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For Oliver Sanderson,

Who was born during the middle of the writing of this book, 

and was walking by the time it was done.
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S I X  Y E A R S  A G O

Jasnah Kholin pretended to enjoy the party, giving no indication that 

she intended to have one of the guests killed.

She wandered through the crowded feast hall, listening as wine 

greased tongues and dimmed minds. Her uncle Dalinar was in the full 

swing of it, rising from the high table to shout for the Parshendi to bring 

out their drummers. Jasnah’s brother, Elhokar, hurried to shush their 

uncle— though the Alethi politely ignored Dalinar’s outburst. All save El-

hokar’s wife, Aesudan, who snickered primly behind a handkerchief.

Jasnah turned away from the high table and continued through the 

room. She had an appointment with an assassin, and she was all too glad 

to be leaving the stuff y room, which stank of too many perfumes min-

gling. A quartet of women played fl utes on a raised platform across from 

the lively hearth, but the music had long since grown tedious.

Unlike Dalinar, Jasnah drew stares. Like fl ies to rotten meat those eyes 

 were, constantly following her. Whispers like buzzing wings. If there was 

one thing the Alethi court enjoyed more than wine, it was gossip. Every-

one expected Dalinar to lose himself to wine during a feast— but the king’s 

daughter, admitting to heresy? Th at was unpre ce dented.

Jasnah had spoken of her feelings for precisely that reason.

She passed the Parshendi delegation, which clustered near the high ta-

ble, talking in their rhythmic language. Th ough this celebration honored 

them and the treaty they’d signed with Jasnah’s father, they didn’t look 

festive or even happy. Th ey looked ner vous. Of course, they  weren’t hu-

man, and the way they reacted was sometimes odd.

Jasnah wanted to speak with them, but her appointment would not 
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wait. She’d intentionally scheduled the meeting for the middle of the feast, 

as so many would be distracted and drunken. Jasnah headed toward the 

doors but then stopped in place.

Her shadow was pointing in the wrong direction.

Th e stuff y, shuffl  ing, chattering room seemed to grow distant. High-

prince Sadeas walked right through the shadow, which quite distinctly 

pointed toward the sphere lamp on the wall nearby. Engaged in conversa-

tion with his companion, Sadeas didn’t notice. Jasnah stared at that 

shadow— skin growing clammy, stomach clenched, the way she felt when 

she was about to vomit. Not again. She searched for another light source. A 

reason. Could she fi nd a reason? No.

Th e shadow languidly melted back toward her, oozing to her feet and 

then stretching out the other way. Her tension eased. But had anyone  else 

seen?

Blessedly, as she searched the room, she didn’t fi nd any aghast stares. 

People’s attention had been drawn by the Parshendi drummers, who  were 

clattering through the doorway to set up. Jasnah frowned as she noticed a 

non- Parshendi servant in loose white clothing helping them. A Shin man? 

Th at was unusual.

Jasnah composed herself. What did these episodes of hers mean? Su-

perstitious folktales she’d read said that misbehaving shadows meant you 

 were cursed. She usually dismissed such things as nonsense, but some su-

perstitions  were rooted in fact. Her other experiences proved that. She 

would need to investigate further.

Th e calm, scholarly thoughts felt like a lie compared to the truth of her 

cold, clammy skin and the sweat trickling down the back of her neck. But 

it was important to be rational at all times, not just when calm. She forced 

herself out through the doors, leaving the muggy room for the quiet hall-

way. She’d chosen the back exit, commonly used by servants. It was the 

most direct route, after all.

Here, master- servants dressed in black and white moved on errands 

from their brightlords or ladies. She had expected that, but had not 

 anticipated the sight of her father standing just ahead, in quiet confer-

ence with Brightlord Meridas Amaram. What was the king doing out 

 here?

Gavilar Kholin was shorter than Amaram, yet the latter stooped shal-

lowly in the king’s company. Th at was common around Gavilar, who 

would speak with such quiet intensity that you wanted to lean in and lis-

ten, to catch every word and implication. He was a handsome man, unlike 

his brother, with a beard that outlined his strong jaw rather than covering 

it. He had a personal magnetism and intensity that Jasnah felt no biogra-

pher had yet managed to convey.

034-57308_ch01_3P.indd   18034-57308_ch01_3P.indd   18 1/10/14   9:47 PM1/10/14   9:47 PM



19

Tearim, captain of the King’s Guard, loomed behind them. He wore 

Gavilar’s Shardplate; the king himself had stopped wearing it of late, pre-

ferring to entrust it to Tearim, who was known as one of the world’s great 

duelists. Instead, Gavilar wore robes of a majestic, classical style.

Jasnah glanced back at the feast hall. When had her father slipped out? 

Sloppy, she accused herself. You should have checked to see if he was still there 

before leaving.

