Embers Falling on Dry Grass

Prologue

The sun, climbing toward midmorning, stretched Galad's shadow and thbse tbfee

armored companions ahead of them as they trotted their mounts dovaadhéhat ran

straight through the forest, dense with oak and leatherleaf, pihes@aurgum, most
showing the red of spring growth. He tried to keep his mind emjdtybst small things

kept intruding. The day was silent save for the thud of their fdne@ves. No bird sang
on a branch, no squirrel chittered. Too quiet for the time of yeanpagh the forest held
its breath. This had been a major trade route once, long b&feadicia and Tarabon
came into being, and bits of ancient paving stone sometimes studdeddhmatked

surface of yellowish clay. A single farm cart far ahead beaiptbdding ox was the only
sign of human life now besides themselves. Trade had shiftedoféln, farms and
villages in the region dwindled, and the fabled lost mines of Ae&garained lost in the
tangled mountain ranges that began only a few miles to the south. Dark closdgyrnras
that direction promised rain by afternoon if their slow advance rugedi. A red-winged
hawk quartered back and forth along the border of the trees, huntingntiesfrAs he

himself was hunting. But at the heart, not on the fringes.

The manor house that the Seanchan had given Eamon Valda came intodiée,daew
rein, wishing he had a helmet strap to tighten for excuse.athdte had to be content
with re-buckling his sword belt, pretending that it had been sitnogg. There had been
no point to wearing armor. If the morning went as he hoped, he would Hzal/¢o
remove breastplate and mail in any case, and if it went badipravould have provided
little more protection than his white coat.

Formerly a deep-country lodge of the King of Amadicia, the buildwag a huge, blue-
roofed structure studded with red-painted balconies, a wooden pathceawiden spires
at the corners atop a stone foundation like a low, steep-sided hillodtbeildings,
stables and barns, workmen’s small houses and craftsfolks’ worksilbpsigged the
ground in the wide clearing that surrounded the main house, but threynearly as
resplendent in their blue-and-red paint. A handful of men and wonwmdnaround
them, tiny figures yet at this distance, and children werermgjaynder their elders’ eyes.
An image of normality where nothing was normal. His companionghsat saddles in
their burnished helmets and breastplates, watching him without expresbeir mounts
stamped impatiently, the animals’ morning freshness not yet wih by the short ride
from the camp.

“It's understandable if you're having second thoughts, Damodred,” Tt after a
time. “It's a harsh accusation, bitter as gall, but—"

“No second thoughts for me,” Galad broke in. His intentions had beed 8ince
yesterday. He was grateful, though. Trom had given him the openingdued. They
had simply appeared as he rode out, falling in with him without a word spoken. There had



seemed no place for words, then. “But what about you three? You're taking a risigcomi
here with me. A risk you have no need to take. However the day runswilidre marks
against you. This is my business, and | give you leave to go about”ydacs stiffly
said, but he could not find words this morning, or loosen his throat.

The stocky man shook his head. “The law is the law. And | might as well make use of my
new rank.” The three golden star-shaped knots of a captain sat beneafiaring
sunburst on the breast of his white cloak. There had been more tlean dedd at
Jeramel, including no fewer than three of the Lords Captain. Thiehden fighting the
Seanchan then, not allied with them.

“I've done dark things in service to the Light,” gaunt-faced Bsad grimly, his deep-set
eyes glittering as though at a personal insult, “dark as moomlgsgght, and likely |
will again, but some things are too dark to be allowed.” He looked as if he might spit.

“That’s right,” young Bornhald muttered, scrubbing a gauntleted hamgsbis mouth.
Galad always thought of him as young, though the man lacked oaly gefars on him.
Dain’s eyes were bloodshot; he had been at the brandy agamglaist“If you've done
what’s wrong, even in service to the Light, then you have to fliat’'svright to balance
it.” Byar grunted sourly. Likely that was not the point he had been making.

“Very well,” Galad said, “but there’s no fault to any man whasuback. My business
here is mine alone.”

Still, when he heeled his bay gelding to a canter, he was gléasave them gallop to
catch him and fall in alongside, white cloaks billowing behind. He whalte gone on
alone, of course, yet their presence might keep him from being arrestechged bat of

hand. Not that he expected to survive in any case. What had to be dbmhe,beadone,

no matter the price.

The horses’ hooves clattered loudly on the stone ramp that climbkd toanor house,
SO every man in the broad central courtyard turned to watch asatieyn: fifty of the
Children in gleaming plate-and-mail and conical helmets, most mousmiddcringing,
dark-coated Amadician grooms holding animals for the rest. The baleonies were
empty except for a few servants who appeared to be watching pvbiending to sweep.
Six Questioners, big men with the scarlet shepherd’s crook uprigimdothe sunflare on
their cloaks, stood close around Rhadam Asunawa like a bodyguard,frmnayhe
others. The Hand of the Light always stood apart from the rekedChildren, a choice
the rest of the Children approved. Gray-haired Asunawa, his sorrowéuhfaking Byar
look fully fleshed, was the only Child present not in armor, and hissctvak carried
just the brilliant red crook, another way of standing apart. But d&de marking who
was present, Galad had eyes for only one man in the courtyard. Asumghtahave
been involved in some way—that remained unclear—yet only the Lordai@apt
Commander could call the High Inquisitor to account.



Eamon Valda was not a large man, yet his dark, hard face had theflarie who
expected obedience as his due. As the very least he was due. Staitidihgs booted
feet apart and his head high, command in every inch of him, heth®rehite-and-gold
tabard of the Lord Captain Commander over his gilded breast- and hask@asilk
tabard more richly embroidered than any Pedron Niall had wornwHiig cloak, the
flaring sun large on either breast in thread-of-gold, was silkvely and his gold-
embroidered white coat. The helmet beneath his arm was gilded@kdd with the
flaring sun on the brow, and a heavy gold ring on his left hand, wosidelhis steel-
backed gauntlet, held a large yellow sapphire carved with the sundnoher mark of
favor received from the Seanchan.

Valda frowned slightly as Galad and his companions dismounted ancedoffieeir
salutes, arm across the chest. Obsequious grooms came running to take their reins.

“Why aren’t you on your way to Nassad, Trom?” Disapproval colorelda/ words.

“The other Lords Captain will be halfway there by now.” He himaegifays arrived late
when meeting the Seanchan, perhaps to assert that some shred ofdaedepeemained
to the Children—finding him already preparing to depart was a serpitis meeting
must be very important—but he always made sure the other higmgawificers arrived

on time even when that required setting out before dawn. Apparemtfs best not to
press their new masters too far. Distrust of the Children akaays strong in the
Seanchan.

Trom displayed none of the uncertainty that might have been exgemted man who

had held his present rank barely a month. “An urgent matter, my Lordai@apt
Commander,” he said smoothly, making a very precise bow, neither ddsger nor
higher than protocol demanded. “A Child of my command charges another of the
Children with abusing a female relative of his, and claims ttg of Trial Beneath the
Light, which by law you must grant or deny.”

“A strange request, my son,” Asunawa said, tilting his head gaiziabove clasped
hands, before Valda could speak. Even the High Inquisitor's voice watilgdie
sounded pained at Trom’s ignorance. His eyes seemed dark hot cohisamer. “It was
usually the accused who asked to give the judgment to swords, anéviebesually
when he knew the evidence would convict him. In any case, Trial BetileaLight has
not been invoked for nearly four hundred years. Give me the accuseds awaanl will
deal with the matter quietly.” His tone turned chill as a surdasern in winter, though
his eyes still burned. “We are among strangers, and we catmettaem to know that
one of the Children is capable of such a thing.”

“The request was directed to me, Asunawa,” Valda snapped. Hesrgight as well have
been open hatred. Perhaps it was just dislike of the other aalking in. Flipping one
side of his cloak over his shoulder to bare his ring-quilloned sword, teel fieis hand on
the long hilt and drew himself up. Always one for the grand geswalda raised his
voice so that even people inside probably heard him, and declaimedth@ihenerely
spoke.



“I believe many of our old ways should be revived, and that lawssands. It will
always stand, as written of old. The Light grants justice usexdhe Light is justice.
Inform your man he may issue his challenge, Trom, and face thleeoaecuses sword-
to-sword. If that one tries to refuse, | declare that he has acknowledggagilhand order
him hanged on the spot, his belongings and rank forfeit to his accuber lasv states. |
have spoken.” That with another scowl for the High Inquisitor. Maybee treally was
hatred there.

Trom bowed formally once more. “You have informed him yourself,Llmgd Captain
Commander. Damodred?”

Galad felt cold. Not the cold of fear, but of emptiness. When Dain dnbnlet slip the
confused rumors that had come to his ears, when Byar reluctamtfiymed they were
more than rumors, rage had filled Galad, a bone-burning fire thaly rdrave him
insane. He had been sure his head would explode if his heart did notrstirsidw he
was ice, drained of any emotion. He also bowed formally. Muchhait \we had to say
was set in the law, yet he chose the rest with care, to spare as much sharsiblestpas
memory he held dear.

“Eamon Valda, Child of the Light, | call you to Trial Beneath thght for unlawful
assault on the person of Morgase Trakand, Queen of Andor, and foutdarthNo one
had been able to confirm that the woman he regarded as his mothdeadayet it must
be so. A dozen men were certain she had vanished from the Forttiesd wjht before it
fell to the Seanchan, and as many testified she had not been free to leave of Wél. ow

Valda displayed no shock at the charge. His smile might have besrmdéed to show
regret over Galad's folly in making such a claim, yet contewgd mingled in it. He
opened his mouth, but Asunawa cut in once more.

“This is ridiculous,” he said in tones more of sorrow than of arfJeike the fool, and
we’ll find out what Darkfriend plot to discredit the Children heast of.” He motioned,
and two of the hulking Questioners took a step toward Galad, one witlelagrin, the
other blank-faced, a workman about his work.

Only one step, though. A soft rasp repeated around the courtyard deeQleidsed their
swords in their scabbards. At least a dozen men drew entirely, letting #agsliiang by
their sides. The Amadician grooms hunched in on themselves, toyberbme invisible.
Likely they would have run, had they dared. Asunawa stared aroundhigineyebrows
climbing up his forehead in disbelief, knotted fists gripping his cl&kangely, even
Valda appeared startled for an instant. Surely he had not expeet&hildren to allow
an arrest after his own proclamation. If he had, he recovered quickly.

“You see, Asunawa,” he said almost cheerfully, “the Children folloyvorders, and the
law, not a Questioner’'s whims.” He held out his helmet to one sid@foeone to take.
“I deny your preposterous charge, young Galad, and throw your foalymur teeth. For

it is a lie, or at best a mad acceptance of some maligmanatr rstarted by Darkfriends or



others who wish the Children ill. Either way, you have defamed nteeinitest manner,
so | accept your challenge to Trial Beneath the Light, whené kill you.” That barely
squeezed into the ritual, but he had denied the charge and acceptedlldrgeha
would suffice.

Realizing that he still held the helmet in an outstretched harda\feowned at one of
the dismounted Children, a lean Saldaean named Kashgar, untiiuthstepped forward
to relieve him of it. Kashgar was only an under-lieutenant, alivmgsh despite a great
hooked nose and thick mustaches like inverted horns, yet he moved wittelyatance,
and Valda’s voice was darker and acrid as he went on, unbuckling his albrahd
handing that over, too.

“Take a care with that, Kashgar. It's a heron-mark blade.” Unpinning his silk cloé, he
it fall to the paving stones, followed by his tabard, and his handsdiioube buckles of
his armor. It seemed that he was unwilling to see if others wmuteluctant to help him.
His face was calm enough, except that angry eyes promis#altien to more than
Galad. “Your sister wants to become Aes Sedai, | understand, ddathoPerhaps |
understand precisely where this originated. There was a tivoealtl have regretted your
death, but not today. | may send your head to the White Tower so tihesvian see the
fruit of their scheme.”

Worry creasing his face, Dain took Galad’s cloak and sword beltseood shifting his
feet as though uncertain he was doing the right thing. Well, he hadjivearhis chance,
and it was too late to change his mind, now. Byar put a gauntleted handlaufisG
shoulder and leaned close.

“He likes to strike at the arms and legs,” he said in a loweyaiasting glances over his
shoulder at Valda. From the way he glared, some matter stooddretihem. Of course,
that scowl differed little from his normal expression. “He like®leed an opponent until
the man can't take a step or raise his sword before he movdseféilt He’'s quicker
than a viper, too, but he’ll strike at your left most often and expect it from you.”

Galad nodded. Many right-handed men found it easier to strike so, beiméden odd
weakness in a blademaster. Gareth Bryne and Henre Haslin &ael Imm practice
alternating which hand was uppermost on the hilt so he would noht@althat. Strange
that Valda wanted to prolong a fight, too. He himself had been tanigind matters as
quickly and cleanly as possible.

“My thanks,” he said, and the hollow-cheeked man made a dour grimgaewRs far
from likable, and he himself seemed to like no one save young Bornhald. Of the three, his
presence was the biggest surprise, but he was there, and that counted in his favor.

Standing in the middle of the courtyard in his gold-worked white coat withdtgsdin his
hips, Valda turned in a tight circle. “Everyone move back againstwiiés,” he
commanded loudly. Horseshoes rang on the paving stones as the Children and the grooms
obeyed. Asunawa and his Questioners snatched their animals’thandigh Inquisitor



wearing a face of cold fury. “Keep the middle clear. Young Daew@nd | will meet
here—"

“Forgive me, my Lord Captain Commander,” Trom said with a sligiw, “but since
you are a participant in the Trial, you cannot be Arbiter. Agide fthe High Inquisitor,
who by law may not take part, | hold the highest rank here wftey so with your
permission...?” Valda glared at him, then stalked over to stand besisleg&r, arms
folded across his chest. Ostentatiously he tapped his foot, @npdtr matters to
proceed.

Galad sighed. If the day went against him, as seemed all laingdris friend would

have the most powerful man in the Children as his enemy. Likely Wouhd have had

in any event, but more so now. “Keep an eye on them,” he told Bornhald, nodding toward
the Questioners clustered on their horses near the gate. Asunagaitings still ringed

him like bodyguards, every man with a hand on his sword hilt.

“Why? Even Asunawa can’t interfere now. That would be against the law.”

It was very hard not to sigh again. Young Dain had been a Childrfger than he, and
his father had served his entire life, but the man seemed to krowflgee Children than
he himself had learned. To Questioners, the law was what theit sad. “Just watch
them.”

Trom stood in the center of the courtyard with his bared sworddraigerhead, blade
parallel to the ground, and unlike Valda, he spoke the words exathigyasere written.
“Under the Light, we are gathered to witness Trial Beneath itjiet,La sacred right of
any Child of the Light. The Light shines on truth, and here the Ligali dluminate
justice. Let no man speak save he who has legal right, and lethengeek to intervene
be cut down summarily. Here, justice will be found under the Light lmgaa who
pledges his life beneath the Light, by the force of his arm laamavill of the Light. The
combatants will meet unarmed where | now stand,” he continued, lowbegrgyword to
his side, “and speak privately, for their own ears alone. May idjet belp them find
words to end this short of bloodshed, for if they do not, one of the Childuetdie this
day, his name stricken from our rolls and anathema declared on imsrymeéJnder the
Light, it will be so.”

As Trom strode to the side of the courtyard, Valda moved toward ehiercin the
walking stance called Cat Crosses the Courtyard, an arrogamiesaHe knew there
were no words to stop blood being shed. To him, the fight had already begjad. G
merely walked out to meet him. He was nearly a head taller than Valda, but the ather m
held himself as though he were the larger, and confident of victory.

His smile was all contempt, this time. “Nothing to say, boy? IBwander considering
that a blademaster is going to cut your head off in about one minwtntione thing
straight in your mind before I kill you, though. The wench was haldattel saw her,



and if she’s dead now, I'll regret it.” That smile deeperth in humor and disdain.
“She was the best ride | ever had, and | hope to ride her again one day.”

Red-hot, searing fury fountained inside Galad, but with an efeorhainaged to turn his
back on Valda and walk away, already feeding his rage into agiriethflame as his two
teachers had taught him. A man who fought in a rage, died in a rggbeRBime he

reached young Bornhald, he had achieved what Gareth and Henre hadheatleeness.
Floating in emptiness, he drew his sword from the scabbard Bornhdldredy and the

slightly curved blade became a part of him.

“What did he say?” Dain asked. “For a moment there, your face was murderous.”
Byar gripped Dain’s arm. “Don’t distract him,” he muttered.

Galad was not distracted. Every creak of saddle leather was ael distinct, every
ringing stamp of hoof on paving stone. He could hear flies buzzindett away as
though they were at his ear. He almost thought he could see the erdseof their
wings. He was one with the flies, with the courtyard, with the men. They were all
part of him, and he could not be distracted by himself.

Valda waited until he turned before drawing his own weapon on the sitterof the
courtyard, a flashy move, the sword blurring as it spun in hishieftl, leaping to his
right hand to make another blurred wheel in the air before settliprgght and rock-
steady before him, in both hands. He started forward, once moret i€r@sses the
Courtyard.

Raising his own sword, Galad moved to meet him, without thought assumiatkiag
stance perhaps influenced by his state of mind. Emptiness, icallesl, and only a
trained eye would know that he was not simply walking. Only a tra@yedwould see
that he was in perfect balance every heartbeat. Valda hadam&dgthat heron-mark
sword by favoritism. Five blademasters had sat in judgment osHilis and voted
unanimously to grant him the title. The vote always had to be unanifioeignly other
way was to kill the bearer of a heron-mark blade in fair condra¢ on one. Valda had
been younger then than Galad was now. It did not matter. He was usédoon Valda’s
death. He focused on nothing. But he intended Valda’'s death if heoHaldetthe the
Sword, willingly welcoming that heron-mark blade in his flesh, tueae it. He accepted
that it might come to that.

Valda wasted no time with maneuvering. The instant he was wahige, Plucking the
Low-hanging Apple flashed toward Galad’s neck like lightninghasigh the man truly
did intend to have his head in the first minute. There were sevesableoesponses, all
made instinct by hard training, but Byar’'s warnings floated indihe recesses of his
mind, and also the fact that Valda had warned him of this very.tifagned him twice.
Without conscious thought, he chose another way, stepping sideways and josvasd
Plucking the Low-hanging Apple became the Leopard’s Caressa¥agles widened in
surprise as his stroke missed Galad’s left thigh by inchelgned more as Parting the



Silk laid a gash down his right forearm, but he immediately launched into the Dove Takes
Flight, so fast that Galad had to dance back before his blade couldekipy, barely
fending off the attack with Kingfisher Circles the Pond.

Back and forth they danced the forms, gliding this way thenattrass the stone paving.
Lizard in the Thorn-bush met Lightning of Three Prongs. Leaf on tkez8 countered
Eel Among the Lily Pads, and Two Hares Leaping met the Hummahgbsses the
Honeyrose. Back and forth as smoothly as a demonstration of the Gate tried
attack after attack, but Valda was as fast as a viper. The Wamce Dances cost him a
shallow gash on his left shoulder, and the Red Hawk Takes a Dove aoottier left
arm, slightly deeper. River of Light might have taken the arm cetelglhad he not met
the draw-cut with a desperately quick Rain in High Wind. Back and,fblades flashing
continuously, filling the air with the clash of steel on steel.

How long they fought, he could not have said. There was no time, onimdheent. It
seemed that he and Valda moved like men under water, their motereddby the drag

of the sea. Sweat appeared on Valda’s face, but he smiledelfissurance, seemingly
untroubled by the slash on his forearm, still the only injury he had taken. Galadesluld f

the sweat rolling down his own face, too, stinging his eyes. And tloel bfickling down

his arm. Those wounds would slow him eventually, perhaps already had, but he had taken
two on his left thigh, and both were more serious. His foot was whitsi boot from

those, and he could not avoid a slight limp that would grow worse with tif VValda

was to die, it must be soon.

Deliberately, he drew a deep breath, then another, through his mouth, abethéalda
think him becoming winded. His blade lanced out in Threading the Needfied at
Valda’s left shoulder and not quite as fast it could have been. Tiee man countered
easily with the Swallow Takes Flight, sliding immediately itibe Lion Springs. That
took a third bite in his thigh; he dared not be faster in defense than in attack.

Again he launched Threading the Needle at Valda’'s shoulder, and again, all the
while gulping air through his mouth. Only luck kept him from taking meceinds in
those exchanges. Or perhaps the Light really did shine on this fight.

Valda’'s smile widened; the man believed him on the edge of his Strendpausted and
fixated. As Galad began Threading the Needle, too slowlythiofifth time, the other
man’s sword started the Swallow Takes Flight in an almostupeidry manner.
Summoning all the quickness that remained to him, Galad altersttdke, and Reaping
the Barley sliced across Valda just beneath his rib cage.

For a moment it seemed that the man was unaware he had beentbibkHh step, began
what might have been Stones Falling from the Cliff. Then his eydened, and he
staggered, the sword falling from his grip to clatter on #nerng stones as he sank to his
knees. His hands went to the huge gash across his body as thoughariiolg his
insides within him, and his mouth opened, glassy eyes fixed on Gadad's\Whatever



he intended to say, it was blood that poured out over his chin. He toppled ofdoehis
and lay still.

Automatically, Galad gave his blade a rapid twist to shake ofblibhed staining its last
inch, then bent slowly to wipe the last drops onto Valda's wlutg. cThe pain he had
ignored now flared. His left shoulder and arm burned; his thigh seé&mbd on fire.

Straightening took effort. Perhaps he was nearer exhaustion thaedhhought. How
long had they fought? He had thought he would feel satisfaction thaiotier had been
avenged, but all he felt was emptiness. Valda’'s death wasnoagle. Nothing except
Morgase Trakand alive again could be enough.

Suddenly he became aware of a rhythmic clapping and looked up thesé€hildren,
each man slapping his own armored shoulder in approval. Every mamt Bstgawa
and the Questioners. They were nowhere to be seen.

