t (and couldn’t) lie about how much she had 

enjoyed the privilege of growing up with it all, but she had also 

been taught that because they were better than the peasantry, 

they had a duty to them. That duty was to guide them and 

enrich their lives, and she had fallen in love with the concept of 

Aes Sedai, the servants of all. It was much the same – she had a 

power, the One Power, and she should use it to make the lives 

of the average person better. 

A quiet knock sounded from the door, and Orome called out, 

“Enter!” A pair of servants came in bowing, and she directed 

them to the bags that they needed to carry down to the stables 

for her. Checking that her weapons were secure on her sword 

belt, she gestured them outward. Closing the door behind, she 

made her way through the Green quarters behind her helpers. 

Coming into the environs as she exited was Galia, and she 

waved.  

“Off somewhere?” the Cairhienen woman inquired, arching an 

eyebrow and smiling. 

“Hunting, you could say,” Orome replied. 

Galia nodded and departed with a small wave, and Orome 

continued her trek downward. She continued her reverie, 

thinking on her choice to join the Green Ajah. It had been 

obvious to her – the Greens were there as a counter to the 

Dreadlords and dark forces; what better way to serve mankind 
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than to protect their ability to stay alive? Browns like Lina were 

bookworms, constantly studying and compiling and gathering 

information; she had been an indifferent student and such had 

emphatically not appealed to her. Neither had the cold logic of 

the Whites, or the study of law that the Grays engaged in. The 

Yellow Ajah were healers, and had she more than a scrap of 

talent in that direction, she would have considered it. Reds 

claimed to have a noble remit – the preventing of another 

Breaking, but more often than not they seemed to delight in 

hating men… definitely not for her. And as for the Blue Ajah? 

Their obsession with causes seemed to be more selfish than 

not; perhaps they felt they were doing good works, but too 

much self interest was obviously involved. 

As she entered the stables, she found a cross-looking Lina 

glaring at her. The Brown sister had her arms crossed under 

chest and was tapping her foot at a rapid pace as she 

commented, “I thought I told you the point was to attract little 

notice.” 

Orome shrugged and murmured a thank you to the servants 

before they left. “I needed to get my stuff down here, so I did 

the reasonable thing. What did you do, carry your…” she peered 

and grinned, “Do you really need that much baggage?” 

Lina lowered her arms to her side and tuned out the stable 

hands loading their things, “It is always better to be overly 

prepared than underprepared, I say, as did my mother. If we 

were doing something silly like you Greens and running sprints 

with kit or something, then I’d probably carry nothing more 

than water and the clothing on my back. But since we don’t 

know how long our... hunt… will go on…” 
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Orome sniffed – silly?! Those ‘silly’ sprints were prudent battle 

preparedness! But rather than let herself get huffy, she 

muttered, “Maybe you’ve got a point.” 

Lina yawned in response and muttered about the hour; she was 

not awake enough to argue. She’d not even had anything for 

breakfast yet! Checking the supplies that had been sent down 

from the Kitchens for them, she fished out a pair of rolls and 

handed one over to Orome. “Breakfast is served,” she quipped 

wryly, evoking a small smile in her friend. They ate their bread 

quietly while the stable hands finished their loading and 

checking. 

Lina waited until they were mounted and moved off a bit from 

the stables before opening herself to the One Power and 

weaving a barrier against sound around herself and Orome. 

Nobody outside of it could hear what they said to each other, 

and in that safety she announced, “I found out which way Raeyn 

went.” 

Orome blinked in surprise; she had expected they would have 

to spend the first day asking questions and looking for tracks. 

“How did,” she started, only to be cut off as Lina said, “The 

town gossip clued me in.” She smiled at Orome’s confusion, but 

didn’t offer anything further. 

“And you’re sure your source is accurate?” 

Lina nodded, “The person in question might be the gabbiest 

person the Creator ever made, but they are usually right in most 

things. And if she said that Raeyn went out the Caemlyn bridge, 

then that’s the one we should cross.” She released her weave, 

and gently kneed her horse forward. 
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The city was slowly waking up as they crossed it, the buzz rising 

as the streets began to fill with early risers going about their 

business. They rode quietly side by side, occasionally 

murmuring a comment back and forth. Both of them had grown 

up in big cities, so the sights weren’t of any particular delight. If 

anything, it was increasingly vexatious as the streets grew 

increasingly crowded in their short trek west; it was a relief 

when they finally reached the correct bridge across the River 

Erinin. 

The bridge arched out across the river for miles; it was of a 

similar distance to what they had already ridden to get there 

from the Tower yards. Their hooves rung out as if they were 

riding across metal, with footing as firm as stone, yet it looked 

like slick milky glass. That was a wonder that always made Lina’s 

heart soar when she saw it, in part because it meant she was 

leaving for the wider world, and in part because she wanted to 

figure out how it was made. It was widely known that it was a 

marvel of the One Power, but the making of such had been lost 

over the years.  

There was so much knowledge out there to find and rediscover 

– that’s why she joined the Brown Ajah. She had always had a 

natural curiosity, and growing up where she could hear tales 

and see all sorts of wondrous travelers pass by had only served 

to inflame that curiosity. She knew that if she could apply 

herself and make these discoveries that she could truly make 

the world a better place. Those things were the main deciding 

factors that made her pick the Brown Ajah, and she didn’t 

regret it. Well, she abhorred being penned up in the Tower 

doing scribe work, but she grudgingly understood that all Brown 

sisters had a duty to preserve what they still knew. 
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Once clear of the bridge, they stopped off the main road to 

discuss where to go from there. 

“Should we go along the road, then?” Lina queried, peering 

around. 

Orome shook her head, “We should circle around the village, 

and then maybe ask around to see if anyone saw her. If we can’t 

spot anything that way, then we check down the road.” 

Alindaer was a large-ish village that existed in the shadow of the 

bridge they had just crossed. They circled northward, keeping 

an eye out for anyone that might be up who could answer 

questions. As they approached the western side of the village, 

they found farms spreading across the area. They called out to 

the farmers as they passed, asking them if they had seen 

anyone come this way the night before last; they did not 

actually expect anyone to have seen anything. So it was to their 

amazement and delight when they finally ran across a farmer 

who had some vital information. 

“I saw a lady riding past the other night,” a potato-faced man 

nodded enthusiastically in spite of the early hour, “I was up 

tending to one of the horses who was foaling you see, and you 

know babies of any sort – they come when they come. 

Anyways, there was a lady riding past, at least I thought she was 

a lady by the cloak; it was dark and I couldn’t see that well. So 

this lady…” 

“Excuse me, good man,” Orome cut in, “Which way did this 

person go?” 
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He pointed at the mountain Dragonmount, “She rode straight 

towards it. Who goes to Dragonmount, I ask? There’s nothing 

out there!” 

Lina and Orome exchanged a glance; Orome then began 

glancing over the ground, slowly moving forward as she looked. 

Lina pressed a copper into the farmer’s hand, thanking him for 

his help. Orome called over her shoulder, “Lina, come here!” 

She half-waved to the farmer before riding to catch up with her 

friend. Orome looked at her expectantly, and when Lina didn’t 

reply, said, “Tell me what you see.” 

“Um… dust?” she replied, opening herself to Saidar to try and 

see more clearly. 

“Very droll, Lina, very droll.” Orome pointed at some marks, and 

Lina dismounted for a closer inspection. “Now what do you 

see?” 

Lina peered at marks in the dirt, trying to decipher if they had 

any significance. After a moment, she queried, “Are these hoof 

marks?” Orome nodded encouragement, and Lina slowly 

walked her horse along the imprints in the dust. There had been 

enough of a breeze to obscure them somewhat, but it was also 

clearer than she could have hoped for. The farmer had a point – 

who went this way to get anywhere?! 

She remounted now that they had the trail, and letting Orome 

take the lead, they rode away from the dawn, and onwards 

towards Dragonmount. 
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Chapter Sixteen: Duty Rudely Interrupts 

In the wavering light of mirrored candles, Rendra smiled at the 

reflection looking back at her. Nobody would mistake her for 

her guttersnipe roots in this finery, she thought as she adjusted 

the sheer veil across her face. Dark brown eyes peered out from 

above, and her light brown hair flowed past her shoulders in the 

traditional small braids of her homeland, Tarabon. Beads of 

semi-precious stones clacked melodically as braids twitched 

against each other, and her hands once again drifted to the pale 

silk dress that she wore. It looked and felt scandalous; the style 

of home was very sheer and clinging, and Rendra found that she 

reveled in the sensation. Certainly it was better than the potato 

bags she grew up wearing, at the very least. 

For the first time in a long time, she was feeling something akin 

to joy. She had tested true and been promoted to the rank of 

Dreadlady, a channeler in the service of the Great Lord. It had 

taken her some time to get over the fact she could touch vile 

Saidar; she had grown up being taught that anyone wanting to 

meddle with the fabric of the universe was a dangerous fool. 

She had come to the Fortress desiring to be trained up as an 

assassin, to hone her knife skills into the acme of dangerous, to 

smite and wreak vengeance against those who had done her 

wrong. 

While they at the Fortress, the secret stronghold of the Dark, 

had willingly supplemented her training in the One Power with 

weapons training, it was turning her into a weapon of Saidar 

that was to their greatest interest. And, she had to grudgingly 

admit, the combination of knife and One Power made for an 

even more potent engine of service… and revenge. 
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Yes, revenge, and that is what had the young Taraboner so close 

to being cheerful. Her decision to offer her soul and services to 

the Great Lord came when her brother and beloved were killed 

by City Guards. They were poor, so poor that they frequently 

stole just to eat. They had gotten cocky and had been reported 

by one of their targets, and her companions sacrificed 

themselves so that she could escape and live. Rendra still 

carried deep scars for both Jon and her beloved Aldric, and she 

would make those responsible for their deaths pay. 

In fact, she was planning on celebrating her promotion by going 

and exacting that revenge. Rendra reasoned it would be a good 

way to close off her old life and celebrate the starting of her 

new. It was also her hope that she could find a way to leave 

some money for her remaining family; she was provided with a 

generous stipend by the Fortress to keep her in a manner most 

comfortable. They were her past too, never to be revisited for 

their own safety, but it couldn’t hurt to try and do one last good 

thing for them as well. After all, she wasn’t on mission right 

now, so it made sense to get it done with before they found 

something for her to do. As long as she dutifully reported her 

location, she would be alright. 

Rendra crossed back to her desk, and took up quill and ink as 

she eyed a list she was constructing. Writing was a new skill for 

her, only learned in the years since she came to the Fortress. 

She wasn’t terribly keen on it, but like any skill gained, she was 

perversely pleased to bend it to her use. In this case, she was 

trying to cobble together what she would need for her mission 

of vengeance. Because of her unfamiliarity with the world, and 

inexperience with the weave, she had been instructed to make 

sure any use of it was to unpopulated places outside of her 

intended target. That meant making sure she had supplies for a 
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few days of riding at the very least. As she had never traveled by 

horse before, she was finding that there was a lot of extra kit to 

consider; apparently one couldn’t just count on chance found 

grass to feed the stupid beasts! 

She heard a knock on her door, echoing all through the solid 

stone of her room. She called out, ‘Enter!’ while staring down 

her list, only to jump to attention when one of the Mae'shadar, 

the leading council of channelers in the Fortress, entered. 

“Forgiveness, Mistress,” she bowed, making the appropriate 

hand gesture of respect. She stood quietly, waiting for 

instruction. 

“At ease, Rendra,” Nyssa smiled briefly, crossing to Rendra’s 

desk. Rendra tried to pull herself up taller than she was; Nyssa 

loomed over her enough to make her feel even younger than 

her 20 something years. Add in the older woman’s pitch black 

hair and slightly slanted eyes, and she looked like a raven 

waiting to pick your bones. Not that that was normal raven 

behavior, but it fit with how Rendra felt. She resented feeling 

less than the other woman, but stuffed it; insolence here meant 

death. 

Nyssa picked up Rendra’s list, and smiled briefly as she scanned 

it, “I guess you had a premonition, Rendra.” 

“Mistress?” 

“It is time for your first mission, Rendra.” She replaced the list 

on the desk and continued, “As I am sure nobody has told you 

yet, I can only presume you had a premonition.” Her eyes 

glittered darkly. 
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A mission… already?! But before she could speak, Nyssa spoke 

as if reading her mind, “Perhaps you merely had a personal trip 

planned, but it can wait. Work comes first, and this is of the 

utmost importance.” 

Rendra bit her lip, feeling anger rising in her stomach. She 

thought she’d have more time before getting loaded with 

something. She needed to go home and exact her revenge, to 

help her family, to make peace with her past. Perhaps some of 

her ire showed, because Nyssa slapped her across the face. “I 

would have thought you would have learned by now that there 

is no tolerance for your childish pouting.” 

Rendra rubbed her cheek, swallowed, and dipped her knee. “I-I-

I-I am sorry, Mae’shadar, I forgot myself. Please, tell me how I 

may serve the Fortress and the Great Lord.” 

Nyssa stared at her sharply for a few moments before speaking, 

“It has been brought to our attention by our agents in Tar Valon 

that there is a plot afoot to unmask one of the sisters in the 

White Tower as a Darkfriend. The sister in question has recently 

left the Tower and is heading north to her base north of the 

Saldaean border. Your job will be to escort her there, and to 

help her deal with any threats from the silly children who think 

to threaten her.” Nyssa smiled, “They too have left the White 

Tower in pursuit.” 

Rendra couldn’t stop herself from sneering – she hated Aes 

Sedai and the very idea of them. What was the point of having 

so much power if you frittered it on the common idiot? Her 

attention was abruptly drawn back to the now as Nyssa slapped 

her across the other cheek. “The sisters of the Black Ajah are no 

less significant than you are in the service of the Dark. If 

anything, child, you could probably learn a lot from those who 
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are serving our master in the White Tower. I can say from 

personal experience that there is much that can be done from 

that location.” 

Rendra paled; she had not been aware that Nyssa had once 

been an Aes Sedai. The other woman nodded in satisfaction, 

then pulled a sheet from her sleeve. “These are your orders, as 

well as where you should be able to meet up with Raeyn.” 

Nyssa eyed the list on Rendra’s desk again and added, “You 

might want to find someone with travel experience to help you 

with your packing. You might very well be in for a long ride.” 

Without another word, Nyssa opened the door and let herself 

out. Rendra gingerly touched her cheeks and glared viciously at 

the closed door; she’d put that bitch in her place some day. And 

whatever she might have been, it didn’t change that Aes Sedai 

generally started out as fools, even if a few enlightened 

individuals eventually found their way to the Shadow. 

She shook herself, and turned her attention to her orders. 

Rendra read slowly aloud; learning how to read was another 

recently acquired skill. It seemed that this Raeyn followed the 

rules of the Fortress and sent good report data on her 

movements; it would appear that she had travelled her 

prescribed route several times before. She laid the page on her 

desk and picked up her list – travel could wait until tomorrow. It 

was obvious she had some prep work to complete today. 

Besides, it was only a day delay; it’s not like anything could 

happen in that time. 

Catching her image in the mirror, she glowered and 

straightened her veil back into place over bright red cheeks. She 

would get this… Aes Sedai… put in her place as fast as possible, 
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and then get on to her real mission – revenge. Her lips thinned, 

and she stormed off to get her things together. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



97 
 

Chapter Seventeen: The Invisible Thread 

Lina pulled up short a few miles outside of Alindaer and drew 

upon the One Power. She generated a sphere of light, 

prompting Orome to ask, “Why did you do that? It’s bright 

enough to see the tracks clearly.” 

Lina looked at Orome, and released her weave. She gestured 

into the air and replied slowly, “The residue… whoever came 

through here was using Saidar, and had woven a light sphere.” 

She blinked, then continued, “I forget that not everyone can 

read residues. But combined with your tracking abilities, this is 

pretty good evidence that Raeyn probably came this way.” She 

smiled then, and added, “If anything, it will be easier for me to 

follow the trail of her residues than it will be for you to follow 

the trail that her horses left.” She pointed at some horse 

droppings and wrinkled her nose; it was much tidier to follow 

Saidar than poop. 

Orome rolled her eyes, then chuckled softly, “You might have a 

point, Lina. But you’ll forgive me if I keep an eye on the physical 

trail while you follow the invisible one. Who knows when yours 

might run out?” 

Lina nodded, but took point as they started off along the trail. 

They rode at a hard pace, pushing the horses as quickly as they 

dared along the dusty ground. They were riding too fast to 

converse, so Lina was alone with her thoughts. Dust aside, she 

was thrumming with excitement. Here she was, out on the first 

real adventure of her life! Oh, she was sure her childhood 

friends thought that going to the White Tower to become an 

Aes Sedai was a grand adventure, and perhaps it had seemed so 

on the trip there. But getting there and realizing there was so 

much work, well… it took the romance out of the idea. It 
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became a drudge, a challenge, but the end prize was so vaunted 

that she could only try harder to reach the ring and the shawl. 

Instead, here she was, riding across the world like in the books 

she had loved reading as a child (and an adult). They were off to 

challenge a villain and save the day; what could be finer than 

that? Okay, she had to admit that was definitely a bit of a 

romantic notion, even if it was the heart of the matter. Part of 

her still hoped that Raeyn was innocent of their accusations; the 

older sister had a long and distinguished history of service to 

both the White Tower and the Brown Ajah. But another part of 

her thought greedily of the prestige that would be bestowed 

upon her and Orome if they were right about this. If they 

discovered one Darkfriend, perhaps they could flush out others 

and make the White Tower a better, purer place. Then, perhaps, 

they would be treated as their abilities in the One Power 

demanded they should be, rather than neophytes. 

Orome, on the other hand, was thinking specifically on the 

confrontation to be. She didn’t know anything about Raeyn 

other that she was a very senior sister amongst the Browns; 

everyone knew that she had strong influence over the Ajah. 

That would indicate that she probably wasn’t a weak-willed 

woman. As for her relative strength in the One Power, knowing 

that was merely a matter of having ever been near enough to 

her to sense that. In that, she agreed with Lina – the two of 

them should be more than a match in raw strength against 

Raeyn, who was moderately strong, but not as strong as either 

of one of them. Or, at least, the two of them combined; Orome 

couldn’t remember offhand the older woman’s relative 

strength. She did trust her friend to not steer her wrong in that, 

but she couldn’t help her deep-seated reservations. 
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Orome snapped out of her reverie as Lina let out a dismayed cry 

and pulled her mount to a stop. Orome did likewise, turning 

back to walk to the other woman. “What’s wrong?” Orome 

asked, looking around for any sign of a local threat. 

Lina shook her head and frowned, “The residue from the light 

globe ended… there is no trail of that kind to follow now.” She 

blushed, and asked sheepishly, “Can you still find the physical 

pathway she took?” 

Orome covered her mouth with a hand and tried not to laugh 

too loudly. It was a combination of relief and amusement; with 

her thoughts turning to darker and more serious thoughts, 

there was an overabundance of relief at the drama of the 

moment being so minute. She took a deep steadying breath to 

gather her wits about her, and then rode back past Lina, looking 

for the trail. 

She found it pretty easily and debated siccing Lina back on it, 

but the Green sister was starting to feel the press of time. She 

didn’t know how long it would take for them to catch up with 

Raeyn, but as slow a pace as the older sister appeared to have 

taken compared to them, it made her itch to press the 

advantage and gain as quickly as possible. A tickle rose in her 

throat and turned into a cough, and she fished out her canteen 

from her saddle bag to try and rinse it away. 

Lina walked up and did the same, backhanding some dust into 

her face. She coughed, spluttering up a mouthful of water, and 

Orome smiled briefly before taking a smaller mouthful herself. 

After a moment, she fished a handkerchief out of her sleeve and 

offered it towards her friend.  
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Lina waved it off, producing one of her own. She dabbed at her 

face and muttered, “I hadn’t realized quite how dusty it was out 

here.” She coughed again with a grimace before trying again to 

take a drink of water. 

Orome chuckled and replaced her canteen. Making sure her 

saddlebag was secured, she waited for Lina to do the same. “I 

don’t think it will be too much longer before we need to take a 

proper rest. I don’t think Raeyn could have ridden much longer 

anyways, considering the hour she left Tar Valon and how much 

distance we’ve traced her already.” Lina nodded, and Orome led 

off. 

The sun had moved about half an hour across the sky when the 

trail led them to the small grove at the western foot of the 

mountain Dragonmount. Lina dismounted stiffly, nearly falling 

out of her saddle to the ground below. She had not had enough 

riding experience over the years to become a competent 

horsewoman, and that lack of practice was already showing its 

toll. Orome, on the other hand, swung out of her saddle 

smoothly and stretched gracefully, or as gracefully as one can 

be while scratching their ribs and yawning. 