Ahead, he rested his hand on Amaram’s shoulder and raised a fi nger, 

speaking harshly but quietly, the words indistinct to Jasnah.

“Father?” she asked.

He glanced at her. “Ah, Jasnah. Retiring so early?”

“It’s hardly early,” Jasnah said, gliding forward. It seemed obvious to her 

that Gavilar and Amaram had ducked out to fi nd privacy for their discus-

sion. “Th is is the tiresome part of the feast, where the conversation grows 

louder but no smarter, and the company drunken.”

“Many people consider that sort of thing enjoyable.”

“Many people, unfortunately, are idiots.”

Her father smiled. “Is it terribly diffi  cult for you?” he asked softly. “Liv-

ing with the rest of us, suff ering our average wits and simple thoughts? Is 

it lonely to be so singular in your brilliance, Jasnah?”

She took it as the rebuke it was, and found herself blushing. Even her 

mother Navani could not do that to her.

“Perhaps if you found pleasant associations,” Gavilar said, “you would 

enjoy the feasts.” His eyes swung toward Amaram, whom he’d long fan-

cied as a potential match for her.

It would never happen. Amaram met her eyes, then murmured words of 

parting to her father and hastened away down the corridor.

“What errand did you give him?” Jasnah asked. “What are you about 

this night, Father?”

“Th e treaty, of course.”

Th e treaty. Why did he care so much about it? Others had counseled 

that he either ignore the Parshendi or conquer them. Gavilar insisted upon 

an accommodation.

“I should return to the celebration,” Gavilar said, motioning to Tearim. 

Th e two moved along the hallway toward the doors Jasnah had left.

“Father?” Jasnah said. “What is it you aren’t telling me?”

He glanced back at her, lingering. Pale green eyes, evidence of his good 

birth. When had he become so discerning? Storms . . .  she felt as if she 

hardly knew this man any longer. Such a striking transformation in such a 

short time.

From the way he inspected her, it almost seemed that he didn’t trust 

her. Did he know about her meeting with Liss?
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He turned away without saying more and pushed back into the party, 

his guard following.

What is going on in this palace? Jasnah thought. She took a deep breath. 

She would have to prod further. Hopefully he hadn’t discovered her meet-

ings with assassins— but if he had, she would work with that knowledge. 

Surely he would see that someone needed to keep watch on the family as 

he grew increasingly consumed by his fascination with the Parshendi.  Jasnah 

turned and continued on her way, passing a master- servant, who bowed.

After walking a short time in the corridors, Jasnah noticed her shadow 

behaving oddly again. She sighed in annoyance as it pulled toward the 

three Stormlight lamps on the walls. Fortunately, she’d passed from the 

populated area, and no servants  were  here to see.

“All right,” she snapped. “Th at’s enough.”

She hadn’t meant to speak aloud. However, as the words slipped out, 

several distant shadows— originating in an intersection up ahead— stirred 

to life. Her breath caught. Th ose shadows lengthened, deepened. Figures 

formed from them, growing, standing, rising.

Stormfather. I’m going insane.

One took the shape of a man of midnight blackness, though he had a 

certain refl ective cast, as if he  were made of oil. No . . .  of some other liq-

uid with a coating of oil fl oating on the outside, giving him a dark, pris-

matic quality.

He strode toward her and unsheathed a sword.

Logic, cold and resolute, guided Jasnah. Shouting would not bring help 

quickly enough, and the inky litheness of this creature bespoke a speed 

certain to exceed her own.

She stood her ground and met the thing’s glare, causing it to hesitate. 

Behind it, a small clutch of other creatures had materialized from the 

darkness. She had sensed those eyes upon her during the previous months.

By now, the entire hallway had darkened, as if it had been submerged 

and was slowly sinking into lightless depths. Heart racing, breath quick-

ening, Jasnah raised her hand to the granite wall beside her, seeking to 

touch something solid. Her fi ngers sank into the stone a fraction, as if the 

wall had become mud.

Oh, storms. She had to do something. What? What could she possibly do?

Th e fi gure before her glanced at the wall. Th e wall lamp nearest Jasnah 

went dark. And then . . .  

Th en the palace disintegrated.

Th e entire building shattered into thousands upon thousands of small 

glass spheres, like beads. Jasnah screamed as she fell backward through a 

dark sky. She was no longer in the palace; she was somewhere  else— another 

land, another time, another . . .  something.
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She was left with the sight of the dark, lustrous fi gure hovering in the 

air above, seeming satisfi ed as he resheathed his sword.

Jasnah crashed into something— an ocean of the glass beads. Countless 

others rained around her, clicking like hailstones into the strange sea. She 

had never seen this place; she could not explain what had happened or 

what it meant. She thrashed as she sank into what seemed an impossibility. 

Beads of glass on all sides. She  couldn’t see anything beyond them, only felt 

herself descending through this churning, suff ocating, clattering mass.