Byar hurried up carrying a small leather sack and carefultegdhe slashes in Galad’'s
coatsleeve. “Those will need sewing,” he muttered, “but theynzai” Kneeling beside
Galad, he took rolled bandages from the sack and began winding them dr®gadhes
in his thigh. “These need sewing, too, but this will keep you from bleedindggath
before you can get it.” Others began gathering around, offeringratakegions, men
afoot in front, those still mounted behind. None gave the corpse a gtaoept for
Kashgar, who cleaned Valda’'s sword on that already bloodstainethefoa¢ sheathing
it.

“Where did Asunawa go?” Galad asked.

“He left as soon as you cut Valda the last time,” Dain replieehsily. “He’ll be heading
for the camp to bring back Questioners.”

“He rode the other way, toward the border,” someone put in. Nagggddt over the
border.

“The Lords Captain,” Galad said, and Trom nodded.

“No Child would let the Questioners arrest you for what happeneel Emodred.
Unless his Captain ordered it. Some of them would order it, | thifkdry muttering
began, men denying they would stand for such a thing, but Trom quieted them
somewhat, with raised hands. “You know it’s true,” he said loudlyytiAing else would

be mutiny.” That brought dead silence. There had never been anmutire Children. It

was possible that nothing before had come as close as their own earlier displayit&l’

out your release from the Children, Galad. Someone may still gader arrest, but
they'll have to find you, and you'll have a good start. It will takaf lthe day for
Asunawa to catch the other Lords Captain, and whoever fallstinhivh can’t be back
before nightfall.”



Galad shook his head angrily. Trom was right, but it was all wrdong. much was
wrong. “Will you write releases for these other men? You knounawa will find a way
to accuse them, too. Will you write releases for the Children whd damit to help the
Seanchan take our lands in the name of a man dead more than a theasaPtSeveral
Taraboners exchanged glances and nodded, and so did other men, nothaln of
Amadician. “What about the men who defended the Fortress of tha?Liyill any
release get their chains struck off or make the Seanchanwsidpng them like
animals?” More angry growls; those prisoners were a sore point to all of tlkleeGhi

Arms folded across his chest, Trom studied him as though seeinfphthe first time.
“What would you do, then?”

“Have the Children find someone, anyone, who is fighting the Searaidhmlly with
them. Make sure that the Children of the Light ride in the La#iteBastead of helping
the Seanchan hunt Aiel and steal our nations.”

“Anyone?” a Cairhienin named Doirellin said in a high-pitched voiae oNe ever made
fun of Doirellin’'s voice. Though short, he was nearly as wide as Isetalla there was
barely an ounce of fat on him, and he could put walnuts between all idgess and

crack them by clenching his fists. “That could mean Aes Sedai.”

“If you intend to be at Tarmon Gai'don, then you will have to fight alaegées Sedai,”
Galad said quietly. Young Bornhald grimaced in strong distaste, awddaot the only
one. Byar half-straightened before bending back to his task. But no aresl \dissent.
Doirellin nodded slowly, as if he had never before considered the matter.

“l don’t hold with the witches any more than any other man,” Byad 8nally, without

raising his head from his work. Blood was seeping through the bandagesas he
wrapped. “But the Precepts say, to fight the raven, you may maé&acel with the

serpent until the battle is done.” A ripple of nods ran through the nfenraven meant
the Shadow, but everyone knew it was also the Seanchan Imperial sigil.

“I'll fight beside the witches,” a lanky Taraboner said, “or etlegse Asha’'man we keep
hearing about, if they fight the Seanchan. Or at the LasteBattid I'll fight any man
who says I'm wrong.” He glared as though ready to begin then and there.

“It seems matters will play out as you wish, my Lord Captaam@ander,” Trom said,
making a much deeper bow than he had for Valda. “To a degree, taMéescan say
what the next hour will bring, much less tomorrow?”

Galad surprised himself by laughing. Since yesterday, he hadsbee he would never
laugh again. “That’s a poor joke, Trom.”

“It is how the law is written. And Valda did make his proclaorat Besides, you had the
courage to say what many have thought while holding their tongueslfraggng them.
Yours is a better plan for the Children than any I've heard since Pedrordidall



“It's still a poor joke.” Whatever the law said, that part hadrbgnored since the end of
the War of the Hundred Years.

“We'll see what the Children have to say on the matterghTreplied, grinning widely,
“when you ask them to follow us to Tarmon Gai’don to fight alongside the witches.”

Men began slapping their shoulders again, harder than they had for brg.\Adtfirst it
was only a few, then more joined in, until every man including Trom signaling
approval. Every man but Kashgar, that was. Making a deep bow, the Saludeaut
the scabbarded heron-mark blade with both hands.

“This is yours, now, my Lord Captain Commander.”

Galad sighed. He hoped this nonsense would fade away before thkgddhe camp.
Returning there was foolish enough without adding in a claim ofsibid. Most likely
they would be pulled down and thrown in chains if not beaten to death éWemtwt.
But he had to go. It was the right thing to do.

Daylight began to grow on this cool spring morning, though the sun had sfetwoeven

a sliver above the horizon, and Rodel lturalde raised his gold-bandeddoglkiss to
study the village below the hill where he sat his roan geldingp de the heart of
Tarabon. He did hate waiting for enough light to see. Careful éihtaff the lens, he
held the end of the long tube on his thumb and shaded it with a cupped handg. At thi
hour, sentries were at their least watchful, relieved thad#nkness where an enemy
might sneak close was departing, yet since crossing from AlRiaih he had heard tales
of Aiel raids inside Tarabon. Were he a sentry with Aiel perladyosit, he would grow
extra eyes. Peculiar that the country was not milling likeckekl antheap over those
Aiel. Peculiar, and perhaps ominous. There were plenty of armedtanba found,
Seanchan and Taraboners sworn to them, and hordes of Seanchan buitdsgrfdr
even villages, but reaching this far had been almost too easy. Today, the easiedss e

Behind him among the trees, horses stamped impatiently. The hundrexhDwith him
were quiet, except for an occasional creak of saddle leash@&man shifted his seat, but
he could feel their tension. He wished he had twice as many. Five times. |ryittei g

it had seemed a gesture of good faith that he himself wouldwittiea force mainly
composed of Taraboners. He was no longer certain that had beeghthéecision. It
was too late for recriminations, in any event.

Halfway between Elmora and the Amadician border, Serana saflat grassy valley
among forested hills, with at least a mile to the treesnin direction save his, and a
small, reed-fringed lake fed by two wide streams lay betwhim and the village. Not a
place that could be surprised by daylight. It had been sizaldechtitle Seanchan came, a
stopping point for the merchant trains heading east, with over a dozaridmearly as
many streets. Village folk were already getting about tit@y's tasks, women balancing



baskets on their heads as they glided down the village streets arslsbéineng the fires
under laundry kettles behind their houses, men striding along towardvti&-places,
sometimes pausing to exchange a few words. A normal morniny,chvidren already
running and playing, rolling hoops and tossing beanbags among the thrordaidgef
a smithy rose, dim with the distance. The smoke from breakfastwWas fading at the
chimneys.

As far as he could see, no one in Serana gave a second glance to the thresgraiise of
with bright stripes painted across their breastplates, watkieig horses back and forth
perhaps a quarter of a mile out. The lake, considerably widerthleavillage, shielded
the fourth side effectively. It seemed the sentries wereceepsed matter of every day,
and so was the Seanchan camp that had swollen Serana to moteitkeaits former
size.

Ituralde shook his head slightly. He would not have placed the careg-blggowl with
the village that way. The rooftops of Serana were all tdd, ar green or blue, but the
buildings themselves were wooden; a fire in the town could spretabadiasily into the
camp, where canvas store-tents the size of large houses far outaditi@gesmaller tents
where men slept, and great stacks of barrels and casks andcokesesd twice as much
ground as all the tents combined. Keeping lightfingered villagersvoutd be all but
impossible. Every town had a few tickbirds who picked up anything theyghidhey
could get away with, and even somewhat more honest men might beedebypthe
proximity. The location did mean a shorter distance to haul waier fhe lake, and a
shorter distance for soldiers to walk to reach the ale and witleeinillage when off-
duty, but it suggested a commander who kept slack discipline.

Slack discipline or not, there was activity in the camp, too. Soldietss made farmers’
hours seem restful. Men were checking the animals on the longlihess bannermen
checking soldiers standing in ranks, hundreds of laborers loading or ungoadgons,

grooms harnessing teams. Every day, trains of wagons came Hewwodd into this
camp from east and west, and others departed. He admired the Segifficlencty at

making sure their soldiers had what they needed when and wheras needed.
Dragonsworn here in Tarabon, most sour-faced men who believed their snedfed

out by the Seanchan, had been willing to tell what they knewtifo ride with him. That
camp contained everything from boots to swords, arrows to horseshoedet-flasks,

enough to outfit thousands of men from the ground up. They would feel its loss.

He lowered the looking glass to brush a buzzing green fly away Hienfiace. Two
replaced it almost at once. Tarabon teemed with flies. Dagl #iways come so early
here? They would just have begun hatching at home by the tinea¢tged Arad Doman
again. If he did. No; no ill thoughts. When he did. Tamsin would be displeased,
otherwise, and it was seldom wise to displease her too far.

Most of the men down there were hired workmen, not soldiers, and only a thamdre
of those Seanchan. Still, a company of three hundred Taraboneipaqpstinted armor
had ridden in at noon the day before, more than doubling their numbers and requiring him



to change his plans. Another party of Taraboners, as large, had etfteredmp at
sunset, just in time to eat and bed down wherever they could laypthekets. Candles
and lamp oil were luxuries for soldiers. There was one of thoshddawomen, a
damane, in the camp, too. He wished he could have waited untilfshé¢hkey must have
been taking her elsewhere; what use for a damane at a supg¥-edut today was the
appointed day, and he could not afford to give the Taraboners reasoimmdelavas
holding back. Some would snatch at any reason to go their own way. Metheg
would not follow him much longer, yet he needed to hold as many asulkfor a few
days more.

Shifting his gaze to the west, he did not bother with the looking glass.

“Now,” he whispered, and as though at his command, two hundred men wiitheitsa
across their faces galloped out of the trees. And immediatelgdhataivorting and
jockeying for place, brandishing steel-tipped lances while teader raced up and down
before them gesturing wildly in an obvious effort to establish some semblancewof ord

At this distance, Ituralde could not have made out faces even wittatb®e but he could
imagine the fury on Tornay Lanasiet’s features at playing lustadharade. The stocky
Dragonsworn burned to close with Seanchan. Any Seanchan. It had beeult dibf
dissuade him from striking the day they crossed the border. Yagtére had been
visibly overjoyed finally to scrape the hated stripes indigatoyalty to the Seanchan
from his breastplate. No matter; so far he was obeying his orders to the lette

As the sentries nearest Lanasiet turned their mounts to spead tthe village and the
Seanchan camp, Ituralde swung his attention there and raisedokisgl glass once
more. The sentries would find their warning superfluous. Motion hacde&sme men
were pointing toward the horsemen on the other side of the village, thkirest seemed
to be staring, soldiers and workmen alike. The last thing eékpgcted was raiders. Aiel
raids or no Aiel raids, the Seanchan considered Tarabon theirs, fatydsga A quick
glance at the village showed people standing in the streetagstoward the strange
riders. They had not expected raiders, either. He thought the Seameha right, an
opinion he would not share with any Taraboner in the foreseeable future.

With well-trained men shock could last only so long, however. In thepcaoidiers
began racing toward their horses, many still unsaddled, though groomstdntetl
working as fast as they could. Eighty-odd Seanchan footmen, aravengdfinto ranks
and set off running through Serana. At that evidence that theresaslya threat, people
began snatching up the smaller children and herding the older tdlardoped-for
safety of the houses. In moments, the streets were empty sadkie faurrying archers in
their lacquered armor and peculiar helmets.

Ituralde turned the glass toward Lanasiet and found the man galldyps line of
horsemen forward. “Wait for it,” he growled. “Wait for it.”



Again it seemed the Taraboner heard his command, finally raadiragd to halt his men.

At least they were still a half-mile or more from thélage. The hotheaded fool was
supposed to be near a mile away, on the edge of the trees amd ss#giming disorder

and easily swept away, but half would have to suffice. He supgdrédsseurge to finger

the ruby in his left ear. The battle had begun, now, and in battle ybtohaake those
following you believe that you were utterly cool, completely usetid. Not wanting to
knock down a putative ally. Emotion seemed to leak from a commander into his men, and
angry men behaved stupidly, getting themselves killed and losing battles.

Touching the half-moon-shaped beauty patch on his cheek—a man should look his bes
on a day like today—he took slow measured breaths until certain thaadeas cool
inside as his outward display, then returned his attention to the. dsliost of the
Taraboners there were mounted, now, but they waited for twenty @ase!t&n led by a

tall fellow with a single thin plume on his curious helmet toagalhto the village before
falling in behind, yesterday’s late-comers trailing at the rear.

Ituralde studied the figure leading the column, viewing him thrahghgaps between
houses. A single plume would mark a lieutenant or maybe an undemnbed. Which
might mean a beardless boy on his first command or a grizzlechmetvho could take
your head if you made one mistake. Strangely, the damane, nigrkiee shining silvery
leash that connected her to a woman on a another horse, galloped héraartiea as
anyone. Everything he had heard said damane were prisonerse yagtifgeared as eager
as the other woman, the sul’dam. Perhaps—

Abruptly his breath caught in his throat and all thought of damane Tleete were
people still in the street, seven or eight men and women, walkiagcluster and right
ahead of the racing column that they seemed not to hear thunderindniog treem.

There was no time for the Seanchan to stop if they wanted to, andegsmh mot to try
with an enemy ahead, but it looked as though the tall fellow’s hand tvetehed on his
reins as he and the rest rode the people down. A veteran, then. Muraymiager for

the dead, Ituralde lowered the glass. What came next was best seen without it.

Two hundred paces beyond the village, the officer started formgngommand where
the archers had already stopped and were waiting with nocked avk@awveg directions
to the Taraboners behind, he turned to peer at Lanasiet through a IglaigagSunlight
glinted off the tube’s banding. The sun was rising, now. The Taraboegas lividing

smoothly, lance heads glittering and all slanted at the sagile, aisciplined men falling
into ordered ranks to either side of the archers.

The officer leaned over to converse with the sul’dam. If he turnedud the damane
loose now, this could still turn into a disaster. Of course, it cduie@ did not, too. The
last of the Taraboners, those who had arrived late, began stretchiig aline fifty
paces behind the others, driving their lances point-down into the ground and thair
horse-bows from the cases fastened behind their saddles. Lanasettle man, was
galloping his men forward.



Turning his head for a moment, Ituralde spoke loudly enough for thébetend him to
hear. “Be ready.” Saddle leather creaked as men gatherieddins. Then he murmured
another prayer for the dead and whispered, “Now.”

As one man the three hundred Taraboners in the long line, his Targlramssd their
bows and loosed. He did not need the looking glass to see the sul'’dataraade and
the officer suddenly sprout arrows. They were all but swept thain saddles by near a
dozen striking each of them at once. Ordering that had given pang but the women
were the most dangerous people on that field. The rest of that volley cut down thest of
archers and cleared saddles, and even as men struck the ground davedtegrianced
out, knocking down the last archers and emptying more saddles.

Caught by surprise, the Seanchan-loyal Taraboners tried to Aghdng those still
mounted, some wheeled about and lowered lances to charge thedterattaothers,
perhaps seized by the irrationality that could take men in pdtteped their lances and
tried to uncase their own horse-bows. But a third volley lashed thitsvheaded arrows
driving through breastplates at that range, and suddenly the survieonedéeo realize
that they were survivors. Most of their fellows lay still on tgreund or struggled to
stand though pierced by two or three shafts. Those still mountechaereutnumbered
by their opponents. A few men reined their horses around, and in ahféadt bf them
were running south pursued by one final rain of bowshot that toppled more.

“Hold,” lturalde murmured. “Hold where you are.”

A handful of the mounted archers fired again, but the rest wis&lgined. They could
kill a few more before the enemy was beyond range, but this graspbeaten, and
before long they would be counting every arrow. Best of all, noneeaf tvent racing in
pursuit.

The same could not be said of Lanasiet. Cloaks streaming, he amae Hiandred raced
after the fleeing men. Ituralde imagined he could hear thepingglhunters on the trail
of running prey.

“l think we've seen the last of Lanasiet, my Lord,” Jaaland,seeining his gray up
beside Ituralde, who shrugged slightly.

“Perhaps, my young friend. He may come to his senses. In anyl ceseer thought the
Taraboners would return to Arad Doman with us. Did you?”

“No, my Lord,” the taller man replied, “but I thought his honor would hbldugh the
first fight.”

Ituralde lifted his glass to look at Lanasiet, still gallopivagd. The man was gone, and
unlikely to come to senses he did not possess. A third of his forcaag@uzely as if that
damane had killed them. He had counted on a few more days. He would mhadde
plans again, perhaps change his next target.



Dismissing Lanasiet from his thoughts, he swung the glassatelat where those
people had been ridden down, and grunted in surprise. There were ptetrdudies.
Friends and neighbors must have come out to carry them away, thahga battle on
the edge of the village that seemed about as likely as themggegtiand walking away
after the horses passed.

“It's time to go burn all those lovely Seanchan stores,” sk &hoving the looking glass
into the leather case tied to his saddle, he donned his helmetelad B&eady down the
hill, followed by Jaalam and the others in a column of twos. Raits farm wagons and
broken-down banks indicated a ford in the eastern stream. “And, Jadlaaniei® men
to warn the villagers to start moving what they want to sagh.tiem to begin with the
houses nearest the camp.” Where fire could spread one way, it beubdher, too, and
likely would.

In truth, he had already set the important blaze. Breathed ongherfibers, at least. If
the Light shone on him, if no one had been overcome by eagerness ongwelespair
at the hold the Seanchan had on Tarabon, if no one had fallen afoul ostapsnthat
could ruin the best-laid plan, then all across Tarabon, above twentyatitbosen had
struck blows like this, or would before the day was out. And tomorrowwioeild do it
again. Now all he had to do was raid his way back across bettefotlvahundred miles
of Tarabon, shedding Taraboner Dragonsworn and gathering in his own meine-then
cross Almoth Plain. If the Light shone on him, that blaze would sihgeSeanchan
enough to bring them chasing after him full of fury. A gmreél of fury, he hoped. That
way, they would run headlong into the trap he had laid before they everiknes
there. If they failed to follow, then at least he had rid his hamietd the Taraboners and
bound the Domani Dragonsworn to fight for the King instead of agamstAnd if they
saw the trap....

Riding down the hillside, Ituralde smiled. If they saw the trapy the had another plan
already laid, and another behind that. He always looked ahead, ary$ @llaaned for
every eventuality he could imagine, short of the Dragon Reborneliraaddenly
appearing in front of him. He thought the plans he had would suffice for the moment.

The High Lady Suroth Sabelle Meldarath lay awake on her bedygstapiat the ceiling.
The moon was down, and the triple-arched windows that overlooked a patde& ga
were dark, but her eyes had adjusted so that she could make out at least theobtitnes
ornate, painted plasterwork. Dawn was no more than an hour or two todhe/éad not
slept. She had lain awake most nights since Tuon vanished, sleeping laty w
exhaustion closed her eyes however hard she tried to keep them agm.b&ught
nightmares she wished she could forget. Ebou Dar was never trulybaolthe night
held a little coolness, enough to help keep her awake, lying beneath thtysilk sheet.
The question that tainted her dreams was simple and stark. Was Tuon alive, or dead?



The escape of the Atha’an Miere damane and Queen Tylin’'s myalez & favor of her
death. Three events of that magnitude happening on one night by ehasmgeessing
coincidence too far, and the first two were horrifying enough imsiadves to indicate
the worst for Tuon. Someone was trying to sow fear among thegBllgiaThose Who
Come Home, perhaps to disrupt the entire Return. How better to adhiatvthan to
assassinate Tuon? Worse, it had to be one of their own. Because shelbddifeder the
veil, no local knew who Tuon was. Tylin had surely been killed with the Bower, by a
sul’dam and her damane. Suroth had leaped at the suggestion that Aeweled®
blame, yet eventually someone who mattered would question how one @fwbogen
could enter a palace full of damane in a city full of damane scape detection. At least
one sul’dam had been necessary to uncollar the Sea Folk dammahewv@ of her own
sul’dam had disappeared at almost the same time.

In any case, they had been noticed as missing two daysdateno one had seen them
since the night Tuon vanished. She did not believe they were involved, ttimyghad
been in the kennels. For one thing, she could not imagine Renna or Setarungcall
damane. They certainly had reasons enough to sneak away andhpé®kreent far off,
with someone ignorant of their filthy secret, someone like tigisaBin Tamarath who
had stolen a pair of a damane. Strange that, for one newbdrt the Blood. Strange,
but unimportant; she could see no way to tie it to the rest.\Ltkel woman had found
the stresses and complexities of nobility too much for a simpte.s&/ell, she would be
found and arrested eventually.

The important fact, the potentially deadly fact, was that Rexmd Seta were gone, and
no one could say exactly when they had left. If the wrong persed tloéir departure so

close to the critical time and made the wrong calculation.... Skss@d the heels of her
hands against her eyes and exhaled softly, very near to a groan.

Even should she escape suspicion of murdering Tuon, if the woman washeeashe
herself would be required to apologize to the Empress, might shdoliever. For the
death of the acknowledged heir to the Crystal Throne, her apology Wweyldotracted,
and as painful as it was humiliating; it might end with her execution, or madeywwith
being sent to the block as property. Not that it would actually cortfeat, though in her
nightmares it often did. Her hand slid beneath the pillows to touchnsteeathed dagger
there. The blade was little longer than her hand, yet more thanesi@rgh to open her
veins, preferably in a warm bath. If time came for an apologywsld not live to reach
Seandar. The dishonor to her name might even be lessened & ktleugh people
believed the act was itself an apology. She would leave e&x ketplaining it so. That
might help.