“Do you need any help there, Lina?” Orome inquired as took her 

horse’s reins, “We need to walk the horses for a bit to cool 

them down.” 

Lina winced and shot her horse a dirty look. She muttered, 

“Maybe that’ll work out some of my kinks. Or maybe it’ll break 

my legs off.” Orome chuckled, and Lina transferred the dirty 

look to her friend. “It will probably help you too, silly,” she 

smiled encouragingly; Lina returned to muttering under her 

breath. 
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“Here, distract yourself. What can you see about this spot?” 

Lina looked about her feet as she walked, her legs in sheer 

agony as she forced them to keep moving. “What am I looking 

for?” 

“I’m never going to make a hunter out of you, am I? For 

instance, what do you make of that dip by the log?” 

Lina peered as she past it. It looked like a small dip, slightly 

concave, maybe about person sized. Oh. “Maybe someone slept 

there?” she said tentatively. 

Orome nodded enthusiastically, “If she stopped and rested 

here, which she had to do, that is probably where she laid 

down. Though once again, the poop is the most obvious sign of 

anything.” She pointed towards a few piles in the grass, and Lina 

grumbled.  

Orome frowned at the spore again; why did Raeyn need two 

horses? She regretted not investigating Raeyn’s chambers, but 

even she had to admit that it was beyond her how they could 

explain being there if they had been caught in the act. The 

farmer had been very clear there was only one rider, so it could 

only mean that Raeyn was taking a lot of things with her.  She 

shook her head, and pointed things out to Lina amongst the 

small grove as they did their slow walkabout. 

“Now to unsaddle them and brush them down!” Orome 

announced cheerfully, stopping to fish her curry brushes from 

their bag. Lina gave her an exhausted look, blinking at the 

brushes. “Did you not bring brushes? Watch me then, and I’ll 

show you how to do it right. But first…” 
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Orome helped Lina unsaddle her horse, and showed her how to 

brush the poor beast down. Realizing how out of sorts her 

friend was, Orome offered, “Why don’t you start making some 

lunch, and I’ll take care of the horses? I can show you another 

time when you’re not so tired.” Lina nodded tiredly, and 

hobbled to her bags to prepare a meal. She smiled at her friend, 

and efficiently brushed down the horses, and led them to the 

small pool at the back of the grove. She patted them and spoke 

gently, offering them a carrot apiece from her bags. Finally, she 

secured their reins, and strapped on their feed bags, giving each 

of them one last pet before joining Lina around her small fire. 

“I think we’re going to have to channel the tiredness out of the 

horses if we’re going to make much more headway today…” 

Orome started, pausing thoughtfully before continuing, “I’ve 

not got a knack for Healing, but I can probably do the same for 

you if you’d like. Otherwise you’re likely to fall off your horse 

before we go another mile.” 

Lina started to protest, but slumped against herself and 

mumbled, “I can… I… bah.” 

Orome opened herself up to Saidar, and laid hands on her 

friend. She laid the weaves just so, and sighing with relief when 

she completed them. Older sisters told her that her finesse with 

complex weaves would increase with the practice the years 

brought, but for now it was still exceedingly difficult for her. But 

the smile that Lina gave her made it all worthwhile, and she 

squeezed her friend’s arm in response. 

Lina stood up and stretched, relieved to be that little bit haler. 

She opened herself to the One Power and began her 

reconnaissance of residues while fetching from the pool for tea. 

What she found appeared to be some sort of shield, but not of a 
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make that she was overly familiar with. She couldn’t sense 

anything particularly dangerous about it, and laid the weaves as 

she saw them. The area before her eyes blurred, sliding away 

from her view, and Lina blinked in surprise. Orome called out in 

confusion, and Lina released the weave. She shook her head in 

bemusement, then bent to scoop up water before walking back 

to her companion. 

“What was that?” Orome asked as Lina placed the water over 

the small fire, “It looked sort of like a shielding, but I couldn’t 

see you exactly.” 

“I’m not entirely sure what it was,” she conceded, poking the 

wood under the water into a tighter pile. “I’m guessing the 

point of it was to turn the eye away. The weave was big enough 

to encompass most of this small grove, so I’m guessing that 

Raeyn wanted to make sure nobody could see her at a casual 

glance.” 

“Mmm,” Orome replied thoughtfully. After a moment, she said, 

“I could see how that could be useful in hunting, or trailing 

someone. Provided the person using it was upwind and quiet, 

and the person being followed didn’t channel Saidar. You’d 

think this would be the sort of thing that would be useful to 

teach to most Aes Sedai.” 

Lina shrugged, and resumed stirring the percolating tea. “A lot 

of sisters have their own private weaves, and I suspect most of 

the Ajahs have their own private set as well.” She eyed Orome, 

who had suddenly turned to look elsewhere. Lina chuckled and 

continued, “As I thought. And anyways, I know amongst the 

Browns some sisters won’t share their weaves because they 

don’t feel they are perfected enough. Others, well… I guess 
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everyone wants a few secrets to themselves.” She peered, then 

announced brightly, “Oh good, the tea’s done!” 

She poured two cups, and handed one over to Orome. The 

latter smiled gratefully, blowing at the cup to cool its contents. 

Lina placed hers on the ground, and handed over a plate of 

food. It was fresher things, cheese not gone rock hard, and 

slices off of a roast with bread not gone to rock hardness yet. 

She licked her lips as she picked up her own plate. She sincerely 

hoped that their trip would see them continue having access to 

fresher things. Her impression of the hardtack and jerky were 

pretty dim, and having grown up in an inn meant she always 

had access to decent, not dried food. She would eat it if they 

had to, of course, but to not have to… that would be most fine 

indeed. 

They opted to forsake making pleasantries, and ate with some 

haste. Both were very hungry after riding so hard; Orome would 

not admit it unless forced, but she was feeling the effects of 

their hard riding more than she showed. She’d already decided 

that, if her friend could spare the strength, she would ask to 

have her fatigue washed away as well. She needed to be able to 

pay attention to the trail, not lose all focus to an aching 

backside. 

Once they had finished their meal, Lina took the dishes back to 

the pool and rinsed them clean before packing them away. She 

poured more tea for herself and Orome, then doused the fire. It 

was too warm for it, but the lure of soothing hot tea after their 

hard ride had been too tempting a prospect. And even with it 

being such a warm day, the heat seeping through her mug felt 

wonderful on her stiff hands; who knew that holding reins for so 

long would cramp one’s fingers so? 
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“How much longer are we going to go today, Ro?” Lina asked, 

gingerly flexing her fingers. 

“I honestly don’t know, Lina. You know as well as I do where 

Raeyn went, which is to say that we’ve no idea past what our 

tracking tells us. But if she kept heading this way, she probably 

reached the River Luan.” 

“Yeah, but that’s still the middle of nowhere.” 

“Yes, and no. There’s a good chance we can find people and 

exchange our horses. Even in the hinterlands, our rings and 

shawls should ensure compliance in that regard.” 

“Right, but how much further is that? And what if we can’t find 

anyone?! Even if we cleanse the fatigue from our horses, they 

won’t be fit for another day’s ride if we keep going at this pace. 

I might not know much about horses, but I can see that much 

clearly.” Lina eyed the beasts sidewise, and sipped her cooling 

tea. 

Orome nodded and smiled, “I’m glad you’ve progressed that 

you can spot that much, Lina. You’re right – the horses will not 

be any good if we have to maintain this sort of pace for any 

amount of time. I think we will be able to catch up fairly quickly, 

but we’ll definitely need fresh horses.” 

“And what about us?” Lina retorted, “Even wiping each other of 

fatigue, you don’t intend for us to ride until we drop… do you?” 

“Light Lina, no! We need rest; that is a fact. Would you want to 

face a possible Darkfriend falling out of your saddle? I know that 

I don’t want to. I think that if we can find somewhere to 

exchange our horses, we can hopefully find a good hot meal and 

a place to bed down.” 
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“And what if we can’t find any of these things? What if we just 

keep riding into the middle of nowhere?” Lina pressed. 

“If that’s the case, then we’ll not be any worse off than Raeyn 

herself. But,” she added after taking a drink of her tea, “We’re 

approaching a river, Lina. There are usually populations to be 

found along rivers. So even if we have to detour from our trail a 

bit, we should be able to find someone with horses to trade, 

and someone with a bed to let out for the night.” 

“I guess,” Lina said doubtfully, frowning into her tea. She drank 

deeply, allowing herself to focus on the pleasantness of the 

beverage instead of her own doubts. 

Orome put a hand on her knee, and she looked up. Her friend 

smiled and holding her gaze softly said, “Lina, it will be well. 

You’ll see. Besides, I thought you wanted an adventure!” 

“There’s no reason why adventures can’t have soft beds and 

good meals,” she grumped. A smile quirked onto her lips, and 

she chuckled softly. “It’s just hard to be enthusiastic when I 

already feel like I’ve been ridden over by our horses.”  

“You’ll feel different about it all once it’s over,” Orome 

declared, “All the boring and bad bits will slip away from your 

memory, and all you’ll remember and record will be the heroic 

distances we’ve ridden, the villains we’ve confronted and foiled, 

and the pretty boys who will be our prizes.” 

Lina laughed, “And how do pretty boys fit into this?” 

Orome sniffed, “In all the stories, the hero gets the girl. Or the 

boy, whichever it might be that they prefer. I presume that you 

will add them in even if we don’t get them when recounting our 

heroics.” 



107 
 

“Mmm, maybe. I’d prefer to actually get the boy though.” She 

stood up and finished her tea. “As for this story, I’d just be 

happy to find out the truth.” 

Orome finished the dregs of her tea, and handed her cup to Lina 

to wash. “Yes, but then what do we do with the truth?” 

Lina sighed, “We can discuss that later. For now, we’ve got 

another who knows how long to ride, and I’d rather wait until I 

have a proper meal in me before we broach more serious 

matters.” 

“Fair enough, fair enough. I’ll get started on saddling the horses 

while you clean up, and then you can help me. Even if you never 

go on an ‘adventure’ again, you really do need to learn how to 

do proper horse maintenance and care.” 

Lina rolled her eyes, but did as bade. The water in the pool was 

cool but not cold as she rinsed the plates and cups out in it; part 

of her wanted very much to dive in and bask in it. She could 

sense that the day was decidedly warm outside of her self-

imposed serenity, and she had always been a fan of swimming 

when she could get anywhere near a pond. “Plus,” she thought, 

eying Orome at the horses, “It would sure beat riding any 

further today. Or learning how to saddle horses properly” 

She dawdled for a moment, becoming suddenly engrossed in 

making sure the dishes were as clean as possible. Unfortunately, 

that only bought her a moment or so; there were only so many 

dishes, and they had been mainly clean to begin with. She 

sighed, and took them back to her saddle bags to put them 

away. 
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Lina quickly found that she would have had no luck resaddling 

her horse on her own. The saddle was heavy and awkward, and 

Orome had to help her lift it onto the poor animal’s back. Her 

horse also tried to trick her when she went to cinch the saddle; 

Orome laughed and showed her how to ease the animal into 

obeisance. But even with tricksy animals, the Green sister had 

the animals efficiently saddled and reloaded in less time than 

Lina could have imagined it taking. 

As Lina started to mount, Orome asked, “Forgetting 

something?” She stopped and blinked at her friend; what else 

had they to do? 

Orome opened herself to Saidar, and laid the weave to remove 

fatigue on her horse. “Ah,” Lina replied, reaching upon the One 

Power to do the same for her horse. The animal snorted and 

waved his… her… its head about, looking instantly refreshed. 

The beast then showed its appreciation of her weaving by 

dancing around, causing her to trip and stumble about as she 

tried to get a foot in a stirrup. She heard sniggering, and saw 

Orome already seated on her horse’s back, looking every inch 

the regal noblewoman she was. Orome opened her mouth to 

offer help, and then thought better of it. As stubborn and muley 

as Lina was looking, it was probably wiser to let her sort it out 

on her own. 

The horse decided to stop playing with Lina and started nibbling 

at a bit of still-green grass. She glared again at the stubborn 

thing, and hurriedly scrambled into the saddle. There she 

attempted to regain a smidge of dignity, smoothing her skirts 

out and doing her best to look as if she had had no troubles. 

Orome suppressed another snigger; while she appreciated that 
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her friend was yet a novice horsewoman, it didn’t make her 

travails any less amusing! 

“Ready?” Orome inquired once she was sure Lina was fully 

settled. Lina nodded, and bit off a yelp as her horse decided to 

try something prancy. She waited a moment, and then asked, 

“Do you think you can find the trail, Lina? That is, if you’re 

feeling well enough to keep trying to train up your skills.” 

Lina sighed, “If I must, I must. Just find it, right?” 

“Yes, just find it. Time is too much of the essence to make you 

do more than that. Though I do want you to try to keep your 

eye on it if you can while we ride, and that should be sufficient 

practice for today.” 

Nudging her horse onward, Lina petted its neck and perked up – 

there was a trail! But after a moment, she realized she was 

looking at their path to the glade and a blush crept up into her 

cheeks when Orome pointed that fact out. She continued 

circling around though, and found what looked to be hoof prints 

leading off towards the west, and the river Orome said was out 

that way. 

“This is the right now now… right?” She asked, pointing at the 

roundish marks. 

Orome rode up alongside Lina and nodded, “That it is, and still 

blessedly clear. Hopefully it will remain so for some time. It will 

be harder once we get back towards anything resembling 

humanity because other folks will muddle the tracks, but 

hopefully by then people will be able to provide answers to help 

point us in the right direction.” 
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“I still think that you’re putting a lot of faith in actually finding 

anyone… but I guess we need a little of that to get by.” Lina 

smiled, trying to think positively. 

“Only one way to find out, old friend – we ride!” Orome flicked 

her reins, and her horse bolted forward. 

Lina gingerly flicked her reins, and yelped again as the horse 

decided to race along to catch up with Orome’s steed. This was 

why it was not a good idea to use the fatigue cleansing weave 

unless there was a dire need; horses tended to not feel their 

fatigue anymore and would run themselves to death. She had a 

feeling that her own cleansing would go for naught if the horse 

was going to jostle her around so much; she was already being 

rocked out of her saddle more than she cared to admit. She 

tried to emulate what she could see Orome doing, but as that 

only really covered the reins, she was relegated to clinging on 

and trying to not yell at the silly charging thing. 

Orome, on the other hand, found her mount’s new-found spirit 

to be of no particular consequence. Besides training with blades 

and avoiding her tutors, she had loved training mounts as a girl. 

Oh, she was definitely stiff and sore, having forgotten to ask 

Lina for Saidar-based assistance. But she could always do that 

when they stopped for the evening. Yes, perhaps she was overly 

confident that they would find people, but facts were facts – 

people tended to live near water. And, more specifically, she 

had access to the Green Ajah’s private maps, which were well-

researched and probably had the most accurate record of 

populated points for the 100 mile radius around Tar Valon. 

There were any number of villages along the river and farms in 

between, so it would only make sense that Raeyn had made for 

one of them. Past that 100 mile radius though… Orome just 
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hoped that her tracking would be sufficient to make sure they 

could find food and respite as needed. 

She kept the pace to a fast trot, trying to keep the horses from 

killing themselves as she followed the still obvious trail. Her 

mind was occupied with trying to figure out why anyone would 

come this desolate way. Was it simply to avoid people? It was 

quite possible to ride from the Spine of the World in the east to 

the Aryth Ocean in the west without seeing another soul if one 

wanted to. Or perhaps it was simply quicker to wherever Raeyn 

might be heading… but that still begged the question – where 

was the Brown sister going? 

“I guess we’ll see where that might be when we get there, if we 

don’t catch up with her before,” she thought, feeling suddenly 

grim. What had her friend gotten her into? If she was a 

Darkfriend, did that make her a Dreadlady? The Greens 

specifically trained to counteract the Dreadlords and 

Dreadladies; would that be applicable for someone trained in 

the White Tower? And if Lina would quit thinking about how 

this was all some grand adventure, maybe she’d think over her 

own words – individual Aes Sedai often had weaves of their own 

creation that they kept to themselves. They had already 

stumbled across one that had been unfamiliar in part to them; 

what else could there be in store? 

“Focus on the trail for now, girl. You can argue the rest of it out 

with Lina whenever you stop for the evening. You’ve got to keep 

the trail for now.” She glanced back quickly to make sure Lina 

was still with her, then forced all thoughts away besides 

following the tracks before her. 

In this manner, they passed from Dragonmount onwards to the 

River Luan. Lina was already feeling sore and tired again, even 
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though the ride from the mountain to the river was shorter than 

the ride from Tar Valon. Perhaps the horse had been moving 

faster? All she knew is that her teeth felt rattled to the point of 

being ready to drop out of her head, and she wouldn’t mind 

being out of her skin either. “At least the breeze coming from 

the direction of the river was a bit cooler,” she reflected, 

grateful for the assist from nature when her lack of serenity 

meant she had been feeling the warmth of the day nearly since 

they had left the little grove beside the mountain. 

As Orome had insisted, they started seeing signs of civilization 

as they drew nearer to the river. Farmers could be seen tending 

to their fields, and the occasional whoop of children at play 

drifted out to her ears. She had lost track of the trail herself 

now that there were other people to muddle the path, but her 

friend still seemed as intent on it as a bloodhound at the hunt. 

Trusting her to keep following it until they found a reasonable 

place to stop, Lina tried to gather her shredded calm enough to 

cocoon herself from the lingering heat of the day, and in the 

hopes it would help her ignore her still sore bottom now that 

they had shifted to a more reasonable walking pace. 

Orome was having a harder time tracking than her friend 

surmised, but she could make a reasoned guess as to where 

Raeyn had gone. There was a village nearby where the river split 

into an offshoot; what was its name? She shook her head; it 

wasn’t important. What was important was that she recalled 

that there was an inn there. She fervently hoped that meant she 

could have a hot bath; even if she did get Lina to lift her fatigue, 

she was still going to be sore! 

She gestured to Lina to ride up and join her, and tried not to 

look too amused at the pained expression on her friend’s face. 
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“I think we should don our shawls now so that we ride in 

announcing who we are… you did bring yours with you, right?” 

Lina eyed the Great Serpent ring on her finger and nodded, “If 

I’m going to go about wearing this openly, I wasn’t about to 

forget my shawl as well.” Sunlight glinted off of the snake eating 

its own tail, an ancient symbol for eternity, much like the Wheel 

of Time itself. There were some that took advantage of the Aes 

Sedai’s use of the symbol to compare the Aes Sedai themselves 

to serpents, but most of those that did were wise enough to not 

say so in the hearing of sisters. “But are you sure we should go 

in so overtly? What if Raeyn is there?” 

“If she’s there, then she will have a distinct advantage over us. 

Let’s face it – we are in no shape for a confrontation. But,” she 

stopped, looking sharply at Lina for emphasis, “I don’t think she 

will be there. She left in the middle of the night; that indicates 

she was in some hurry. So it would go to follow that if she 

stopped here, and we will ask questions, then she probably 

moved off already.” 

Lina looked contemplative for a moment, then started fishing in 

her bags for her shawl. Orome did the same, and continued to 

speak, “And anyways, I believe that we’re headed towards a 

village, and villages tend to have something resembling inns. 

We should be able to trade in our horses, as I thought we would 

be able to, and have a nice night in a bed.” She pinned her 

shawl in place and pulled close the relevant saddlebag. 

Lina smiled as she straightened her shawl and commented, 

“Something tells me you already knew there would be a village 

this way. Top secret Green Ajah knowledge, perhaps?” Orome 

shrugged and refrained from commenting, and Lina chuckled. It 
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quickly turned into a wince; even the slight bobbing from her 

pitiful laugh was somewhat painful. 

As suggested, they found an inn as they reached the middle of 

the small village. By this point, they had attracted any number 

of nosey and curious villagers; even if they didn’t know the 

significance of the shawls, it was obvious to them that Orome 

and Lina were probably some significant personages. Lina 

smiled; it was still new to her to be ‘important’. Even having 

spent all her adult life in the White Tower, there was still the 

little girl who lived and worked at the inn and drank in stories 

from gleemen and travelers and who was as easily wowed as 

these backwoods villagers. 

Her smile spread as they entered the inn’s yard to see the boys 

hurry out of the stable to meet them. They could have been her 

own brothers, in that they were simple-looking young fellows 

who dreamed of bigger things but probably would never 

wander past the boundaries of their own village. Her brothers 

had always talked big, saying they would join the Royal Guards, 

that they would go be miners outside of Baerlon, that they 

would run off to the sea, and so on. One had married and taken 

over the inn, while the other had become a weaver’s assistant 

in the same street that their inn was on. He’d since open his 

own shop… the next street over. She wondered momentarily 

what her fate might have been had she stayed in Caemlyn, but 

not overly – Lina was most satisfied with where her life had led 

her. 