She was going to die. Leaving work unfi nished, leaving her family un-

protected!

She would never know the answers.

No.

Jasnah fl ailed in the darkness, beads rolling across her skin, getting into 

her clothing, working their way into her nose as she tried to swim. It was 

no use. She had no buoyancy in this mess. She raised a hand before her 

mouth and tried to make a pocket of air to use for breathing, and managed 

to gasp in a small breath. But the beads rolled around her hand, forcing be-

tween her fi ngers. She sank, more slowly now, as through a viscous liquid.

Each bead that touched her gave a faint impression of something. A 

door. A table. A shoe.

Th e beads found their way into her mouth. Th ey seemed to move on 

their own. Th ey would choke her, destroy her. No . . .  no, it was just be-

cause they seemed attracted to her. An impression came to her, not as a 

distinct thought but a feeling. Th ey wanted something from her.

She snatched a bead in her hand; it gave her an impression of a cup. She 

gave . . .  something . . .  to it? Th e other beads near her pulled together, 

connecting, sticking like rocks sealed by mortar. In a moment she was fall-

ing not among individual beads, but through large masses of them stuck 

together into the shape of . . .  

A cup.

Each bead was a pattern, a guide for the others.

She released the one she held, and the beads around her broke apart. 

She fl oundered, searching desperately as her air ran out. She needed some-

thing she could use, something that would help, some way to survive! 

Desperate, she swept her arms wide to touch as many beads as she could.

A silver platter.

A coat.

A statue.

A lantern.

And then, something ancient.

Something ponderous and slow of thought, yet somehow strong. Th e 

palace itself. Frantic, Jasnah seized this sphere and forced her power into 
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it. Her mind blurring, she gave this bead everything she had, and then 

commanded it to rise.

Beads shifted.

A great crashing sounded as beads met one another, clicking, cracking, 

rattling. It was almost like the sound of a wave breaking on rocks. Jasnah 

surged up from the depths, something solid moving beneath her, obeying 

her command. Beads battered her head, shoulders, arms, until fi nally she 

exploded from the surface of the sea of glass, hurling a spray of beads into a 

dark sky.

She knelt on a platform of glass made up of small beads locked together. 

She held her hand to the side, uplifted, clutching the sphere that was the 

guide. Others rolled around her, forming into the shape of a hallway with 

lanterns on the walls, an intersection ahead. It didn’t look right, of course— 

the entire thing was made of beads. But it was a fair approximation.

She  wasn’t strong enough to form the entire palace. She created only 

this hallway, without even a roof— but the fl oor supported her, kept her 

from sinking. She opened her mouth with a groan, beads falling out to 

clack against the fl oor. Th en she coughed, drawing in sweet breaths, sweat 

trickling down the sides of her face and collecting on her chin.

Ahead of her, the dark fi gure stepped up onto the platform. He again 

slid his sword from his sheath.

Jasnah held up a second bead, the statue she’d sensed earlier. She gave 

it power, and other beads collected before her, taking the shape of one of 

the statues that lined the front of the feast hall— the statue of Talenelat’Elin, 

Herald of War. A tall, muscular man with a large Shardblade.

It was not alive, but she made it move, lowering its sword of beads. She 

doubted it could fi ght. Round beads could not form a sharp sword. Yet the 

threat made the dark fi gure hesitate.

Gritting her teeth, Jasnah heaved herself to her feet, beads streaming 

from her clothing. She would not kneel before this thing, what ever it was. 

She stepped up beside the bead statue, noting for the fi rst time the strange 

clouds overhead. Th ey seemed to form a narrow ribbon of highway, straight 

and long, pointing toward the horizon.

She met the oil fi gure’s gaze. It regarded her for a moment, then raised 

two fi ngers to its forehead and bowed, as if in respect, a cloak fl ourishing 

out behind. Others had gathered beyond it, and they turned to each other, 

exchanging hushed whispers.

Th e place of beads faded, and Jasnah found herself back in the hallway 

of the palace. Th e real one, with real stone, though it had gone dark— the 

Stormlight dead in the lamps on the walls. Th e only illumination came 

from far down the corridor.

034-57308_ch01_3P.indd   22034-57308_ch01_3P.indd   22 1/10/14   9:47 PM1/10/14   9:47 PM



23

She pressed back against the wall, breathing deeply. I, she thought, need 

to write this experience down.

She would do so, then analyze and consider. Later. Now, she wanted to 

be away from this place. She hurried away, with no concern for her direc-

tion, trying to escape those eyes she still felt watching.

It didn’t work.

Eventually, she composed herself and wiped the sweat from her face 

with a kerchief. Shadesmar, she thought. Th at is what it is called in the nurs-

ery tales. Shadesmar, the mythological kingdom of the spren. Mythology 

she’d never believed. Surely she could fi nd something if she searched the 

histories well enough. Nearly everything that happened had happened be-

fore. Th e grand lesson of history, and . . .  