Still, there was a chance Tuon remained alive, and Suroth clungKaliitg her and
spiriting the body away might be a deep move ordered from Seanghanebof her
surviving sisters who coveted the throne, yet Tuon had arranged her @appedisance
more than once. In support of the notion, Tuon’s der'sul’dam had taken all of her sul’dam
and damane into the country for exercise nine days ago, and they had not bearceeen si
Exercising damane did not require nine days. And just today—no; gagterow, by a



good few hours—Suroth had learned that the Captain of Tuon’s bodyguartthéleft
the city nine days ago with a sizable contingent of his men anétuobted. That was too
much for coincidence, and very nearly proof. Near enough for hope, at least.

Each of those previous disappearances, however, had been part of Tuon'geampai
win the approval of the Empress, might she live forever, and bedarir. Each time,
some competitor among her sisters had been forced or emboldened ttatatgered
her when Tuon reappeared. What need had she of such stratagems nowRahbkrieer
brains how she would, Suroth could not find a worthy target outside Seargia had
considered the possibility that she herself was the mark, but only briefly gnidemaluse
she could think of no one else. Tuon could have stripped her of her positiorRattia
with three words. All she needed to do was remove the vell; trereDaughter of the
Nine Moons, in command of the Return, spoke with the voice of the Enkare.
suspicion that Suroth was Atha’an Shadar, what those this side AffytineOcean called
a Darkfriend, might have been enough for Tuon to have handed her olier Sedkers
for questioning. No, Tuon was aiming at someone else, or somethedfedhe did still
live. But she had to. Suroth did not want to die. She fingered the blade.

Who or what else did not matter, except as a clue to where Tighn be, but that was
very important. Immensely so. Already, despite the announcement extanded
inspection trip, whispers floated among the Blood that she was deadorider she
remained missing, the more those whispers would grow, and with thepnetbgure for
Suroth to return to Seandar and make that apology. She could onlyscekisg before
she would be adjudged sei'mosiev so deeply that only her own searahtgroperty
would obey her. Her eyes would be ground into the dirt. Low Blood #saweHigh,
perhaps even commoners, would refuse to speak to her. Soon after thavukhéna
herself on a ship whatever her wishes.

Without doubt Tuon would be displeased at being found, yet it seemed urtigely
displeasure would extend so far as Suroth being dishonored and fortiedheo \srists;
therefore Tuon must be found. Every Seeker in Altara was searfdringer—those
Suroth knew of, at least. Tuon’s own Seekers were not among the knowineyetust
be hunting twice as hard as any others. Unless they had beenntakber confidence.
But in seventeen days, all that had been uncovered was that ridictdopofsTuon
extorting jewelry from goldsmiths, and that was known to every comsoldier.
Perhaps....

The arched door to the anteroom began to open slowly, and Suroth snappeglit lesferi
shut to protect her night vision against the light of the outer room. As soon as thaggap w
wide enough, a pale-haired woman in the diaphanous robes of a da’dgyade #nto

the bedchamber and softly closed the door behind her, plunging theimtmmitch
blackness. Until Suroth opened her eye again, and made out a shadowydepng
toward her bed. And another shadow, huge, suddenly looming in a cornerobthas
Almandaragal rose noiselessly to his feet. The lopar could crosedheand snap the
fool woman’s neck in a heartbeat, but Suroth still gripped the hilt otihgger. It was
wise to have a second line of defense even when the first seemediable. A pace



short of the bed, the da'covale stopped. Her anxious breathing sounded Ithel in
silence.

“Working up your courage, Liandrin?” Suroth said harshly. That honey-cbloadr,
worked in thin braids, had been enough to name her.

With a squeak, the da’covale dropped to her knees and bent to pressehar fhe
carpet. She had learned that much, at least. “I would not harm ydul Hiity,” she lied.
“You know | would not.” Her voice was rushed, in a breathy panic. Legmihen to
speak and when not seemed as far beyond her as learning how to sipepkoper
respect. “We are both bound to serve the Great Lord, High Lady. Heteptoven | can
be useful? | removed Alwhin for you, yes? You said you wished hel, dttgh Lady,
and | removed her.”

Suroth grimaced and sat up in the dark, the sheet sliding down taphdt Was so easy
to forget da’'covale were there, even this da’covale, and then yaligethings you
should not have. Alwhin had not been dangerous, merely a nuisance, dwkwaar
place as Suroth’s Voice. She had achieved all she had ever wangagthmg that, and
the likelihood of her risking it by so much as the smallestagatrhad been tiny. True,
had she broken her neck falling down a flight of stairs, Suroth would fektveome
small relief from an irritant, but poison that left the womathvliulging eyes and a blue
face was another matter. Even with the search for Tuon, that hachbtbegSeekers’
eyes to Suroth’s household. She had been forced to insist on it, for tHerro@iher
Voice. That there were Listeners in her household, she accepéey;h®usehold had its
share of Listeners. Seekers did more than listen, thoughhagdrtight uncover what
must remain hidden.

Masking her anger required surprising effort, and her tone was tbateshe wanted. I
hope you did not wake me merely to plead again, Liandrin.”

“No, no!” The fool raised her head and actually looked straightrat'’Aa officer came
from General Galgan, High Lady. He is waiting to take you to the general.”

Suroth’s head throbbed with irritation. The woman delayed deliverimgssage from
Galgan and looked her in the eyes? In the dark, to be sure, yet anvepieoser her to
strangle Liandrin with her bare hands. A second death hard on tiseohée first would
intensify the Seekers’ interest in her household, if they leaohet but Elbar could
dispose of the body easily; he was clever in such tasks.

Except, she enjoyed owning the former Aes Sedai who once had beangidy with
her. Making her a perfect da’covale in every way would be a gteasure. It was time
to have the woman collared, however. Already irritating rumors buzizad uncollared
marath’damane among her servants. It would be a twelve-day wahéerthe sul’dam
discovered she was shielded in some way so she could not chantlegtywebuld help
answer the question of why she had not been leashed before. Bliddriveed to find
some Atha’an Shadar among the sul’dam, though. That was neversantasa—



relatively few sul’dam turned to the Great Lord, oddly—and she ngeloreally trusted
any sul’dam, but perhaps Atha’an Shadar could be trusted more than the rest.

“Light two lamps, then bring me a robe and slippers,” she said, swjirgr legs over
the side of the bed.

Liandrin scrambled to the table that held the lidded sand bowiksagilited tripod and
hissed when she found it with a careless hand, but she quickly useddbked lift out a
hot coal, puffed it to a glow, and lit two of the silvered lamps, adgishe wicks so the
flames held steady and did not smoke. Her tongue might suggesththdelt herself
Suroth’s equal rather than a possession, yet the strap had taugitobely commands
with alacrity.

Turning with one of the lamps in her hand, she gave a start and a dmgkadhe sight
of Almandaragal looming in the corner, his dark, ridge-ringed ey@asséd on her. You
would think she had never seen him before! Yet he was a fearsdmeeigfeet tall and
near two thousand pounds, his hairless skin like reddish brown leatharg fleg six
toed forepaws so his claws extended and retracted, extended and retracted.

“Be at ease,” Suroth told the lopar, a familiar command, butrbtksed his mouth wide,
showing sharp teeth before settling back to the floor and ressniguge round head on
his paws like a hound. He did not close his eyes again, either. Lograr quite
intelligent, and plainly he trusted Liandrin no more than she did.

Despite fearful glances at Almandaragal, the da’covale wak guicugh to fetch blue
velvet slippers and a white silk robe intricately embroidered eergrred and blue from
the tall, carved wardrobe, and she held the robe for Suroth to thruatnherinto the
sleeves, but Suroth had to tie the long sash herself, and to thrusfomitbeefore the
woman remembered to kneel and fit the slippers on. Her eyes, butothamwvas
incompetent!

By the dim light, Suroth examined herself in the gilded stand-magamst the wall. Her
eyes were hollow and shadowed with weariness, the tail of hstrhereg down her back
in a loose braid for sleeping, and doubtless her scalp required a Yégr well.
Galgan’s messenger would think her grief-stricken over Tuon, anavéisatrue enough.
Before learning the general’'s message, though, she had one small onatterdare of.

“Run to Rosala and beg her to beat you soundly, Liandrin,” she said.

The da’covale’s tight little mouth dropped open and her eyes widensdock. “But
why?” she whined. “Me, | have done nothing!”

Suroth busied her hands with knotting the sash tighter to keep fraimgstiine woman.
Her eyes would be lowered for a month if it was learned thahatlestruck a da’covale
herself. She certainly owed no explanations to property, yet oreedim did become



completely trained, she would miss these opportunities to grind thani®face in how
far she had fallen.

“Because you delayed telling me of the general's messengerusegmu still call
yourself ‘I' rather than Liandrin. Because you meet my ey8hke could not help hissing
that. Liandrin had huddled in on herself with every word, and now sketelir her eyes
to the floor, as if that would mitigate her offense. “Because questioned my orders
instead of obeying. And last—Ilast, but most importantly to you—bechussh you
beaten. Now, run, and tell Rosala each of these reasons so she will beat you well.”

“Liandrin hears and obeys, High Lady,” the da’covale whimpered, st datting
something right, and flung herself at the door so fast thatlagteone of her white
slippers. Too terrified to turn back for it, or perhaps even to notice—aftidow her that
she was—she clawed the door open and ran. Sending property forimkssipbuld not
bring a sense of satisfaction, but it did. Oh, yes, it did.

Suroth took a moment to control her breathing. To appear to be grieving was one thing, to
appear to be agitated quite another. She was filled with annogarigandrin, jolting
memories of her nightmares, fears for Tuon’s fate and even saooher own, but not

until the face in the mirror displayed utter calm did she follow the da’covale.

The anteroom to her bedchamber was decorated in the garish Ebdasbian, a cloud-
painted blue ceiling, yellow walls and green and yellow floostiEEven replacing the
furnishings with her own tall screens, all save two paintethbyfinest artists with birds
or flowers, did little to relieve the gaudiness. She growled fainther throat at sight of
the outer door, apparently left open by Liandrin in her flight, but shmigsed the
da’covale from her mind for the moment and concentrated on themmarstood there
examining the screen that held the image of a kori, a huge spottébroathe Sen
T’jore. Lanky and graying, in armor striped blue-and-yellow, hveteid smoothly at the
soft sound of her footsteps and went to one knee, though he was a commoheimEte
beneath his arm bore three slender blue plumes, so the messadee mmpbrtant. Of
course, it must be important to disturb her at this hour. She wouldhigivdispensation.
This once.

“Banner-General Mikhel Najirah, High Lady. Captain-Generalga@n’s compliments,
and he has received communications from Tarabon.”

Suroth’s eyebrows climbed in spite of herself. Tarabon? Tarabonawasecure as
Seandar. Automatically her fingers twitched, but she had nobyatifa replacement for
Alwhin. She must speak to the man herself. Irritation over that hatdeerevoice, and
she made no effort to soften it. Kneeling instead of prostratélatwWommunications? If
| have been wakened for news of Aiel, | will not be pleased, Banner-General.”

Her tone failed to intimidate the man. He even raised his alygost to meet hers. “Not
Aiel, High Lady,” he said calmly. “Captain-General Galgasheis to tell you himself, so
you can hear every detail correctly.”



Suroth’s breath caught for an instant. Whether Najirah was justaat to tell her the
contents of these communications or had been ordered not to, this sourftleddllon,”
she commanded, then swept out of the room without waiting for him, igresibgst she
could the pair of Deathwatch Guards standing like statues irathvealy to either side of
the door. The “honor” of being guarded by those men in red-and-green armerhera
skin crawl. Since Tuon’s disappearance, she tried not to see them at all.

The corridor, lined with gilded stand-lamps whose flames flickerestrant drafts that
stirred tapestries of ships and the sea, was empty excepat few liveried palace
servants, scurrying on early tasks, who thought deep bows and cauSiieent. And
they always looked right at her! Perhaps a word with Beslan?tidonew King of
Tarabon was her equal, now, in law at any rate, and she doubted thatldewake his
servants behave properly. She stared straight ahead as kbd.Wdlat way, she did not
have to see the servants’ insults.

Najirah caught up to her quickly, his boots ringing on the todibtitue floor tiles, and
fell in at her side. In truth, she needed no guide. She knew where Galgan must be.

The room had begun as a chamber for dancing, a square thirtyopaaesde, its ceiling
painted with fanciful fish and birds frolicking in often confusinghimn among clouds
and waves. Only the ceiling remained to recall the room’s begisnikgw mirrored
stand-lamps and shelves full of filed reports in leather foldeesl Ithe pale red walls.
Brown-coated clerks scurried along the aisles between the rioaqgr.strewn tables that
covered the green-tiled dancing-floor. A young officer, an under-haatewith no
plume on her red-and-yellow helmet, raced past Suroth without so mucimase to
prostrate herself. Clerks merely squeezed themselves dwérgiath. Galgan gave his
people too much leeway. He claimed that what he called exeessremony at “the
wrong time” hindered efficiency; she called it effrontery.

Lunal Galgan, a tall man in a red robe richly worked withHirfgathered birds, the hair
of his crest snow white and its tail plaited in a tight but untjdgue that hung to his
shoulders, stood at a table near the center of the room with a koibteothigh-ranking
officers, some in breastplates, others in robes and neadiglasveled as she. It seemed
she was not the first to whom he had sent a messenger. Sheestnagigeep anger from
her face. Galgan had come with Tuon and the Return, and thus shditkieeaf him
beyond that his ancestors had been among the first to throw theoristpg.uthair
Paendrag and that he owned a high reputation as a soldier and a §&akratputation
and truth were sometimes the same. She disliked him entirely for himself.

He turned at her approach and formally laid his hands on her shouldsiagkier on
either cheek, so she was forced to return the greeting whitg tngt to wrinkle her nose
at the strong, musky scent he favored. Galgan’s face wasomthsas his creases would
allow, but she thought she detected a hint of worry in his blue dypumber of the men
and women behind him, mainly low Blood and commoners, wore open frowns.



The large map of Tarabon spread out on the table in front of hehedadlat by four
lamps gave reason enough for worry. Markers covered it, red wlntggsanchan forces
on the move and red stars for forces holding in place, each supportingllapaper
banner inked with their numbers and composition. Scattered acrossapheeonoss the
entire map, lay black discs marking engagements, and even moredighgdor enemy
forces, many of those without the banners. How could there benanyies in Tarabon?
It was as secure as....

“What happened?” she demanded.

“Raken began arriving with reports from Lieutenant-General Takawut three hours
ago,” Galgan began in conversational tones. Pointedly not makiegoa himself. He
studied the map as he talked, never glancing in her direction. ‘diteeyt complete—
each new one adds to the lists, and | expect that won't changevtaute—but what I've
seen runs this way. Since dawn yesterday, seven major supply camps overrun and burned,
along with more than two dozen smaller camps. Twenty supply trdiasked, the
wagons and their contents put to the torch. Seventeen small outpostsekeaveiped
out, eleven patrols have failed to report in, and there have beendaiored fifteen
skirmishes. Also a few attacks against our settlers. Onlyndfllaof fatalities, mostly
men who tried to defend their belongings, but a good many wagongaed Burned
along with some half-built houses, and the same message deliverydieere. Leave
Tarabon. All this was done by bands of between two and perhaps five huneined m
Estimates are a minimum of ten thousand and perhaps twice thdy, aledaraboners.
Oh, yes,” he finished casually, “and most of them are wearingprapainted with
stripes.”

She wanted to grind her teeth. Galgan commanded the soldiers ofttira, Bet she
commanded the Corenne, the Forerunners, and as such, she possessed tfamkigher
spite of his crest and red-lacquered fingernails. She suspectedlyheason he did not
claim that the Forerunners had been absorbed into the Returnveyyitarrival was that
supplanting her meant assuming responsibility for Tuon’s safety. émthdt apology,
should it become necessary. “Dislike” was too mild a word. She loathed Galgan.

“A mutiny?” she said, proud of the coolness of her voice. Inside, she had begun to burn.

Galgan’s white queue swung slowly as he shook his head. “No. All regpaytour
Taraboners have fought well, and we've had a few successes, tbkgrmpasoners. Not

one of them can be found on the rosters of loyal Taraboners. Sewardiden identified

as Dragonsworn believed to be up in Arad Doman. And the name Rodel Ituralde has been
mentioned a number of times as the brain behind it all, and the.|l@a@®mani. He’s
supposed to be one of the best generals this side of the ocean,hangdlanhned and
carried out all this,” he swept a hand over the map, “then | beliévEhe fool sounded
admiring! “Not a mutiny. A raid on a grand scale. But he won't@eétwith nearly as

many men as he brought in.”

Dragonsworn. The word was like a fist clutching Suroth’s throat. “Are thema’dsn?”



“Those fellows who can channel?” Galgan grimaced and made a sigrstagauil,
apparently unconscious of doing so. “There was no mention of them,ichergly, “and
| rather think there would have been.”

Red-hot anger needed to erupt at Galgan, but screaming at anotherHigh Blood

would lower her eyes. And, as bad, gain nothing. Still, it had to beatiresomewhere. It

had to come out. She was proud of what she had done in Tarabon, and now the country
appeared to be halfway back to the chaos she found when she first thede And one

man was to blame. “This Ituralde.” Her tone was ice. “l want his head!”

“Never fear,” Galgan murmured, folding his hands behind his back and bemding t
examine some of the small banners. “It won’t be long before Turaesham back to
Arad Doman with his tail between his legs, and with luck, he’ll ik ane of the bands
we shap up.”

“Luck?” she snapped. “I don't trust to luck!” Her anger was opew;, ramd she did not
consider trying to suppress it again. Her eyes scanned the ntlapughk she could find
Ituralde that way. “If Turan is hunting a hundred bands, as you sugdktjeed more
scouts to run them down, and | want them run down. Every last one of tepetidly
Ituralde. General Yulan, | want four in every five—no, nine in evaryteaken in Altara
and Amadicia moved to Tarabon. If Turan can’t find them all with thah he can see if
his own head will appease me.”

Yulan, a dark little man in a blue robe embroidered with black-atesigles, must have
dressed in too great a hurry to apply the gum that normally heldidnis place, because
he was constantly touching the thing to make sure it was streigiwias Captain of the
Air for the Forerunners, but the Return’s Captain of the Air was afdgnner-General, a
more senior man having died on the voyage. Yulan would have no trouble with him.

“A wise move, High Lady,” he said, frowning at the map, “but rhayggest leaving the
raken in Amadicia and those assigned to Banner-General Khirgann Rekehe best
way we have to locate Aiel, and in two days we still haven't faimode Whitecloaks.
That will still give General Turan—"

“The Aiel are less of a problem every day,” she told himlfiirfand a few deserters are
nothing.” He inclined his head in assent, one hand keeping his wigce. pla was only
low Blood, after all.

“I hardly call seven thousand men a few deserters,” Galgan murmured dryly.

“It shall be as | command!” she snapped. Curse those so-called Children ajtitieShie

still had not decided whether to make Asunawa and the few thousemtas remained
da’covale. They had remained, yet how long before they offered akttap? And

Asunawa seemed to hate damane, of all things. The man was unbalanced!



Galgan shrugged, utterly unperturbed. A red-lacquered fingeraaédrines on the map
as though he were planning movements of soldiers. “So long as you damt'tthe
to’raken, too, | raise no objections. That plan must go forward. Alalialing into our
hands with barely a struggle, I'm not ready to move on Ifier) and we need to pacify
Tarabon again quickly. The people will turn against us if we can'’t give thatySaf

Suroth began to regret letting her anger show. He would raise ndi@igecHe was not
ready for lllian yet? He was all but saying that he did netha follow her orders, only
not openly, not so he had to take her responsibility along with her authority.

“l expect this message to be sent to Turan, General GalganyYoice was steady, kept
so by will alone. “He is to send me Rodel Ituralde’s head if letbahound the man
across Arad Doman and into the Blight. And if he fails to sendhaiehiead, | will take

his.”

Galgan’s mouth tightened briefly, and he frowned down at the map. “Baraetimes
needs a fire lit under him,” he muttered, “and Arad Doman has alwesgrs next for him.
Very well. Your message will be sent, Suroth.”

She could stay no longer in the same room with him. Without a wordef$hklad she
spoken, she would have screamed. She stalked all the way back to hemitiooos
bothering to mask her fury. The Deathwatch Guards took no notice, of cthagenight
as well have been carved of stone. Which made her slam the antgooorbehind her
with a crash. Perhaps they noticed that!

Padding toward her bed, she kicked off her slippers, let the robsaahdall to the floor.
She must find Tuon. She had to. If only she could puzzle out Tuon’s taugete out
where she was. If only—

Suddenly the walls of her bedchamber, the ceiling, even the floor, beggow with a
silvery light. Those surfaces seemed to have become light. Gapsigck, she turned
slowly, staring at the box of light that surrounded her, and found héwsé&ing at a
woman made of roiling flames, clothed in roiling flames. Almanddrags on his feet,
awaiting his owner’s command to attack.

“I am Semirhage,” the woman of fire said in a voice like a tolling funeral gong.

“Belly, Almandaragal!” That command, taught as a child becausmused her to have
the lopar prostrate himself before her, ended with a grunt becausbeysd it herself
even as she gave it. Kissing the red-and-green-patterned, clrpedaid, “I live to serve
and obey, Great Mistress.” There was no doubt in her mind that thiawwwas who she
said. Who would dare claim that name falsely? Or could appear as living fire?

“I think you would also like to rule.” The tolling gong sounded faintly amused, but then it
hardened. “Look at me! | dislike the way you Seanchan avoid meetireyes. It makes



me believe you are hiding something. You don’t want to try hidinghamytfrom me,
Suroth.”

“Of course, not, Great Mistress,” Suroth said, pushing herself upt twnsher heels.
“Never, Great Mistress.” She raised her gaze as far asthliee woman’s mouth, but she
could not make herself raise it higher. Surely that would be enough.