Lina thanked the Light that she managed to not fall off of her 

horse when she dismounted, and hoped that she didn’t look 

hopelessly awkward to all the gawking villagers. As she 

smoothed down her dress, Orome came up to her and said 
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quietly, “Why don’t you go in and arrange a room for us while I 

get the horses squared away.” 

Lina nodded and asked, “What about getting them exchanged?” 

“I’ll ask the innkeeper once they’re put into the stables and we 

have our room secured. That will also give me a chance to look 

and see if they are any worthwhile animals to exchange for. 

We’re not going to find prime riding steeds here, but we might 

be able to find some passable nags that can get us to the next 

place we can get horses from.” Orome looked over her 

shoulder, and quickly added, “Just ask for a room for us, and 

baths, and inn-related things. We’ll wait to ask questions 

tomorrow, okay?” 

Lina thought for a second, stroking the brown silk of the shawl 

as it draped over her arm. She nodded slowly; though she didn’t 

follow her friend’s logic in that regard, she respected that 

Orome had a plan, something she herself had been neglectful of 

in her rush to be the hero and confront the villain. But at least 

getting a room – that was something she could do competently. 

Leaving Orome to handle the stable yard, she entered the inn. 

Once inside, she was swiftly greeted by the innkeeper. 

“Welcome to The River Wheel, Mistress,” the woman stopped 

to peer at Lina’s hand before continuing, “Mistress Aes Sedai. I 

am Mistress Zenia; how many I assist you this evening?” She 

punctuated this with a deep bow of her head, to which Lina 

returned a smaller nod. 

“Greetings Mistress Zenia, and a good day to you and yours. I 

require a room for myself and my companion, who will be with 

us shortly. Separate beds, if you please, and are there by any 

chance baths available?” 
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Zenia nodded, “We have bathing facilities that I hope will be to 

you and your companion’s satisfaction. Will you be having 

dinner first, and would you prefer it in your room, or in the 

common room?” 

She opened her mouth to speak, and stopped as Orome entered 

the inn. Her friend did her proud by remembering to bend her 

neck in greeting to the innkeeper, and Lina got her friend up to 

date, “This is Mistress Zenia, the innkeeper. She confirms that 

there are baths, and wishes to know if we will be dining in our 

room or in the common room.” 

“Good day to you, Mistress Zenia,” Orome started, “Do you not 

have a private dining room?” 

The innkeeper shook her head, “Outside of setting up a table in 

one of the other rooms, or permitting you to use my family’s 

private rooms, my establishment is too small for any private 

dining rooms.” 

“That won’t be necessary Mistress; my apologies if I have 

offended.” Zenia murmured assurances that no offense was 

taken, and Orome tapped her lip thoughtfully. “I think that we 

shall take our meal in our room, if we may. I wouldn’t want us 

to disturb your normal patrons.” 

“It shall be as you wish, Aes Sedai. If you will follow me, I will 

show you to your room for the evening.” 

They followed up the stairs, and Lina opened herself to the One 

Power in preparation. If Raeyn had stayed here, there would 

probably be some residues to pick up on. She left nothing in the 

hallway as entered the second floor of the inn, and nothing in 

the room they were led into. “I might have to sneakily poke my 
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head into the other guest rooms to see what I can pick up,” she 

thought to herself as they passed the first couple of rooms in 

the hallway. She was willing to bet her finest dress that the first 

half dozen rooms in the hallway were the guest rooms, while 

the latter rooms were their private family chambers. “If I poke 

my head into them quickly when we return from the baths, I 

should be able to determine if channelling occurred.” 

The room they were led to was plain and homely; Lina shot 

Orome a dirty look when the other woman’s face curled up in 

distaste. She subsided, and Lina rolled her eyes slightly, “You 

can take the noblewoman out of Ebou Dar, but you can’t take 

the noble out of the woman! You’d think a Green would be used 

to roughing it, and this… this isn’t roughing it.” So it might have 

been a little cramped, so it might not have silk sheets and a 

dozen pillows, but the room looked clean and the bedding well 

maintained. “Thank you, Mistress Zenia,” Lina said loudly, giving 

her friend another sharp look, “This will do nicely. I think, if it is 

agreeable with your kitchens, we would like to bathe before our 

meal.” 

“That should be no problem, Aes Sedai. Would you like to 

attend to your bath now? The boys will be up with your things 

while you enjoy your soak, and then you can have a fresh 

change if you desire before I bring up your dinner.” 

“That sounds most agreeable, Mistress Zenia. Thank you,” 

Orome said, finally finding her voice and her manners. 

The inn-keeper smiled and nodded, “If you will follow me then, 

please?” And so they did, and no more words were spoken until 

they were cleaned and returned to their room. 
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“There is nothing better than a good bath,” Orome crooned 

cheerfully as Lina closed the door to their room behind them. 

She stretched, feeling almost human after having a hot soak, 

and then queried, “Did you find any residues in the other 

rooms?” 

Lina nodded enthusiastically, and said, “Yes, about two rooms 

back. It was your standard things, like channelling to heat the 

washstand water and cleaning her dress. But there was 

definitely a channeler here in the past day or two. I can’t see it 

being anyone but Raeyn. And speaking of cleaning dresses!” 

Lina channeled quickly, removing the dust from her dress and 

dumping it out the window. Orome did the same, feeling much 

cleaner and refreshed all the way around. 

“Now,” Orome started, only to be interrupted by a knock on the 

door. “Come in,” she called out, eying the increasing duskiness 

outside the window. 

The two stable boys came in carrying what looked to be a 

folding table, muttering apologies as they tried to wrestle it into 

the room and set it up. Orome looked at Lina and sat down on 

the bed nearest the wall to give the boys room. They dashed 

off, presumably to fetch chairs. Good smells began drifting into 

the room as the inn-keeper and what looked like her daughter 

came in bearing their meal. They took advantage of the space 

still available around the table to lay out the meal, just so, 

before leaving to fetch them the wine of their preference. And 

as if it were a race, the sound of chairs being hauled the stairs 

clunked out loudly down the hallway, the noise following the 

chairs themselves into their room.  



119 
 

They set up as quickly as they could, nearly barreling over 

Mistress Zenia in their haste to clear out; Lina and Orome 

exchanged a glance and tried to not laugh at the poor boys. The 

inn-keeper looked somewhat put upon, but smothered it under 

the dignity of one who was the mistress of her own domain. She 

sniffed, shooting a dark look out the door behind them, before 

placing their cups and the bottle of wine on the table with the 

rest of their meal. 

“Enjoy your meal, Aes Sedai. If you need anything else, please 

let me know.” She bowed her head, then turned around and 

exited, closing the door quietly behind her. 

Lina bounded up and pulled back a chair, flourishing wildly, “If 

you will be seated, m’lady?” Orome grunted and punched Lina’s 

arm before sitting. Lina snickered and sat herself down, 

reaching for the wine. Orome beat her to the punch and poured 

for both of them, resisting the urge to stick her tongue out at 

Lina for her servitude bit. She was relieved that her friend only 

ever did it when nobody else was watching, but it annoyed her; 

it was as if Lina was saying she was stuck up or something! Lina 

was grinning as if she could read her thoughts, and said, “You 

had the most appalled look on your face when Mistress Zenia 

brought us in here. You seem to forget that simple country inns 

aren’t exactly full of feather beds and silk sheets!” 

Orome sniffed and took a sip of her wine before speaking, “I just 

hoped we’d be able to find something a bit nicer, I guess.” 

Lina shrugged, picking up her fork and knife, “It’s nicer than 

sleeping in the open. That’s something to consider.” 

“Fine, you have a point there. And this dinner smells much 

better than whatever beans we might be reheating on the trail. 
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And a bed is always nicer than a bedroll, even if it looks rickety. 

Happy now?!” 

“Yes, yes I am,” Lina grinned, lavishly buttering a roll before 

cramming it into her face. “So what’s the plan now?” she said 

around her roll, sounding more along the lines of “Ah whubba 

whubba wha?” 

“Manners Lina, manners,” Orome chided after she had her 

friend repeat what she’d said before. “The plan, as it were, 

requires me to go down and dicker with Mistress Zenia over 

horses. She has some horses that should get us to our next stop, 

wherever that might be, but I’m going to ask her if she knows of 

anyone with anything better. For the horses we’re putting up 

for exchange, we should definitely try to get the best the village 

can provide us. If she doesn’t have the best, she will probably 

know who will.” 

“I still don’t understand why anyone would exchange horses 

with us. It seems an odd thing to do,” Lina commented. 

“It’s pretty common, but I guess your Ajah doesn’t ride hard 

enough to really need the change out. It’s generally more an 

issue for couriers and those who are in pursuit of something, as 

we are. In our case, we are pretty much handing over horses 

that have been well trained and well bred in exchange for the 

best of their local breed. They can use ours to help improve the 

local blood stock, so this village in particular will be getting a 

fantastic deal, though any subsequent changes will only get the 

benefit of fresh blood. Which, to be fair, is probably of some use 

in the likely inbred local stock of whatever other bucolic 

backwaters we might pass through on this trek.” 
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Lina nodded slowly, “If you say so, Ro. You’ll forgive me if I don’t 

believe it until I see it.” 

Orome smiled, “It will be fine. Let’s hope that we can say the 

same for ourselves tomorrow. We covered a lot of distance 

tomorrow, and I think we stand a good chance of catching up 

with Raeyn tomorrow. That means leaving very early and doing 

our best to make up the distance. I very much would like this 

business over with, Lina. I certainly hope you have some idea 

how we’re going to deal with Raeyn when we get to her.” 

Lina blushed, busying herself fiddling with her wine glass. 

“Lina,” Orome’s voice rose sharply, and the other woman sighed 

and lifted her eyes. 

“What can we really do to prepare, Ro? We go and talk to her, 

and…” 

Orome cut in, “What did you even want to say to this woman? 

‘Oh hello there, did you kill all these people? Oh you did? Why 

don’t you kindly come with us!’” She snorted and crossed her 

arms on the table. Tapping loudly, she said, “I’m waiting, Lina. 

You are my best friend and I support you in all things, but this is 

sort of a big deal and it was your idea and…” 

“I know Ro, I know, I know. I just…” she sighed, “Even if this was 

my idea and I am so sure about her guilt, when I really think 

about it? I’m heartbroken. How could anyone want to betray 

the White Tower? And no, I don’t expect her to come along 

politely. If she’s guilty, I expect that she will attack us. We 

should definitely be prepared to shield ourselves, or I can 

handle shields, and you can attack back, seeing how you know 

more about fighting with the One Power than I do. Or if she isn’t 
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attacking, you can try to tie her up or something… does that 

sound like the right sort of idea?” 

“That is the right sort of idea,” she conceded, “But that still 

doesn’t cover how we’re going to broach the subject to her. 

Unless you think being that forward is the best way to do 

things?” Orome quirked an eyebrow; she certainly didn’t 

believe that was the way to approach a possibly dangerous 

subject! 

“The Three Oaths don’t exactly give us a lot of leeway to fib 

about why we want her to come with us. The point would be to 

get her back to Tar Valon for trial. We can’t use the One Power 

as a weapon against her unless we feel threatened, and I don’t 

think you could sneak up close enough to her to club her upside 

the head, as much as that would make things easier for us. If 

she does threaten us, that’s basically what you’ll have to do 

with the One Power to subdue her, if we are nimble enough 

around her own weaving. We should be though; everyone 

knows that we’re very strong in Saidar.” 

Orome still had her reservations, but instead decided to say, “All 

of this is true. We will be restricted in what we can do and we 

can say, but they were fetters we willingly accepted when we 

committed to becoming Aes Sedai. As you say, we are both very 

strong in the One Power compared to most sisters, and should 

be more than a match for Raeyn in that regard.” She sighed and 

leaned into her hand, “I guess we can hope she comes quietly or 

can give us an explanation that appeases you, because 

otherwise it’s going to be a fight, and then there’s going to be 

the fun of taking her back to Tar Valon.” 

Lina sighed and pushed away from the table, “I guess we will 

see what happens tomorrow. For now, I guess we should finish 
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up whatever needs doing tonight, and get what rest we can.” 

She added, “I am sure I will be sore again in no time flat. How 

long does it take to get used to riding a horse?” 

“Longer than this trip will probably take… so I guess you’ll just 

have to deal with the sore backside for now. And hrmph, you 

can tuck yourself right in if you want to; I still have to chase up 

fresh horses!” 

Lina came around and gave her friend a big hug, “I’ll arrange 

with one of the staff to clear the table and meal out why you 

deal with the horses, alright? And then we can tell each other a 

story like we did when we were Novices, and hopefully sleep as 

soundly as we did then. You know, because of exhaustion.” 

Orome couldn’t help but smile, “Okay then, if you insist. But let 

us attend to our business first.” 

“Always, Ro. Always.” 
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Chapter Eighteen: A Leisurely Start 

Raeyn awoke to the most perfect conditions of waking. She was 

very warm and secure within her blankets, but the air in the 

room had a crispness, a coolness to it that made the warmth 

feel even nicer than it was. It was the feel of autumn and 

winter, and it was the feel of home. She burrowed deeper for a 

few moments, relishing in the sensation. 

As she lay in bed slowly coming to, she thought about the night 

before. Outside of the oddity of a woman riding by herself from 

parts unknown, her simple garb and slightly tilted eyes enabled 

her to blend in with the crowd. She did catch the occasional 

person eying her oddly, but that was something she was used 

to. Working with the One Power made one’s looks slow in aging, 

and then stop; Aes Sedai were often referred to as ageless 

because of this. She could look twenty at one moment and forty 

the next, and while most people couldn’t identify the 

significance of this, it still was cause for some double takes. 

As it were, Raeyn was more than old enough to be able to 

cheerfully ignore those double takes, not that there had been 

too many last night. A gleeman was at the inn telling tales and 

juggling and all sorts of delightful entertainment; the average 

villager was much more excited an enthralled with this than 

eying her. And she too had enjoyed the gleeman’s tales, and 

eating in a common room, and immersing herself in being near 

people. Even in her advanced age, she could never get enough 

of gleemen of any stripe. This fellow had been middling, but still 

had the gift for the rhythms and gestures to bring a tale to life. 

It had been soothing after a fashion, letting her mind wander 

alongside the words through the ages. Then started telling a 
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story that made her thing of Matalina, and she had to flee lest 

she start bawling in the middle of the common room. 

She’d gathered herself in the hallway, and then flagged down 

the inn-keeper. She didn’t know this one and her name hadn’t 

stuck, so there was a lot of Mistress this and Mistress that to 

cover the gap. Even though she didn’t need another one 

already, she inquired after a bath; Raeyn hoped another soak 

might help her fight to cling to serenity. Her inquiry was 

rewarded with a properly sweltering room, complete with 

roaring fires and air so thick that one could imagine they had 

taken up residence in a rather warm cloud. She didn’t feel that 

it had done anything in particular to soothe her mind, but it was 

about as luxurious a bath as anyone could hope to indulge in. 

Still, it had to have had more of an effect than she had initially 

admitted to, she reflected to herself in her snuggly blanket 

cocoon. Her sleep had been free of nasty intrusions, and she felt 

nearly human here in the morning after the night before. 

Maybe it was knowing she was nearly a thousand miles free of 

the White Tower, maybe it was being free of all the work she 

had to do to keep the Brown Ajah ticking over, but she was 

certainly grateful for that slight improvement to her mood. Now 

she only had to find the motivation to get out of bed and get 

dressed! 

Raeyn peered at the window and grumbled; the morning sun 

was already well up in the sky. She extracted herself from her 

warm nest and tried not to wince at how cold the wooden 

planks that comprised the floor were. She took a breath and 

pushed the cold away from her before standing again. “Better,” 

she thought, and crossed to the washstand. 
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The ride to Refuge had been significantly nicer than her travels 

of the day before. Besides the fact she travelled for less time, 

travelling in cooler climes was definitely well appreciated. The 

scenery was greener for the most part, though the woods she 

had Skimmed to were quickly prone to hunter’s trails churning 

across the ground. In general, there was more traffic, as this 

village was at a minor crossroads running along the Saldaean 

border, as well as some traffic out of the Black Hills. Strangers 

coming through weren’t uncommon, but it wasn’t so high traffic 

as to avoid eliciting notice an interest from the locals. That was 

true of anywhere though; people were always naturally curious 

about other people. 

Raeyn stifled a yawn, and moved away from the washstand, 

brush in hand. She settled into a chair by the fireplace, stopping 

to add wood and kindling. A small weave of Fire set it crackling, 

adding a cheerful warmth to the room. She brushed her hair 

slowly, as always momentarily calmed by this daily ritual. She 

tried to keep her thoughts inconsequential so that she could 

stretch out this momentary feeling of vague contentedness – 

which dress should she wear? What should she have for 

breakfast, and should she take it in the common room? 

“Heavier thinking can wait until after I’ve broken my fast,” she 

thought firmly as she replaced her brush into her bags, and put 

on the simple brown woolen dress she had decided on while 

brushing her hair. 

Once dressed, she quickly tided her things back into their 

respective bags, and then headed down the hallway to the 

common room. A serving girl arrived nearly as quickly as she sat 

down, “Good morning, Mistress.” The girl dipped her head 

briefly before continuing her recitation, “This morning, we have 

a choice of sausage, bacon, porridge, and fresh bread with 
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butter. You can have all or some as you desire. For beverages, 

there is fresh milk chilled in the cellar, juice, water, and ale 

available.” The girl added the prices at the end, and Raeyn 

raised an eyebrow; the cost of things was certainly going up.  

Still, she could more than afford the lot and was feeling rather 

puckish, so quite happily ordered a bit of everything. It had 

certainly smelled good coming out of the kitchen! 

She ate well, and probably too much at that. The act of pushing 

away her emotions to avoid dealing with them had left a hole in 

her, and what better to fill it than food? Not that she was 

consciously aware of these actions; she was merely trying to get 

to where she felt safe and alone so she could process through 

the feelings, and maybe even permit herself to feel the raw grief 

bubbling inside. She’d never been good with dealing with her 

emotions, but it would be up to someone wiser than her to 

determine if eating too much was better than drinking too 

much, which is what she had done to deal with Matalina and 

the loss thereof years ago. 

Muttering, she quashed those thoughts, fighting the urge to 

drown them in ale. She took a deep wavering breath, and tried 

to think of calming things, of roses opening and rivers flowing, 

and all the little tricks learned over the years to achieve the 

calm and focus to reach Saidar and project serenity to the 

world. It did nothing for the resurgent tenseness across her 

shoulders, but it did push the thoughts back again… if only for a 

little bit. 

Raeyn headed back to her room, and hurriedly closed the door 

behind herself. She flung herself down into the chair by the fire 

and threw her head into her hands. Being around people had 

suddenly become overwhelming; the noise and the seeming 
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lack of space had conspired to destroy her fragile calm. At least, 

that’s what she told herself as she hugged herself, biting back 

tears again. It was so hard to be alone when alone; at least 

being amongst people she vague knew in the Tower helped her 

to hold it together on a day to day basis. She was almost… 

happy… in that situation to have no one. There were people 

there who could be someone if she had actually desired it, and 

there was no such thing out here. She hated to admit it, even to 

herself, but she still desired some sort of companionship, boon 

or otherwise. But to risk being hurt again? She stood up and 

steeled her heart; she would find a way to get by. 

She strode out of the room and found one of the inn’s staff, 

requesting that her horses and bags be prepared for her. She 

sat by the ashes in the fireplace while her things were fetched 

down, staring at nothing, mind and body already wearied by the 

morning’s thought wrestling. It took one of the servants waving 

a hand before her face and inquiring, “Mistress?” to bring her 

back to the world of the living. She did herself proud by not 

yelping or taking a swing at the poor child; she abhorred being 

startled. Instead, she thanked the trembling girl graciously, and 

swept out of the room to settle her bill with the innkeeper. 