Storms! Her appointment.

Cursing to herself, she hurried on her way. Th at experience continued to 

distract her, but she needed to make her meeting. So she continued down 

two fl oors, getting farther from the sounds of the thrumming Parshendi 

drums until she could hear only the sharpest cracks of their beats.

Th at music’s complexity had always surprised her, suggesting that the 

Parshendi  were not the uncultured savages many took them for. Th is far 

away, the music sounded disturbingly like the beads from the dark place, 

rattling against one another.

She’d intentionally chosen this out- of- the- way section of the palace for 

her meeting with Liss. Nobody ever visited this set of guest rooms. A man 

that Jasnah didn’t know lounged  here, outside the proper door. Th at re-

lieved her. Th e man would be Liss’s new servant, and his presence meant 

Liss hadn’t left, despite Jasnah’s tardiness. Composing herself, she nodded 

to the guard— a Veden brute with red speckling his beard— and pushed 

into the room.

Liss stood from the table inside the small chamber. She wore a maid’s 

dress— low cut, of course— and could have been Alethi. Or Veden. Or 

Bav. Depending on which part of her accent she chose to emphasize. Long 

dark hair, worn loose, and a plump, attractive fi gure made her distinctive 

in all the right ways.

“You’re late, Brightness,” Liss said.

Jasnah gave no reply. She was the employer  here, and was not required 

to give excuses. Instead, she laid something on the table beside Liss. A 

small envelope, sealed with weevilwax.

Jasnah set two fi ngers on it, considering.

No. Th is was too brash. She didn’t know if her father realized what she 

was doing, but even if he hadn’t, too much was happening in this palace. 

She did not want to commit to an assassination until she was more certain.
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Fortunately, she had prepared a backup plan. She slid a second envelope 

from the safepouch inside her sleeve and set it on the table in place of the 

fi rst. She removed her fi ngers from it, rounding the table and sitting down.

Liss sat back down and made the letter vanish into the bust of her dress. 

“An odd night, Brightness,” the woman said, “to be engaging in treason.”

“I am hiring you to watch only.”

“Pardon, Brightness. But one does not commonly hire an assassin to 

watch. Only.”

“You have instructions in the envelope,” Jasnah said. “Along with initial 

payment. I chose you because you are expert at extended observations. It is 

what I want. For now.”

Liss smiled, but nodded. “Spying on the wife of the heir to the throne? 

It will be more expensive this way. You sure you don’t simply want her 

dead?”

Jasnah drummed her fi ngers on the table, then realized she was doing it 

to the beat of the drums above. Th e music was so unexpectedly complex— 

precisely like the Parshendi themselves.

Too much is happening, she thought. I need to be very careful. Very subtle.

“I accept the cost,” Jasnah replied. “In one week’s time, I will arrange 

for one of my sister- in- law’s maids to be released. You will apply for the 

position, using faked credentials I assume you are capable of producing. 

You will be hired.

“From there, you watch and report. I will tell you if your other ser vices 

are needed. You move only if I say. Understood?”

“You’re the one payin’,” Liss said, a faint Bav dialect showing through.

If it showed, it was only because she wished it. Liss was the most skilled 

assassin Jasnah knew. People called her the Weeper, as she gouged out the 

eyes of the targets she killed. Although she hadn’t coined the cognomen, 

it  served her purpose well, since she had secrets to hide. For one thing, 

nobody knew that the Weeper was a woman.

It was said the Weeper gouged the eyes out to proclaim indiff erence to 

whether her victims  were lighteyed or dark. Th e truth was that the action 

hid a second secret— Liss didn’t want anyone to know that the way she 

killed left corpses with burned- out sockets.

“Our meeting is done, then,” Liss said, standing.

Jasnah nodded absently, mind again on her bizarre interaction with the 

spren earlier. Th at glistening skin, colors dancing across a surface the color 

of tar . . .  

She forced her mind away from that moment. She needed to devote her 

attention to the task at hand. For now, that was Liss.

Liss hesitated at the door before leaving. “Do you know why I like you, 

Brightness?”
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“I suspect that it has something to do with my pockets and their prover-

bial depth.”

Liss smiled. “Th ere’s that, ain’t going to deny it, but you’re also diff erent 

from other lighteyes. When others hire me, they turn up their noses at the 

entire pro cess. Th ey’re all too eager to use my ser vices, but sneer and wring 

their hands, as if they hate being forced to do something utterly distasteful.”

“Assassination is distasteful, Liss. So is cleaning out chamber pots. 

I can respect the one employed for such jobs without admiring the job it-

self.”

Liss grinned, then cracked the door.

“Th at new servant of yours outside,” Jasnah said. “Didn’t you say you 

wanted to show him off  for me?”