“Better,” Semirhage murmured. “Now. How would you like to rule hege lands? A
handful of deaths—Galgan and a few others—and you could manage to nanadf yours
Empress, with my help. It's hardly important, but circumstances geavie opportunity,
and you would certainly be more amenable than the current Empress has been so far.”

Suroth’s stomach clenched. She feared she might vomit. “Greatb4istshe said dully,
“the penalty for that is to be taken before the true Empress,simayive forever, and
have your entire skin removed, great care being taken to keep you alive. After that—"

“Inventive, if primitive,” Semirhage broke in wryly. “But of no accouiihe Empress
Radhanan is dead. Remarkable how much blood there is in a human body. Enough t
cover the whole Crystal Throne. Take the offer, Suroth. | will redtenit again. You will

make certain matters slightly more convenient, but not enough ftw pué myself out a
second time.”

Suroth had to make herself breathe. “Then Tuon is the Empress, miyeshe Tuon
would take a new name, rarely to be spoken outside the Impamdlyf The Empress
was the Empress, might she live forever. Wrapping her arms arouselfh&uroth
began to sob, shaking beyond her ability to stop. Almandaragal liftethelaid and
whined at her interrogatively.

Semirhage laughed, the music of deep gongs. “Grief for RadhanesthSor is your
dislike of Tuon becoming Empress so deep?”

Haltingly, in spurts of three or four words broken by unmanageabl@imggeSuroth
explained. As the proclaimed heir, Tuon had become Empress the momenbther
died. Except, if her mother had been assassinated, then it must baveritamged by one
of her sisters, which meant that Tuon herself was surely dembinéne of that made the
slightest difference. The forms would be carried out. She wouldtbaeturn to Seandar
and apologize for Tuon’s death, for the death of an Empress, now, to thevarman
who had arranged it. Who would, of course, not take the throne until Tuonts wasat
announced. She could not bring herself to admit that she would kill fhigrsielit was
too shaming to say aloud. Words died as howling sobs racked her.dShet dvant to
die. She had been promised she would live forever!

This time, Semirhage’s laughter was so shocking that it shuuoftt8s tears. That head
of fire was thrown back, emitting great peals of mirth. At lsis¢ regained control,
wiping away tears of flame with fiery fingers. “I see Ilddiit make myself clear.
Radhanan is dead, and her daughters, and her sons, and half the IGqetiaas well.



There is no Imperial family except for Tuon. There is no Empean8ar is in the hands
of rioters and looters, and so are a dozen other cities. At iftpstdbles are contending
for the throne, with armies in the field. There is war from thdaél Mountains to
Salaking. Which is why you will be perfectly safe in disposindwbn and proclaiming
yourself Empress. I've even arranged for a ship, which should aoome to bring word
of the disaster.” She laughed again, and said something strangehéllerd of chaos
rule.”

Suroth gaped at the other woman in spite of herself. The Empire.. ydel2r&emirhage
had killed the...? Assassination was not unknown among the Blood, Hilglwpnor
within the Imperial family, yet for anyone else to reachdaghe Imperial family in that
way was horrifying, unthinkable. Even one of the Da’concion, the Chosen Buiet
become Empress herself, even here. She felt dizzy, witkstartoal desire to laugh. She
could complete the cycle, conquering these lands, and then send &wnmiedaim
Seanchan. With an effort, she managed to regain possession of herself.

“Great Mistress, if Tuon really is alive, then...then killing hell e difficult.” She had
to force those words out. To kill the Empress.... Even thinking it wHEul. To
become Empress. Her head felt as if it might float offdeulders. “She will have her
sul’dam and damane with her, and some of her Deathwatch Guardscul#Killing
her would be impossible in those circumstances. Unless Semirhagebeowmduced to
do it herself. Six damane might well be dangerous even toBesides, there was a
saying among commoners. The mighty tell the lesser to digeinmud and keep their
own hands clean. She had heard it by chance, and punished the maoldd, but it
was true.

“Think, Suroth!” The gongs rang strong, imperative. “Captain Musemngetlze others
would have gone the same night Tuon and her maid left if they hadnyaikhkling of
what she was about. They are looking for her. You must put every ietimifinding her
first, but if that fails, her Deathwatch Guards will be I@sstection than they seem.
Every soldier in your army has heard that at least some @ ulheds are involved with
an impostor. The general feeling seems to be that the impostangade connected to
her should be torn apart bodily and the pieces buried in a dungheapy QuipH of fire
curled in a small, amused smile. “To avoid the shame to the Empire.”

It might be possible. A party of Deathwatch Guards would be ealegate. She would
need to find out exactly how many Musenge had taken with him, and sead&th

fifty for every one. No, a hundred, to account for the damane. And theGreat
Mistress, you understand | am reluctant to proclaim anything luatri certain Tuon is
dead?”

“Of course,” Semirhage said. The gongs were amused once moreréeiember, if
Tuon manages to return safely, it will matter little to me, so don’t dally.”

“I will not, Great Mistress. | intend to become Empress, andthat | must kill the
Empress.” This time, saying it was not very hard at all.



In Pevara’'s estimation, Tsutama Rath’s rooms were flambdyaywnd the point of
extravagance, and her own beginnings as a butcher's daughted playeart in her
opinion. The sitting room simply put her on edge. Beneath a cornice cuaitted
swallows in flight and gilded, the walls held two large g#pestries, one displaying
bright red bloodroses, the other a calma bush covered in scarleirbfoksger than her
two hands together. The tables and chairs were delicate pileges,ignored sufficient
carving and gilding for any throne. The stand-lamps were hegilded, too, and the
mantel, worked with running horses, above the red-streaked maripladee Several of
the tables held red Sea Folk porcelain, the rarest, four vasesibabhowls, a small
fortune in themselves, as well as any number of jade or ivowngs, none small, and
one figure of a dancing woman, a hand tall, that appeared be caovedafruby. A
gratuitous display of wealth, and she knew for a fact that dside the gilded barrel-
clock on the mantel, there was another in Tsutama's bedroom andoergem her
dressing room. Three clocks! That went far beyond flamboyant, nevet gilding or
rubies.

And yet, the room suited the woman seated across from her and JaviRtimdoyant”
was exactly the word for her appearance. Tsutama waskiagtr beautiful woman, her
hair caught in a fine golden net, with firedrops thick at herathand ears and dressed as
always in crimson silk that molded her full bosom, today with goldenllsork
embroidery to increase the emphasis. You might almost think shedaxardgtract men,

if you did not know her. Tsutama had made her dislike of men well knownbleioge
being sent into exile; she would have given mercy to a rabid dog before a man.

Back then, she had been hammer-hard, yet many had thought her a beakerinen she
returned to the Tower. For a while, they had. Then everyone who spamnhamear her
realized that those shifting eyes were far from nervous. Beidechanged her, only not
toward softness. Those eyes belonged on a hunting cat, searchimgrae® or prey.
The rest of Tsutama’s face was not so much serene as gtWaan unreadable mask.
Unless you pushed her to open anger, at least. Even then her voice waitdasmalm
as smooth ice, though. An unnerving combination.

“I heard disturbing rumors this morning about the battle at Dum&iedls,” she said
abruptly. “Bloody disturbing.” She had the habits now of long silencesmadl talk, and
sudden, unexpected statements. Exile had coarsened her language, teolatddefarm
she had been confined to must have been...vivid. “Including that three déadkesisters
were from our Ajah. Mother’'s milk in a cup!” All delivered the most even tones. But
her eyes stabbed at them accusingly.

Pevara took that gaze in stride. Any direct look from Tsutamaes@ccusing, and on
edge or not, Pevara knew better than to let the Highest see itvdrhan swooped on
weakness like a falcon. “I can’'t see why Katerine would disgloey orders to keep her
knowledge to herself, and you cannot believe Tarna is likely to puedisan Elaida.”

Not publicly, at any rate. Tarna guarded her feelings on Eladeaeefully as a cat



guarded a mousehole. “But sisters do get reports from their agesaas. We can’t stop
them learning what happened. I'm surprised it’s taken this long.”

“That’s so,” Javindhra added, smoothing her skirts. The angular womamw@gegvelry
aside from the Great Serpent ring, and her dress was unadorned, and a redugepoe
appear near black. “Sooner or later, the facts will all coméf ewe work till our fingers
bleed.” Her mouth was so tight she seemed to be biting somethinghgetounded
almost satisfied. Odd, that. She was Elaida’s lapdog.

Tsutama’s stare focused on her, and after a moment a flush gréaviadhra’s cheeks.
Perhaps as an excuse to break eye contact, she took a long drinkeaf. keom a cup of
beaten gold worked with leopards and deer, of course, Tsutama being rasishas.
The Highest continued to stare silently, but whether at Javindrsanoething beyond
her, Pevara could no longer say.

When Katerine brought word that Galina was among the dead at Dumai’'s Véellama

had been raised to replace her by near acclamation. She had pbssessg good
reputation as a Sitter, at least before her involvement in sgeisting events that led to

her downfall, and many in the Red believed the times calledddnard a Highest as

could be found. Galina’s death had lifted a great weight from Pevsinaisiders—the
Highest, a Darkfriend; oh, that had been agony!—yet she was uncab@ut Tsutama.

There was something...wild...about her, now. Something unpredictable. Was she entirely
sane? But then, the same question could be asked regarding the whole White Tower. How
many of the sisters were entirely sane, now?

As if sensing her thoughts, Tsutama shifted that unblinking gakert It did not make
Pevara color or start, as it did so many besides Javindhra, bditidived herself wishing
Duhara were there, just to give the Highest a third Sittetate at, just to share them out.
She wished she knew where the woman had gone and why, with analgetanped
outside Tar Valon. Over a week ago, Duhara had simply taken ship wégheatd to
anyone, so far as Pevara was aware, and no one seemed to knberwhethad gone
north or south. These days, Pevara was suspicious of everyone and nearly everything.

“Did you call us here because of something in that letter, Highahe said at last. She
met that unsettling stare levelly, yet she was beginningatd & long pull from her own

ornate cup, and she wished it held wine rather than tea. Deliyesfagerested the cup on
the narrow arm of her chair. The other woman’s gaze made Heasfebough spiders

were crawling on her skin.

After a very long moment, Tsutama’s eyes dropped to the foldied le her lap. Only
her hand held it from rolling up into a little cylinder. It was be very thin paper used
for messages sent by pigeon, and the small inked letters clesible through the page
appeared to cover it densely.

“This is from Sashalle Anderly,” she said, bringing a winceiof from Pevara and a
grunt that might have been anything from Javindhra. Poor SashallamBsgbntinued



without any outward sign of sympathy, though. “The bloody woman beli®adisna

escaped, because it is addressed to her. Much of what she nveitely confirms what
we already know from other sources, including Toveine. But, without natinérg, she
bloody well says that she is ‘in charge of most of the sisters in the cityrbfeda”

“How can Sashalle be in charge of any sisters?” Javindhra shoblkder her expression
denying the possibility. “Could she have gone insane?”

Pevara held her silence. Tsutama gave answers when she wisblgdyhen you asked.

Toveine’s earlier letter, also addressed to Galina, had not mentasédlle at all, or the

other two, but of course, she would have found the entire subject beyondetlistas
Even thinking of it was like eating rotten plums. Most of her wouwls leen devoted to
laying the whole blame for events at Elaida’s feet, however indirectly.

Tsutama’s eyes flickered toward Javindhra like dagger thrustshleuvent on without
pausing. “Sashalle recounts Toveine’s bloody visit to Cairhien Wétother sisters and
the flaming Asha’man, though she clearly doesn’t know about the bloody boigtiag
found it all very strange, sisters mingling with those goss$ikig men on ‘tense yet often
friendly’ terms. Blood and bloody ashes! That is how she puts it, beth Tsutama’s
tone, suitable for discussing the price of lace, in strong coritrabe intensity of her
eyes, and her language, gave no hint of what she felt on the stBpstialle says that
when they left, they took flaming Warders belonging to sisthesbelieves are with the
boy, so it seems bloody certain they were looking for him and likele found him by
now. She has no idea why. But she confirms what Toveine claimedroarg Logain.
Apparently, the goat-spawned man is no longer gentled.”

“Impossible,” Javindhra muttered into her teacup, but softly. Tsutastikedl having her
statements challenged. Pevara kept her opinions to herself and sippddefromn cup.
So far, there seemed nothing in the letter worthy of discussi@pekow Sashalle could
be “in charge” of anything, and she would rather think of anything ottaer $ashalle’s
fate. The tea tasted of blueberries. How had Tsutama obtained blueberriagyhistbe
spring? Perhaps they had been dried.

“I will read the rest to you,” Tsutama said, unfolding the pagg scanning almost to the
bottom before beginning. Apparently Sashalle had been very detdleat was the
Highest not sharing? So many suspicions.

| have been so long without communicating because | could not work outohsay t
what | must, but now | see that simply telling the factshes dnly way. Along with a
number of other sisters, who | will leave to decide for themsehesther to reveal what
| am about to, | have sworn an oath of fealty to the Dragon Rebouat ughto last until

Tarmon Gai'don has been fought.

Javindhra gasped loudly, her eyes popping, but Pevara merely whispeeerén.” It
must be that. Ta'veren had always been her explanation for mostai§thing rumors
out of Cairhien.



Tsutama read on right over them.

What | do, | do for the good of the Red Ajah and the good of the Tower. Showld y
disagree, | will surrender myself for your discipline. Afterrmon Gai'don. As you may
have heard, Irgain Fatamed, Ronaille Vevanios and | were #&idstuhen the Dragon
Reborn escaped at Dumai's Wells. We have been Healed, howevennby aamed
Damer Flinn, one of the Asha’'man, and we all seem to be restdhgdUnlikely as this
seems, | swear beneath the Light and by my hope of salvationkant tkat it is true. |
look forward to my eventual return to the Tower, where | withketthe Three Oaths to
reaffirm my dedication to my Ajah and to the Tower.

Folding the letter again, she gave her head a small shake. “These, but it's all more
bloody pleading that what she’s doing is for the Ajah and the Toweglitter in her
eyes suggested that Sashalle might come to regret surviving the Lést Ba

“If Sashalle truly has been Healed,” Pevara began, and coulgbrat. She wet her lips
with tea, then raised the cup again and took a mouthful. The poss#aiyed too
wonderful to hope for, a snowflake that might melt at a touch.

“This is impossible,” Javindhra growled, though not very strongly. Beershe directed
the comment to Pevara lest the Highest think it meant for heleef scowl made her
face harsher. “Gentling cannot be Healed. Stilling cannot b&eéiegheep will fly first!
Sashalle must be delusional.”

“Toveine might be mistaken,” Tsutama said, in a very strong voiheugh if she is, |
can't see why these flaming Asha’man would let Logain be ontherh, much less
command, but | hardly think Sashalle could be bloody mistaken aboutfhérsgishe

doesn’t write like a woman having flaming delusions. Sometimes vghdiloody

impossible is only bloody impossible until the first woman does itSHing has been
Healed. By a man. Those toad-spawned Seanchan locusts are channgamnan they
find who can channel, apparently including a number of sisters. &wddys past....
Well, you know what happened as bloody well as I. The world has lee@more

dangerous place than at any time since the Trolloc Wars, pesiages the Breaking
itself. Therefore I've decided we will move forward with yosheme for these flaming
Asha’'man, Pevara. Distasteful and hazardous, yet burn me, there isaay lhoice.

You and Javindhra will arrange it together.”

Pevara winced. Not for the Seanchan. They were human, whateveyestea’angreal
they possessed, and they would be defeated eventually. Mention of whiadrsla&en
had done twelve days ago brought a grimace, though, despite her affageping a
smooth face. So much of the Power wielded in one place could have beenatgeoii®
the extent she could, she avoided thinking about that or what they mightd®vérying
to accomplish. Or worse, what they might have accomplished. A sedond eame at
hearing the proposal to bond Asha’man named as hers. But that had betablméam
the moment she presented Tarna’s suggestion to Tsutama, while holdifgebatr
against the eruption she was sure would come. She had even usadjument of



increasing the size of linked circles by including men, agdivag monstrous display of
the Power. Surprisingly, there had been no eruption, and smalioreadtany kind.
Tsutama merely said she would think on it, and insisted on havingeldheant papers
about men and circles delivered to her from the Library. The thindayithe largest, was
for having to work with Javindhra, for being saddled with the joblaShe had more
than enough on her plate at the moment, besides which, working with Javindbr
always painful. The woman argued against anything put forwaahpgne save herself.
Nearly anything.

Javindhra had been vehemently against bonding Asha’man, horrified at thre afdRed
sisters bonding anyone almost as much as at bonding men who could clgahnelw
that the Highest had commanded it, she was stymied. Still,osimgl fa way to argue
against. “Elaida will never allow it,” she muttered.

Tsutama’'s glittering eyes caught her gaze and held it. The Wonyan swallowed
audibly.

“Elaida will not know until it is too late, Javindhra. | hide herrsés—the disaster
against the Black Tower, Dumai’'s Wells—as best | can bechesevas raised from the
Red, but she is the Amyrlin Seat, of all Ajahs and none. That mkans 80 longer Red,
and this is Ajah business, not hers.” A dangerous tone entered herArmicghe had not

cursed once. That meant she was on the edge of open fury. “Do gguedisvith me on

this? Do you intend to inform Elaida despite my express wishes?”

“No, Highest,” Javindhra replied quickly, then buried her face in her $trpngely, she
seemed to be hiding a smile.

Pevara contented herself with shaking her head. If it had to be dongheamds certain
it must, then clearly Elaida had to be kept in the dark. What diddlaa have to smile
about? Too many suspicions.

“I'm very glad that you both agree with me,” Tsutama said driggning back in her
chair. “Now, leave me.”

They paused only to set down their cups and curtsy. In the Red, wheighest-tpoke,
everyone obeyed, including Sitters. The sole exception, by Ajah law veting in the
Hall, though some women who held the title had managed to ensuaayhatte near to
their hearts went as they wished. Pevara was certain Tsutégnded to be one such.
The struggle was going to be distinctly unpleasant. She only hopecbsltkgive as
good as she got.

In the corridor outside, Javindhra muttered something about correspondenaesiaed
off down the white floor tiles marked with the red Flame of Vaton before Pevara
could say a word. Not that she had intended to say anything, but asrpgaches were
poison, the woman was going to drag her heels in this and leawdhthe matter in her
lap. Light, but this was the last thing she needed, at the worst possible time.



Pausing at her own rooms only long enough to gather her longdrisigawl and check
the hour—a quarter of an hour to noon; she was almost disappointed that lstycéne
agreed with Tsutama’s; clocks frequently did not—she left the Redlegsiand hurried
deeper into the Tower, down into the common areas below the quarterswide
hallways were well lighted with mirrored stand-lamps but atreagpty of people, which
made them seem cavernous and the frieze-banded white waks Bt@r occasional
rippling of a bright tapestry in a draft had an eerie feelhaggh the silk or wool had
taken on life. The few people she saw were serving men and weittethe Flame of
Tar Valon on their chests, scurrying along about their chores aety pmusing long
enough to offer hurried courtesies. They kept their eyes lowered. WM&thAjahs
separated into all but warring camps, fetid tension and antagotisthtiie Tower, and
the mood had infected the servants. Frightened them, at least.

She could not be sure, but she thought fewer than two hundred sistensecktinaihe
Tower, most keeping to their Ajah quarters except for ndgessi she really did not
expect to see another sister strolling. When Adelorna Badlinhedgup the short stairs
from a crossing corridor almost right in front of her, she wasusprised she gave a start.
Adelorna, who made slimness appear stately despite her latieigiit, walked on
without acknowledging Pevara in any way. The Saldaean womanhgorhawl, too—
no sister was seen outside her Ajah quarters without her shawk-aosvwas followed
by her three Warders. Short and tall, wide and lean, they waorestherds, and their
eyes never ceased moving. Warders wearing swords and plainly rguahneir Aes
Sedai’s back, in the Tower. That was all too common, yet Pevard kbaué wept at it.
Only, there were too many reasons for weeping to settle on omeadnshe set about
solving what she could.

Tsutama could command Reds to bond Asha’man, command them not to go ronning t
Elaida, but it seemed best to begin with sisters who might bBmgvtb entertain the
notion without being ordered, especially with rumors spreading of Reeesisters dead

at Asha’man hands. Tarna Feir had already entertained ityexy grivate conversation
with her was in order. She might know others of a like mind. The gtedikiculty
would be approaching the Asha’man with the idea. They werewgikely to agree just
because they themselves had already bonded fifty-one sisighs.off the world, fifty-

one! Broaching the subject would require a sister who possessed diplamé& a way

with words. And iron nerve. She was still mulling over names whenashdhge woman

she had come to meet, already at the appointed place, apparently studyitepadt,.

Tiny and willowy, and regal in her pale silver silk with a sligittarker lace at her neck
and wrists, Yukiri appeared throughly engrossed in the tapestry ared ajuner ease.
Pevara could only recall seeing her the slightest bit flusteresi@@ccasion, and putting
Talene to the question had been nerve-racking for everyone therei Wakialone, of
course, though of late she had been heard to say she was thinking ofatakiagier
again. Doubtless that was equal parts the current times and thejpresent situation.
Pevara could have done with a Warder or two herself.



“Is there any truth in this, or is it all the weaver’s fgPicshe asked, joining the smaller
woman. The tapestry showed a long-ago battle against Trolloasa®mpurported to.
Most such things were made long after the fact, and the vgeaseally went by hearsay.
This one was old enough to need the protection of a warding to keep it from falling apart

“I know as much about tapestries as a pig knows about blacksmithwvayaPeFor all
her elegance, Yukiri seldom let long pass without revealing dentry origins. The
silvery gray fringe of her shawl swung as she gathered it around her. “Yde'reddet’s
be brief. | feel like a hen being watched by a fox. Marris érbks morning, and | gave
her the oath of obedience myself, but as with the others, herotbe€ is out of the
Tower. With the rebels, | think.” She fell silent as a pair of serving women ap@oap
the hallway carrying a large wicker laundry basket with gefattled bed linens bulging
from the top.