Once paid up, Raeyn exited to find her horses waiting in the 

yard. She blinked; the sunlight was brighter than she had 

realized. After a moment of adjusting, she pressed coppers into 

the grubby little hands of the children who held the reins of her 

horses before swinging up into the saddle. She spurred her 

mount into a quick walk, not wanting to risk trampling anyone 

until she was clear of the village proper. Not that she was 

particularly aware of anyone she passed, else she probably 

would have noticed the bitten off oaths that people began to 

utter before spotting the thunderhead that was her face. 
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She followed the road east towards the Saldaean/Kandoran 

border, trying to decide what her travel plans were. She had 

reported to the Fortress that she was travelling to the town at 

the border initially; she had an acquaintance there who was a 

friend of Matalina’s, and she felt the need to let him know 

about the woman’s death. But she absolutely did not want to be 

around people at this time. Could she skip that leg of the trip 

and Skim straight to her cabin? She rode for some time debating 

these two choices in her head. She didn’t owe this acquaintance 

anything, after all. And she could inform the Fortress in her 

early arrival if she did choose to go that way; she had a 

ter’angrael secreted in her stash there, an object of the One 

Power, which she could use to contact one of the Mae’shadar 

directly if there was a need. Her travels probably weren’t that 

important, so she could either further Skim to one of the agents 

that was checked daily by travelling Dreadlord, or wait for the 

courier to pass her own location. She was on the cusp of 

reaching a decision when her attention was drawn to someone 

riding hard behind her… 

 

 

Rendra jumped at the pounding on her door; what 

unreasonable stupid hour was this?! She was trying to sleep, 

and… oh. Right. She had a mission to go on today, and Nyssa 

had insisted she got an early start. She brushed a few tangled 

braids out of her face as she picked up her wrap from her chair. 

She pulled it around her and went to the door. 

Opening it, she was very surprised to find Nyssa on the other 

side. She came to attention, trying to tug her robe on more 

securely. 
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“You’re not ready,” Nyssa observed as she crossed the 

threshold into Rendra’s rooms. 

“N-no, Mae’shadar,” Rendra replied, trying to not give too much 

into terror. Her cheeks still hurt where the other woman had 

slapped her yesterday, and that gave her enough ire to try to 

not act like an insipid child. 

Nyssa sat down on the bed, gazing coolly at the younger 

woman, “I’m waiting.” 

Rendra bit her lip and turned around; she was less than pleased 

with this intrusion! She was stronger in filthy Saidar than the 

other woman, but Nyssa had her Chosen’s favour. Moving 

against her would be foolhardy until she found favour and 

patronage with one of the Chosen herself. She looked over her 

shoulder briefly, then glowered into her wardrobe as she 

deliberately riffled through her dresses. Another peer over her 

shoulder, and the glower sent her into picking the first one she 

could get her hands on. She told herself it was because she had 

found the dress she wanted to wear, not because a scary old 

witch was glaring a hole through her back. 

The dress she had abruptly settled on was, to her fortune, 

probably one of the best she owned for riding. It was actually 

divided, and of a very dark shade of blue bordering on black. 

She eyed over her should again only to find the situation hadn’t 

changed; Nyssa was still glaring at her, and looking increasingly 

annoyed at Rendra’s dallying. She breathed out, and collected 

the dress and relevant undergarments, and ducked behind the 

screen in the corner to have some modicum of privacy while she 

changed into her outfit for the day. 
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She checked her reflection in her stand mirror and grumbled 

slightly; she looked as tired as she felt. Her stomach growled as 

she came around the screen, but her query about whether or 

not she’d have time to eat died on her tongue as Nyssa rose 

from the bed. 

“You are an insolent child, Rendra. You are lucky I am still letting 

you go on this mission rather than letting one of our dear 

friends the Trollocs have their way with you.” Rendra 

shuddered; the Trollocs were bestial creatures created from 

breeding human and animal stock together at the end of the 

Age of Legends. Punishments of this sort weren’t exactly 

common, but the threat of such did wonders to keep all but the 

most recalcitrant people at the Fortress in line. 

“I apologise for my insolence, Mae’shadar. I am not much of a 

morning person.” 

“Neither am I, and having to deal with little brats like you make 

my mornings all the more joyful.” Her voice dripped scorn, and 

it was all Rendra could do to stand firm and quietly. She did 

though, and Nyssa continued, “Well then, get your things 

already – time is wasting.” 

She shoved down her urge to shoot Nyssa a dirty look, and 

gathered up her carefully prepared bags. She had taken the 

older woman’s advice to get someone with more travel 

experience to help, and the advice had increased her baggage 

greatly. Why did she need any cooking gear, for example, when 

she would have dried food and inns? And wouldn’t Raeyn 

probably already have gear? Why did she have to duplicate 

what was probably already there?! And she still had to pick up 

her food order from the kitchens, when meant she could 

hopefully grab some breakfast too. 
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As if she could read her thoughts, Nyssa said, “I took the liberty 

of directing the kitchens to send your order to the stables. 

You’re losing valuable time already with your lazy malingering 

ways.” 

“But!” Rendra thought in protest, growling softly as she 

struggled to keep up with the fast-walking taller woman. It 

occurred to her she didn’t even know where the stables were; 

when was the last time she had actually gone outside of the 

Fortress? It was a massive place in her estimation; her 

childhood home had been a two room shack. Her own 

chambers were bigger than that shack, and she was well aware 

she had only seen a fraction of the Fortress thus far. She shifted 

uncomfortably under her burdens, and tried her best to keep 

up. 

After what seemed like an eternity, they passed from the 

darkness of inside to the darkness of outside. The air felt 

uncomfortably warm, even at this time of the day. That was due 

to the corruption of the Blight, the area controlled by the 

Shadow far to the north of the world. Even the most dedicated 

human servants felt uncomfortable exposed to said corruption, 

hence why most stayed in the Fortress unless they had to go 

out. Rendra did her best to studiously ignore it; she was too 

annoyed to do otherwise. 

Rendra also eyed the horse that the stable hands trotted out 

warily. She had no practical experience with horses; the closest 

she had come to one was a Guardsman’s horse who tried to bite 

her hand for daring to try to pet the cranky beast. Nyssa 

continued to glower at her, and she stubbornly crossed her 

arms under her chest and did her best to ignore the other 

woman. She did nudge further away from the horses though; 



133 
 

who knew when one of the evil things would try to sample her 

flesh. 

Nyssa snorted derisively, “You really are a worthless little child, 

aren’t you. But maybe if we managed to teach you the 

rudiments of reading and writing, then perhaps we can teach 

your ignorant little self how to sit on a horse and not fall off. 

Really, such a pitiful child; why we took pity on one as pathetic 

to you, I will never know.” 

Rendra turned on the other woman, her dark eyes glittering 

malevolently, “I am a dedicated servant of the Shadow. It is true 

that I might not have had the fancy noble upbringing of some, 

but I have dedicated myself, and I will do my duty, and if you 

don’t like that…” she trailed off, still glowering. 

A shadow of a smile crossed Nyssa’s face, “It seems the worm 

has a bit of spine after all. I’ll forgive your outburst this time, 

but next time you will not be so fortunate.” Nyssa leaned in 

close, staring through Rendra’s head; she blushed hotly as the 

other woman concluded, “Do we have an understanding?” 

Rendra held her gaze for a moment, but only a moment before 

she had to turn away from that piercing gaze, “Yes Mae’shadar, 

we do.” 

Nyssa nodded, a look of smug satisfaction draped across her 

face. “We don’t have time to make you into any sort of 

horsewoman, but do attend to what the stable hands have to 

tell you about mounting and dismounting, and basic care. And if 

you would do me a favour – embrace and hold Saidar. I will 

explain the importance of this after your lesson here is done.” 

She sat down on the low stone wall at the edge of the stable 

yard, and waited patiently. 
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Rendra still eyed the horse warily, even as the stable hand 

explained that the horse was a very gentle one, well bred for 

riding, and so on. She bit off a yelp as the damned beast nuzzled 

her shoulder; the hand insisted it was a kindly thing, not a flesh-

gnawing thing. And then there was getting up on the horse; she 

could hear someone sniggering at her attempts to get her foot 

up into the stirrup. The horse whinnied, nearly scaring her off 

her precariously-gained seat, and yes – she definitely heard 

sniggering. A glance over at Nyssa showed a face in perfect 

composure, but Rendra suspected that the other woman was 

the source of the noise. There wasn’t anyone else around that it 

could be. 

Still, between the patience of the horse and the patience of the 

handler, Rendra felt vaguely confident about being able to get 

on and off the animal in fifteen minutes or so. It was drilling on 

care that was more annoying; she had to brush the damnable 

thing?! She thought a short prayer to the Great Lord hoping she 

wouldn’t have to ride too far, else she might very well kill the 

animal out of frustration. 

Finally, the stable hand announced he had taught all her could, 

and Nyssa rose. She extracted something from her belt pouch, 

and gestured for Rendra to approach. She left the horse 

standing behind her, and looked curiously at the object that 

Nyssa had extracted. It was a bracelet that appeared to be of 

stone, yet woven like reeds. “This is an angreal, Rendra. You 

should remember them from your studies.” 

She did; angreals and the greater sa’angreals were objects of 

the One Power that magnified the channeler’s abilities in Saidar. 

At one stage in her training, she had been taught how to use 

one, though hadn’t expected to be near one again for some 
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time. Nyssa opened herself to Saidar through the angreal and 

explained, “There is a weave that you must learn now; it is 

called Travelling. It will enable you to fold the Pattern upon 

itself to reach one place directly from another. You have the 

necessary strength for this weave naturally; I must link with 

another channeler or use an angreal to be able to lay this weave 

successfully.” The latter part of her statement sounded a 

grudging admission, and Rendra smiled slightly; she did not 

envy the other Dreadladies and Dreadlords who became so 

fixated on ability in something as foul as the One Power. But 

this Travelling did intrigue her; this surely would make 

incredibly short work of her mission! And it would mean that 

she could get to Tanchico very swiftly to take care of business 

back there when she had finished her escort. 

Nyssa slapped her across the cheek again, grabbing her chin and 

tilting it painfully upward. “You might want to pay attention, 

child. I’ve already told you my patience with you is short; do you 

want to see what happens when it goes away entirely?” 

Rendra gulped, “No, Mae’shadar.” 

“Very well, then.” She released Rendra’s head, and clapped her 

hands, “Attend.” 

Nyssa began laying a complex skein of Spirit; Rendra found it 

difficult to follow, but could see the end result – a gateway 

twisted into existence, showing some swampland that she knew 

couldn’t be anywhere near here. 

“That’s the Drowned Lands north of Mayene,” Nyssa said. A 

faraway look crossed her eyes quickly, and was gone almost as 

soon as it appeared, “You will not be going there. Your target is 
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much closer. But first, let us practice the weave until I can 

accept that you can weave it without killing yourself.” 

As much as she hated the One Power and being able to use it, 

Rendra was generally recognized as adept at weaving and of 

decent strength in the five elements – Fire, Water, Air, Earth, 

and Spirit. This weaving was of pure Spirit, her strongest 

element. It was more complex than anything else she had been 

taught to date, but she managed to get a fix on it after fewer 

iterations than Nyssa had expected if one could judge by the 

look on the other woman’s face. Rendra started to smirk, but 

reined herself in before the Mayener woman could take 

exception again. 

“With Travelling, you need to know your starting point very well 

to make the weave work. Because you have been holding Saidar 

since getting to the stables, you have familiarized yourself 

enough with this place. Half an hour holding Saidar, as a general 

rule of thumb, will enable you the needed familiarity. You 

should be careful where you perform the weave, though.” She 

pointed to the grooves in the dirt that Rendra hadn’t noticed 

before, “Those were cut by our gateways. The edges of the 

gateway are razor sharp, so be very careful.” 

Nyssa put the angreal back in her pouch, and pulled out a sheet 

of folded paper. She unfolded it and studied it before speaking, 

“According to Raeyn’s report on her movements, she will be 

departing from the village of Refuge this morning along the road 

to Stronghold on the Saldaean/Kandoran border. If you Travel a 

few miles north of the village and find a good place to watch the 

road, you should be able to catch Raeyn as she passes. 

Remember – you are to pass on the warning of pursuit from our 

Tower agents. You are to escort her to her Blight cabin, and to 
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help her deal with the pursuers. We can not afford any further 

exposure of the Black Ajah at this time; their works on our 

behalf in the White Tower are culminating nicely.” 

Rendra didn’t comment on the ‘great works’ of the White 

Tower; she wasn’t in the mood for yet another slap across her 

face. As pale as she had gotten from living bereft of natural 

light, the redness from the hits really stood out. Instead, she 

murmured, “As you say, Mae’shadar,” and awaited further 

instruction. 

“When you get to Raeyn, you will need to use this hand signal to 

identify yourself to her,” Nyssa added, demonstrating a series of 

movements. Rendra practiced them a few times, and then 

nodded understanding. 

Nyssa crossed her arms under her breasts and tapped her foot 

as she eyed Rendra. Rendra kept her hands to her sides, and 

tried to look at a point pass the older woman. An uncomfortable 

minute rolled past before Nyssa finally dismissed her to her 

task, turning on her heel and returning to the safer confines of 

the Fortress proper. Rendra let out a breath she hadn’t been 

aware of holding, breathing in deeply to refill her lungs before 

turning herself to retrieve her horse from the stable hand.  

She held the reins loosely, continuously eying the animal over 

her shoulder warily. It continued to stand there passively, idly 

eying around the stable but otherwise not moving. Looking once 

again to make sure the beast hadn’t developed any other ideas, 

she took a deep breath and laid the weaves, thinking of Nyssa’s 

specific instructions. The gateway twisted into existence, 

showing a forested scene. “Definitely not anywhere near here… 

let’s hope I got this right,” she muttered to herself, and led the 

horse through to the other side, and Saldaea. 
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It was cooler on this side of the gateway, and Rendra shivered. 

Tanchico was far to the south, so she was not used to the chiller 

weather of the north. Realization hit her like a ton of bricks that 

none of her dresses were ideal for the cooler weather here; all 

were thin silks that were the style amongst the nobility back 

home; it was only luck that she had had a couple divided 

appropriately for riding. Maybe she could pick up a cloak 

somewhere after she found Raeyn, but for now, she’d just have 

to be cold. She bit her lip, and tried to ignore it as she clumsily 

mounted. 

“If I did this right, I’m north of the village,” she said to herself, 

“And it’s morning, and the sun rises in the east. If east is that 

way,” she eyed the direction of the sun, “then the village is 

south… that way.” Sounding a lot more confident than she felt, 

she flicked the reins as the stable hand had instructed. The 

horse took off like a bolt, and she screamed – she hadn’t meant 

for the fool beast to go that fast! Tugging at the reins, she got 

the horse to slow down to something more reasonable speed, 

though her knees digging into the horse’s side had her sawing 

the reins to try and keep the speed even and not fall off. 

She was grateful that the forest was sparse, because her 

experience with tracking as even less than her experience with 

riding horses. She wasn’t a bad observer, per se; a good thief 

had to be very aware of their surroundings. But what worked in 

an urban setting didn’t necessarily translate into riding through 

the woods. But even with keeping an eye on the sun, she still 

ended up coming out just west of the village; she grumbled, but 

was very glad that she hadn’t missed it altogether. Rendra 

debated trying to find out if anyone in there had a cloak to sell, 

but instead decided to ride around the northern edge of Refuge 

and onward down the road to find a likely spying spot. 
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Her stomach grumbled again, and she tried to remember which 

bag had what was supposed to pass for travel food in it. 

Granted, it was still better than a lot of what she ate growing 

up, but it was still tough on the teeth and gums. It also occurred 

to her that it might be easier to fish through the bags ifs he 

dismounted, but she wasn’t sure she’d be able to get back on if 

she got off at this point in time. Even though she had only 

ridden a few miles at most, her entire body felt as if it had been 

pummeled. She didn’t want to have to speed after Raeyn if she 

could help it, since she was incredibly wary about being about 

to keep her seat. Still, she almost fell out twisting around trying 

to find food, and emphatically hoped that nobody could see her 

from her off-road position. 

She ate entirely too fast, her stomach cramping slightly in 

response. Her entertainment was the increasing traffic coming 

to and from the village; it wasn’t as thick as what she was used 

to from living in a city, but what was? Rendra drank deeply of 

her canteen, and shivered again – it was entirely too cold for 

cold water. She certainly hoped she didn’t freeze to death 

before Raeyn bothered to exit the village! She also hoped that 

she was close enough to spot the Aes Sedai when she went by; 

Nyssa had provided a description of her, but she was sure there 

were lots of tubby brunettes with the slightly canted eye thing 

going on, seeing how that was the classical Saldaean 

appearance. Maybe she should find a slightly closer spot to the 

road, she mused to herself, wondering if she could get close 

enough to feel the other woman’s ability to channel when she 

rode past. 

In the end, she stayed put behind shrub and tree and shivered, 

though those subsided as the sun continued to climb in the sky. 

It felt as if she had been stiffly sitting atop her stupid horse for 
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hours when she finally spotted whom she presumed to be the 

Brown Aes Sedai. Her face had the ageless look, but she 

otherwise looked to be dressed no better than the peasantry! 

Her mental image of Aes Sedai was firmly in line with what she 

held as standard for the nobility – silks and gems and laces. Why 

would anyone turn their back on such things?! She shivered 

again, wholly unconscious of the irony of her silk-garbed 

thoughts against the other woman’s more practical woolen 

garb. 

Rendra yanked on the reins, and almost lost her seat as the 

horse surged forward after the other woman. She managed to 

steer the insane beast onto the road, and pull to a stop in front 

of her suspected target. She took a deep breath, and peering 

around to make sure nobody else was around, she made the 

hand signal as Nyssa taught her. 

 

Raeyn eyed the girl child huffing in front of her with 

amusement… until she made the hand signal. Raeyn eyed her, 

then gestured off-road before walking her horse northward. The 

girl followed, then jolted ahead, then managed to saw her reins 

enough to slow down the poor animal.  Once they had passed a 

couple of hundred of feet away from the road and well out of 

view from the road, Raeyn opened herself to Saidar to bind and 

shield the child. 

“You come to me showing a Black Ajah hand signal, but you are 

no Aes Sedai, child. I would recognize you from the White 

Tower if you were.” 
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Rendra spluttered and tried to shake her hands under her 

bindings of Air, “A Black Ajah signal?! That… bitch made me do 

an Aes Sedai gesture?! When I get back to MRPHMHRH…” 

Raeyn gagged her with Air and waited for her to subside before 

speaking, “I will ungag you momentarily. I expect you to explain 

very quickly who you are and why you are showing signs that 

you have no right to know. If you cannot explain to my 

satisfaction,” she smiled meanly, “I will destroy you where you 

stand. She snorted at the child’s widened eyes, then released 

her gag. 

“I come bearing an important message from the Fortress, and 

those of us who serve our master. I was taught that sign as a 

way to vouch for myself; I didn’t realize that hateful woman was 

setting me up for a fool.” 

Raeyn quirked an eyebrow, but released the sullen girl from her 

bonds. “Do I at least get to know your name, girl?” 

“Girl? Girl?! I am Rendra, witch, and I,” 

Raeyn gagged her again, whipping a weave of Air to smack 

Rendra’s backside, “I would think very carefully before I started 

trying to insult people, girl. If you insist on continuing to act like 

a stroppy child, I will continue to treat you like one.” She felt 

Rendra try to reach for Saidar, to try and break the shield woven 

around her, and Raeyn smirked. “If you’re a very good girl, I will 

let the shield down. But first, you have to show that you can 

give your message in a mannerly fashion. Are you ready to try 

again?” Rendra shot a dark look, and Raeyn squeezed the bonds 

of Air around her sharply. “Are you ready to try now?” Rendra 

nodded quickly, and she let the gag go again. 
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“The Mae’shadar will hear of this treatment, w… Raeyn. They do 

not take well to their Dreadladies and Dreadlords being treated 

like children.” 

Raeyn shot back, “Then stop acting like a child, child. And what 

is this message that you’re supposed to be delivering?” 

Rendra took a moment to stretch, and then finally spoke, “We 

had word from an agent in the Tower that you are being 

pursued. I am to…” she sighed and rolled her eyes, “I am 

supposed to escort you and help you deal with them.” 

“Pursued? What do you mean, pursued?” 

“Exactly that. Apparently, some of your… sisters,” she injected 

as much scorn as she could into that word before continuing, 

“figured out that you were behind some number of killings. Or 

at least, have enough suspicions that they feel the need to 

come after you. I’m not sure who they told in the White Tower 

if anyone, but one of them did make the mistake of telling it to 

at least one person they shouldn’t have.” 

“Interesting. Interesting indeed.” Raeyn released Rendra from 

the shield, and eying the girl to make sure she didn’t make any 

sort of retaliatory strike, she queried, “Did you happen to catch 

the names of who we should be expecting?” She clucked to her 

horse and gently flicked the reins, steering back towards the 

road. She waited a moment as Rendra copied her actions, relief 

clear on the younger woman’s face as the horse walked 

sedately alongside Raeyn’s. Raeyn smiled faintly; she could 

remember what a pain it had been to learn how to ride. It was 

rather obvious that this Rendra had been thrown head-first out 

of the Fortress… but she didn’t have any desire to coddle any 

silk sack of overweening pride. 
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Once Rendra was sure she wasn’t going to fall off the horse, she 

spoke quietly, “If their names were known, they weren’t passed 

on to me. For that, I do apologise; it makes it harder to know 

who we’re going to need to deal with.” 