“Talak?” Liss said, glancing at the Veden man. “Oh, you mean that 

other one. No, Brightness, I sold that one to a slaver a few weeks ago.” Liss 

grimaced.

“Really? I thought you said he was the best servant you’d ever had.”

“Too good a servant,” Liss said. “Let’s leave it at that. Storming creepy, 

that Shin fellow was.” Liss shivered visibly, then slipped out the door.

“Remember our fi rst agreement,” Jasnah said after her.

“Always there in the back o’ my mind, Brightness.” Liss closed the door.

Jasnah settled in her seat, lacing her fi ngers in front of her. Th eir “fi rst 

agreement” was that if anyone should come to Liss and off er a contract on 

a member of Jasnah’s family, Liss would let Jasnah match the off er in ex-

change for the name of the one who made it.

Liss would do it. Probably. So would the dozen other assassins Jasnah 

dealt with. A repeat customer was always more valuable than a one- off  

contract, and it was in the best interests of a woman like Liss to have a 

friend in the government. Jasnah’s family was safe from the likes of these. 

Unless she herself employed the assassins, of course.

Jasnah let out a deep sigh, then  rose, trying to shrug off  the weight she 

felt bearing her down.

Wait. Did Liss say her old servant was Shin?

It was probably a coincidence. Shin people  weren’t plentiful in the East, 

but you did see them on occasion. Still, Liss mentioning a Shin man and 

Jasnah seeing one among the Parshendi . . .  well, there was no harm in 

checking, even if meant returning to the feast. Something was off  about 

this night, and not just because of her shadow and the spren.

Jasnah left the small chamber in the bowels of the palace and strode out 

into the hallway. She turned her steps upward. Above, the drums cut off  

abruptly, like an instrument’s strings suddenly cut. Was the party ending 

so early? Dalinar hadn’t done something to off end the celebrants, had he? 

Th at man and his wine . . .  
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Well, the Parshendi had ignored his off enses in the past, so they prob-

ably would again. In truth, Jasnah was happy for her father’s sudden focus 

on a treaty. It meant she would have a chance to study Parshendi traditions 

and histories at her leisure.

Could it be, she wondered, that scholars have been searching in the wrong 

ruins all these years?

Words echoed in the hallway, coming from up ahead. “I’m worried 

about Ash.”

“You’re worried about everything.”

Jasnah hesitated in the hallway.

“She’s getting worse,” the voice continued. “We  weren’t supposed to get 

worse. Am I getting worse? I think I feel worse.”

“Shut up.”

“I don’t like this. What  we’ve done was wrong. Th at creature carries my 

lord’s own Blade. We shouldn’t have let him keep it. He—”

Th e two passed through the intersection ahead of Jasnah. Th ey  were 

ambassadors from the West, including the Azish man with the white 

birthmark on his cheek. Or was it a scar? Th e shorter of the two men— he 

could have been Alethi— cut off  when he noticed Jasnah. He let out a 

squeak, then hurried on his way.

Th e Azish man, the one dressed in black and silver, stopped and looked 

her up and down. He frowned.

“Is the feast over already?” Jasnah asked down the hallway. Her brother 

had invited these two to the celebration along with every other ranking 

foreign dignitary in Kholinar.

“Yes,” the man said.

His stare made her uncomfortable. She walked forward anyway. I should 

check further into these two, she thought. She’d investigated their backgrounds, 

of course, and found nothing of note. Had they been talking about a 

Shardblade?

“Come on!” the shorter man said, returning and taking the taller man 

by the arm.

He allowed himself to be pulled away. Jasnah walked to where the cor-

ridors crossed, then watched them go.

Where once drums had sounded, screams suddenly  rose.

Oh no . . .  

Jasnah turned with alarm, then grabbed her skirt and ran as hard as she 

could.

A dozen diff erent potential disasters raced through her mind. What  else 

could happen on this broken night, when shadows stood up and her father 

looked upon her with suspicion? Nerves stretched thin, she reached the 

steps and started climbing.
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It took her far too long. She could hear the screams as she climbed and 

fi nally emerged into chaos. Dead bodies in one direction, a demolished 

wall in the other. How . . .  

Th e destruction led toward her father’s rooms.

Th e entire palace shook, and a crunch echoed from that direction.

No, no, no!

She passed Shardblade cuts on the stone walls as she ran.

Please.

Corpses with burned eyes. Bodies littered the fl oor like discarded bones 

at the dinner table.

Not this.

A broken doorway. Her father’s quarters. Jasnah stopped in the hallway, 

gasping.

Control yourself, control . . .  

She  couldn’t. Not now. Frantic, she ran into the quarters, though a Shard-

bearer would kill her with ease. She  wasn’t thinking straight. She should 

get someone who could help. Dalinar? He’d be drunk. Sadeas, then.