Pevara sighed. It had seemed so encouraging, at the starfyii@rand nearly
overwhelming, too, yet they had appeared to be making a good begimaiege had
only known the name of one other Black sister actually in the Tatveresent, but once
Atuan had been kidnapped—Pevara would have liked to think of it as an peteshe
could not when they seemed to be violating half of Tower Law and argaayg strong
customs besides—once Atuan was safely in hand, she had soon been induced to surrender
the names of her heart: Karale Sanghir, a Domani Gnag, Marris Thornhill, an
Andoran Brown. Only Karale among them had a Warder, though he had turrtecbeut
a Darkfriend, too. Luckily, soon after learning that his Aedabéad betrayed him, he
had managed to take poison in the basement room where he had beeedcatiiie
Karale was questioned. Strange to think of that as lucky, but theRaat only worked
on those who could channel, and they were too few to guard and tend prisoners.

It had been such a bright beginning, however fraught, and now threyatvan impasse
unless one of the others returned to the Tower, back to searchingséoepdincies
between what sisters claimed to have done and what it could be preyacthally had,
something made harder by the inclination of most sisters to hquebin nearly
everything. Of course, Talene and the other three would pass alorgyerhtiey knew,
whatever came into their hands—the oath of obedience took care of thagryut
message very much more important than “take this and put it ipldt” would be in a
cipher known only to the woman who sent it and the woman it was etiréat Some
were protected by a weave that made the ink vanish if the waordyldroke the seal; that
could be done with so little of the Power it might go unnoticed unlegswere looking
for it, and there appeared to be no way to circumvent the watldeyfwere not at an
impasse, then their flow of success was reduced to a creeigklg.tAnd always there
was the danger that the hunted would learn of them and become the hunisiislel
hunters, for all practical purposes, just as they now seemed invisible prey.

Still, they had four names plus four sisters in hand who would admyt weze
Darkfriends, though likely Marris would be as quick as the other tore@im she now
rejected the Shadow, repented of her sins, and embraced th@haghinore. Enough to
convince anyone. Supposedly, the Black Ajah knew everything thatdpes&gaida’s



study, yet it might be worth the risk. Pevara refused to belialene’s claim that Elaida
was a Darkfriend. After all, she had initiated the hunt. The AmyBkat could rouse the
entire Tower. Perhaps a revelation that the Black Ajah trulstexk might do what the
appearance of the rebels with an army had failed to, stop tles A@m hissing at one
another like strange cats and bind them back together. Ther'Som@unds called for

desperate remedies.

The serving women passed beyond earshot, and Pevara was about to btiey up
suggestion when Yukiri spoke again.

“Last night, Talene received an order to appear tonight bdiere‘Supreme Council.”
Her mouth twisted around the words in distaste. “It seems that iagody if you're
being honored or given a very, very important assignment. Or ifg@a’be put to the
qguestion.” Her lips almost writhed. What they had learned about tle& Bjah’s means
of putting someone to the question was as nauseating as it wadiblecr&orcing a
woman into a circle against her will? Guiding a circle toi¢hfpain? Pevara felt her
stomach writhing. “Talene doesn’t think she’s to be honored or giveassignment,”
Yukiri went on, “so she begged to be hidden away. Saerin put her in amdgbslowest
basement. Talene may be wrong, but | agree with Saerin. Rigkivould be letting a
dog into the chicken yard and hoping for the best.”

Pevara stared up at the tapestry stretching well above tlags.h&rmored men swung
swords and axes, stabbed spears and halberds at huge, man-likevithapesrs’ snouts

and wolves’ snouts, with goats’ horns and rams’ horns. The weaverdradsdlocs. Or

accurate drawings. Men fought alongside the Trollocs, too. Demkis. Sometimes,
fighting the Shadow required spilling blood. And desperate remedies.

“Let Talene go to this meeting,” she said. “We’ll all go.eyhwon't expect us. We can
kill or capture them and decapitate the Black at a stroke. Thie®ep€Council must
know the names of all of them. We can destroy the whole Black Ajah.”

Lifting an edge of the fringe on Pevara’s shawl with a d$iend, Yukiri frowned at it
ostentatiously. “Yes, red. | thought it might have turned green wivesish’t looking.
There will be thirteen of them, you know. Even if some of this ‘Coume#’ out of the
Tower, the rest will bring in sisters to make up the number.”

“I know,” Pevara replied impatiently. Talene had been a founfofination, most of it
useless and much of it horrifying, almost more than they could takéWe take
everyone. We can order Zerah and the others to fight alongside usjesmd@iadene and
that lot. They'll do as they're told.” In the beginning, she had beeasynabout that oath
of obedience, but over time you could become accustomed to anything.

“So, nineteen of us against thirteen of them,” Yukiri mused, sounding roogbatient.
Even the way she adjusted her shawl radiated patience. “Plusvevhtieey have
watching to make sure their meeting isn't disturbed. Thiexeslavays the most careful
of their purses.” That had the irritating sound of an old sayingst'B call the numbers



even at best, and probably favoring them. How many of us die in retuialling or
capturing how many of them? More importantly, how many of thezsape? Remember,
they meet hooded. If just one escapes, then we won’t know who she ibebiukrsow
us, and soon enough, the whole Black Ajah will know, too. It sounds to mdikes
chopping off a chicken’s head than like trying to wrestle a leopard in the dark.”

Pevara opened her mouth, then closed it without speaking. Yukiri wasStghshould
have tallied the numbers and reached the same conclusion hersetheButanted to
strike out, at something, at anything, and small wonder. The heagr &gfjah might be
insane; she was tasked with arranging for Reds, who by ancient custom bondegdtao one
bond not just any men, but Asha’man; and the hunt for Darkfriends in therTrad
reached a stone wall. Strike out? She wanted to bite holes through bricks.

She thought their meeting was at an end—she had come only to learn dttersm
progressed with Marris, and a bitter harvest that had turned out—but ¥wdhed her
arm. “Walk with me awhile. We've been here too long, and | wantask you
something.” Nowadays, Sitters of different Ajahs standing togetheotgprhade rumors
of plots sprout like mushrooms after rain. For some reason, talkiilg walking seemed
to cause many fewer. It made no sense, but there it was.

Yukiri took her time getting to her question. The floor tiles turnethfgreen-and-blue to
yellow-and-brown as they walked along one of the main corridorsstheatled gently

through the Tower, down five floors without seeing anyone else, beforsgpeke. “Has

the Red heard from anyone who went with Toveine?”

Pevara almost tripped over her own slippers. She should have expedieough.
Toveine would not have been the only one to write from Cairhien. “Froneiiie
herself,” she said, and told almost everything that had been in Tevkgtier. Under the
circumstances, there was nothing else she could do. She did hold badcuibkations
against Elaida, and also how long ago the letter had arrived. Thevametill Ajah
business, she hoped, while the other might require awkward explanations.

“We heard from Akoure Vayet.” Yukiri walked a few paces inrske, then muttered,
“Blood and bloody ashes!”

Pevara’s eyebrows rose in shock. Yukiri was often earthy, but nelgar before this.
She noted that the other woman had not said when Akoure’s letter arrived, eithéreHad t
Gray received other letters from Cairhien, from sisters whoshamtn to the Dragon
Reborn? She could not ask. They trusted one another with their lives inunt, and
still, Ajah business was Ajah business. “What do you intend doing with the information?”

“We will keep silent for the good of the Tower. Only the Siteard the head of our Ajah
know. Evanellein is for pulling Elaida down because of this, but that ba allowed
now. With the Tower to mend and the Seanchan and Asha’man to be illeaieshaps
never.” She did not sound happy over that.



Pevara stifled her irritation. She could not like Elaida, yet youndit have to like the
Amyrlin Seat. Any number of very unlikeable women had worn the stmledane well
for the Tower. But could sending fifty-one sisters into captivitychked doing well?
Could Dumai’'s Wells, with four sisters dead and more than twetityeded into another
sort of captivity, to a ta'veren? No matter. Elaida was Red—haad Red—and far too
long had passed since a Red gained the stole and staff. All theactisns and ill-
considered decisions seemed things of the past since the ngbetsexd, and saving the
Tower from the Black Ajah would redeem her failures.

That was not how she put it, of course. “She began the hunt, Yukiri; sbe/eedo

finish it. Light, everything we’'ve uncovered so far has come byahamnd we are at a
full stop. We need the authority of the Amyrlin Seat behind us ireved get any

further.”

“l don’t know,” the other woman said, wavering. “All four of them $lag Black knows
everything that happens in Elaida’s study.” She bit at her hd ahrugged
uncomfortably. “Perhaps if we can meet her alone, away from her study—"

“There you are. I've been looking everywhere.”

Pevara turned calmly at the sudden voice behind them, but Yukiri gateataasd
muttered something pungent almost under her breath. If she kept teilgeupould be as
bad as Doesine. Or Tsutama.

Seaine hurried down to them with the fringe of her shawl swingntyher thick black
eyebrows rising in surprise at Yukiri’s glare. How like a Whiibgjical in everything and
often blind to the world around them. Half the time, Seaine seemed tenthes were in
any danger at all.

“You were looking for us?” Yukiri almost growled, planting herdisn her hips. Despite
her diminutive size, she gave a good impression of fierce loommgpti2ss part of that
was for being startled, but she still believed Seaine should beeglielosely for her own
protection, no matter what Saerin had decided, and here the womaouivasd about
alone.

“For you, for Saerin, for anyone,” Seaine replied calmly. Heliex fears, that the Black
Ajah might know what work Elaida had assigned her, were quite gomebltie eyes
held warmth, yet otherwise she was back to being the prototypiuiéd, a woman of icy
serenity. “I have urgent news,” she said as though it werdiagybut. “The lesser is
this. This morning | saw a letter from Ayako Norsoni that adigseveral days ago. From
Cairhien. She and Toveine and all the others have been captured Bghdtenan
and....” Tilting her head to one side, she studied them in turn. “You aerptised in
the slightest. Of course. You've seen letters, too. Well, therefsngpto be done about it
now, anyway.”

Pevara exchanged looks with Yukiri, then said, “This is the less urgent, Seaine?”



The White Sitter's composure faded into worry, tightening her manthcreasing the
corners of her eyes. Her hands tightened into fists grippinghlagn.s‘For us, it is. I've

just come from answering a summons to Elaida. She wanted to kmowkas getting

on.” Seaine took a deep breath. “With discovering proof that Alviarinreshte@

treasonous correspondence with the Dragon Reborn. Really, sh® weaisusnspect in
the beginning, so indirect, it's no wonder | misunderstood what she wanted.”

“I think that fox is walking on my grave,” Yukiri murmured.

Pevara nodded. The notion of approaching Elaida had vanished like summ@&mheaw
one assurance that Elaida was not herself Black Ajah had bateshe instigated the
hunt for them, but since she had done no such thing.... At least the Bldckefjained
in ignorance of them. At least they had that, still. But for how much longer?

“On mine, too,” she said softly.

Alviarin glided along the corridors of the lower Tower with an outivair of serenity
that she held on to hard. Night seemed to cling to the walls déspitmirrored stand-
lamps, the ghosts of shadows dancing where none should be. Imaginatibn, yaire
they danced on the edges of vision. The hallways were very reagyy, though the
second sitting of supper had just ended. Most sisters preferredetddaal brought up to
their rooms, these days, but the hardier and the more defiant vertuheddining halls
from time to time, and a handful still took many of their méalow. She would not risk
sisters seeing her appear flustered or hurried; she refusetl tteein believe she was
scuttling about furtively. In truth, she disliked anyone looking at hellaOutwardly
calm, she seethed inside.

Abruptly she realized that she was fingering the spot on her fatenbkare Shaidar
Haran had touched her. Where the Great Lord himself had marked hes. &lysteria

bubbled almost to the surface with that thought, but she maintainewathsface by

sheer will and gathered her white silk skirts slightly. Thadusdd keep her hands
occupied. The Great Lord had marked her. Best not to think on thato®ubhavoid it?

The Great Lord.... On the outside she displayed absolute composureittbotwas a

swirling tangle of mortification and hatred and very near toagiibly terror. The external
calm was what mattered, though. And there was a seed of hopenattated, too. An

odd thing to think of as hopeful, yet she would hang on to anything that kegp her

alive.

Stopping in front of a tapestry that showed a woman wearing an elaborate crolimgknee
to some long-ago Amyrlin, she pretended to examine it whaleaghg quickly to left and
right. Aside from her, the corridor remained as barren of lifanagabandoned tomb. Her
hand darted behind the edge of the tapestry, and in an instant shelkag wa again,
clutching a folded message. A miracle that it had reached hquiskly. The paper
seemed to burn her palm, but she could not read it here. At a mepaoesdhe climbed



reluctantly to the White Ajah quarters. Calm and unfazed byhamgyton the outside.
The Great Lord had marked her. Other sisters were going to look at her.

The White was the smallest of the Ajahs, and barely more themtytwof its sisters were
in the Tower at present, yet it seemed that nearly alheimtwere out in the main
hallway. The walk along the plain white floor tiles seemed like running a gauntle

Seaine and Ferane were heading out despite the hour, shawls draped alongshaimdr
Seaine gave her a small smile of commiseration, which madeamgrto kill the Sitter,
always thrusting her sharp nose in where it was unwantechd-bedd no sympathy. She
scowled with more open fury than any sister should have allowedlh&rsshow. All
Alviarin could do was try to ignore the copper-skinned woman without bawwgus.
Short and stout, with her usually mild round face and an ink smudge onderFerane
was no one’s image of a Domani, but the First Reasoner posse$igedeaDomani
temper. She was quite capable of handing down a penance forgty esdipecially to a
sister who had “disgraced” both herself and the White.

The Ajah felt keenly the shame of her having been stripped of tapeKs stole. Most

felt anger at the loss of influence, as well. There wergommany glares, some from
sisters who stood far enough below her that they should leap to obky dase a

command. Others deliberately turned their backs.

She made her way through those frowns and snubs at a steady paceedinyetr she
felt her cheeks beginning to heat. She tried to immerse hergbké soothing nature of
the White quarters. The plain white walls, lined with silver@h&-mirrors, held only a
few simple tapestries, images of snowcapped mountains, shadg fetasds of bamboo
with sunlight slanting through them. Ever since attaining the seae/lhad used those
images to help her find serenity in times of stress. Thet@®urd had marked her. She
clutched her skirts in fists to hold her hands at her sides. Treageeseemed to burn her
hand. A steady, measured pace.

Two of the sisters she passed ignored her simply becausedithagt see her. Astrelle
and Tesan were discussing food spoilage. Arguing, rather, faceshshutatyes heated
and voices on the brink of heat. They were arithmetists, of allgshawif logic could be
reduced to numbers, and they seemed to be disagreeing on how those numbers were used.

“Calculating with Radun’s Standard of Deviation, the rate is elévees what it should
be,” Astrelle said in tight tones. “Furthermore, this must irdi¢the intervention of the
Shadow—"

Tesan cut her off, beaded braids clicking as she shook her head. “TderSkas, but
Radun’s Standard, it is outdated. You must use Covanen’'s First Ruledérdeand
calculate separately for rotting meat or rotten. The coemsivers, as | said, are thirteen
and nine. | have not yet applied it to the flour or the beans and tlis,lbat it seems
intuitively obvious—"



Astrelle swelled up, and since she was a plump woman withnaidable bosom, she
could swell impressively. “Covanen’s First Rule?” she pradticgiluttered, breaking in.
“That hasn’t been properly proven yet. Correct and proven methodwargsgireferable
to slipshod....”

Alviarin very nearly smiled as she moved on. So someone had finalbeddhat the
Great Lord had laid his hand on the Tower. But knowing would not help thenmgecha
matters. Perhaps she had smiled, but if so, she crushed it as someone spoke.

“You'd grimace too, Ramesa, if you were being strapped every morbeigre
breakfast,” Norine said, much too loudly and plainly meaning for Alviaoi hear.
Ramesa, a tall slender woman with silver bells sewn down tleeesleof her white-
embroidered dress, looked startled at being addressed, and likely she was. Nbi@we ha
friends, perhaps none. She went on, cutting her eyes toward Alviarie tehether she
had noticed. “It is irrational to call a penance private andepcenothing is happening
when the Amyrlin Seat has imposed it. But then, her rationality ahaays been
overrated, in my opinion.”

Fortunately, Alviarin had only a short way further to reach her rod@asefully she
closed the outer door and latched the latch. Not that anyone woulddistiyrbut she
had not survived by taking chances except where she had to. The |lamgpbktwand a
small fire burned on the white marble hearth against the cool @y spring evening.
At least the servants still performed their duties. But even the servants knew.

Silent tears of humiliation began to stream down her cheeks. Sttedaa kill Silviana,
yet that would only mean a new Mistress of Novices layingsthep across her every
morning until Elaida relented. Except that Elaida would never refféiihg her would
be more to the point, yet such killings had to be carefully rationedmBmy unexpected
deaths would cause questions, perhaps dangerous questions.

Still, she had done what she could against Elaida. Katerine’s oewss battle was
spreading through the Black Ajah, and beyond it already. Sheveteard sisters who
were not Black talking of Dumai’'s Wells in detail, and if theatlsthad grown in the
telling, so much the better. Soon, the news from the Black Tower vhawie diffused
through the White Tower, too, likely expanding in the same way. YA thdt neither
would be sufficient to see Elaida disgraced and deposed, with thosed crebels
practically on the bridges, yet Dumai’'s Wells and the disastAndor hanging over her
head would keep her from undoing what Alviarin had done. Break the Witer from
within, she had been ordered. Plant discord and chaos in every corherTaiver. Part
of her had felt pain at that command, a part of her still didhgegreater loyalty was to
the Great Lord. Elaida herself had made the first break in tvee but she had
shattered half of it beyond mending.

Abruptly she realized that she was touching her forehead again actiesh&er hand
down. There was no mark there, nothing to feel or see. Every timglaieed into a
mirror, she checked in spite of herself. And yet, sometimes lghglit people were



looking at her forehead, seeing something that escaped her own Téaswas
impossible, irrational, yet the thought crept in no matter how aftenchased it away.
Dashing tears from her face with the hand holding the messagetHeotapestry, she
pulled the other two she had retrieved out of her belt pouch and wentvioitihg table,
standing against the wall.

It was a plain table, and unadorned like all of her furnishings, somehwh she

suspected might be of indifferent workmanship. A trivial magerfong as furniture did
what it was supposed to do, nothing more mattered. Dropping the thresgesess the
table beside a small, beaten copper bowl, she produced a key frpoulcl, unlocked a
brass-banded chest sitting on the floor beside the table, atedl sbrough the small
leatherbound books inside until she found the three she needed, eachgsut¢btd the
ink on the pages would vanish if any hand but hers touched them. Theréaweve

many ciphers in use for her to keep them in memory. Losing thesles would be a
painful trial, replacing them arduous, hence the stout chest ardctheA very good

lock. Good locks were not trivialities.

Quickly she stripped off the thin strips of paper wrapping the agessecovered from
behind the tapestry, held them to a lamp flame and dropped themeribowh to burn.

They were only directions as to where the message was totberlefmeant for each
woman in the chain, the extra strips merely a way of disguisowg many links the
message had to go through to reach its recipient. Too many possawtere an
impossibility. Even the sisters of her own heart believed hemare than they. Only
three on the Supreme Council knew who she was, and she would have #vaided! it

been possible. There could never be too many precautions, especially now.

The message, once she worked it out, bending to write on anothemssegtuch as she
had expected since the previous night when Talene failed to appeancman had left
the Green quarters early yesterday carrying fat saddlelmalya small chest. Not having
a servant carry them; she had performed the task herself. N\seemed to know where
she had gone. The question was, had she panicked on receiving her sumrttens
Supreme Council, or was there something more? Something more,irld&sided.
Talene had looked to Yukiri and Doesine as though seeking...guidanceygesha was
sure she had not imagined it. Could she have? A very small skegeafThere must be
something more. She needed a threat to the Black, or the Greawaold withdraw his
protection.

Angrily, she pulled her hand away from her forehead.

She never considered using the small ter’angreal she had hiddgricavall Mesaana.
For one thing, one very important thing, the woman surely intended thédiillvery
likely despite the Great Lord’s protection. On the instant, if pnatection were lost. She
had seen Mesaana’'s face, knew of her humiliation. No woman woulthidetpass,
especially not one of the Chosen. Every night she dreamed of killegpdha, often
daydreamed of how to manage it successfully, yet that musowéinding her without
the woman knowing herself found. In the meanwhile, she needed more proais It



possible that neither Mesaana nor Shaidar Haran would see Talemeif@stion of
anything. Sisters had panicked and run in the past, if rarely, ssuang Mesaana and
the Great Lord were ignorant of that would be dangerous.

In turn she touched the ciphered message and the clear copyldmfhiame and held
each by a corner until they had burned nearly to her fingers bdffopping them atop
the ashes in the bowl. With a smooth black stone that she kept geravg@ght, she
crushed the ashes and stirred them about. She doubted that anyone amdtitutse
words from ash, but even so....

Still standing, she deciphered the other two messages and learnedukivatand
Doesine both slept in rooms warded against intrusion. That was unsgrpfigardly a
sister in the Tower slept without warding these days—»but it mi@dntpping either
would be difficult. That was always easiest when carried otlterdepths of the night by
sisters of the woman’s own Ajah. It might yet turn out those@gs were happenstance,
or imagination. She needed to consider the possibility.

With a sigh, she gathered more of the small books from the chesetiathyl @ased herself
onto the goose-down cushion on the chair at the writing table. Not garthgh to stop
a wince as her weight settled, though. She barely stifledhimper. At first, she had
thought the humiliation of Silviana’s strap far worse than the pairthkeypain no longer
really faded. Her bottom was a mass of bruises. And tomorrow, isteess of Novices
would add to them. And the day after that, and the day after.... A blsiak df endless
days howling under Silviana’s strap, of fighting to meet the eyassters who knew all
about the visits to Silviana’s study.