Raeyn nodded thoughtfully, “At least we should have some 

time. None of the Lightfools have figured out how to Travel or 

Skim yet, so there’s nearly a thousand miles for whomever 

there might be to cover. And as there is nothing to track for 

most of that…” 

Rendra nodded slowly, then asked, “Why can’t we Travel 

directly to your final destination and get this over with, then?” 

“We can talk about that on the way to Stronghold. Tell me all 

you know about the pursuit for now, and anything else your 

Mae’shadar might have mentioned in passing that might help us 

figure out what our best plan of action is.” She watched the fool 

girl shiver, and shrugged out of her cloak. “Here, wear this 

before you shake yourself off your horse.” Rendra took it, a look 

of surprise on her face as she gratefully wrapped the warm 

garment around her. 

Raeyn smiled faintly, and began to pick the other woman’s 

brain. 
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Chapter Nineteen: An Amazing Discovery 

“Orome, are you sure this is the right way?” Lina peered around 

the increasingly wooded trail. 

“Yes, the stable boys were very clear on that. I tipped 

generously to ensure their information was accurate. And 

besides,” she pointed at some roundish marks in the dirt, “We 

still have enough of a trail to pick our way along, even if we 

have to channel to see.” 

“But where are we going? Those boys didn’t seem to know of 

anything out this way besides a couple of farms.” 

“If I knew where we were going, I’d tell you. But I can’t do that, 

so shoosh and let me see where this trial is going.” 

Lina blew a raspberry at her friend’s back before stifling a yawn. 

As Orome had promised, they had left the inn before the sun 

had risen. She’d not even given them time to sit down and have 

a proper breakfast; they had instead purchased a loaf to split on 

the road. They had also split their querying duties – Lina had 

asked Mistress Zenia if she had seen anyone such as Raeyn, 

while Orome asked the stable boys while they prepared their 

mounts. Zenia had been very firm that she was not one to 

gossip about her patrons, and seemed put off that Lina had 

asked, Aes Sedai or not. She’d responded politely; one always 

was courteous to the inn-keeper under his or her roof, no 

matter if one was coming or going. 

Because there had been some degree of traffic along their 

route, Orome had been progressing more slowly than their trek 

from the White Tower to Refuge. She was still very confident 

about what she could find, but even Lina could see the 
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disruption of feet, and cart wheels, and of the various beasts 

hauling said carts. At least their early departure meant there 

wasn’t as much traffic actively adding to the obscuration of 

Raeyn’s trail. It had started to pick up around them as farmers 

made their way towards the village, but they were still few and 

far between. 

“Lina, pay attention!” Orome called out. She blinked, and 

looked around. Her friend was waving to her from just inside a 

row of trees. “The trail goes this way now – come along!” 

Lina followed warily, trying to keep an eye out for anything 

suspicious. “Is this a shortcut to somewhere? Why would 

anyone want to ride through the middle of nowhere in the 

middle of nowhere?!” 

“Why would I know? I’ve never been out this way. I don’t think 

anyone has been out this way. Maybe local hunters; it looks like 

this might be a game trail. Just be on your guard, okay? For all 

we know, she could be waiting out here waiting to attack us.” 

Lina ducked under a branch and queried, “Why would she be 

out here waiting for us? Why would she know we were 

following her?” 

Orome was quiet for a moment, “It is improbable that she will 

be waiting for us. It is equally improbable that she would know 

anything about us coming after her. After all, who could have 

told her anything unless they had wings? But we should still be 

very careful.” 

Lina grunted, then opened herself up to Saidar. “Orome, look!” 

she called out as she pulled her horse to a stop, pointing to 

some branches on the ground. “Those were cut with the One 
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Power.” Lina looked up, and laughed. She pointed ahead, 

“There have been a lot of branches cut… it looks like a path to 

me!” 

Orome followed the line of Lina’s finger, and snorted in 

disbelief, “That was certainly careless. But it does work in our 

favour. Do you have your trail?” Lina nodded, and Orome 

gestured her forward, “Then lead on, lead on.” 

Lina took advantage of the clear pathway that the Saidar 

residues left to pick up the pace slightly. With so many branches 

cleared, she was able to get up to a quick walk, trusting Orome 

to watch out for anything that might attack them, like bears. 

While the sun had been nudging above the horizon before they 

entered the woods, it was still dark enough that both of them 

had hung small globes of Saidar-generated light before them; 

they would do themselves no good if their horses tripped over 

something that they missed on the forest floor and broke a leg. 

They continued to head deeper into the woods. Lina would have 

been alarmed if there had not been such a clear path of 

residues, or at least, more alarmed. She was genuinely 

perplexed by the situation at hand, and more so when they 

were led to a random clearing. The sun had risen high enough 

that they could see without assistance, but Lina held onto 

Saidar still. There was… something… something woven here that 

she had never encountered. She began studying the weaves, 

intent on following all the twists and turns that made… 

something. 

Orome had dismounted, taking time to secure her horse to a 

tree. She poked Lina to get her friend’s attention, “Why don’t 

you get down for a little bit. Maybe we can have that loaf; I 

know I’m starting to get a bit hungry.” 
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Lina nodded distractedly, sliding off the horse with a deal more 

grace than she did when she was thinking about it. She shook 

her head to clear her thoughts, and led her horse to where 

Orome had secured her mount. After doing the same, she 

retrieved the loaf from her saddle bag, and set it on a rock. A 

quick blade of Air split the bread into two pieces, and she 

walked over to where Orome was to hand over the other 

woman’s share. 

Orome looked poleaxed when Lina got to her, and she raised an 

eyebrow inquisitively. “It’s the strangest thing, Lina. I see the 

tracks in, but I don’t see tracks out anywhere. I mean, I’ve only 

started looking around, but it’s as if her horses came in and 

never left. Maybe she obscured the tracks and I’m missing 

something?” The Green sister opened herself to Saidar, and 

continued to peer around as she absent-mindedly ate her share 

of their breakfast bread. 

Lina patted her friend on the shoulder, and took a bite of her 

own bread. It tasted wonderful, but just about anything would 

after a morning of riding. The residues caught her eyes again, 

and she drifted towards it, speaking slowly, “There is a weave 

unlike anything I’ve seen here before, Ro. I’m not sure what to 

make of it.” 

Orome continued her circuit of the area, and called over her 

shoulder, “Does it look like something dangerous? Or perhaps 

some sort of trap? You’ve not touched it or gotten too near to 

it, have you?” 

“There’s nothing there but resides, silly. If there had been any 

traps, we would have felt them before we got anywhere near 

them.” She snorted, and after respotting the rock she’d made 

use of, she sat upon it and continued her study. 
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Orome steadily consumed her bread as she retraced Raeyn’s 

path to where it had entered the grove. She leaned downward, 

eying the ground closely with her Saidar-enhanced vision. The 

tracks clearly lead to a tree, where it looked as if the horses had 

had some time to stand around and pace. Then the tracks went 

to the middle of the clearing and vanished; it made no sense! 

She couldn’t see any sign of tracks having been intentionally 

wiped out. She grumbled, and joined Lina on the rock her friend 

had occupied. 

“I’m stumped, Lina. As far as I can tell, the tracks go to the 

middle here, and then just vanish. Tracks just don’t vanish… I 

must have missed something.” She sounded doubtful; her 

tracking skills were superb. 

Lina stood up and took a breath. She looked at her friend, and 

handed over what remained of her half of the bread. “Hold that 

for me. I’m going to see if I can recreate this weave here. It 

might give us an idea as to what happened.” Orome nodded, 

and wove a shield of hardened Air between herself and 

whatever it was that Lina was trying to cobble together. While 

she did trust her friend’s instincts, a little prudence never went 

amiss. 

Lina, on the other hand, laid weaves as if there were nothing 

else in the world but her and the One Power. Learning new 

weaves excited her – besides the joy of learning something new, 

everything she learned was fodder for trying to develop or 

rediscover other things. She had never seen anything like this 

before, and had no idea what it could be. And while she was 

more confident than her friend that it wasn’t specifically 

dangerous, part of her wished she’d thought to weave a shield 

for herself before starting to copy the residues before her. 
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“Whatever will be, will be,” she thought to herself as she laid 

the last few strands in the skein. 

As the gateway twisted into being, Lina gasped, and heard the 

same from behind her. “What under the Light is that?!” Orome 

cried out. 

Lina eyed the window into darkness and said slowly, “I’ve read 

about…” she trailed off, trying to shape her words in her head. 

“There have been many weaves lost since the Age of Legends, 

and amongst the most important weaves lost were those for 

travelling by means of the One Power. While there were several 

different ways, I once read a fragment that mentioned 

gateways.” She nodded towards the hole and added, “This looks 

like a gateway of sorts to me.” 

Orome walked closer, eying the hole carefully. “But it doesn’t 

seem to go anywhere. There’s just darkness. You’re not 

expecting me to believe that Raeyn stepped into darkness and 

vanished, are you?” 

“Well, no. She had to have had some way to navigate through 

the darkness to wherever she was doing, but… ah.” Lina smiled, 

and in her mind envisioned a wide slab of stone highway, one 

that was wide enough for five abreast, as many deep. It 

obligingly formed in the darkness, and she chortled in delight. 

With a wink at her friend, she walked to where her horse was 

tied up and freed the beast before stepping through the 

darkness onto her imagined platform. She pulled her horse’s 

reins to make the animal follow her, and then began murmuring 

soothing things to it once it was on her side of the gateway. 

“Lina, what under the Light are…” she shook her head in 

disbelief. 
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“Ro, get your horse if you intend to bring it.” Her brown eyes 

twinkled with delight, “It should be perfectly safe and fine.” 

Orome snorted at that, but obligingly went to fetch her horse 

just the same. She eyed the ‘road’ through the gateway with 

bemusement; roads didn’t suddenly exist because someone 

imagined them to be there. Except in this case it obviously did; 

her best friend was standing on one she’d conjured out of thin 

air. Unless she was hallucinating… 

“Come on, Orome. Daylight’s a-wasting,” Lina said with a slight 

edge; she pretty much only used Orome’s full name if she was 

getting annoyed with the other woman, or if formality dictated. 

Orome took a deep breath, and then led her horse through to 

stand next to Lina. Her eyes widened further as she peered 

around to see nothing but blackness. And yet, there was light 

from somewhere besides what shone through the gateway. She 

bit off a yelp as the gateway snapped shut, and rounded on her 

friend. But before she could demand an answer, it felt like the 

world began to move around them. It wasn’t as if there were a 

wind or anything to visually indicate movement, but yet, there 

was. 

Lina smiled, and spoke quietly as she continued to pet her 

horse’s head in a comforting manner, “This isn’t Travelling as 

described in what I’ve read, but this has to be related 

somehow.” 

Orome took a steadying breath before speaking, “That’s the 

best you can give me after we’ve stepped through a hole into 

nowhere onto a road that doesn’t exist? That this might be 

related to something lost so long ago that we don’t know 

anything practical about it?!” 
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Lina took the tirade patiently, then explained, “I wove exactly as 

Raeyn wove. That means it should take us where she went, how 

she went. I don’t know how long it will take us to get where 

we’re going, but I’m confident that this is the answer to our 

question. And,” she grinned again, “If this works like I think it 

might work, then we might have a swifter way to travel around 

the world. But first, we’ll see how long we’re sliding about in 

this weird dark place. Which reminds me – you might want to 

tend to your horse. He looks a little spooked, and I get the 

feeling it’s not a good idea to leave this thing we’re on.” 

Orome was spooked herself, but definitely took Lina’s 

suggestion to heart. Comforting the dear animal definitely 

helped distract her from the weirdness of the situation, and 

made the passage of time seem someone less indeterminable.  

She managed to keep herself so focused that she missed the 

platform sliding to what passed as a stop. 

Lina rubbed her hands together, and laid Saidar in the pattern 

she had before. Another gateway opened, showing a scene that 

was infinitely more natural than what they had been 

experiencing. “After you, Orome,” Lina smiled gently, waiting 

for her friend to hurry her way outside. She eyed the darkness 

thoughtfully, and led her horse through the open gateway. 

Once through, she let it snap through behind her, and peered 

around with interest. They were definitely not in the same place 

they had departed from. For one, it was quite a bit cooler, and 

for two, there was an interesting-looking pillar that she was very 

confident she’d never seen before. She petted her horse idly 

and asked, “So then, any idea where this might be?” 

Orome shook her head, “Somewhere north; I can guess that 

much by the chill in the air. Where that could be beyond that 
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will require us finding people and asking.” She smirked slightly, 

“Even if it garners mocking. But I guess it doesn’t really matter 

as long as we can find Raeyn. That should be doable, since her 

tracks definitely take off from this point.” She pointed past 

where they stood; the softer ground here had taken the prints 

of the horseshoes most clearly. 

“Oh, so they do,” Lina said, looking around the clearing. “I guess 

we should probably mount up and get moving?” 

“Indeed.” 

As had been the case with the grove they had departed far to 

the south, this one was off some distance from humanity. There 

was not much of a path leading this way in spite of them being 

beside a river; Lina speculated that maybe local children came 

to gawk at the pillar and make up stories, but it didn’t seem like 

there was anything besides the tracks of very small animals 

crossing Raeyn’s trail. She smiled, remembering having similar 

superstitions about things when she was a child. 

They made good time and reached civilization rather quickly. It 

was a small village, fortified by a wooden wall. Yet in spite of 

that effort, there were no guards on the gate, no presence that 

spoke of military or any particular local police force. Lina caught 

Orome’s eye; the latter shrugged in reply. 

The trail had become muddied as they approached and passed 

the gate, and Lina asked quietly, “What should we do now?” 

“We should find any inns that might be around, and ask 

questions. There can’t be more than one or two in a place this 

small. If we spot anyone that looks like they might have been a 

gate guard, we should ask them questions as well.” Orome 
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fingered the fringe of her shawl unconsciously, and panned her 

head around to see what she could find. 

The village, wherever it was, was the epitome of tiny. There was 

the main road… and that was it. It was if they had taken a half a 

mile or by an eighth of a mile and put a fence around it, and 

what was within those bounds were bustling. What buildings 

there were inside the wall existed cheek by jowl, and it was 

quickly obvious that there was not enough outside traffic 

warrant more than one inn. 

It was at the inn they pulled up, eying the midmorning sun. It 

was as near to the center of the village as possible, where 

another road came in from the north. Lina stood by while 

Orome polled the stable hands, and idly listened to the babble 

of the locals as they went about their business. She rubbed her 

hands together briskly, and mulled on whether or not being 

able to ignore the cold would enable her to get by without the 

gloves she didn’t think to pack. 

“Say hi and goodbye to Refuge,” Orome announced as she 

returned to Lina. “We’re apparently on the southern Saldaean 

border. And, it would seem, there’s only really one way for 

traffic to go from here.” She spurred her horse to a walk, and 

Lina fell in line. 

“What do you mean, only one way?” 

Orome gestured to the road they had come in on, pointing 

outward past the gate, “The young man I spoke to said he’d 

seen Raeyn and helped her with her horses. He added that the 

road this way was the only way people generally went, because 

it went along the border to the border with Kandor. There is a 

town there called Stronghold, and it’s apparently a much busy 
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place with lots of trade and so forth.” She paused for a moment, 

and then asked, “Isn’t Raeyn from Saldaea?” 

“I’m pretty sure she is. And if not, she certainly looks the part. 

Maybe she’s going home?” 

Orome snorted, “Lina, think about how old Raeyn is. Even if she 

went ‘home’, who would remember her? Maybe she’s kept up 

with her family’s descendants, maybe she’s… it doesn’t matter 

really. One way or the other, she needs to come with us.” She 

nudged her horse to a trot as they passed the gate. 

“Yes yes, I know… I know.” Lina sighed, staring at her hands and 

the reins they held. She looked up and added at Orome’s 

curious expression, “I miss my family. I should really make a 

point to go visit them soon.” 

Orome smiled, “I miss mine sometimes too. But hey, if this 

weave of Raeyn’s you read works, then we can easily hop down 

to visit both families when we’re done here. I have some nieces 

that I need to spoil rotten, and I’m sure they wouldn’t mind you 

helping me in that regard.” 

“I’d like that, Ro. I really would.” 

They sped up their mounts to a canter, focusing on covering 

ground as quickly and safely as they could on their borrowed 

mounts. They weren’t terrible horses, but they weren’t 

anywhere near a match for the magnificent steeds they had left 

the White Tower on. Orome wondered how much longer they 

could manage before needing to switch again; if they rode 

nearly as hard as they had the day before, these horses would 

probably drop dead before they got to Stronghold. 
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Orome put that out of her mind, and rode onward. She had a 

feeling they would find Raeyn soon. 
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Chapter Twenty: Clash 

A horse is not able to trot or canter or gallop forever, and in 

spite of Orome’s desire to close the gap, she grudgingly 

admitted that they should walk their horses to help them 

survive the day. They ate as they walked, Lina looking worse for 

wear already. “Do you need help?” she asked, keeping one eye 

on the road in front of them, “If we catch up, and I am confident 

we will soon, then you will be of no help if you’re already worn 

out.” 

Lina smiled wanly and tried to straighten herself out. “I think,” 

she wheezed, “That I could use a few minutes of not moving. 

And a drink of water.” 

Orome shook her head, “If you stop moving, you’ll probably fall 

asleep on me in the middle of the road. Let me cleanse you of 

your tiredness. I might not be able to Heal for anything, but I 

can give you that much without wearying myself overly.” 

Lina bit her lip and nodded, accepting Orome’s offering. She 

wished she was as hardy as her friend, but then, she hadn’t 

expected that confronting Raeyn would include riding halfway 

across the world in a day. Orome took her chin to complete her 

weaves, and then looking her in the eye, added softly, “This will 

all be over soon. And, at least, we won’t have to ride the entire 

way back to the White Tower with our prisoner in tow. Chin up, 

Lina – you’ve done more than your fair share in getting us to 

this point.” A quick hug followed before Orome added, “Mount 

up, mount up. We’re almost to where we need to be.” 

Lina groaned, but did as bid. She felt much better for Orome’s 

ministrations, and better for having had a bite to eat. She pulled 

out her canteen once she was back on her mount and drank 
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deeply, mentally washing away the last of her tiredness as she 

resealed the bottle and tucked it away. 

 

“Do you know anything useful, child?!” Raeyn asked 

incredulously. 

“I know how to kill,” Rendra retorted, shivering within the folds 

of the other woman’s cloak. Even with it being good thick wool, 

the cold was still burrowing into the young Taraboner’s bones. 

“Yes, but did your Mae’shadar tell you to kill, or to take care of 

anyone in pursuit? There is a difference, you know.” 

“I… I don’t remember,” Rendra muttered, looking pouty. “I 

don’t see what it matters though.” 

Raeyn sighed, rubbing her temple one-handedly before 

replying, “It matters because some would consider it a waste to 

kill channelers out of hand.” Rendra continued looking at Raeyn 

without a trace of comprehension, and the older woman 

grunted in exasperation. “Channelers can be forced into service 

to the Shadow, and therefore are a valuable asset. Not 

everyone comes to serve the Great Lord as readily as you or I. 

Let me guess – it wasn’t deemed important to teach you that.” 

Rendra shot a dirty look at the other woman from inside the 

hook of her borrowed cloak, but wisely opted to not say 

anything in response. What could she have said anyways – that 

she was an indifferent student? That she only wanted to kill? 

That she’d especially delight in killing foul Aes Sedai? She 

rubbed her cheek and continued glowering. 
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Raeyn eyed the other woman and shrugged; she didn’t care if 

they talked or not. She wasn’t sure how she felt getting stuck 

with a sulking brat; she had no desire to teach the child how to 

own herself, rather than letting herself be owned by her 

emotions. She wasn’t even sure if she could if she wanted to; 

this Rendra gave off the vibe that she was out to make the 

world work on her terms, as if she were chafing terribly at 

having to be responsible in any way. She smiled faintly at that; 

she was probably just as bad at that age, even being as biddable 

a child as she had been. 

After a few minutes of riding quietly, Rendra blurted out angrily, 

“I’m supposed to be going to Tanchico to deal with an 

important personal matter. She had pulled the hood back 

slightly, and was glaring accusingly, “I thought I had more time 

before I would be assigned a mission. I thought I’d have time 

to…” 

“To what?” Raeyn asked, somewhat bemused at this sudden 

outburst. 

“To…” she took a steadying breath, still shooting daggers from 

her eyes, “To deal with some personal matters. Not that you.. 