Th e room looked like it had been hit by a highstorm. Furniture in a 

shambles, splinters everywhere. Th e balcony doors  were broken outward. 

Someone lurched toward them, a man in her father’s Shardplate. Tearim, 

the bodyguard?

No. Th e helm was broken. It was not Tearim, but Gavilar. Someone on 

the balcony screamed.

“Father!” Jasnah shouted.

Gavilar hesitated as he stepped out onto the balcony, looking back at 

her.

Th e balcony broke beneath him.

Jasnah screamed, dashing through the room to the broken balcony, fall-

ing to her knees at the edge. Wind tugged locks of hair loose from her bun 

as she watched two men fall.

Her father, and the Shin man in white from the feast.

Th e Shin man glowed with a white light. He fell onto the wall. He hit it, 

rolling, then came to a stop. He stood up, somehow remaining on the 

outer palace wall and not falling. It defi ed reason.

He turned, then stalked toward her father.

Jasnah watched, growing cold, helpless as the assassin stepped down to 

her father and knelt over him.

Tears fell from her chin, and the wind caught them. What was he doing 

down there? She  couldn’t make it out.

When the assassin walked away, he left behind her father’s corpse. Im-

paled on a length of wood. He was dead— indeed, his Shardblade had ap-

peared beside him, as they all did when their Bearers died.
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“I worked so hard . . .” Jasnah whispered, numb. “Everything I did to 

protect this family . . .”

How? Liss. Liss had done this!

No. Jasnah  wasn’t thinking straight. Th at Shin man . . .  she  wouldn’t 

have admitted to owning him in such a case. She’d sold him.

“We are sorry for your loss.”

Jasnah spun, blinking bleary eyes. Th ree Parshendi, including Klade, 

stood in the doorway in their distinctive clothing. Neatly stitched cloth 

wraps for both men and women, sashes at the waist, loose shirts with no 

sleeves. Hanging vests, open at the sides, woven in bright colors. Th ey 

didn’t segregate clothing by gender. She thought they did by caste, how-

ever, and—

Stop it, she thought at herself. Stop thinking like a scholar for one storming 

day!

“We take responsibility for his death,” said the foremost Parshendi. 

Gangnah was female, though with the Parshendi, the gender diff erences 

seemed minimal. Th e clothing hid breasts and hips, neither of which  were 

ever very pronounced. Fortunately, the lack of a beard was a clear indica-

tion. All the Parshendi men she’d ever seen had beards, which they wore 

tied with bits of gemstone, and—

STOP IT.

“What did you say?” Jasnah demanded, forcing herself to her feet. 

“Why would it be your fault, Gangnah?”

“Because we hired the assassin,” the Parshendi woman said in her heav-

ily accented singsong voice. “We killed your father, Jasnah Kholin.”

“You . . .”

Emotion suddenly ran cold, like a river freezing in the heights. Jasnah 

looked from Gangnah to Klade, to Varnali. Elders, all three of them. 

Members of the Parshendi ruling council.

“Why?” Jasnah whispered.

“Because it had to be done,” Gangnah said.

“Why?” Jasnah demanded, stalking forward. “He fought for you! He 

kept the predators at bay! My father wanted peace, you monsters! Why 

would you betray us now, of all times?”

Gangnah drew her lips to a line. Th e song of her voice changed. She 

seemed almost like a mother, explaining something very diffi  cult to a small 

child. “Because your father was about to do something very dangerous.”

“Send for Brightlord Dalinar!” a voice outside in the hall shouted. 

“Storms! Did my orders get to Elhokar? Th e crown prince must be taken to 

safety!” Highprince Sadeas stumbled into the room along with a team of 

soldiers. His bulbous, ruddy face was wet with sweat, and he wore Gavi-

lar’s clothing, the regal robes of offi  ce. “What are the savages doing  here? 
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Storms! Protect Princess Jasnah. Th e one who did this— he was in their 

retinue!”

Th e soldiers moved to surround the Parshendi. Jasnah ignored them, 

turning and stepping back to the broken doorway, hand on the wall, look-

ing down at her father splayed on the rocks below, Blade beside him.

“Th ere will be war,” she whispered. “And I will not stand in its way.”

“Th is is understood,” Gangnah said from behind.

“Th e assassin,” Jasnah said. “He walked on the wall.”

Gangnah said nothing.

In the shattering of her world, Jasnah caught hold of this fragment. She 

had seen something to night. Something that should not have been possi-

ble. Did it relate to the strange spren? Her experience in that place of glass 

beads and a dark sky?

Th ese questions became her lifeline for stability. Sadeas demanded an-

swers from the Parshendi leaders. He received none. When he stepped up 

beside her and saw the wreckage below, he went barreling off , shouting for 

his guards and running down below to reach the fallen king.