Trying to chase those thoughts away, she dipped a good steel-nibbaddpbagan to

write out ciphered orders on thin sheets of paper. Talene must be found and brought back,
of course. For punishment and execution, if she had simply panicked,sdredhifd not,

if she had somehow found a way to betray her oaths.... Alviarin clungttbdpa while

she commanded a close watch put on Yukiri and Doesine. A way had to beddakd

them. And if they were caught up in chance and imagination, korgetould still be
manufactured from whatever they said. She would guide the flows ircitbie.
Something could be made.

She wrote furiously, unaware that her free hand had risen totedrefd, searching for
the mark.

Afternoon sunlight slanted through the tall trees on the ridge abovea#ieShaido
encampment, dappling the air, and songbirds trilled on the branches ovétbadhutds
and bluejays flashed by, slashes of color, and Galina smiled. Haaviyad fallen in the
morning, and the air still held a touch of coolness beneath sparsey dhaftvhg white
clouds. Likely her gray mare, with its arched neck and lively $tag,been the property
of a noblewoman, or at the least a wealthy merchant. No onbuwlsesister could have



afforded such a fine animal. She enjoyed these rides on the horsacshamed Swift,
because one day it would carry her swiftly to freedom; jsisth@ enjoyed this time alone
to dwell on what she would do once she had her freedom. She had glaapdying
those who had failed her, beginning with Elaida. Thinking about those plam4, taeir
eventual fruition, was most enjoyable.

At least, she enjoyed her rides so long as she managed to fagtte privilege was as
much a mark of how thoroughly Therava owned her as were thevthitk silk robe she
wore and her firedrop-studded belt and collar. Her smile faded ingrimace.
Adornments for a pet that was allowed to amuse itself whemegoired to amuse its
owner. And she could not remove those jeweled markers, even out herenSamght
see. She rode here to get away from the Aiel, yet they coulddoei@ered in the forest,
too. Therava might learn of it. Difficult as it was to adroiterself, she feared the hawk-
eyed Wise One to her bones. Therava filled her dreams, andvéreynever pleasant.
Often she woke sweat-soaked and weeping. Waking from those nightveeredvays a
relief, whether or not she managed to get any sleep for the rest of the night.

There was never any order against escape on these rides, asherdeyuld have had to

obey, and that lack produced its own bitterness. Therava knew she wuuty reo

matter how she was mistreated, in the hope that some day seaeQNe might remove

that cursed oath of obedience. She would be able to channel again, whesn sred a
wished. Sevanna sometimes made her channel to perform menial tagkst ¢o
demonstrate that she could command it, but that occurred so seldom that she hungered for
even that chance to embrace saidar. Therava refused to let hmrckoas touch the
Power unless she begged and groveled, but then refused her permission tb a&hanne
thread. And she had groveled, abased herself completely, jbst goanted that scrap.

She realized that she was grinding her teeth, and forced herself to stop.

Perhaps the Oath Rod in the Tower could lift that oath from heredsas/ the nearly
identical rod in Therava’'s possession, yet she could not be surewbhedre not
identical. It was only a difference in marking, yet whathiéttindicated that an oath
sworn on one was particular to that rod? She dared not leave withoavdsenod. The
Wise One often left it lying in the open in her tent, but you méler pick that up, she
had said.

Oh, Galina could touch that wrist-thick white rod, stroke its smooflaseiryet however
hard she strained, she could not make her hand close on it. Not umesmes handed it
to her. At least, she hoped that would not count as picking the thinghgd tb be so.
Just the thought that it might not be filled her with bleakness. €aming in her eyes
when she gazed at the rod brought Therava'’s rare smiles.

Does my little Lina want to be free of her oath? she wouldnsagkingly. Then Lina
must be a very good pet, because the only way | will considendrgeu is for you to
convince me that you will remain my pet even then.



A lifetime of being Therava’s plaything and the target for teemper? A surrogate to be
beaten whenever Therava raged against Sevanna? Bleakness wasngpenough to

describe her feelings on that. Horror was more like it. Shedesive might go mad if that
happened. And equally, she feared there might be no escape into madness.

Mood thoroughly soured, she shaded her eyes to check the height of thbesanaThad
merely said that she would like her back before dark, and a gaoddurs of daylight
remained, but she sighed with regret and immediately turneft Govinslope through
the trees toward the camp. The Wise One enjoyed finding teagsforce obedience
without direct commands. A thousand ways to make her crawl. Faiysthe woman’s
slightest suggestion must be taken as a command. Being a fewesniaté brought
punishments that made Galina cringe at the memories. Cringe ahthbemare to a
faster pace through the trees. Therava accepted no excuses.

Abruptly an Aielman stepped out in front of her from behind a thick &eery tall man
in cadin’sor with his spears thrust through the harness thattselbwcase on his back
and his veil hanging on his chest. Without speaking, he seized her bridle.

For an instant, she gaped at him, then drew herself up indignantly. *Bbellsnapped.
“You must know me by now. Release my horse, or Sevanna and Theratakeiturns
removing your skin!”

These Aiel usually showed little on their faces, yet she thoughgreen eyes widened
slightly. And then she screamed as he seized the front ofoherin a huge fist and
jerked her from the saddle.

“Be silent, gai’'shain,” he said, but as though he cared nothing for whether she obeyed.

At one time she would have had to, but once they realized that she obeyed anyorder fr
anyone, there had been too many who enjoyed sending her on foddistisetinat kept
her occupied when Therava or Sevanna wanted her. Now, she need obey tamy cer
Wise Ones and Sevanna, so she kicked and flailed and screamegeratiefiope of
attracting someone who knew she belonged to Therava. If only sheald@ved to carry

a knife. Even that would have been a help. How could this man not recognize ae
least know what her jeweled belt and collar meant? The encammasnimmense, as
filled with people as many large cities, yet it seemed #w&ryone could point out
Therava’s pet wetlander. The woman would have this fellow skinnedialmaa meant

to enjoy every minute of watching.

All too quickly it became apparent that a knife would have been natuske Despite her
struggles, the brute handled her easily, pulling her cowl down over her head, blinding her,
then stuffing as much of it as he could into her mouth before bindihgrié. Then he
flipped her face down and bound her wrists and ankles tightly. As essilyshe had

been a child! She still thrashed, but it was wasted effort.



“He wanted some gai’shain that aren’t Aiel, Gaul, but a garshasilk and jewels, and
out riding?” a man said, and Therava stiffened. That was no Ameliftaose were the
accents of Murandy! “Sure and that’s none of your ways, is it?”

“Shaido.” The word was spat out like a curse.

“Well, we still need to find a few more if he’s to learn dngt useful. Maybe more than
a few. There are tens of thousands of folks in white down thereslacould be
anywhere among them.”

“I think maybe this one can tell Perrin Aybara what he needs to know, Fager Neald.”

If she had stiffened before, now she froze. Ice seemed to foh@ristomach, and in her
heart. Perrin Aybara had sent these men? If he attacked tito $Styang to rescue his
wife, he would be killed, destroying her leverage with Failee Woman would not care
what was revealed, with her man dead, and the others had no segréézated having
known. In horror, Galina saw her hopes of obtaining the rod melting. Ve had to
stop him. But how?

“And why would be you thinking that, Gaul?”
“She is Aes Sedai. And a friend of Sevanna, it seems.”
“Is she, now?” the Murandian said in a thoughtful tone. “Is she that?”

Strangely, neither man sounded the least uneasy over laying haadsfes Sedai. And
the Aielman apparently had done so fully aware of what she was. iEhenwas a
renegade Shaido, he had to be ignorant of the fact that she couldanoekwithout
permission. Only Sevanna and a handful of the Wise Ones knewTthiatwas all
growing more confusing by the moment.

Suddenly she was lifted into the air and laid on her belly. Adnessown saddle, she
realized, and the next moment she was bouncing on the hard leather, theenoén
using a hand to keep her from falling as the mare began to trot.

“Let us go to where you can make us one of your holes, Fager Neald.”

“Just the other side of the slope, Gaul. Why, I've been here so oftean make a
gateway nearly anywhere at all. Do you Aiel run everywhere?”

A gateway? What was the man blathering about? Dismissingndmsense, she
considered her options, and found none good. Bound like a lamb for market, gagged
she would not be heard ten paces away if she shrieked her lundseopehances of
escape were nonexistent unless some of the Shaido sentriesptadrber captors. But
did she want them to? Unless she reached Aybara, she had no stap toim from
ruining everything. On the other hand, how many days off did his dampie could not



be very near, or the Shaido would have found him by now. She knew scouts had bee
making sweeps as far as ten miles from the camp. However dagsywere required to
reach him, it would take as many to return. Not merely minutes late, but days late

Therava would not kill her for it. Just make her wish she werd. &z could explain. A
tale of being captured by brigands. No, just a pair; it was herdgh to believe two men
had gotten this near the encampment, much less a band of brigand® tdnetidnnel,

she had needed time to escape. She could make the tale convinamghtlpersuade
Therava. If she said.... It was useless. The first time Thdrastgpunished her for being
late, it had been because her cinch broke and she had had to walkablawi heer horse.
The woman had not accepted that excuse, and she would not accept beingekidnapp
either. Galina wanted to weep. In fact, she realized that sheveping, hopeless tears
she was helpless to stop.

The horse halted, and before she could think, she convulsed wildly, wyiimptherself

off the saddle, screaming as loudly as her gag permitted. They lbedttying to avoid
sentries. Surely Therava would understand if the sentries retwitlecher and her
captors, even if she was late. Surely she could find a waynttleh&aile even with her
husband dead.

A hard hand smacked her rudely. “Be silent,” the Aielmad,sand they began to trot
again.

Her tears began again, too, and the silk cowl covering her fasedgmp. Therava was
going to make her howl. But even while she wept, she began koomorvhat she would
say to Aybara. At least she could salvage her chances of obttieimgd. Therava was
going to.... No. No! She needed to concentrate on what she could do. Imades of t
cruel-eyed Wise One holding a switch or a strap or binding ceedsd in her mind, but
every time she forced them down while she went over every quesyimaradmight ask
and what answers she would give him. On what she would say to maKkeavienhis
wife’s safety in her hands.

In none of her calculations had she expected to be lifted downaout igbright no more
than an hour after being captured.

“Unsaddle her horse, Noren, and picket it with the others,” the Murandian said.
“Right away, Master Neald,” came a reply. In a Cairhienin accent.

The bonds around her ankles fell away, a knife blade slid between ists, wevering
those cords, and then whatever held her gag in place was untiexpebloait silk sodden
with her own saliva and jerked the cowl back.

A short man in a dark coat was leading Swift away throughagge of large, patched

brown tents and small, crude huts that seemed made from tree Isranchaling pine
boughs with brown needles. How long for pine to turn brown? Days, surehapgse



weeks. The sixty or seventy men tending cookfires or sittingv@mden stools looked
like farmers in their rough coats, but some were sharpening swamdsspears and
halberds and other polearms stood stacked in a dozen places. Througbstbetgeen
the tents and huts, she could see more men moving about to eithemsiddéyea of them
in helmets and breastplates, mounted and carrying long, streataapes. Soldiers,
riding out on patrol. How many more lay beyond her sight? No matteat was in front
of her eyes was impossible! The Shaido had sentries further freimcamp than this.
She was certain they did!

“If the face wasn’t enough,” Neald murmured, “that cool, calcujatstudy would
convince me. Like she’s examining worms under a rock she’s turned @évaevéedy
fellow in a black coat, he knuckled his waxed mustaches in an amused way, carg&ful not
spoil the points. He wore a sword, but he certainly had no look of soldi@msman
about him. “Well, come along then, Aes Sedai,” he said, claspinggpar arm. “Lord
Perrin will be wanting to ask you some questions.” She jerked &med he calmly took a
firmer grip. “None of that, now.”

The huge Aielman, Gaul, took her other arm, and she could go with thieendragged.
She walked with her head high, pretending they were merely art,dsgioanyone who
saw how they held her arms would know differently. Staring straigbad, she was still
aware of armed farmboys—most were young—staring at her. Npingain
astonishment, just watching, considering. How could they be so highéhaiitiean Aes
Sedai? Some of the Wise Ones who were unaware of the oath ho&tifgd begun
expressing doubt that she was Aes Sedai because she obeyed garehtilickled so
for Therava, but these two knew what she was. And did not care. Shetedsih®se
farmers knew, too, and yet none displayed any surprise at how shigewng treated. It
made the back of her neck prickle.

As they approached a large red-and-white striped tent with the ajwotied back, she
overheard voices from inside.

“...said he was ready to come right now,” a man was saying.

“l can’t afford to feed one more mouth when | don’t know for how lbagpther man
replied. “Blood and ashes! How long does it take to arrange arngeeith these
people?”

Gaul had to duck into the tent, but Galina strode in as though enteriogvhepoms in

the Tower. A prisoner she might be, yet she was Aes Sedaihandimple fact was a
powerful tool. And weapon. Who was he trying to arrange a meeith§ Wot Sevanna,
surely. Let it be anyone but Sevanna.

In stark contrast to the ramshackle camp outside, there was dlgoeded carpet for a
floor here, and two silk hangings embroidered with flowers and lnirds Cairhienin
fashion hung from the roof poles. She focused on a tall, broad-shouldeneth rhis
shirtsleeves with his back to her, leaning on his fists agaisstnder-legged table that



was decorated with lines of gilding and covered with maps and sifgedper. She had
only glimpsed Aybara at a distance in Cairhien, yet she wasthis was the farmboy
from Rand al'Thor’'s home village in spite of the silk shirt andl-pelished boots. Even
the turndowns were polished. If nothing else, everyone in the tenedeenbe looking

to him.

As she walked into the tent, a tall woman in high-necked greewsiiksmall touches of
lace at her throat and wrists, black hair falling in wateeker shoulders, laid a hand on
Aybara’s arm in a familiar manner. Galina recognized her. “®eens cautious, Perrin,”
Berelain said.

“Wary of a trap, in my estimation, Lord Perrin,” put in a grayihgrd-bitten man in an
ornate breastplate worn over a scarlet coat. A Ghealdanin, @abnght. At least he and
Berelain explained the presence of soldiers, if not how they ceuldhere they could
not possibly be.

Galina was very glad she had not encountered the woman in Cairhenwould have
made matters now more than merely awkward. She wished her Wwareldree to wipe
the residue of tears from her face, but the two men held ontarherfiamly. There was
nothing to be done about it. She was Aes Sedai. That was all thiatedaThat was all
she would allow to matter. She opened her mouth to take command of the situation....

Aybara suddenly looked over his shoulder at her, as though he had senseddmein

some way, and his golden eyes froze her tongue. She had dismissetthdd the man
had a wolf's eyes, but he did. A wolf's hard eyes in a stone-famel He made the
Ghealdanin look almost soft. A sad face behind that close-cropped bsaxe)l. Over

his wife, no doubt. She could make use of that.

“An Aes Sedai wearing gai'shain white,” he said flatly, taghito face her. He was a
large man, if not nearly so large as the Aielman, and he loomefyjuanding there,
those golden eyes taking in everything. “And a prisoner, it seemsdi8h¢ want to
come?”

“She thrashed like a trout on the riverbank while Gaul was tyingwemy Lord,” Neald
replied. “Myself, | had nothing to do but stand and watch.”

A strange thing to say, and in such a significant tone. What coutcve..? Abruptly
she became aware of another man in a black coat, a stockyevesafellow with a
silver pin in the shape of a sword fastened to his high collar. Ancesiembered where
she had last seen men in black coats. Leaping out of holes in the air just befgtrereye
turned to utter disaster at Dumai’'s Wells. Neald and his holegateways. These men
could channel.

It took everything she could summon not to try jerking free of theakdian’s clasp, not
to edge away. Just being this close to him made her stomach \&gting. touched by
him.... She wanted to whimper, and that surprised her. Surely shwgdeer than that!



She concentrated on maintaining an appearance of calm while toymgrk moisture
back into her suddenly dry mouth.

“She claims friendship with Sevanna,” Gaul added.

“A friend of Sevanna,” Aybara said, frowning. “But wearing a'dain robe. A silk
robe, and jewels, but still.... You didn’t want to come, but you didn’'t chann#lyto
stopping Gaul and Neald from bringing you. And you're terrifiede’ $thook his head.
How did he know she was afraid? “I'm surprised to see an Aes S&itiathe Shaido
after Dumai's Wells. Or don’t you know about that? Let her go, legbel doubt she’ll
take off running since she let you bring her this far.”

“Dumai’s Wells does not matter,” she said coldly as the memidsé&ell away. The pair
remained on either side of her like guards, though, and she o @irthe steadiness of

her voice. A man who could channel. Two of them, and she was alone. Alone, bled una

to channel a thread. She stood straight, head erect. She was AesuSktizey must see

her every inch an Aes Sedai. How could he know she was afraid@ sloted of fear

tinged her words. Her face might as well been carved of stvredlfshe let show. “The

White Tower has purposes none but Aes Sedai can know or understand. | am about White
Tower business, and you are interfering. An unwise choice for any man.” Thiel@hea
nodded ruefully, as though he had learned that lesson personally; Aybaty ioeked

at her, expressionless.

“Hearing your name was the only reason | didn’'t do something dtadtiese two,” she
continued. If the Murandian or the Aielmen brought up how long that had tdlenas
ready to claim that she had been stunned at first, but they hetd, sshd she spoke
quickly and forcefully. “Your wife Faile is under my protection, well as Queen
Alliandre, and when my business with Sevanna is done, | will tak® to safety with
me and help them reach wherever they wish to go. In the meanwbvieyver, your
presence here endangers my business, White Tower business, waiahot allow. It
also endangers you, and your wife, and Alliandre. There are tehsusflands of Aiel in
that camp. Many tens of thousands. If they descend on you, and theiriticiiutsl you
soon if they haven't already, they will wipe all of you from thee of the earth. They
may harm your wife and Alliandre for it, as well. | may betable to stop Sevanna. She
is a harsh woman, and many of her Wise Ones can channel, foesrhundred of them,
all willing to use the Power to do violence, while | am one Aegag and constrained by
my Oaths. If you wish to protect your wife and the Queen, turn away fronctdrmep and
ride as hard as you can. They may not attack you if you are obvietrggting. That is
the only hope you or your wife have.” There. If only a few ofgbeds she had planted
took root, they should be enough to turn him back.

“If Alliandre is in danger, Lord Perrin,” the Ghealdanin began, butakg stopped him
with a raised hand. That was all it took. The soldier’s jaw eigéd till she thought she
might hear it creak, yet he remained silent.



“You've seen Faile?” the young man said, excitement touching hege véshe’s well?
She hasn’'t been harmed?” The fool seemed not to have a word sheysaid mention
of his wife.

“Well, and under my protection, Lord Perrin.” If this jumped-up country Wwanted to
call himself a lord, she would tolerate it for the moment. “SheAdlahdre, both.” The
soldier glowered at Aybara, but he did not take the opportunity takspéau must
listen to me. The Shaido will kill you—"

“Come here and look at this,” Aybara broke in, turning to the tabledeangling a large
page toward him.

“You must forgive his lack of manners, Aes Sedai,” Berelainnmwed, handing her a
worked silver cup of dark wine. “He is under considerable strain, cas ngight
understand in the circumstances. | haven't introduced myself. lagidh, the First of
Mayene.”

“I know. You may call me Alyse.”

The other woman smiled as though she knew that was a false retraecgpting it. The
First of Mayene was far from unsophisticated. A pity she had &b w#h the boy
instead; sophisticated people who thought they could dance with Aes\Badagasily

led. Country folk could prove stubborn out of ignorance. But the fellow should know
something of Aes Sedai by now. Perhaps ignoring him would givedason to think on
who and what she was.

The wine tasted like flowers on her tongue. “This is very good,”ssiné with genuine
gratitude. She had not tasted decent wine for weeks. Theravd woulpermit her a
pleasure the Wise One denied herself. If the woman learnedhtadtad found several
barrels in Malden, she would not even have mediocre wine. And surely wohihten
as well.

“There are other sisters in the camp, Alyse Sedai. Masurivgokad Seonid Traighan,
and my own advisor, Annoura Larisen. Would you like to speak to themyafieiinish
with Perrin?”

With feigned casualness, Galina drew up her cowl tillfaee was shadowed and took
another swallow of wine for time to think. Annoura’s presence wassiathelable, given
Berelain’s, but what were the other two doing there? They hau dr@eng those who
fled the Tower after Siuan was deposed and Elaida raised. True,ohdhem would
know of her involvement in kidnapping the al'Thor boy for Elaida, but still....

“l think not,” she murmured. “Their business is theirs, and mineimemShe would
have given a great deal to know their business, but not at thefdosing recognized.
Any friend of the Dragon Reborn might have...notions...about a Red. “Help me
convince Aybara, Berelain. Your Winged Guards are no match for wh&hidieo will



send against them. Whatever Ghealdanin you have with you won't matteraraie. An
army will make no difference. The Shaido are too many, and theyheneds of Wise
Ones ready to use the One Power as a weapon. | have seen tihexfodanay die, too,
and even if you are captured, | can’t promise | can make Sevaleaseeou when |
leave.”

Berelain laughed as though thousands of Shaido and hundreds of Wise Onesildho c
channel were of no account. “Oh, have no fear they will find us. Theip lies a good
three-day ride from here, perhaps four. The terrain turns rough mbbfa where we
are.”

Three days, perhaps four. Galina shivered. She should have put it tdgefibre this.

Three or four days of ground covered in less than an hour. Through @nhble air

created with the male half of the Power. She had been near enougdidio to touch
her. She kept her voice steady, though. “Even so, you must help me conuincet o

attack. It would be disastrous, for him, for his wife, for everyone yreebl Beyond that,
what | am doing is important to the Tower. You have always bestroag supporter of
the Tower.” Flattery, for the ruler of a single city and a tades of land, but flattery
oiled the insignificant as well as it did the mighty.