Aes Sedai understand anything about family or friends or 

obligations to such.” 

Raeyn eyed the other woman steadily, and asked quietly, 

“Revenge?” 

Rendra nodded stoutly, looking away. She could fell tears 

forming in her eyes, and she would burn before she let this 

witch see her pain. 
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Raeyn surprised herself by saying, “If pulling down the White 

Tower brick by brick would bring back my Warder, I would do it. 

But revenge… it leaves you feeling even hollower. You think it’ll 

set things right, that the debt is paid, but it never is.” She looked 

at Rendra, who had wiped her eyes and turned back to listen to 

the older woman. Raeyn continued gently, “I know that isn’t 

what you want to hear, that you feel your vengeance is just and 

deserved. Perhaps you feel it will burn you up if you don’t 

retaliate.” She smiled sadly, “Not that I could probably convince 

you of anything.” 

“No, you couldn’t,” Rendra replied sharply. She refused to 

comment on the matter further, and Raeyn shrugged again, 

grateful for the otherwise empty road around them. 

Suddenly, her ears caught the rhythm of horses coming quickly 

down the road behind them. Raeyn exchanged a glance with 

Rendra, and continued riding nonchalantly along. Raeyn 

reasoned it was probably a messenger or a courier or the like; 

there was no prohibition against riding hard, after all. She did 

move to the side of the road to make sure that she wasn’t in the 

way, and gestured Rendra to do the same. 

Raeyn opened herself to Saidar, taking advantage of its 

enhancement of the senses to peer down the road. She hissed 

in alarm, and gestured to Rendra, “I see shawls. It might be 

nothing, but just in case…” She peered over her shoulder again, 

“if anyone asks, you are going to the White Tower to be a 

Novice. Try to look a bit awed instead of glaring daggers, and we 

might be able to talk our way past whoever it might be. What 

are other Aes Sedai doing out here in the middle of nowhere 

anyways?! What rotten luck.”  
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“There’s someone up ahead!” Orome called to Lina, pulling her 

horse to a fast walk. Lina did the same, and Orome asked, “Can 

you tell if it’s her?” 

“Of course I can read backs, Ro,” Lina retorted, “And isn’t that… 

isn’t that two people? Three horses, but two people… she didn’t 

leave the Tower with someone, right?” 

“Everyone we’ve talked to has only mentioned her. Maybe she 

was meeting up with a friend?” 

“I guess we’ll find out in a minute… shall we?” Lina flicked her 

gaze ahead again, and gripped her reins tightly. 

Orome nodded, and booted her horse forward. 

 

Raeyn rode along projecting an air of confidence that Rendra 

could only envy. She herself kept trying to sneak peeks over her 

shoulder to see if those behind them were indeed following 

them, and debating with herself on what actions she should 

take when they did catch up. She whipped her head back to the 

front as the two behind shifted from walking back into a fast 

trot, and tightened her grip on the dagger tucked behind her 

belt. 

Suddenly, the two behind them were before them, and pulling 

to a stop ahead of them in the road. Rendra noted that they 

were young-looking, and guessed them to be about her own 

age. That she was off by as much as 20 years was not something 

to cross her mind; while she was aware that channelers aged 

slower than other people, it wasn’t a concept that had sunk into 

her mind. They both exuded the overweening pride she 

associated with those so-called Servants of All, as if those pretty 
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bits of coloured silk they called shawls somehow made them 

better than everyone else! She caught a brief but sharp glare 

from Raeyn, and hid herself deeper in her borrowed cloak’s 

hood. 

Both sides looked at each other for a long moment, then with a 

quick glance at Orome for moral support, Lina took a deep 

breath and announced, “Raeyn Sedai, we insist that you return 

to the White Tower with us immediately.” 

Raeyn quirked an eyebrow; a ghost of a smile played across her 

lips as she replied, “Lina, isn’t it… and your friend is… Orome? I 

am afraid my answer is no; I have business of my own to attend 

to at this time.” She gestured to Rendra and added, “Though 

this child should probably be taken to the Tower at some point 

when my business permits. She certainly is in need of proper 

training.” 

Lina rode a few steps closer, and blinked in surprise; the person 

hiding in the cowl was another channeler! She gestured to 

Orome to ride up a bit closer so she could too sense the ability 

in the cowled woman, but was still not overly concerned. Even if 

the child had good potential, if it wasn’t trained, then she was 

not an issue at this time. 

She took a deep breath, pushing down her nerves and spoke, 

“We insist you return to the White Tower with us, where you 

will be trialed and questioned on your possible involvement 

with Darkfriends, and possible actions as a Darkfriend. If you are 

innocent, you will have nothing to fear.” 

Raeyn eyed them flatly, “I don’t know what crazy things you 

children are dreaming up, but I will not stand here and be 
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accused of such atrocities. What proof do you even claim to 

have?” 

Orome spoke; the anger in her voice surprised her, but she 

could not abide being treated like less than the grown woman 

she was, “You were bonded to a known murderer and 

suspected Darkfriend, Cari Namere. You have been implicated in 

the murder of the former Amyrlin Seat, Kathana Justinia 

Trevalaer. There are several disappearances of Green Aes Sedai 

that our Ajah will be very interested in questioning you about, 

not to mention the probable murder of Daeralle Verimal at 

Namandar.” Her voice had risen to nearly a shout at the end of 

her speaking, and she was trembling with as close to rage as she 

ever got to. 

Raeyn snorted, “Suppositions and lies, children; what proof do 

you have of any of these things?” When neither Lina nor Orome 

speak, she smirked, “Be happy I have more important things to 

do, else I would drag you two back to Tar Valon to stand trial by 

Hall for such slanderous accusations.” She looked at both of 

them pointedly, boring through to the depths of their souls with 

her piercing blue eyes. Shaking her head, Raeyn addressed her 

companion, “Come Rendra, let us leave these foolish children 

and continue onward.” 

Orome shouted, “Wait!”, and lunged forward to grab Rendra’s 

arm. Rendra shrieked in alarm, and pulling out her dagger, 

slashed the other woman’s arm before jerking her reins and 

horse sharply sidewise. She held her dagger steady as the 

regarded the other woman warily, unconcerned with the blood 

dripping off of her blade. 

Everyone bar Rendra opened themselves to the One Power, but 

otherwise remained where they were, glaring tensely about. 
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Orome clutched her arm palely before remembering the 

handkerchief in her belt pouch. She shakily withdrew it and 

bound the cut, wishing that herself or Lina had the ability to do 

any proper Healing. 

“Rendra, that was uncalled for,” Raeyn chided her companion 

not unkindly, before turning to Lina and Orome. “I think…” she 

channeled at the friends quickly and competently, attempting 

to shield them from their ability to use and access Saidar. 

Rendra continued to brandish her dagger threateningly, but 

continued to ignore the call of Saidar from all around her. 

As nimble and strong as Raeyn might have been from all her 

years of using the One Power, she was not strong enough to 

block both Lina and Orome at the same time. Even shaken, 

Orome was able to slash at the weaves being thrown at her; 

Raeyn shook visibly as the severed weaves from the shields 

rebounded unto her. She slashed at the shields that her fellow 

Aes Sedai threw at her, but she wasn’t fast enough to fend off 

both of them. Their shields slid between her and the light of 

Saidar, and she frowned malevolently. “Rendra, do you mind 

being of some use? You know, besides waving your dagger 

about like some bloodthirsty infant?” 

Lin and Orome exchanged glances of confusion, and then alarm 

as Rendra opened herself to Saidar and slashed at the shields 

they had laid upon Raeyn. As usual, she felt both pure delight at 

the power, the light coursing through her, and disgust at 

channelling the One Power. Even if the female half was not 

tainted like the male half Saidin, she still thought poorly of 

channelling and channelers, even if that included her now. As 

she watched the shields rebound on their aggressors, she also 
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slashed at them with blades of Fire and Earth, hoping to maim 

and drive them off. 

A startled gasp from a passerby distracted Orome and Lina 

briefly, but it was all Raeyn needed to grab Rendra’s reins and 

boot her horse away from the road at a gallop. “Fend them off if 

they try anything!” Raeyn yelled over her shoulder, trying to 

steer them around trees and into the sparse woods. 

The distraction of gawkers wasn’t enough to for Raeyn to gain 

an appreciable lead, but it did cause Lina and Orome to slow 

down their weaving to make sure they didn’t kill themselves by 

riding into a tree, or laming their horses on shrubs and roots. 

What weaves they did manage were desperate attempts to 

fend off Rendra’s wild and violent weavings; she could care less 

about the horses, but she did care about striking down these 

smug spoiled Lightfool brats. 

They covered some miles in this way before Raeyn pulled the 

horses to a stop and rounded on her pursuers. “Do you know 

how to weave a shield?” Raeyn asked of Rendra, who shook her 

head. “Try to copy me if you can. If you can’t, try to beat them 

off of their horses – blunt your weaves!” 

Rendra snorted; she’d slice them up if she wanted to. She 

yelped as a thick weave of Air smacked her on the back, 

accompanied by a loud growl. She refused to look at Raeyn, but 

nodded her acquiescence as she prepared to do battle. “Also 

remember the Three Oaths – they cannot use the One Power 

against us unless they feel threatened. It’s probably too late for 

that now that you’ve cut one of them, but…” 

Raeyn took a deep breath to try to steady herself; how had 

these children caught up so quickly?! Maybe they had been 
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laying in wait for some days, or… she couldn’t fathom past that 

speculation at this particular time. She had to deal with the 

more immediate concerns – these girls were strong in Saidar. 

Anyone who could channel the female half of the One Power 

could feel the strength of others who could channel, and they 

were both somewhat stronger than her. If not for Rendra, they 

would have had an easier time of trying to subdue and capture 

her. She ruthlessly suppressed the sudden spike of gratitude in 

her; there was no guarantee this annoying and probably poorly 

trained child would necessarily turn the tide. But at least it gave 

her a fighting chance. 

Lina and Orome renewed their assault as soon as they pulled to 

a stop behind Raeyn and her mysterious companion. While they 

both certainly felt threatened, both of them wove with capture 

of both women in mind. They might have raw strength in their 

favour, but Raeyn had hundreds of years of practice to perfect 

her finesse at weaving. She was able to sneak attempts at 

shields and bindings of Air around their own weavings, forcing 

them to retreat on their own attempts to stop hers. And her 

companion was not weak by any stretch, though her weaving 

was more akin to hammers than feathers. It made it no less 

important to fend off and stop, but it was definitely slower and 

easier to meet. 

They were wearing down very quickly in spite of their strength. 

Orome felt very woozy from where Rendra had cut her, and 

they had been riding very hard all day. Their horses were 

wobbly under them, and they began to make mistakes in their 

weaving. Using Saidar required attention to make it do what 

you wanted it to do, and tiredness made handling the flows akin 

to wrestling wiggling eels. She barely managed to duck an 

especially vicious club of Air woven by the unfamiliar woman, 
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who now that she could be seen bereft of cowl, appeared to be 

from Tarabon. 

Rendra’s dark eyes glittered and beads flew about her head; her 

full pouty lips were drawn into a tight smile as she tried to 

smash those pretty shawls off their horses and onto the cold 

ground. Raeyn appeared to mainly be fending off the attempts 

at capture, and to be throwing the same basic shields and bonds 

of Air back at the pair before them. She couldn’t understand 

why the older woman wasn’t unleashing full-out brutality; if she 

did, it would surely speed this battle up! 

Raeyn chewed her lip as she methodically wove, grateful for her 

nimbleness compared to these children. How long had they had 

their shawls – two years? Five years? Not very long at all, and 

their lack of experience and overweening pride in their strength 

showed in their speed and dexterity. While she was not strong 

enough to slam shields between them and Saidar, she was fast 

enough and skilled enough to shoot more weaves than either of 

them could reasonably deal with. Most of them were wisps of 

Air, tickling and dodging and working very well to wear them 

down. While both of them had to have demonstrated skill at 

channeling while being distracted to achieve the shawl, it didn’t 

mean that it didn’t have an effect on them. 

Rendra eyed Raeyn’s outpouring of weaves, and decided to try 

some of the same tact, but with an edge. She wasn’t necessarily 

the most nimble, but she did have speed in spades and could 

weave small weaves if called for. But where Raeyn tried to tickle 

and distract, Rendra smirked and sliced with small blades of 

frigid Air. A triumphant laugh bubbled out from her lips as the 

darker one in green paled even further, gasping in pain as more 

of her lifeblood began to slowly drip out. She turned her 
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attention to the girl with the brown shawl, and found a harder 

target to hit. She seemed fresher than her friend, and was 

having better luck fending off Rendra’s probing slices. 

Lina was very worried for her brave and strong friend. Light, she 

was worried for herself! It hadn’t occurred to her that they 

might be attacked in such a manner. “Ro,” she squeaked out, 

groaning as another little slash got through her attempts to 

block the onslaught, “Ro, we need to retreat.” She panted; a cry 

escaped her lips as another violent little slash rent her sleeve 

and nicked her arm, “Ro, come on, come on – I don’t want us to 

die here.” 

Orome breathed in and out with force and purpose, as if it could 

combat the welter of cuts she had become. She hissed under 

her breath, her voice laced with pain, “On the count of three, 

we will throw up walls of Air. In the momentary confusion, we’ll 

break for the road and make our way back to Refuge.” Lina 

nodded minutely, and Orome counted down, “One… two… 

THREE!” A strong push welled out from both of them, shoving 

the air forward on the wall of Air. They didn’t stand by to 

admire the effect; they both turned their horses and galloped as 

fast as the poor tired beasts could take them. 

Rendra started trying to tug at her reins to pursue, when Raeyn 

called out, “Stop.” The Aes Sedai rode over and took the other 

woman’s reins again to make sure she didn’t fall off trying to 

give chase. “Let them go – they’ll be back. That is, if they can 

find us.” She smiled wryly, and tugged the three sets of reins in 

her hands to make the horses continue walking northward. 

“What makes you think they’d come back for a second 

helping?” Rendra sniffed, pulling the cloak’s hood back over her 

head. 
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“Because,” Raeyn started slowly, letting Saidar drain out of her, 

“they stunk of pride. Like Whitecloaks, they came here after me 

convinced of whatever their crusade was, and that they need to 

complete it to fulfill… whatever.” She fell silent as she handed 

Rendra’s reins back over, and nudged her horses to a fast walk. 

“Let’s make up some distance, and go with your suggestion. We 

will Skim right to my cabin…” Her face paled as sudden 

realization hit her, “Oh bloody hell, I forgot that Lina can read 

residues. “ 

“Residues?!” Rendra blurted out in a startled tone, “What do 

you mean by residues?!” 

“I mean exactly as I say,” Raeyn said evenly, looking Rendra 

firmly in the eye as she continued to speak, “When you weave 

Saidar, it leaves traces that some channellers can read. That’s 

part of why I rode out a ways from the White Tower before 

Skimming; I didn’t want to pass that information on to the 

White Tower. I learned it from the Supreme Council, and they 

from the Chosen – it would not be mete for Lightfools to have 

access to those weaves, lest they pop up at inopportune locales, 

like what happened to us here.” 

Rendra raised her voice in alarm, “But doesn’t that mean they 

can follow us wherever we go? Why aren’t we going back and 

finishing them off right now?! What if they go back to the White 

Tower and get help?!! What if…” 

Raeyn shook her head and wove Air around Rendra’s mouth as 

a gag. Rendra herself wove a small blade of Earth and sliced it, 

but took the hint and quit talking. “You’re right, insomuch that 

they can follow us. But as I think about it, that’s not a bad idea 

at all.” She smiled and scratched her nose, but refrained from 

commenting further. There would be time to explain later. 
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Chapter Twenty-One: The Hasty Retreat 

“Ro, quit giving me such a dirty look. You don’t have the 

strength for it.” 

“I’ll give… you… all the dirty looks… I want to give you.” Orome 

clung tightly to the pommel of her saddle with one hand, and 

the other continued to grasp the blood-soaked handkerchief on 

the arm clinging to the pommel. They rode slowly now that they 

were back to the road, heading west back to the village they 

had departed earlier. “We really… really… should have had a 

better plan of action organized.” 

Lina wiped a drop of blood from her brow before it could fall 

into her eyes, and sighed, “Yes okay, I failed in that regard. 

What do you think we should do then?” 

“I’d like to take my blades and obliterate them; there’s no 

prohibition against stabbing someone to death.” She gulped, 

and whispered, “Light, I hurt.” 

Lina could appreciate that sentiment. Even if she had been in 

better shape to find off that madwoman’s slashing weavings at 

them, she was also a mass of tiny vicious cuts. She took a 

steadying breath, and ventured, “I could… I could try my hand at 

Healing, Ro. I… I’m not very good though, but it might take the 

edge off.” 

Orome stopped her horse, and mused silently for a minute 

before speaking, “Let’s get off the road for a bit. We should 

probably change dresses too and clean up a bit. I… I don’t really 

want to attract notice right now. Raeyn was ready for us; who 

knows what other allies she might have lurking around?” 
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“By that logic… shouldn’t we avoid going back to Refuge?” Lina 

peered around before walking her horse south towards a likely 

hiding place, “There could be people there waiting to attack us.” 

“Light, you have a point. We can’t go back... we should just find 

our way back to the river, or a creek, or something and set up 

camp.” 

“Yes yes, but first,” Lina dismounted awkwardly and stumbled 

over to Orome, reins wrapped around her wrist. She reached up 

and took one of Orome’s hands in her own, and hesitantly laid 

the skeins for the most basic form of Healing she could 

remember. Orome gasped as if all the air had been knocked out 

of her, and thanked the Light as she watched the myriad of little 

cuts close up. The stab wound scabbed over and stopped 

bleeding, but it still felt as if the muscle underneath the skin 

were still very tender. She sighed; it was better than nothing, 

much better than nothing. But she’d not be in the best shape to 

wield her daggers if it came to it. She twisted her arm gently; 

the muscle did indeed twinge, but it didn’t feel torn anymore. 

Lina smiled weakly, and clung onto Orome’s leg trying to catch 

her breath. “I… I…” She tried to slow her breathing to something 

calmer, “I don’t think I’ll ever be of much use in the field of 

Healing. It’s just so…” 

Orome stroked her friend’s hair and murmured, “I know, I 

know. You were wonderful – thank you. Let’s find a place to set 

up camp, and get some hot food in us. And then maybe…” She 

bit her lip and leaned down to gently squeeze Lina’s shoulder, 

“Then maybe I can see if I can try to do the same for you. Don’t 

count on anything though – you know I’m worse at Healing than 

you are!” 
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“Let’s stop here and have a bite to eat, Rendra,” Raeyn 

announced after a few hours of riding. They were both terribly 

hungry and worn out after their run-in with Lina and Orome, 

but Raeyn had set a hard pace to try and put some distance 

between them and the other pair. Rendra nodded tiredly, and 

waited until Raeyn was off her horse before asking, “This… this 

might be a stupid question, but,” she blushed a combination of 

angry and embarrassed, “How does one get down from one of 

these things?” 

Raeyn blinked and tried not to laugh, “What, is this your first 

time on a horse or something?” 

Rendra blushed a deeper red and nodded curtly, “Gutter snipes 

don’t exactly get to grow up spending their days riding about 

doing nothing.” She shifted uncomfortably in her seat, and 

winced in pain. 

Raeyn rolled her eyes, but a ghost of a smile crossed her lips as 

she walked over to the other woman. She had grown up on a 

farm, and there had been opportunity to ride indeed. What did 

amuse her was the implication that riding a horse made 

someone upper class, but then, if she was from Tanchico as her 

accent and manner of dress would indicate, then that would 

probably be the entirety of her understanding. Instead, she 

opened herself to Saidar, and wrapping Rendra in flows of Air, 

gently lifted her down from her horse. The girl squawked and 

spluttered indignantly, and Raeyn did permit herself a small 

chuckle as she safely planted her upon the ground. 
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“Rendra glared, her pouty lips going the extra mile as she 

stamped her foot, “I am not a parcel to be shifted around with 

your… weaves!” 

Raeyn raised an eyebrow and crossed back to her horses. 

“Would you have rather I let you fall to the ground and smash 

your pretty little head? No? Well then.” She pulled out her 

canteen and started pulling out dried food before pausing to 

ask, “Do you have any food of your own, or am I feeding you in 

addition to clothing you?” 

“I will have you know that I have adequate provisions, and 

made sure to consult with someone on that matter… at the 

Mae’shadar’s insistence.” She muttered the last part, and 

continued, “I didn’t think that I’d be going somewhere so cold 

though.” Raeyn snorted, and gnawed on some cheese. “If it’s 

any consolation, it won’t be cold where we’re going.” 