Hours later, it was discovered that the assassination— and the surrender 

of three of the Parshendi leaders— had covered the fl ight of the larger por-

tion of their number. Th ey escaped the city quickly, and the cavalry Dalinar 

sent after them  were destroyed. A hundred  horses, each nearly priceless, 

lost along with their riders.

Th e Parshendi leaders said nothing more and gave no clues, even when 

they  were strung up, hanged for their crimes.

Jasnah ignored all that. Instead, she interrogated the surviving guards 

on what they had seen. She followed leads about the now- famous assassin’s 

nature, prying information from Liss. She got almost nothing. Liss had 

owned him only a short time, and claimed she hadn’t known about his 

strange powers. Jasnah  couldn’t fi nd the previous own er.

Next came the books. A dedicated, frenzied eff ort to distract her from 

what she had lost.

Th at night, Jasnah had seen the impossible.

She would learn what it meant.
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To be perfectly frank, what has happened these last two months is 
upon my head. The death, destruction, loss, and pain are my bur-
den. I should have seen it coming. And I should have stopped it.

—From the personal journal of Navani Kholin, Jeseses 1174

Shallan pinched the thin charcoal pencil and drew a series of straight 

lines radiating from a sphere on the horizon. Th at sphere  wasn’t 

quite the sun, nor was it one of the moons. Clouds outlined in char-

coal seemed to stream toward it. And the sea beneath them . . .  A drawing 

could not convey the bizarre nature of that ocean, made not of water but of 

small beads of translucent glass.

Shallan shivered, remembering that place. Jasnah knew much more of it 

than she would speak of to her ward, and Shallan  wasn’t certain how to 

ask. How did one demand answers after a betrayal such as Shallan’s? Only 

a few days had passed since that event, and Shallan still didn’t know ex-

actly how her relationship with Jasnah would proceed.

Th e deck rocked as the ship tacked, enormous sails fl uttering overhead. 

Shallan was forced to grab the railing with her clothed safehand to steady 

herself. Captain Tozbek said that so far, the seas hadn’t been bad for this 

part of Longbrow’s Straits. However, she might have to go below if the waves 

and motion got much worse.

Shallan exhaled and tried to relax as the ship settled. A chill wind 

blew, and windspren zipped past on invisible air currents. Every time the 

sea grew rough, Shallan remembered that day, that alien ocean of glass 

beads . . .  
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She looked down again at what she’d drawn. She had only glimpsed 

that place, and her sketch was not perfect. It—

She frowned. On her paper, a pattern had risen, like an embossing. 

What had she done? Th at pattern was almost as wide as the page, a se-

quence of complex lines with sharp angles and repeated arrowhead shapes. 

Was it an eff ect of drawing that weird place, the place Jasnah said was 

named Shadesmar? Shallan hesitantly moved her freehand to feel the un-

natural ridges on the page.

Th e pattern moved, sliding across the page like an axehound pup under 

a bedsheet.

Shallan yelped and leapt from her seat, dropping her sketchpad to the 

deck. Th e loose pages slumped to the planks, fl uttering and then scatter-

ing in the wind. Nearby sailors— Th aylen men with long white eyebrows 

they combed back over their ears— scrambled to help, snatching sheets 

from the air before they could blow overboard.

“You all right, young miss?” Tozbek asked, looking over from a conver-

sation with one of his mates. Th e short, portly Tozbek wore a wide sash 

and a coat of gold and red matched by the cap on his head. He wore his 

eyebrows up and stiff ened into a fanned shape above his eyes.

“I’m well, Captain,” Shallan said. “I was merely spooked.”

Yalb stepped up to her, proff ering the pages. “Your accouterments, my 

lady.”

Shallan raised an eyebrow. “Accouterments?”

“Sure,” the young sailor said with a grin. “I’m practicing my fancy words. 

Th ey help a fellow obtain reasonable feminine companionship. You know— 

the kind of young lady who  doesn’t smell too bad an’ has at least a few teeth 

left.”

“Lovely,” Shallan said, taking the sheets back. “Well, depending on 

your defi nition of lovely, at least.” She suppressed further quips, suspi-

ciously regarding the stack of pages in her hand. Th e picture she’d drawn 

of Shadesmar was on top, no longer bearing the strange embossed ridges.

“What happened?” Yalb said. “Did a cremling crawl out from under you 

or something?” As usual, he wore an open- fronted vest and a pair of loose 

trousers.

“It was nothing,” Shallan said softly, tucking the pages away into her 

satchel.

Yalb gave her a little salute— she had no idea why he had taken to doing 

that— and went back to tying rigging with the other sailors. She soon 

caught bursts of laughter from the men near him, and when she glanced at 

him, gloryspren danced around his head— they took the shape of little 

spheres of light. He was apparently very proud of the jape he’d just made.