“Perrin is stubborn, Alyse Sedai. | doubt you’ll change his mind. &mét easy to do
once he has it set.” For some reason, the young woman smileceargysierious enough
to credit a sister.

“Berelain, could you have your talk later?” Aybara said impatierghd it was not a
suggestion. He tapped the sheet of paper with a thick finger. “Al@dd you look at
this?” That was not a suggestion, either. Who did the man think he wasingran Aes
Sedai?

Still, moving to the table took her a little way from Nealdoribught her nearer the other
one, who was studying her intently, but he was on the other side t#lilee A feeble
barrier, yet she could ignore him by looking at the sheet ofrpapker Aybara’s finger.
Keeping her eyebrows from rising was difficult. The town of Maldeas outlined there,
complete with the aqueduct that brought water from a lake filesraway, and also a
rough outline of the Shaido camp surrounding the city. The realiseirpras that
markings seemed to indicate the arrival of septs since the Shaido reacked,Mal the
number of those meant his men had been observing the camp for somArnatiesr
map, roughly sketched, seemed to show the city itself in some detalil.

“l see you have learned how large their camp is,” she said. fiai know rescuing her
is hopeless. Even if you have a hundred of those men,” speaking of thenotweesy,

and she could not entirely keep the contempt from her voice, “it émwtigh. Those
Wise Ones will fight back. Hundreds of them. It would be a slaugtiteusands dead,
your wife perhaps among them. | have told you, she and Alliandreurader my

protection. When my business is finished, | will take them tosa¥eiu have heard me
say it, so by the Three Oaths you know it is true. Don’t makentbake of thinking that



your connection to Rand al'Thor will protect you if you interfere ihatvthe White
Tower is doing. Yes, | know who you are. Did you think your wife woultilltme? She
trusts me, and if you want to keep her safe, you must trust me, too.”

The idiot looked at her as though her words had flown over his head withiching his
ears. Those eyes were truly unsettling. “Where does she dipand everyone else
who was captured with her. Show me.”

“I cannot,” she replied levelly. “Gai’shain seldom sleep in theealace two nights
running.” With that lie vanished the last chance that she could |lealednd the others
alive. Oh, she had never intended to increase the risk of hersmapesby aiding them,
but that could always have been explained later by some changeumstances. She
could not hazard the possibility that they might actually escapeanand uncover her
direct lie, however.

“I will get her free,” he growled, almost too softly for her to hear. “Whatevekés.”

Her thoughts raced. There seemed no way to divert him from ipdsbhaps she could
delay him. She had to do at least that. “Will you at least hdlgiafr attack? | may be
able to conclude my affairs in a few more days, perhaps a wAeli€adline should

sharpen Faile’s efforts. Before, it would have been dangerous;ad timtecarried out lost
all force, and the chance had been too great that the woman mighable to get the
rod in time. Now, the chance became necessary. “If | can do that, and bring yoandif
others out, there will be no reason for you to die needlessly. One week.”

Frustration painting his face, Aybara thumped his fist on the telsenough to make it
bounce. “You can have a few days,” he growled, “maybe even a week @y ifret He

bit off whatever he had been about to say. Those strange eyes centemdace. “But |

can’t promise how many days,” he went on. “If | had my druthedshd’ attacking now. |

won't leave Faile a prisoner a day longer than | have to whikait on Aes Sedai
schemes for the Shaido to bear fruit. You say she’s under your protection, but how great a
protection can you really give, wearing that robe? There ans sigdrunkenness in the
camp. Even some of their sentries drink. Are the Wise Ones given to it as well?”

The sudden shift nearly made her blink. “The Wise Ones drink only wsadelou
needn’t think you can find them all in a stupor,” she told him dryly. Antedquithfully.

It always amused her when the truth served her purposes. Nohéhalise Ones’
example was bearing much fruit. Drunkenness was rife amonghiidcdS Every raid
brought back all the wine that could be found. Dozens and dozens of small stills produced
vile brews from grains, and every time the Wise Ones destgttl, two sprang up in

its place. Letting him know that would only encourage him, thoughfOAghe others, |

have been with armies before this and seen more drinking than &hmrey the Shaido.

If a hundred are drunk among tens of thousands, what gain is theyeuf» Really, it

will be better if you promise me a week. Two would be better still.”



His eyes flashed to the map, and his right hand made a fist agathebitvas no anger
in his voice. “Do the Shaido go inside the town walls very often?”

She set the winecup down on the table and drew herself up. Meetingetloat-eyed
gaze required effort, yet she managed without a falter. “I thimlpast time you showed
proper respect. | am an Aes Sedai, not a servant.”

“Do the Shaido go inside the town walls very often?” he repeatekactly the same
even tone. She wanted to grind her teeth.

“No,” she snapped. “They've looted everything worth stealing and sibings that
aren’'t.” She regretted the words as soon as they left her tohigeg.had seemed safe,
until she remembered men who could leap through holes in the air. “htdbisay they
never enter. Most days, a few go in. There might be twenty ¢y Htiany time, more on
occasion, in groups of two or three.” Did he have the wit to see tiwatitvould mean?
Best to make sure he saw. “You could not secure them all. Inevitaishe will escape
to warn the camp.”

Aybara only nodded. “When you see Falile, tell her that on the dagedsefog on the
ridges and hears wolves howl by daylight, she and the others mistLgdy Cairen’s
fortress at the north end of the city and hide there. Tell Hevd her. Tell her I'm
coming for her.” Wolves? Was the man demented? How could he ehstirerolves
would...? Suddenly, with those wolf's eyes on her, she was not sure she wanted to know.

“I will tell her,” she lied. Perhaps he only meant to use the imétack coats to grab his
wife? But why wait at all, in that case? Those yellow dyelssecrets she wished she
knew. Who was he trying to meet? Clearly not Sevanna. She would hakedhhe
Light for that if she had not abandoned that foolishness long sinke.Wss ready to
come to him right away? One man had been mentioned, but that mightrkeay with
an army. Or al'Thor himself? Him, she prayed never to see again.

Her promise seemed to release something in the young man. Hedeglmavly, and a
tension she had not noticed left his face. “The trouble with a blattksnpuzzle,” he
said softly, tapping the outline of Malden, “is always getting key piece into place.
Well, that's done. Or soon will be.”

“Will you stay for supper?” Berelain asked. “The hour is near.”

The light was dimming in the open doorway. A lean serving woman k wlaol, her
white hair in a bun on the back of her head, entered and began lighting the lamps.

“Will you promise me at least a week?” Galina demanded, but Ayblaook his head.
“In that case, every hour is important.” She had never intended gtayimoment longer
than necessary, but she had to force her next words out. “Will you draereof
your...men...take me back to as near the camp as possible?”



“Do it, Neald,” Aybara commanded. “And at least try to be polite.” He said that!

She drew a deep breath and pushed her cowl back. “I want you to,hitere€’ She
touched her cheek. “Hard enough to bruise.”

Finally she had said something that got through to the man. Those yslés widened,
and he tucked his thumbs behind his belt as though securing his hand$.nttwihe
said, sounding as though she were insane.

The Ghealdanin’s mouth hung open, and the serving woman was staring Hteher,
burning taper in her hand hanging dangerously near her skirts.

“I require it,” Galina said firmly. She would need every scrapasfsimilitude she could
find with Therava. “Do it!”

“I don’t believe he will,” Berelain said, gliding forward with hekirts gathered. “He has
very country ways. If you will permit me?”

Galina nodded impatiently. There was nothing for it, though the waikely would not
leave a very convincing.... Her vision went dark, and when she could see stgawas
swaying slightly. She could taste blood. Her hand went to her cheek, and she winced.

“Too hard?” Berelain inquired anxiously.

“No,” Galina mumbled, fighting to keep her face smooth. Had she beertabhannel,
she would have torn the woman’s head off! Of course, if she could haweetd@d, none

of this would be necessary. “Now, the other cheek. And have someone fetch my horse.”
She rode into the forest with the Murandian, to a place where several of therdegylay
toppled and oddly slashed, sure it would be difficult for her to use higrhtile air, but
when the man produced a vertical silver-blue slash that widenediview of steeply
climbing land, she did not think of tainted saidin at all as sheetie®lift through the
opening. Never a thought except of Therava.

She almost howled when she realized she was on the opposite #ideridfe from the
encampment. Frantically she raced the sinking sun. And lost.

She had been right, unfortunately. Therava did not accept excusesaSiparticularly

upset over the bruises. She herself never marred Galina’s\ide. followed easily

equaled her nightmares. And it lasted much longer. At times, sherwas screaming
her loudest, she almost forgot her desperate need to get the ragheBciung to that.
Obtain the rod, kill Faile and her friends, and she would be free.



Egwene regained awareness slowly, and muzzy as she way, liematethe presence of
mind to keep her eyes closed. Pretending still to be unconscious weae aksy. Her
head lay slumped on a woman’s shoulder, and she could not have IHtadi she tried.
An Aes Sedai’s shoulder; she could sense the woman'’s abilityordie felt stuffed with
wool, her thoughts were slow and veering, her limbs all but numbwbl@rriding dress
and cloak were dry, she realized, despite the soaking she had rendivediver. Well,
that was easily managed with the Power. Small chance theghaamheled the water
from her garments for her comfort, though. She was seated, weddsztween two
sisters, one of whom wore a flowery perfume, each using a handpdke more or less
upright. They were in a coach by the way they all swayedtladalatter of a trotting
team’s horseshoes on paving stones. Carefully, she opened her eyes to narrow slits.

The coach’s side curtains were tied back, though the stink afigagarbage made her
think it would have been better to pull them shut. Garbage, rotting! ¢éovd Tar Valon
have come to that? Such neglect of the city was reason enoutgelbyor Elaida to be
removed. The windows let in enough moonlight for her to dimly make out thes
Sedai seated facing her, in the rear of the coach. Even hawbslk@own they could
channel, their fringed shawls would have made it certain. Ir'vValm, wearing a shawl
with fringe could result in unpleasantness for a woman who was noSéaa. Oddly,
the sister on the left appeared to be huddling against the side cbach, away from the
other two, and if they were not exactly huddling, at least theg siting very close
together, as though avoiding contact with the third Aes Sedai. Very odd.

Abruptly it came to her that she was not shielded. Muddled she beghitut that made

no sense at all. They could feel her strength, as she could, thedsvhile none was
weak, she thought she could overcome all five if she were quick enobghTrlie
Source was a vast sun just beyond the edge of sight, calling to her. The first quastion w
did she dare try yet? In the state her head was, thought widough knee-deep mud,
whether she could actually embrace saidar was uncertain, asekduar fail, they would
know once she tried. Best to try recovering a little beforehandsé@tend question was,
how long did she dare wait? They would not let her go unshielded forever.
Experimentally, she tried wiggling her toes inside her stouhdéeashoes, and was
delighted when they moved obediently. Life seemed to be returlimndyso her arms

and legs. She thought she might be able to raise her head now, #dilgst&/hatever
they had given her was wearing off. How long?

Events were taken out of her hands by the dark-haired sigieg $it the middle of the
rear seat, who leaned forward and slapped her so hard that she toppléadap of the
woman she had been leaning against. Her hand went to her staigial on its own
volition. So much for pretending unconsciousness.

“There was no need for that, Katerine,” a raspy voice saideabew as its owner lifted
her upright again. She could hold her head up, just, it turned out. Katenatenduld be
Katerine Alruddin, a Red. It seemed important to identify herotagor some reason,
though she knew nothing of Katerine beyond her name and Ajah. The s$istdnad



fallen onto was yellow-haired, but her moon-shadowed face belongedttanges. “I
think you gave her too much of the forkroot,” the woman went on.

A chill flashed through her. So that was what she had beersfedtacked her brain for
everything Nynaeve had told her about that vile tea, but her thowginés still slow.
Better, though, it seemed. She was sure Nynaeve had said ttts &ftek some time to
go away completely.

“l gave her the exact dose, Felaana,” the sister who had dlappeeplied dryly, “and as
you can see, it is leaving her precisely as it should. | wardbiierto walk by the time we
reach the Tower. | certainly don’t intend to help carry hermggahe finished with a

glare for the sister seated to Egwene’s left, who shook deatt, tbeaded braids clicking
faintly. That was Pritalle Nerbaijan, a Yellow who had donelest to avoid teaching
novices or Accepted and made little secret of her dislike for the task whed forit.

“To have my Harril carry her, it would have been improper, yes?” she sdig.dol fact,

icily. “Myself, I will be glad if she can walk, but if not, so lite In any case, | look
forward to handing her over to others. If you do not want to carry her,a¢gterine, |

do not want to stand guard over her half the night in the cells.”rikatgave a
dismissive toss of her head.

The cells. Of course; she was bound for one of those small, dark oyothe first level
of the Tower's basement. Elaida would charge her with falselyniclg to be the
Amyrlin Seat. The penalty for that was death. Strangely, that brawgfgar. Perhaps it
was the herb working on her. Would Romanda or Lelaine give way, agraeiraise
Amyrlin after she was dead? Or would they continue to strugijle ame another until
the entire rebellion faltered and failed, and the sisteeggied back to Elaida? A sad
thought, that. Bone-deep sad. But if she could feel sorrow, the forkrootnotas
guenching her emotions, so why was she not afraid? She thumbedheS&mpent ring.
At least, she tried to, and discovered it gone. Anger flared, white-hot. Thaykilidner,
but they would not deny she was Aes Sedai.

“Who betrayed me?” she asked, pleased that her tone was even andt caolt ‘hurt to
tell me, since I'm your prisoner.” The sisters stared atalsethough surprised she had a
voice.

Katerine leaned forward casually, raising her hand. The Rs@s tightened when pale-
haired Felaana lunged to catch the slap before it could land on Egwene.

“She will no doubt be executed,” the raspy-voiced woman said firthlyt, she is an
initiate of the Tower, and none of us has the right to beat her.”

“Take your hand off me, Brown,” Katerine snarled, and shockingly, itine of saidar
enveloped her.



In an instant the glow surrounded every woman in the coach excephEgwhhey eyed
one another like strange cats on the brink of hissing, on the brirdsloihg out with
claws. No, not everyone; Katerine and the taller sister ¢esmgainst her flank never
glanced at one another. But they had glares aplenty for the rest. Whathendight was
going on? The mutual hostility was so thick in the air, she could have slicedhtdi&d.

After a moment, Felaana released Katerine’'s wrist and ldaaad yet no one released
the Source. Egwene suddenly suspected that no one was willingthe Iiest. Their
faces were all serene in the pale moonlight, but the Brown’s haeagsknotted in her
shawl, and the sister leaning away from Katerine was smoothing her gkaésaaly.

“About time for this, | think,” Katerine said, weaving a shield. “Weuldn’t want you to
try anything...futile.” Her smile was vicious. EQwene mereghed as the weave settled
on her; she doubted she could have embraced saidar yet in any casgaiastfae
already full of the Power, success would have lasted momentssat Her mild reaction
appeared to disappoint the Red. “This may be your last night in the,&re went on.
“It wouldn’'t surprise me in the slightest if Elaida had youlexti and beheaded
tomorrow.”

“Or even tonight,” her lanky companion added, nodding. “I think Elaida mathdte
eager to see the end of you.” Unlike Katerine, she was m&ading a fact, but she was
surely another Red. And watching the other sisters, as though shetedsp®e of them
might try something. This was very strange!

Egwene held on to her composure, denying them the response they Waetegsponse
Katerine wanted, at least. She was determined to maintain feitydright to the
headsman’s block. Whether or not she had managed to do well as Anhglimpald die
in a manner fitting for the Amyrlin Seat.

The woman huddling away from the two Reds spoke, and her voice, full &l Ara
allowed Egwene to put a name to the hard, narrow face, dimly lsgenoonlight.
Berisha Terakuni, a Gray with a reputation for the strictest, @fteh harshest,
interpretation of the law. Always to the letter, of course, but newdr any sense of
mercy. “Not tonight or tomorrow, Barasine, not unless Elaida ikngito summon the
Sitters in the middle of the night, and they’re willing to answdéiis requires a High
Court, no thing of minutes or even hours, and the Hall seems lesste@iease Elaida
than she might wish, small wonder. The girl will be tried, but tladl Will sit in the
matter when they choose, | think.”

“The Hall will come when Elaida calls or she’ll hand thempahances that will make
them wish they had,” Katerine sneered. “The way Jala and Mgaytoped off when we
saw who we’d caught, she knows by now, and I'll wager that for this Elaeda will
drag Sitters from their beds with her own hands if she must.'vbiee grew smug, and
cutting at the same time. “Perhaps she will name you t&€har of Pardon. Would you
enjoy that?”



Berisha drew herself up indignantly, shifting her shawl on hes.ahmsome instances,
the Chair of Pardon faced the same penalty as the one she defartiegpsRhis charge
required it; despite Siuan’s best efforts to complete her education, Egwlemat #now.

“What | want to hear,” the Gray said after a moment, ostenislif ignoring the women
on the seat with her, “is what did you do to the harbor chain? How can it be undone?”

“It can’t be undone,” Egwene replied. “You must know that it's cuendillar, now. Even the
Power won'’t break it, only strengthen it. | suppose you coulditséllyou tear down
enough of the harbor wall to remove it. If anyone can afford a piece of cuetithlidoig.

Or would want such a thing.”

This time, no one tried to stop Katerine from slapping her, andhaedy too. “Hold your
tongue!” the Red snapped.

That seemed good advice unless she wanted to be slapped silly. Shtastaublood in
her mouth already. So Egwene held her tongue, and silence descentted roling
coach, the others all glowing with saidar and watching each stismiciously. It was
incredible! Why had Elaida ever chosen women who clearly @eteste another for
tonight’'s task? As a demonstration of her power, just becauseosld® dNo matter. If
Elaida allowed her to live through the night, at least she coulsida@in know what had
happened to her—and likely to Leane, as well. She could let Siuantkegwad been
betrayed. And pray that Siuan could track down the betrayer. Paaythi rebellion
would not collapse. She offered a small prayer for that on the spgasiimuch more
important than the other.

By the time the coachman reined in the team, she had recovesagheto follow
Katerine and Pritalle from the coach unaided, though her hidla@lst trifle thick. She
could stand, but she doubted she had the strength to run far, notitigatvoyld achieve
anything beyond being halted after a few steps. So she stooly ¢aeide the dark-
lacquered coach and waited as patiently as the four-horsartéheir harness. After all,
she was harnessed, too, in a manner of speaking. The White Tower loeangdem, a
thick pale shaft rearing into the night. Few of its windows vedight, but some of those
were near the very top, perhaps in the rooms Elaida occupied. It wastrange. She
was a prisoner and unlikely to live much longer, yet she felt shedrad home. The
Tower seemed to renew her vigor.

Two Tower-liveried backriders, the Flame of Tar Valon on theistshdiad dismounted
from the rear of the coach to unfold the steps, and they stood gfferwhite-gloved
hand to each woman who dismounted, but only Berisha availed herself, grizkcalise
it let her reach the paving stones quickly while eyeing the osisters, Egwene
suspected. Barasine gave the fellows such looks that one gulped andititheaother’s
face grew pale. Felaana, busy trying to watch the otherglyne@aved the men away
irritably. All five still held saidar, even here.



They were at the main rear entrance, stone-railed marbis gescending from the
second level beneath four massive bronze lanterns that cast gpaeabef flickering
light, and to her surprise, a single novice stood alone at the fdbe atairs, clutching
her white cloak against a slight chill in the air. She had rti@e half-expected Elaida to
meet them in person, to gloat over her capture with a retinsgamiphants. That the
novice was Nicola Treehill was a second surprise. The lase ghe would have thought
to find the runaway was inside the White Tower itself.

By the way Nicola’s eyes widened when Egwene emerged fromadheh, the novice
was more startled than herself, but she dropped a neat if hasiyyciartthe sisters. “The
Amyrlin says she...she is to be handed over to the Mistress of NpWegerine Sedai.
She says that Silviana Sedai has her instructions.”

“So, it seems you’'ll be birched tonight, at least,” Katerine nuea with a smile.
Egwene wondered whether the woman hated her personally, or foshéetpresented,
or simply hated everyone. Birched. She had never seen it done, butdsiheadnd a
description. It sounded extremely painful. She met Katerine’s lgaely, and after a
moment the smile faded. The woman looked about to strike her agairAidlhead a
way of dealing with pain. They embraced it, gave themselves ovewtthout fighting
or even trying to hold back screams. Perhaps that would help. TleeQNess said that
way the pain could be cast off without keeping its hold on you.

“If Elaida means to drag this out unnecessarily, I'll have no npamt in it tonight,”
Felaana announced, frowning at everyone in sight including Nicol#éhé€lfirl is to be
stilled and executed, that should be sufficient.” Gathering herisskimt¢ yellow-haired
sister darted past Nicola up the stairs. Actually running! Tlosv gof saidar still
surrounded her as she vanished inside.

“I agree,” Pritalle said coolly. “Harril, I think I'll walkwith you while you stable
Bloodlance.” A dark, stocky man, who had come out of the darkness leathtighay,

bowed to her. Stone-faced, he wore a Warder's chameleon cloak tthatmogt of him
seem not to be there when he stood still and rippled with colors whaoves. Silently
he followed Pritalle off into the night, but watching over his shouldearding Pritalle’s
back. The light remained around her, too. There was something heiegthkene was
missing.

Suddenly, Nicola spread her skirts in another curtsy, deeperirttas and words burst
out of her in a rush. “I'm sorry | ran away, Mother. | thought thégtdne go faster here.
Areina and | thought—"

“Don’t call her that!” Katerine barked, and a switch of Air cauthe novice across the
bottom hard enough to make her squeal and jump. “If you're attendingniydii Seat
tonight, child, get back to her and tell her | said her orders will be carried out. Now, run!

With one last, frantic glance at Egwene, Nicola gathered lbek @and her skirts and
went scrambling up the stairs so fast that twice she stdnabl@ nearly fell. Poor Nicola.