“Where are we going?” Rendra mumbled around a bite of 

bread, “I was only told to see you to wherever you were going, 

but not where that was.” 

Raeyn smiled, “You’ll see. For the moment, let’s get some food 

in us. If you like, afterwards, I can Heal you of your soreness.” 

Rendra bristled, unable to repress a shudder, “I would prefer 

you keep your filthy channeling away from me, w… …” she 

stopped herself; no need to antagonize this creature quite yet. 

“If that is your wish, then so be it.” Raeyn shrugged, retrieved 

some hardtack from her sack, and resumed her rock hard 

repast. After a moment, curiosity got the better of her, “What is 

your particular objection to Saidar being used on you? You can 

channel, after all.” 
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Rendra glared daggers, huffing as she tried to find words to 

express her feelings. “What you do as an Aes Sedai is an 

abomination against mankind. Wanting to channel the One 

Power is surely a sign of insanity.” She snorted, a smirk 

twitching at the corner of her mouth. 

Raeyn’s eyebrows tried to climb of her face; she was 

incredulous at what this silly child had to say. And, even though 

she was sure whatever else would come from the girl’s full lips, 

she enquired further, “So if what I do because I am an Aes Sedai 

is insane and an abomination, what does that make you?” 

“What I do is worthwhile and noble because I do it in service to 

the Great Lord,” she retorted, brown eyes flashing with ire. 

“What that makes me is irrelevant.” 

“But you do feel it makes you an abomination somehow,” 

Raeyn pressed, nearly grinning at the other woman’s 

discomfort. 

Rendra trembled; all of the pain of her training in the Fortress 

rose to the fore of her mind. Even after years of training in the 

One Power, in being told that her abilities were a gift, she still 

felt the opinions of her parents and their neighbors strongly in 

her mind. Away from the constant pressure in the Fortress to 

conform to their opinion, isolated from what had sort of 

became home, the ‘fact’ that she was unclean and tainted 

resurged violently. She buried her face into the side of her 

horse, and tried to stifle the snuffling of sobs trying to rise from 

her chest. 

Raeyn walked over and gingerly laid a hand on Rendra’s 

shoulder. The young woman tensed sharply, but otherwise 

refused to acknowledge that small gesture. Her heart twinged 
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to see this obnoxious child so upset, so she tried to offer kindly 

reasoning, “Only the male half of the One Power is tainted, 

Rendra. And even those poor fools who try to channel it without 

the Great Lord’s protection aren’t abominations. They are 

cursed by the taint of the Great Lord’s counterstroke, yes, but 

that doesn’t make them abominations for channeling. That’s 

like saying that anyone is quantifiably bad for breathing, or 

needing to eat.” 

She removed her hand as Rendra started rolling her shoulder 

under it. “I admit that I don’t know the opinion of people in… 

Tanchico?” Rendra’s hood bobbed in agreement, “Tanchico 

then, when it comes to channeling and channelers. I know that 

a lot of people tend to be suspicious of Aes Sedai and the One 

Power. I can’t say I blame them; most of the women in the 

White Tower are self-serving and then some. And who can 

blame them when absolution is as easy as doing some minor 

penance, or taking a few hours to ‘reflect’?” Raeyn snorted, and 

turned back to her horse. 

Rendra peered over her shoulder; why was this witch being so 

open about the corruption in the White Tower? It didn’t 

particularly comfort her to hear her own suspicions spun back 

to her, but yet, she did feel some relief, though she couldn’t 

exactly pinpoint why. 

“Are you ready to move on?” Raeyn called over her shoulder, 

“You don’t need to mount again if you don’t want to, but do 

keep a tight hold on your horse’s reins.” She thought for a 

moment, and walked her horses over. Handing over those reins 

as well, she added, “If you could hold them all for the moment, 

that would be very useful.” Rendra took them without 

comment, feeling a bit impatient to get moving. 
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Raeyn took a few steps forward, taking a quick glance around to 

make sure there was nothing living in the way. She opened 

herself to Saidar, and quickly laid the weaves for Skimming. The 

gateway twisted into existence obligingly, and just through it 

she could see the wooden platform of her preference. She 

stepped through, and gestured for Rendra to follow. Rendra 

entered warily; why was there darkness? When she wove her 

gateway, it took her right from one place to the next! She 

started to ask, but a thought occurred before she could open 

her mouth – maybe the Aes Sedai wasn’t meant to know about 

Traveling. Her cheeks burned in remembrance of Nyssa’s 

repeated slaps, and she settled for staring at the reins in her 

hands. 

As the gateway closed and their platform began its transit 

onward, Raeyn spoke, “It shouldn’t be too long a trip.” After a 

few minutes, she added, “It’s a couple of hundred of miles 

we’re travelling.” Rendra continued to stare at her hands, 

refusing to comment, deep in thoughts about relative self-

worth. 

Raeyn shrugged, but kept an eye on Rendra. The child’s bravado 

certainly amused her, and she could empathise with her barely-

contained youthful rage. Though it had been over two hundred 

years since her own youth, she had been frequently reminded 

of the phase as she watched girls come up the ranks within the 

White Tower. Even the meekest hit a point where they wanted 

to rebel, to run away and scream and rage. It was just a part of 

life, and she figured she would find it a challenge to not laugh at 

its impotence as long as she lived. It was less of a challenge 

now, seeing how fragile Rendra was; she might serve the 

Shadow, but that didn’t make her cruel by default. 
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Rendra’s thoughts had drifted to home. Yes, perhaps her 

opinions on channellers and channeling were overly influenced 

by her upbringing. She had to admit to herself that she didn’t 

feel unclean for it; she felt invigorated, empowered. And, 

perhaps, if she went back and decimated those who had 

crossed her, and found a way to get money to her family, she 

would feel cleansed in full. As if having this power was justified 

by putting it to use to sort out her previous life. Her eyes flicked 

quickly upwards at Raeyn, and then back down. Surely she could 

find a way to reap her revenge before returning to the Fortress 

without getting caught. After all, who would it hurt besides 

those who deserved to be hurt? 

After some minutes more, Raeyn felt her platform slide to a 

stop. She wove, and the gateway reappeared. “If you would 

lead the horses through please, Rendra?” She did so, grudgingly, 

stepping out into brighter sunlight than what they had left 

behind. Raeyn followed suite, letting the gateway close behind 

her. She grinned as Rendra shrugged out of her borrowed cloak, 

draping it across her horse’s saddle. “I told you we were going 

somewhere warmer – welcome back to the Blight.” 
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Chapter Twenty-Two: Welcome Home (Sanitarium) 

“What are we doing in the Blight?!” Rendra blurted out, eying 

around warily. 

“Look over there, child,” Raeyn pointed at a rock formation, “If 

you’ll follow me, you will learn what we seek.” She took the 

reins to her horses from Rendra, and confidently strode 

onward. 

Rendra continued to look around warily. She could see nothing 

significant about the rocks, or anything about where they were. 

It just looked… desolate, empty. They weren’t deep enough in 

the Blight for the feel of corruption to be a significant presence; 

the only real suggestion of it was the aforementioned warmth. 

She eyed the rocks again; where they very large and close, or 

extremely large and far away? It was hard to tell the scale. But if 

Raeyn had said they should walk, they must be large and near. 

As they passed into shadow in a narrow passage between two 

stones stretching well above their heads, Rendra gasped in 

surprise. There was a clearing between the stones, almost 

making the rocks look as if they had been moved and placed 

intentionally to obscure the location. And within the clearing, 

there looked to be a random inn! It was rather deserted, if the 

lack of horses and people could be used as a guide. 

Raeyn led Rendra into the stable area, and was unsurprised to 

find that the younger woman had no idea how to properly care 

for her horse. She was almost cheerful in instructing Rendra; it 

felt good to be home in a safe place… or as safe as any place 

could be. Rendra wasn’t a stupid girl by any stretch, merely 

angry and undereducated. She demonstrated suitable 

enthusiasm to being shown something as mundane as horse 
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care, when explained such politely and simply. She smiled 

faintly; perhaps that would be the way to handle this 

recalcitrant child for the remainder of their time together. At 

the very least, it would serve to confuse Rendra, and that would 

certainly amuse her! 

Once their horses were secured, Raeyn withdrew a key from her 

belt pouch. “If you’ll follow me?” She smiled before stepping 

off. The door into the building was unlocked, and Raeyn 

explained, “This is, in part, a way station for Shadow couriers. 

She gestured at a generously spaced room that was partly filled 

with cots, with space for cooking and dining around a stone 

fireplace at one end. Past the fireplace was another door, to 

which Raeyn fitted the key. She opened herself to the One 

Power and fiddled with some standing weaves before she held 

open the door, and gestured Rendra in. 

She covered her mouth to hide a snigger as Rendra began 

sneezing violently. After a moment, Raeyn channeled Saidar to 

form a small vortex of Air, and used that to gather up some of 

the dust. “I’ve not been here in some years,” she confided as 

she continued to gather up dust from the air, depositing it in a 

pile by the door. “And those who pass through aren’t permitted 

back here for the obvious reasons. There are things here that 

are not for them.” 

“What do you mean?” Rendra peered around the room 

curiously. It didn’t look like anything particularly special. Maybe 

there were more bookshelves than she would have… a lot more 

bookshelves… but it otherwise looked like a spacious room. She 

could just see a bed through a doorway, which definitely made 

it better and fancier than her chambers at the Fortress… as 
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fancy as a random building in the middle of rocks in the Blight 

could be. 

Raeyn finished nudging the dust into the public room, then 

closed the door behind her. “This is my private study, my refuge 

from the world. I do some of my best work for the Shadow 

here.” She smiled enigmatically, before tapping her lip 

thoughtfully. “We should get our bags and things in before 

anyone else shows up, if anyone does.” She opened the door 

again, kicking through the carefully collected dust pile. 

Rendra slammed the dust down with a wall of Air, instantly 

regretting for how much it threw back up in her face. She 

glowered and sneezed, and dashed out past Raeyn into the 

slightly fresher air outside. She thought she heard a small 

snigger, but it was hard to check under the circumstances. She 

did hear, however, when Raeyn inquired, “Are you quite done 

yet? Sneezing or not, we still need to get the bags inside.” The 

Aes Sedai spun on her heel and continued onward, leaving 

Rendra to stagger after, dabbing at her eyes with a handkerchief 

from the inside of her sleeve. 

Between them, they hung all their assorted bags across their 

arms, and Raeyn once again floated her chest before her on 

weaves of Air. As they started to cross back to the building 

proper, a rider appeared around the rock formations. Rendra 

hurriedly tried to reach for Saidar, but in her rush did not reach 

the necessary calm to open herself to the One Power. Raeyn 

snorted and rolled her eyes, “Don’t you recognize courier livery, 

girl? The chances of some Lightfool stumbling their way out 

here are non-existent.” She nodded a  vague greeting to the 

man on the horse, and then shooed her companion back 

through to her private chambers. 
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“Careful with those!” she barked at Rendra, who was 

milliseconds away from throwing the bags down carelessly on 

the ground. “There are fragile things in some of those bags, and 

I will take it out of your hide if you damage them.” She kept an 

eye on Rendra as the other woman muttered imprecations and 

removed the bags from her arms with an overage of care. Raeyn 

responded with a thank you, and continued offloading the bags 

she had been carrying. 

As Rendra flopped into a chair (raising more dust and more 

sneezes), Raeyn bit off another laugh and tried to take stock of 

the room. Yes, it was dusty, as befitted being locked up for 

some years. But it was more organized that her chambers back 

in the White Tower had been; here she didn’t have to obscure 

her true work, nor deal with the trivialities of Tower politics. She 

did slightly regret that she would have to perform all the 

cleaning herself, but freedom from the world at large surely had 

to trump live-in maid service. She eyed Rendra thoughtfully, and 

did smile at realizing she had brought help along; her 

willingness was not an issue in Raeyn’s mind. 

She flicked her grumbling companion with a quick lash of Air, 

garnering a yelp for her troubles. “You might as well make 

yourself useful while you’re here and get to the cleaning.” 

Rendra harrumphed and called over her shoulder, “I should 

think not – this is your mess, not mine. And besides, my duty to 

you is done. You’re here, you’re safe, so I should be moving on.” 

Raeyn eyed her companion flatly, though a hint of a smile 

quirked at the corner of her mouth as she replied, “I believe, 

child, your orders were to assist me until this matter was 

decided. Those children will eventually find us, and until then, 

you will make yourself useful.” She moved to the nearest 
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window and threw it open, letting a light breeze in before 

quirking an eyebrow, “Well?” 

Rendra opened her mouth to retort, when suddenly she heard 

the sound of hooves clattering outside. She pushed up from the 

chair to peer out the window, but the rider was not visible from 

her point of view. Raeyn chuckled softly, and nudged her with a 

broom she had collected from sight unseen. “Get a start on the 

cleaning while I get my things unloaded. I will help you when I 

am done, and I think…” She tapped her lip, and then nodded, “I 

think I will handle the cooking. I should be able to cobble 

something together before we can get a resupply out here.” 

Rendra grunted as she picked up the broom, and shooting 
another dirty look at the older woman, began to try and collect 
what dust remained after Raeyn’s efforts with the One Power. 
“Don’t forget to start from the top down… or else you’ll be 
sweeping for the next week.” Raeyn called out, “There’s some 
rags you can use over there, if you don’t prefer to use Saidar.” 
She waved vaguely towards the front door; most of her 
attention was on making sure her assorted papers were not 
damaged from their trek from the White Tower. 
 
The thought of using Saidar to clean made Rendra’s stomach 

churn slightly; she could accept using the cursed witch power 

for the sake of killing and subjugating her victims, but using it 

for the sake of something so mundane? Even with the thrill she 

felt as Saidar coursed through her, she could not see a day she 

would be so blasé about using something she had, at best, an 

uneasy peace with. “No,” she thought to herself as she 

attempted to find whatever Raeyn had been gesturing at, “I’ll 

break my back like some… servant.” She muttered under her 

breath, rocking the broom back and forth in time to her 

grumbling before finally noticing a small cabinet behind the 
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door. Opening it revealed rag suitable for dusting, which she 

retrieved before placing the broom in the gap between cabinet 

and door. She growled softly to herself as she eyed her beautiful 

silk gown, and gingerly began swiping dust from the higher up 

surfaces. 

Raeyn smiled briefly at the muttering child’s back. However 

snotty and prissy she might be acting, her voice still gave her 

away as being of ignoble stock. It was of no consequence to her, 

seeing how she herself had grown up on a farm. Not that any of 

that would matter if and when the Great Lord broke free; all 

who served him would reputedly be placed as stars amongst the 

heavens compared to those who did not come freely. She eyed 

Rendra and pursed her lips; that one would definitely be 

seeking after such status. She herself had no real opinion on the 

matter; she would research until she died, or until the Great 

Battle came and past, or whatever came to be. It was just that 

difficult for her to care. 

“Still,” she thought to herself as she carefully filed her papers 

from the White Tower amongst her existing library, “At least I 

have this to keep me busy… the same old balm to the same old 

problems that will never be addressed. What’s the point? 

People lived, and people died all the same…” 

She clucked to herself quietly, shaking her head as if to dispel 

the thought. Those were worldly concerns, and here in the 

Blight, she was beyond the world itself. A yawn escaped her lips, 

reminding her of another worldly concern – sleep! She turned 

around to peer into her bedchamber, only to find what she 

expected – that it was as dusty as the front room. As much as 

she’d like everything cleared and squared away, it should 

probably take priority. She eyed out the window at the still 
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bright sun, and grudgingly emptied her arms of files onto the 

just cleared table. 

Leaving her muttering companion to her labours, Raeyn 

wrinkled her nose at the dust in the air. She channeled Air 

again; the dust propelled forward to gather in the far corner 

before gathering itself into a ball to be expelled from the 

window just cracked open. Motes sparkled rapidly as the dust 

passed through the bright sunshine, and out to join its brethren 

outside. A breeze whisked in, stirring up more dust, and Raeyn 

tried to not sneeze as she continued to work efficiently to make 

the space habitable. 

Once she was satisfied that the room was freshened enough for 

use, Raeyn went to the farthest wardrobe. She opened the 

doors wide before bending down to peer at the bottom. Even 

here, dust could be found, but quick work with her sleeve 

revealed the innocuous-seeming wood of the wardrobe’s floor. 

She leaned back briefly to make sure her companion was still 

occupied before picking up what appeared to be a broken bit of 

panelling and using it to lever up the base to reveal a hidden 

compartment within. She silently thanked the Great Lord that 

the mechanism was still oiled enough in spite of years of neglect 

as she retrieved the box hidden there, tucking it under one arm 

while nudging the lid shut with the other. The lever clattered 

quietly as it fell from Raeyn’s hand, the sound quickly muffled 

by the doors of the wardrobe being closed. 

She crossed back to the front room, carefully placing the box on 

the shortest stack of things on the table. “I changed the 

bedclothes and dusted out the room, so the bed should be 

sorted for us tonight.” Rendra’s head jerked up, looking at the 

other woman in disbelief. Raeyn bit back a sigh and added, 
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“Unless you’d prefer to sleep in one of the cots in the common 

room? They sag, and likely have bugs in them as well.” Rendra 

muttered something under her breath as she jerked her head 

back to her cleaning, and the older woman did sigh in reply as 

she opened the box. 

Nestled in a plush bed of velvet, the box contained many 

disparate objects. Raeyn smiled down at the contents as she 

called out with a wave, “Rendra, come here please.” 

A put-upon sigh issued from the Taraboner woman as she 

straightened, knuckling her back as she crossed the small space 

to stand across from the Aes Sedai. Raeyn turned the box 

towards Rendra and asked, “Do these items mean anything to 

you?” She grabbed a sheet of paper from another stack, and 

peered around until she found ink and quill. 

Rendra shot the other woman a dark look before slowly 

answering, “No… why should they?” She rubbed her hands 

against each other to remove perceived dust, and then peered 

past the box to try and read what Raeyn was writing. Raeyn, in 

turn, curled the page away from the nosy young woman with 

one hand, while taking what appeared to be a stone bracelet 

and handing it over with the other. Rendra took it with a 

skeptical cast to her face, only for that expression to be quickly 

replaced with recognition. 

Raeyn chuckled, and resumed writing as Rendra slid the 

bracelet onto her arm and reached for Saidar through it. “You’re 

not so ignorant as to not know what an angreal is then… good. 

That saves me having to teach you how to use one.” She jotted 

a few more lines before sanding her missive, and then turned 

her attention back to Rendra. 
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The young woman was twisting the bracelet-shaped object 

around and around her wrist as she drew deeply upon Saidar 

through the angreal. A smile, a genuine smile of delight danced 

across her lips as she basked in the warmth of the One Power 

coursing through her, amplified by the device on her arm. She 

turned her head to look at the box in interest, braids swinging 

about her head in a soft clatter. “Are these all objects of the 

One Power?” she queried, and pointed as Raeyn lifted one out 

of the box, “What does that one do?” 

“This one,” Raeyn hefted it, a small white rod of no real note, 

catching her companion’s eye, “This one…” With her other 

hand, she smoothed out her dried note, and channeling a small 

net of Spirit around it, ran it over the bit of paper. “This one will 

let the Fortress know of our location, and that you will follow 

your Mae’shadar’s orders and stay here until such time your 

mission is actually complete.” She released the One Power and 

placed the rod back on the box with a tight smile. While Rendra 

glowered, Raeyn added, “Most of the rest of them are angreal, 

though, and that will give us the edge over our noisy visitors.” 

Rendra narrowed her eyes, but wisely didn’t say anything. The 

older woman smiled and nodded slightly, “Very good – you can 

make intelligent decisions sometimes. Now, attend – we have 

preparations to make…” 
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Chapter Twenty-Three: Limping Onwards 

The sun broke through the trees above, waking Orome with a 

start. She bit off an oath as she stumbled to her feet; she had 

meant to stand watch, and… 

“Could you be quiet, Ro? Some of us are trying to die here,” Lina 

mumbled into her arms, cracking her eyes briefly to glare 

upward at her friend, “If your wits hadn’t leaked out, you’d be 

doing the same.” 

Orome grunted, sitting down with a thud. Her friend had placed 

warning wards, but it still didn’t feel like enough, not after what 

happened. And she was used to her Ajah training – between the 

Aes Sedai, their Warders, and Tower Guards, there were more 

than enough people to stand a good watch over any camp. She 

took a steadying breath, and tried to collect her thoughts. 

After a moment, she collected their canteens and the horses’ 

buckets, and crossed the short distance to the river. She tried to 

carefully stretch out her limbs as she went; in spite of Lina’s 

attempts at Healing, she felt as if she’d been put into a sack and 

pummeled for hours. She bit her lip as the cold water lapped 

her hands around the buckets – while the ache it put in her 

hands didn’t compare to the rest, it was still an unwelcome 

ague, one that wasn’t helping her keep things firmly gripped 

while she filled them up. 

