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In eerie silence the dark rider
returned, his shadowy mount
stopping every few steps.
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The rider peered into the forest,
and despite the cold wind, sweat
beaded on Rand's face.

= The horse moved on
§ down the road, a few
silent steps and stop.

Rand did not take his
eyes off the rider
for a second.
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Rand in a silent gallop.

The rider looked only ahead
as he rushed westward,
towards the Mountains of
Mist. Towards the farm.






OEBPS/images/i023.jpg
3 BUT THEY
W/ BROUGHT A SAPLING,
AS A SIGN OF PEACE. FIVE
HUNDRED YEARS IT GREW.
FIVE HUNDRED YEARS OF
PEACE WITH THOSE WHO
MAKE NO PEACE WITH
STRANGERS.






OEBPS/images/i024.jpg





OEBPS/images/i025.jpg
THEIR WOMEN

GAVE BIRTH
THERE, ALONE,
BEFORE SHE
DIED OF HER A
WOUNDS. &

COVERED THE

HE SHOULD

HAVE BEEN DEAD,
TOO. I COULDN'T
LEAVE A CHILD.

NO CHILDREN
OF OUR OWN... T
KNEW YOU'D TAKE

HIM INTO YOUR

HEART, KARI.

\

oy
"nlnn’

'To be continued...





OEBPS/images/i020.jpg
Wavering shadows slowly
resolved themselves into a horse
and rider... followed up the road
by tall, bulky shapes trotting to
Kkeep up with the animal.

The trotting
column
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westward, but
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where he was ~
not moving a

= £ = muscle except
Rand never even considered A to breathe. 4
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me x nlight to reveal them. L - were gone
: 7 before he
moved.

Rand counted twenty
Trollocs following the
Dark Rider as they ran past.

‘What kind of man would
dare turn his back on so
many Trollocs? Or one,
for that matter.
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Leaving Rand to get on

with what was needed.
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In the darkness, Rand was
nearly out on the Quarry
Road before he knew it.

Rand's throat tightened like a fist. |
Traveling through the trees was |
difficult, but golng out onto the
road would be madness.

The idea was to reach the village |
without meeting any Trollocs.
Without even seelng any.

He had to assume the Trollocs
were still hunting them, and
sooner or later, they'd realize  |§
the two set off for the village...

That was the most likely place
t0 go, and the Quarry Road the
most likely route.

Even under cover of
forest, Rand was closer
the road than he liked.
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Moonlight filtering through the bare
branches gave just enough illumination
to fool Rand's eyes into thinking they

saw what was underfoot.

Roots threatened to trip
him at every step. Brambles
snagged at him. Sudden dips
or rises had Rand stumbling
with almost every stride.

Tam's mutterings broke into a
sharp groan whenever one of

the shafts of the litter bumped
00 quickly over root or rock. |
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uncertainty made him
peer into the darkness
until his eyes burned.

Every scrape of
branch against branch
brought him to a halt.

Only when he was
sure it was wind
‘would he go on.

Even with the weariness creeping into his
arms and legs, reminding him that he had been
up since dawn, working for most of the day...
and had had nothing to eat since Mistress
Al'Vere's honeycakes, Rand continued. [
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Small as it was, that lone cut
was still grave enough; the
flesh around it burned to
the fouch.

It was even hotter than the rest
of Tam's body, which was hot
enough to make Rand's jaw clench.

A scalding fever like
that could KL

-.Or leave a man a husk of
what he once had been.

Tam's wound..

it soft groans
interrupted his
mutterings.

| Would the Trollocs be able to |
hear that? Woulld they even
still be searching?