Her hopes had surely been disappointed, and if the Tower discoveredeher &ge
must have lied about that to betaken in; lying was one of heraddaal habits. EQwene
dismissed the girl from her mind. Nicola was no longer her concern.

“There was no need to frighten the child out of her wits,” Berishd, surprisingly.
“Novices need to be guided, not bludgeoned.” A far cry from her views on the law.

Katerine and Barasine rounded on the Gray together, staring aitéetly. Only two
cats, now, but rather than another cat, they saw a mouse.

“Do you mean to come with us to Silviana alone?” Katerine askid avdecidedly
unpleasant smile twisting her lips.

“Aren’t you afraid, Gray?” Barasine said, a touch of mockeryén voice. For some
reason, she swung one arm a little so the long fringe of het shaayed. “Just the one
of you, and two of us?”

The two backriders stood like statues, like men who desired lydartile anywhere else
and hoped to remain unnoticed if sufficiently still.

Berisha was no taller than Egwene, but she drew herself up andecduber shawl
around her “Threats are specifically prohibited by Tower—"

“Did Barasine threaten you?” Katerine cut in softly. Softlyt, wéh sharp steel wrapped
in it. “She just asked whether you are afraid. Should you be?”

Berisha licked her lips uneasily. Her face was bloodless, aneéyes grew wider and
wider, as though she saw things she had no wish to see. “I...I thilkidke a walk in
the grounds,” she said at last, in a strangled voice, and sidledvathayt ever taking
her eyes from the two Reds. Katerine gave a small, satisfied laugh.

This was absolute madness! Even sisters who hated one anotherdeniués tdid not

behave in this fashion. No woman who gave in to fear as easilgresh® had could ever
have become Aes Sedai in the first place. Something was wrothg imower. Very

wrong.

“Bring her,” Katerine said, starting up the stairs.

At last releasing saidar, Barasine gripped Egwene’s igitiyt and followed. There was
no choice save to gather her divided skirts and go along without a stri¥gglher spirits
were oddly buoyant.

Entering the Tower truly did feel like returning home. The whigdiswvith their friezes

and tapestries, the brightly colored floor tiles, seemed atidaas her mother’s kitchen.
More so, in a way; it had been far longer since she saw her msdtitehen than these
hallways. She took in the strength of home with every breath. Bt tees strangeness,



too. The stand-lamps were all alight, and the hour could not be alatbayet she saw
no one. There were always a few sisters gliding along thedlowrieven in the dead of
night. She remembered that vividly, catching sight of some sistee winining on an
errand in the small hours and despairing that she would ever be stujyrac queenly.
Aes Sedai kept their own hours, and some Browns hardly liked beiageaturing
daylight at all. Night held fewer distractions from their sésdifewer interruptions to
their reading. But there was no one. Neither Katerine nor Barasde any comment as
they walked along hallways lifeless except for the threthem. Apparently this silent
emptiness was a matter of course, now.

As they reached pale stone stairs set in an alcove, another fastlly appeared,
climbing from below. A plump woman in a red-slashed riding dress, avitiouth that
looked ready to smile, she wore her shawl, edged with long rettistle, draped along
her arms. Katerine and the others might well have worn theinaitk them out clearly at
the docks—no one in Tar Valon would bother a woman wearing a frisigadg!, and
most kept clear, if they could, particularly men—but why here?

The newcomer’s thick black eyebrows raised over bright blue eydkeasight of
Egwene, and she planted her fists on ample hips, letting het slde to her elbows.
Egwene did not think she had ever seen the woman before, but apparentieverse
was not true. “Why, that's the al'Vere girl. They sent her éatBharbor? Elaida will
give you a pretty for this night's work; yes, she will. But lookhat. Look at how she
stands so. You’d think the pair of you were an honor guard for escohavel thought
she’d be weeping and wailing for mercy.”

“I believe the herb is still dulling her senses,” Katerine sretd with a sidelong scowl
for Egwene. “She doesn’'t seem to realize her situation.” Beaasiill holding Egwene’s
arm, gave her a vigorous shake, but after a small stagger shgedatoacatch her
balance and kept her face smooth, ignoring the taller woman’s glares.

“In shock,” the plump Red said, nodding. She did not sound exactly sympathstic
after Katerine, she was near enough. “I've seen that before.”

“How did matters go at Northharbor, Melare?” Barasine asked.

“Not so well as with you, it seems. With everyone else squedtinthemselves like
shoats caught under a fence over there being two of us, | veas &h’d scare off who
we were trying to catch. It's a good thing there were twosofvho would talk to one
another. As it was, all we caught was a wilder, and not befortusted half the harbor
chain to cuendillar. We ended up near killing the coach-horses lopigal back like,
well, like we’d caught your prize. Zanica insisted. Even put herd@faup in place of the
coachman.”

“A wilder,” Katerine said contemptuously.



“Only half?” Relief stood out clearly in Barasine’s voice.h€h Northharbor isn’t
blocked.”

Melare’s eyebrows climbed again as the implications sankNe'll' see how clear it is
in the morning,” she said slowly, “when they let down the half that's siill. iThe rest of
it stands out stiff like, well, like a bar of cuendillar. Mysdlfdoubt any but smaller
vessels will be able to cross.” She shook her head with a puzzlesssion. “There was
something strange, though. More than strange. We couldn’t find thervaldgrst. We
couldn’t feel her channeling. There was no glow around her, and we coségnter
weaves. The chain just started turning white. If Arebis’sd&iahadn’t spotted the boat,
she might have finished and gotten away.”

“Clever Leane,” Egwene murmured. For an instant, she squeezegdsestaut. Leane
had prepared everything in advance, before coming in sight of the harbor, a#dreved
her ability masked. If she herself had been as clever, she lkaljd have escaped
cleanly. But then, hindsight always saw furthest.

“That’s the name she gave,” Melare said, frowning. The woman’s @ysbiike dark
caterpillars, were very expressive. “Leane Sharif. Of theelGigjah. Two very stupid
lies. Desala is striping her from top to bottom down there, butvsin& budge. | had to
come up for a breath. | never liked flogging, even for one like atyou know this
trick of hers, child? How to hide your weaves?”

Oh, Light! They thought Leane was a wilder pretending to be AdaiSt&he’s telling
the truth. Stilling cost her the ageless look and made her app@ager. She was Healed
by Nynaeve al'Meara, and since she was no longer of the Blughslse a new Ajah.
Ask her questions only Leane Sharif could know the answers—" Speech entied &s
a ball of Air filled her mouth, forcing her jaws wide till they creaked.

“We don’t have to listen to this nonsense,” Katerine growled.

Melare stared into Egwene’s eyes, though. “It sounds senselégsstire,” she said after
a moment, “but | suppose it wouldn’t hurt to ask a few questions be8dest is your
name?’ At worse, it'll cut the tedium of the woman’s answ8isll we take her down to
the cells, Katerine? | don’'t dare leave Desala alone withother one for long. She
despises wilders, and she purely hates women who claim to be Aes Sedai.”

“She’s not going to the cells, yet,” Katerine replied. “Elaida wantsdkemntto Silviana.”

“Well, as long as | learn that trick from this child or the other one.” Hitchimghaw! up
onto her shoulders, Melare took a deep breath and headed back downgha staman
with labor ahead of her she was not looking forward to. She gave Edvegeefor
Leane, though. Leane was “the other one,” now, no longer “the wilder.”

Katerine set off down the corridor walking quickly, and in silereé, Barasine pushed
Egwene ahead of her after the other Red, muttering half urdeloreath about how



ridiculous it was to think that a sister could learn anythimmgnfra wilder, or from a
jumped-up Accepted who told outlandish lies. Maintaining some shreds ofydvggs

difficult, to say the least, while being shoved down a hallway png-legged woman
with your mouth gaping open as wide as it would go and drool leaking gownchin,

but she managed as best she could. In truth, she hardly thought abolari. e given
her too much to think on. Melare added to the sisters in the coachuldt ltardly mean
what it seemed to, but if it did....

Soon the blue-and-white floor tiles became red-and-green, and thegaeipgd an
unmarked wooden door between two tapestries of flowered treest@rtebeaked birds
so colorful they seemed unlikely to be real. Unmarked, but brightpeiich and known
to every initiate of the Tower. Katerine rapped on the door with wigiit almost have
been a display of diffidence, and when a strong voice inside calemé,” she drew a
deep breath before pushing the door open. Did she have bad memoriesing éeter as
novice or Accepted, or was it the woman who awaited them who made her hesitant?

The study of the Mistress of Novices was exactly as Egweoaled, a small, dark-
paneled room with plain, sturdy furnishings. A narrow table by the dgowea lightly
carved in a peculiar pattern, and bits of gilt clung to the carved frame ofttoe am one
wall, but nothing else was decorated in any way. The stand-lamaptha pair of lamps
on the writing table were unadorned brass, though of six diff@agtérns. The woman
who held the office usually changed when a new Amyrlin wagdaiget EQwene was
ready to wager that a woman who had come to this room as arexcundred years
ago would recognize nearly every stick and perhaps everything.

The current Mistress of Novices—in the Tower, at least—was orfeleérwhen they
entered, a stocky woman nearly as tall as Barasine, witihkabda on the back of her
head and a square, determined chin. There was an air of brooking no nomserise a
Silviana Brehon. She was a Red, and her charcoal-colored skirtsscagket red slashes,
but her shawl lay draped across the back of the chair behind itirggwable. Her large
eyes were unsettling, however. They seemed to take in everghg Egwene in a
glance, as though the woman not only knew every thought in her headsduthat she
would think tomorrow.

“Leave her with me and wait outside,” Silviana said in a low, firm voice.
“Leave her?” Katerine said incredulously.
“Which words did you not understand, Katerine? Need | repeat myself?”

Apparently she did not. Katerine flushed, but she said no more. The gloaidaf s
surrounded Silviana, and she took over the shield smoothly, without givingpamng

when Egwene might have embraced the Power herself. She waig teat she could,
now. Except that Silviana was far from weak; there was no hopealie break the
woman'’s shield. The gag of Air disappeared at the same time, arwbstemted herself
with digging a handkerchief from her belt pouch and calmly wipingchier. The pouch



had been searched—she always kept the handkerchief on top, not benedthingvery
else—but learning whether anything besides her ring had been takioh vave to wait.
There had not been anything of much use to a prisoner in any caeeb) a packet of
needles, some small scissors, odds and ends. The Amyrlin’s stoles@vhaf dignity
she could maintain while being birched was beyond her, but tisatheduture; this was
now.

Silviana studied her, arms folded beneath her breasts, until the deed dlehind the
other two Reds. “You aren’t hysterical, at least,” she said.tfiEhat makes matters
easier, but why aren’t you hysterical?”

“Would it do any good?” Egwene replied, returning the handkerchief tpdech. “I
can't see how.”

Silviana strode to the writing table and stood reading from a sifepaper there,
occasionally glancing up. Her expression was a perfect magie®fSedai serenity,
unreadable. Egwene waited patiently, hands folded at her waist. Evide dpsvn she
could recognize Elaida’s distinctive hand on that page, if not vdzat it said. The
woman need not think she would grow nervous at waiting. Patience wad threefew

weapons left to her, at present.

“It seems the Amyrlin has been mulling over what to do about youdiorestime,”
Silviana said finally. If she had expected Egwene to begin ghifier feet or wringing
her hands, she gave no sign of disappointment. “She has a very compietadia She
doesn’t want the Tower to lose you. Nor do I. Elaida has decided thaayelween used
as a dupe by others and should not be held accountable. So you willatatrged with
claiming to be Amyrlin. She has stricken your name from thleofathe Accepted and
entered it in the novice book again. | agree with that decision, frahkiygh it's never
been done before. Whatever your ability with the Power, you missedtadwerything
else you should have learned as a novice. You needn't fear that yaelltdaake the
test again, though. | wouldn’t force anyone to go through that twice.”

“I am Aes Sedai by virtue of having been raised to the Amy@eat,” Egwene replied
calmly. There was no incongruity in fighting for a title wheairling it might still lead
to her death. Acquiescence would be as sharp a blow to the relzsllioer execution.
Maybe sharper. A novice again? That was laughable! “| daertloe relevant passages in
the law, if you wish.”

Silviana arched an eyebrow and sat down to open a large leather bookdThe
punishments book. Dipping her pen in the simple glass ink jar, she mackaten.
“You've just earned your first visit to me. I'll give you the nigbtthink about it rather
than putting you over my knee now. Let's hope contemplation increasasalti®ious
effect.”

“Do you think you can make me deny who | am with a spanking?” Egwasehard put
to keep incredulity from her voice. She was not sure she succeeded.



“There are spankings and spankings,” the other woman replied. Wiping thearoala&
scrap, she replaced the pen in its glass holder and considered EgWen&e
accustomed to Sheriam Bayanar as Mistress of Novices/faisal shook her head
disparagingly. “I've browsed her punishments book. She let theggtlaway with too
much, and was far too lenient with her favorites. As a result, slsefarced to deal out
correction much more often that she should have had to. | record a thitte of
punishments in a month that Sheriam did, because | make sure thaineve punish
leaves here wishing above all things never to be sent to me again.”

“Whatever you do, you'll never make me deny who | am,” Egwene sandlyf “How
can you possibly think you can make this work? Am | to be esctoteldsses, shielded
all the while?”

Silviana leaned back against her shawl, resting her hands on thefatigetable. “You
mean to resist as long as you can, do you?”

“I will do what | must.”

“And | will do what | must. During the day, you will not be shieldedatt But every
hour you will be given a mild tincture of forkroot.” Silviana’s mouthsi&d on the word.
She picked up the sheet that contained Elaida’s notes as if tahreadet it drop back
onto the tabletop, rubbing her fingertips as though something noxioustolihgm. I
cannot like the stuff. It seems aimed directly at Aes SedaneSne who cannot channel
can drink five times the amount that makes a sister pass out iatg dpaw dizzy from
it. A disgusting brew. Yet useful, it seems. Perhaps it can i ars¢hose Asha’man.
The tincture won’'t make you dizzy, but you won’t be able to channel éntmugause
any problems. Only trickles. Refuse to drink, and it will be poured dgoum throat
anyway. You'll be closely watched as well, so you don't trylifp awvay afoot. At night,
you will be shielded, since giving you enough forkroot to make you sleepgh the
night would leave you doubled up with stomach cramps the next day.

“You are a novice, Egwene, and you will be a novice. Many sistdrsonsider you a
runaway, no matter what orders Siuan Sanche gave, and others dowfdtleébsk
Elaida wrong not to have you beheaded. They’'ll watch for evergatdn, every fault.
You may sneer at a spanking now, before you've received it, but whée ya@ing sent
to me for five, six, seven every day? We'll see how long it talkesto change your
mind.”

Egwene surprised herself by giving a small laugh, anda®idvs eyebrows shot up. Her
hand twitched as though to reach for her pen.

“Did | say something funny, child?”

“Not at all,” Egwene replied truthfully. It had occurred to her 8ta could deal with the
pain by embracing it in the Aiel manner. She hoped it worked hiev¢ tvent all hope for



dignity. While she was being punished, at least. For the restpsk®anly do what she
could.

Silviana glanced at her pen, but finally stood without touching it. “Theen done with
you. For tonight. | will see you before breakfast, however. Come with me.”

She started for the door, confident that Egwene would follow, and Egiietna&ttacking
the other woman physically would achieve no more than another enthe ibook.
Forkroot. Well, she would find a way around that somehow. If not.... Sheetetas
think about that.

Katerine and Barasine were startled to say the leasaahbeElaida’s plans for Egwene,
and not best pleased to learn that they would be watching her and shietdiwwvhile she

slept, although Silviana told them she would arrange for other stst@@me after an

hour or two.

“Why both of us?” Katerine wanted to know, which earned her a wrycgldrom
Barasine. If only one were sent, it surely would not be Katerine, who stood higher.

“Firstly, because | said so.” Silviana waited until the otheo tReds nodded in
acceptance. They did so with obvious reluctance, but not enough to makaitkeng.
She had not put on her shawl to come into the hallway, and in some odth fasie
seemed the one out of place. “And secondly, because this childkig trithink. | want
her watched carefully awake or asleep. Which of you has her ring?”

After a moment, Barasine produced the circle of gold from herpoeith, muttering, “I
only thought to keep it as a memento. Of the rebels being broughteto Tiey're
finished, now, for sure.” A memento? It was stealing was what it was!

Egwene reached for the ring, but Silviana’s hand got theredmdtjt was into her pouch
that the ring went. “I'll keep this until you have the right to mieagain, child. Now take
her to the novice quarters and settle her in. A room should have been prepared by now.”

Katerine resumed the shield, and Barasine reached for Egweme&gain, but Egwene
stretched out a hand toward Silviana. “Wait. There’s something | tellgbu.” She had
agonized over this. It would be all too easy to reveal far moregha wanted. But she
had to do it. “I have the Talent of Dreaming. I've learned totlel true dreams, and to
interpret some of them. | dreamt of a glass lamp that burndédamthite flame. Two
ravens flew out of mist, struck the lamp, and flew on. The lamp wobbieginfy off
droplets of flaming oil. Some of those burned up in midair, other landé@rechabout,
and the lamp still wobbled on the edge of falling. It means the Seamdhattack the
White Tower and do great harm.”

Barasine sniffed. Katerine gave a derisive snort.



“A Dreamer,” Silviana said flatly. “Is there anyone who ¢tk up your claim? And if
there is, how can be sure your dream means the Seanchan? Ravensdvcatd the
Shadow, to me.”

“'m a Dreamer, and when a Dreamer knows, she knows. Not the Shaduwaw.
Seanchan. As for who knows what | can do....” Egwene shrugged. “Theooalyou
can reach is Leane Sharif, who's being held in the cells beldves&w no way to bring
the Wise Ones into this, not without revealing entirely too much.

“That woman is a wilder, not B,” Katerine began angrily, but her mentpped shut
when Silviana raised a peremptory hand.

The Mistress of Novices studied Egwene carefully, her fatestunreadable mask of
calmness. “You truly believe you are what you say,” she saitlyfinh do hope your
Dreaming won't cause as many problems as young Nicola’sdHorgt If you truly can
Dream. Well, I will pass along your warning. | can’t see how&eanchan could strike at
us here in Tar Valon, but watchfulness never hurts. And I'll questisnstoman being
held below. Carefully. And if she fails to back up your tale, then ywilrto me in the
morning will be even more memorable for you.” She waved her hakdtatine. “Take
her away before she hands me another nugget and keeps me from agtsleep at all
tonight.”

This time, Katerine muttered as much as Barasine. But theywzoted until they were
beyond earshot of Silviana. That woman was going to be a formidable opemeahe
hoped embracing pain worked as well as the Wise Ones claimed. Otherwise....i€gtherw
did not bear thinking about.

A lean, gray-haired serving woman gave them directions to the roonhazhgust
finished making up, on the third gallery of the novice quarters, anctilon after brief
curtsies to the two Reds. She never so much as glanced at EyWestewas another
novice to her? It tightened Egwene’s jaw. She was going totbaveke people not see
her as just another novice.

“Look at her face,” Barasine said. “I think it’s finally settling in on her.”

“I am who | am,” Egwene replied calmly. Barasine pushed her thitar stairs that rose
through the hollow column of railed galleries, lit by the fat, wgnmoon. A breeze
sighed through, the only sound. It all seemed so peaceful. There Wightnghowing
around any door. The novices would be asleep by now, except for those whaiehad
chores or tasks. It was peaceful for them. Not for Egwene, though.

The tiny, windowless room might almost have been the one she hapiextevhen she
first came to the Tower, with its narrow bed built against the wall and &famdlurning

on the little brick hearth. The lamp on the small table wabluit,it lighted little more
than the tabletop, and the oil must have gone bad, because it gaviaiotf unpleasant
stink. A washstand completed the furnishings, except for a thggedestool, onto which



Katerine promptly lowered herself, adjusting her skirts as throagh throne. Realizing
there was nowhere for her to sit, Barasine crossed her armatibdrex breasts and
frowned at Egwene.

The room was quite crowded with three women in it, but Egwene pretended the other tw
did not exist as she readied herself for bed, hanging her cloak laraderess on three

of the pegs set along one rough-plastered white wall. She did inédraselp with her
buttons. By the time she laid her neatly rolled stockings atop hes,sBaeasine had
settled herself cross-legged on the floor and was immersed ialk Isatherbound book
that she must have carried in her belt pouch. Katerine kept heore¥ggvene as though
she expected her to make a break for the door.

Crawling beneath the light woolen blanket in her shift, EQwene=detiér head on the
small pillow—not a goose-down pillow, that was for surel—and went throbgh t
exercises, relaxing her body one part at a time, that woulldgoub sleep. She had done
that so often that it seemed no sooner had she begun, than she was asleep...

...and floating, formless, in a darkness that lay between the wakirtd vand
Tel'aran’rhiod, the narrow gap between dream and reality, a vastflled with a
myriad of twinkling specks of light that were all the dreamslbtthe sleepers in the
world. They floated around her, in this place with no up or down, asftre eye could
see, flickering out as a dream ended, springing alight as @am.b8he could recognize
some at sight, put a name to the dreamer, but she did not see the one she sought.

It was to Siuan she needed to speak, Siuan who likely knew by nowlishater had
struck, who might be unable to sleep until exhaustion took her underelbd berself
to wait. There was no sense of time here; she would not grow bahredaiting. But she
had to work out what to say. So much had changed since she wakeedtdSearned
so much. Then, she had been sure she would die soon, sure the sistethensaleer
were a solid army behind Elaida. Now.... Elaida thought her safebyisoned. No
matter this talk of making her a novice again; even if Elagddlyr believed it, Egwene
al'Vere did not. She did not consider herself a prisoner, either. Skecaveying the
battle into the heart of the Tower itself. If she had had lips there, she wouldnhitack s

The hardcover edition of Knife of Dreams will be coming in Octdd@d5 from Tor
Books.