Carrying the lot back was even less fun; the cold and the wet 

and the awkward of the weight were quite the combination to 

try to ignore. Orome had been an Aes Sedai long enough that it 

was normally a default thing, but normally she wasn’t cold and 

wet and in ten kinds of pain. She glowered slightly to note her 

friend had started snoring softly, and resisted the urge to dump 
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a bucket over her head to wake up. Instead, she talked quietly 

to the horses as she made their water and feed available before 

moving on to preparing a breakfast for herself and her still 

(still!) sleeping friend. 

“Mmm, sausages,” Lina mumbled, sitting up with a wince, 

“Where are…” she trailed off, peering around as she idly 

plucked at the blanket across her lap. “So it wasn’t a bad dream 

then?” 

“Last I checked, this was very real. Light, I wish it were a dream 

– then we would have already conquered the evil-doers and 

married the princes,” Orome muttered as she poked the links 

around in the pan. She tossed one of the waterskins to Lina, 

then looked at her friend pointedly, “Any more brilliant ideas in 

this goose chase of yours?” 

“You didn’t have to come, Ro,” Lina retorted grumpily as she 

put the waterskin to the side and fished out some hardtack 

from the her saddlebag. Orome snorted, and her friend 

continued, “And yes, I do have something in mind. Just let 

memrmr…” She subsided to mumbles around a full mouth of 

biscuit, before making a triumphant noise. Lina swallowed, then 

laid some objects out in her lap with a smile. “I think that these 

will be useful in our battle to come.” 

Orome quirked an eyebrow, then handed over a plate with 

Lina’s share of the sausages on it. “So you have some things… 

wait… are they?” 

“Angreal,” Lina nodded, “I was studying them and must have 

‘forgotten’ to return them. Funny how that works out 

sometimes.” She speared a sausage and took a big bite; Orome 
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sniggered as her friend spat it out and fumbled for water to 

soothe her burnt mouth. 

“Okay so… if you had these with you, why didn’t you tell me any 

earlier? They would have come in handy when we were… oh… 

attacked yesterday.” 

“Gah, my tongue! I didn’t exactly have time to whip them out 

with Raeyn and her companion slinging weaves at us. Or would 

do you think they would have waited politely for me to fish 

through my bags?” 

“Okay, point. But why not when we were making our sad 

attempts to Heal each other? It might have made the difference 

in feeling human and feeling like an especially brutalized 

pillow.” 

Lina swallowed, blushing as she spoke, “It… didn’t occur to me. 

It’s sort of hard to think as, you so succinctly put it, are feeling 

like an especially brutalized pillow. And… I don’t think I’d ever 

seen so much blood before in my life. Our dresses are surely 

ruined.” Her voice took a note of horrified wonder before she 

shook herself and returned her attentions to the sausages at 

hand. 

Orome snorted; their lives were more important than any 

dresses. Okay, perhaps the green silk she’d put on yesterday 

morning was one of her favorite riding gowns, but it’s not like 

she couldn’t commission a replacement when they returned to 

Tar Valon. For now, she was grateful that she’d packed at least 

one dress of good green wool, stout and more appropriate for 

the cooler weather where they were. Even though she’d been in 

Tar Valon for some years, it was all very cold to her – having 

been raised in the south in Altara where it was warm and snow 
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was a myth, this could pass for winter easily. Her stomach 

rumbled, and she too turned her attention to breakfast. 

“Okay then, we have angreal. What’s the rest of the plan? I 

presume you have something in mind, and didn’t expect your 

poor friend the Green to plan your campaign.” 

“Well first, I do need to make use of your talents – we need to 

pick up on the trail again, and as soon as possible.” 

“Is that really wise, Lina? We’re not exactly in the best of 

shape.” 

“Well, think about it – they used the One Power to travel once, 

so what’s stopping them from doing it again? I can read the 

weaves and their residues, but only within a certain amount of 

time afterwards. Then they fade, and like their physical trail, 

we’d be left with nothing to go on.” 

“What if they’re lying in wait?” 

“Well,” Lina said thoughtfully, “That’s a risk that we’re going to 

have to take. The Light willing, we will find their trail, and bring 

them to justice. But however we feel, we will need to go sooner 

rather than later.” She shot a dirty look at the horses; she didn’t 

relish being bounced around in her current state. Her stomach 

rumbled loudly, and she inquired, “Are there any more 

sausages? I seem to have eaten all of mine.” 

 

They rode quietly and slowly along the trail. Orome, in proper 

Green fashion, was hyper-vigilant – were she to be in a position 

of superior strength, she would lie in wait to ambush an enemy. 
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But it was for naught – the only thing that leapt out at them was 

a rabbit their passage disturbed. 

Once they reached the sight of their conflict with Raeyn’s 

mysterious companion, Lina tensed up. The residues of the 

weaves slashed all over the clearing, making her still-tender 

wounds ache in remembrance. “I really should make a point to 

study battle weaves,” she muttered under her breath, shooting 

a glance at Orome. Her friend chuckled softly, and spoke to the 

air, “That can probably be arranged. Once we’re camped up, 

that is.” 

 

“… and this strand of Spirit goes here, and…” Lina dropped her 

weaving as soon as the telltale slash of a Gateway began to 

form. “I don’t know exactly where it comes out, but I don’t want 

to risk being spotted. It’s that much different from the other 

Gateway – I can sense that it opens directly to somewhere.” 

“And what if they wove this Gateway, and then another 

elsewhere? What then?” Orome queried from where she was 

setting up to prepare their dinner. 

Lina tapped her lip considerately, “I could weave the Gateway 

and let it open, but I’m still not sure if the risk is worthwhile. 

They could have travelled onward, but…” 

“Open the gateway, and we can take a peek. Or… can you 

weave a smaller one, just big enough to peer through?” 

Orome’s eyes flicked to Lina before continuing her attentions 

over the campfire, “Would that be enough to see if there is any 

other weaves to read the residues of?” 
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“I hadn’t considered scale… I’m sure it probably can be, just like 

anything else. But then, I had no idea such weaves had been 

rediscovered until yesterday, so…” she trailed off, furrowing her 

nose briefly before brightening. She raised her hands, and 

began to channel, “If I do it like this… but this needs to go here 

to get there… and…” Lina muttered to herself for a bit, and then 

cleared her throat loudly. Orome smiled slightly as she turned 

her attention to her proud-looking friend. Before the Brown 

Sister was a small hole in the air; it would have been invisible if 

not for the vastly different environment displayed. As the 

Gateway closed, Orome wondered aloud, “Where under the 

Light was that?” 

“I don’t know Ro, but I didn’t spot any other weaves. So 

hopefully they’re not too far from wherever this comes out. And 

I learned that while the basic form is the same between the first 

Gateway we found and this one, I think I understand now a bit 

about how the weaving goes for different locations.” 

“That is fascinating. Perhaps you can drill me on that tonight 

when we’re practicing our weaves? But first, let’s get some food 

in us – I’m starving.” 

“Me too, Ro. Do we have enough for another meal after drills? 

I’m starting to feel better for eating my fill, but I would feel even 

better to know that we’ll face our foes on a full stomach.” 

“One shouldn’t fight on a full stomach, Lina!” Orome chuckled 

as she handed her friend a heaped plate, “But yes, we should 

eat well tonight, and little or nothing tomorrow morning.” 

Lina blew a raspberry, “You knew what I meant, Ro.” 
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“I did, I did. But let’s get through tonight first – tomorrow is for 

tomorrow.” 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 



193 
 

Chapter Twenty-Four: The Morning Comes 

“I’m bored!” Rendra whined from her position leaning against 

the mantle, “When are they going to show up?” 

“When they do child, when they do,” Raeyn smirked over her 

table at the other woman, “If you’re so terribly bored, you can 

always garner some added discipline by continuing the cleaning. 

A half-trained child such as yourself would benefit from such.” 

Rendra drew herself up and glared, “I am a Dreadlady in the 

service of the Fortress, witch, and I…” she trailed off as Raeyn 

raised her gray eyes and looked flatly at the younger woman. 

She raised an eyebrow very slightly, and the other woman 

turned around and began muttering to the wall. Raeyn snorted, 

and then turned back to her notes. She fiddled with the 

bracelet-looking objects on her wrist as she read, enjoying the 

slight clatter of different materials plinking off of each other. 

“What are you doing?” Rendra wandered over and inquired. 

She added, “How long do we have to wear these gaudy 

baubles? They clash with my dress.” The young Taraboner 

waggled a bedecked arm under Raeyn’s nose before jerking it 

back to re-cross it under her breasts. 

Raeyn’s mouth thinned, and she lifted the paper to where 

Rendra could see it. “It’s updated orders from the Fortress. 

Apparently, the Mae’shadar want us to try and capture these 

children for their own use. That’s understandable – they’re not 

weak in the One Power, even if they are still inexperienced. 

Well, they’re more experienced than you, but…” she shook her 

head before continuing, “Do you know what happens when a 

channeler is Turned?” 



194 
 

Rendra shook her head. “When one is Turned, they tend to lose 

the essence of themselves. Oh, they’re still look like their old 

selves, but they’re only really good for killing. It’s a cruel thing 

to rob someone of themselves – it’s kinder to kill them, I think. 

But I too serve a master, and…” she sighed, “Great Lord willing, 

they’ll choose something akin to life over death. If not, then our 

lives certainly take precedence.” Rendra sniffed and nodded 

assent, but continued to lean idly on a stack of files. Raeyn 

sighed, and yanked one out from under the other woman’s 

elbow, producing a satisfying thud as the young (really a) girl fell 

on her silken rump. 

“Child, if you are so bored, why don’t you prepare lunch? I have 

plenty of work to occupy me while we wait.” She waved the 

folder in her hand about before cracking it open to peer inside. 

Frowning, she put it down and picked up the next one, 

“Everything else is in order, so quit wasting time and energy. 

Ah, here we go – Prophecies of the Dark.” Raeyn promptly 

ignored her companion, and dived back into her life’s work. 

 

 

“Are you sure we can’t have more breakfast, Ro?” Lina 

grumbled as she ineptly saddled her horse, “I’m still starving.” 

“In battle, an empty stomach is easier to move about on. 

Besides, would you want to sully you pretty dress with copious 

amounts of vomit were you to have too many butterflies 

gamboling around?” Lina shot her a dirty look, and she 

continued judiciously, “You’re just going to have to trust me on 

this one, then.” 
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“Hrmph. I mufflemunme,” she swallowed, sheepishly hiding the 

bit of hardtack behind her back, “A little something to settle 

those butterflies seems more reasonable to me!” 

Orome rolled her eyes, but couldn’t help smiling at her friend. 

While neither was fully mended, both were feeling words better 

than they had yesterday morning. Their practice of the night 

before had gone well, and with the added strength the 

‘borrowed’ angreal provided, she was feeling confident that 

they would have superior ability in Saidar on their side. 

Tightening the final strap on her saddle, she crossed to Lina’s 

horse and took over – somehow, her friend had put it on 

backwards! 

Once she was sure the saddle was secure, Orome turned very 

serious eyes on her friend, “Are you sure you’re ready for this, 

Lina? There is no shame in waiting if it’s advantageous.” 

Lina shook her head, “No Ro, I think it’s now or never… before I 

lose my courage.” She smiled, her lip trembling slightly, “I know 

this is the right thing to do.” 

Orome squeezed her friend’s arm lightly, “Now I know you 

picked the wrong Ajah, Lina. What?!” She laughed as she 

ducked a half-hearted swing, “I’m kidding, Light! It was only a 

compliment.” Lina grimaced briefly, though it dissolved quickly 

into a smile. Orome smiled back, and gestured, “Lead on, oh 

courageous friend.” 

Lina opened herself to the One Power, and laid the weaves as 

(she presumed) Raeyn had before her. The Gateway turned and 

opened onto a dreary vista; it had been quite the surprise to 

realize that there were two different sorts of travelling by the 

One Power to be discovered in one outing! A hot wind blew out 
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of the Gateway swirling dust, and Orome swiftly rode past her 

still-standing friend into the beyond. 

Lina mounted slowly, studying her handiwork. It was such a 

marvelous weave; she couldn’t wait to use it to return straight 

to the White Tower. Hers would be a name to echo through the 

ages – Lina Maskwell, re-discoverer of Age of Legends weaves, 

unmasker of the Black Ajah. Why, perhaps they would even 

make herself and Orome Sitters for their amazing contributions! 

She smiled, clicked her tongue, and urged her mount through to 

the other side. 

She let the Gateway fall shut behind her, and rode to Orome’s 

side. “Do you see anything in this dusty mess?” 

Orome lifted her eyes to her friend to reply, when suddenly, a 

rider appeared from behind a large rock formation. The stranger 

lifted a hand in greeting, and then vanished off to the north. The 

girls exchanged a meaningful look, and Orome spoke slowly, 

“Well… perhaps we should go look behind that rock. It’s as good 

a place as any to get out of this blowing sand.” The Green 

opened herself to Saidar, pulling as much as she could into 

herself without aid of her angreal, and began to ride slowly 

forward. 

They located the gap that the rider had appeared to ride out 

from, and cautiously entered. In short order, they were through 

to the other side; Lina gasped in surprise to see the waystation. 

“I have a bad feeling about this, Ro. What is a building doing out 

here in the middle of nowhere?! Where are we anyways?” 

“Quiet down, Lina,” Orome hissed under her breath before 

craning her head upward to look at the sun. “Um.” 
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“Um?” 

“Um… you’re really not going to like this…” 

“Wh… where are we?” 

“North… definitely north… I think we’re in the Blight.” Orome’s 

pitch rose in alarm at her own statement. 

Lina bit her lip and mulled for a moment before speaking, 

“Well… wherever we are, we’re here. I guess… time to tie up the 

horses and pray to the Creator to see us through.” 

Orome nodded, and took the lead. She wondered if they were 

hallucinating – surely, they weren’t actually approaching a 

waystation in the Blight. Even if there were waystations from 

before the Blight spread south, she reckoned the shadowspawn 

would have long since destroyed them. But no, her hands found 

real wood as they dismounted and walked into the stable.  

“Well, their horses are here,” Orome gestured inanely as she led 

her horse into an empty stall. Lina did the same, then started to 

reach for the saddle. She stopped, “Do… do we really need to 

unsaddle them?” 

“I think… no. This will be over quickly one way or the other.” 

Lina nodded dumbly, and closing her eyes, took a deep calming 

breath. Reaching through the angreal, she opened herself to 

Saidar, drawing in all she could take and all the extra the small 

item gave to her. “Let’s get to it, then.” She took her friend’s 

hand, and together, they pushed open the door. 



198 
 

And suddenly, a bell rang out. Lina’s eyes widened in alarm as a 

smaller door to the back opened, and their prey stepped 

through. 

“Good afternoon, children,” Raeyn smiled menacingly as she 

opened herself to Saidar, “ You didn’t think we’d leave my home 

unwarded, did you?” As the two girls jerked their heads around, 

Raeyn laughed and gestured towards a smirking Rendra, 

“Inverted weaves; this child knows a few tricks that have been 

lost to the Tower for years.” 

Lina found her voice, albeit small and trembling, “Raeyn Priya 

Saethyr, you stand accused of being a Darkfriend, and of aiding 

Darkfriends. You will come with us to the White Tower for 

justice, as will your companion for attacking Aes Sedai.” She 

flung a shield and flows of Air for binding at Raeyn as Orome did 

the same at Rendra. A frightened squeal issued from her throat 

as the weaves dissolved upon reaching the two woman. 

Raeyn tapped her arm with a satisfied smile, “Ter’angreal, 

children. The stash taken from Namandar included some 

interesting baubles, to include a couple of identical items. So 

many wonders lost to the White Tower through ignorance, but 

the servants of the Great Lord have knowledge in spades.” She 

nodded to Rendra, and they in turn wove shields and binds at 

their opponents. 

Lina shrieked, and quickly slashed at the weaves. They 

rebounded into the other women, visibly shaking them from the 

physical force. As Orome joined her in slicing Raeyn’s weaving, 

she wondered why the older woman was still smiling. And she 

certainly didn’t remember the older woman being this strong in 

the One Power in the Tower; was she in a circle with the other 
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woman? No, she would have surely sensed that. Wait – where 

had the other woman gone?! 

“Lina, look out!” Orome cried out as she spotted a hint of 

movement coming at them. Orome quickly unsheathed her 

dagger and got it up in time to prevent the uncloaking Rendra 

from gutting her friend like a fish. Rendra smiled, a tight little 

smirk across her plump lips, and suckerpunched Orome with her 

other hand. Raeyn couldn’t help but laugh as she slid the shield 

and bindings of Air around the stunned Green, and Rendra 

moved her knife to Lina’s throat. 

“Now children, you have a choice,” Raeyn said conversationally 

as she wove a shield and bindings around Lina as well, “You can 

continue to live in service to the Great Lord. Of course, we’ll 

ensure your loyalty – Myrddraal and Dreadlords are readily 

available. It would be a shame to waste children with as much 

ability as yourselves.” 

Lina glared and retorted, “I will never serve the Dark One, and 

you will.not. get away… with this!” She tore through the shield 

and bonds of Air, panting. She heard a pained grunt from 

Orome, and looked over at to see Rendra stepping back warily, 

her dagger dripping blood. The Taraboner woman cut her 

brown eyes back to Raeyn and commented, “Perhaps they will 

be more cooperative if we cut them up a little?” She jabbed the 

tip of her dagger towards Lina’s face and smirked. 

Raeyn muttered an imprecation under her breath and wove 

again against Lina. “Rendra, you have Saidar at your beck and 

call. Please keep that in mind, and help me hold these children 

tightly.” She grunted as Lina slashed at her weaving, and took a 

deep refreshing breath as Rendra recalled herself and did as bid. 
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“Very good, Rendra. You might make something of yourself 

yet.” 

Lina missed the byplay in her concern for her friend. “Orome?!” 

she called out, trying to struggle against the flows of Air binding 

her, “Orome?!” 

Her friend was slumped against her own bindings, hands trying 

to drift to the bleeding gash across her front. Orome ratched 

her head slowly towards her friend, eyes glassy. “It… it hurts,” 

she wheezed, then coughed; a trickle of blood escaped from her 

mouth. Her eyes slid closed, and Lina screamed. 

“Didn’t I tell you to not kill them, child?” Raeyn admonished. 

She pushed a lock of graying hair back and sighed before 

addressing Lina, “And you, child? Will you fight and die, or live 

and serve a useful purpose? There’s knowledge to be had, as 

you’ve seen today.” 

“I will… NEVER… serve the Dark One!” Lina yelled, once again 

ripping through the shield holding her. Rendra jerked from the 

rebound; her knife lurched from her hand and embedded into 

Lina’s face. “Whups,” she muttered, removing the blade and 

grimacing at the ruined screaming countenance before her. 

“Child, I can’t Heal ruined eyes. I don’t think anyone can. This 

one is as useless as the other.” Raeyn wove a blade of Air, and 

neatly lopped Lina’s head off. “Ah, that’s better. I can’t abide 

the sound of shrieking children.” She eyed the mess and 

grimaced, “This is your mess, Rendra – you clean it up. I’ll draft 

a report to the Fortress and hopefully they won’t set us a 

punishment for your screw-up.” 
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Epilogue 

Aes Sedai came and went from the White Tower all the time, so 

no one thought much of it when Lina and Orome rode out on 

their mission. Oh, perhaps some of the older sisters clucked 

about the irresponsibility of children that new to the shawl 

abandoning their more immediate duties to the Tower, but if 

anyone was ever truly concerned, tradition and respect stayed 

their hands. 

As for Raeyn, Aes Sedai as old as herself often chose to retire 

with no notification. She had, in fact, done it in the past, so no 

one thought anything of it. The rest of the Brown Ajah Council 

might have fumed at her return to absence, but nobody else 

ever made the connection between herself and Cari Namere. 

She was free again, or as free as any servant of the Dark One 

could be. She was free to engage in the research she enjoyed 

without anyone bothering her, and that was freedom enough… 

for a bit. 

Before she could get truly settled in and process her feelings 

about the death of her friend and Warder, Rendra returned in a 

huff. The Fortress had decided that her punishment was to 

spend time studying prophecy, history, and the One Power 

instead of spending time learning from the assassins. It vexed 

the young woman at the start, but she was eventually 

appreciative and attentive to her education. While the 

relationship was still adversarial, they managed to strike up 

enough mutual appreciation to companionably fill a void in each 

other’s lives. It was enough, for now. 

The End 
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