She smiled. It was indeed fortunate that Tozbek had been delayed in 
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Kharbranth. She liked this crew, and was happy that Jasnah had selected 

them for their voyage. Shallan sat back down on the box that Captain 

Tozbek had ordered lashed beside the railing so she could enjoy the sea as 

they sailed. She had to be wary of the spray, which  wasn’t terribly good for 

her sketches, but so long as the seas  weren’t rough, the opportunity to 

watch the waters was worth the trouble.

Th e scout atop the rigging let out a shout. Shallan squinted in the direc-

tion he pointed. Th ey  were within sight of the distant mainland, sailing 

parallel to it. In fact, they’d docked at port last night to shelter from the 

highstorm that had blown past. When sailing, you always wanted to be 

near to port— venturing into open seas when a highstorm could surprise 

you was suicidal.

Th e smear of darkness to the north was the Frostlands, a largely unin-

habited area along the bottom edge of Roshar. Occasionally, she caught a 

glimpse of higher cliff s to the south. Th aylenah, the great island kingdom, 

made another barrier there. Th e straits passed between the two.

Th e lookout had spotted something in the waves just north of the ship, 

a bobbing shape that at fi rst appeared to be a large log. No, it was much 

larger than that, and wider. Shallan stood, squinting, as it drew closer. It 

turned out to be a domed brown- green shell, about the size of three row-

boats lashed together. As they passed by, the shell came up alongside the 

ship and somehow managed to keep pace, sticking up out of the water 

perhaps six or eight feet.

A santhid! Shallan leaned out over the rail, looking down as the sailors 

jabbered excitedly, several joining her in craning out to see the creature. 

Santhidyn  were so reclusive that some of her books claimed they  were ex-

tinct and all modern reports of them untrustworthy.

“You are good luck, young miss!” Yalb said to her with a laugh as he 

passed by with rope. “We ain’t seen a santhid in years.”

“You still aren’t seeing one,” Shallan said. “Only the top of its shell.” To 

her disappointment, waters hid anything  else— save shadows of something 

in the depths that might have been long arms extending downward. Stories 

claimed the beasts would sometimes follow ships for days, waiting out in the 

sea as the vessel went into port, then following them again once the ship left.

“Th e shell is all you ever see of one,” Yalb said. “Passions, this is a good 

sign!”

Shallan clutched her satchel. She took a Memory of the creature down 

there beside the ship by closing her eyes, fi xing the image of it in her head 

so she could draw it with precision.

Draw what, though? she thought. A lump in the water?

An idea started to form in her head. She spoke it aloud before she could 

think better. “Bring me that rope,” she said, turning to Yalb.
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“Brightness?” he asked, stopping in place.

“Tie a loop in one end,” she said, hurriedly setting her satchel on her 

seat. “I need to get a look at the santhid. I’ve never actually put my head 

underwater in the ocean. Will the salt make it diffi  cult to see?”

“Underwater?” Yalb said, voice squeaking.

“You’re not tying the rope.”

“Because I’m not a storming fool! Captain will have my head if . . .”

“Get a friend,” Shallan said, ignoring him and taking the rope to tie one 

end into a small loop. “You’re going to lower me down over the side, and 

I’m going get a glimpse of what’s under the shell. Do you realize that no-

body has ever produced a drawing of a live santhid? All the ones that have 

washed up on beaches  were badly decomposed. And since sailors consider 

hunting the things to be bad luck—”

“It is!” Yalb said, voice growing more high pitched. “Ain’t nobody going 

to kill one.”

Shallan fi nished the loop and hurried to the side of the ship, her red 

hair whipping around her face as she leaned out over the rail. Th e santhid 

was still there. How did it keep up? She could see no fi ns.

She looked back at Yalb, who held the rope, grinning. “Ah, Brightness. 

Is this payback for what I said about your backside to Beznk? Th at was just 

in jest, but you got me good! I . . .” He trailed off  as she met his eyes. 

“Storms. You’re serious.”

“I’ll not have another opportunity like this. Naladan chased these 

things for most of her life and never got a good look at one.”

“Th is is insanity!”

“No, this is scholarship! I don’t know what kind of view I can get 

through the water, but I have to try.”

Yalb sighed. “We have masks. Made from a tortoise shell with glass in 

hollowed- out holes on the front and bladders along the edges to keep the 

water out. You can duck your head underwater with one on and see. We 

use them to check over the hull at dock.”

“Wonderful!”

“Of course, I’d have to go to the captain to get permission to take 

one. . . .”

She folded her arms. “Devious of you. Well, get to it.” It was unlikely 

she’d be able to go through with this without the captain fi nding out any-

way.

Yalb grinned. “What happened to you in Kharbranth? Your fi rst trip 

with us, you  were so timid, you looked like you’d faint at the mere thought 

of sailing away from your homeland!”

Shallan hesitated, then found herself blushing. “Th is is somewhat fool-

hardy, isn’t it?”
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“Hanging from a moving ship and sticking your head in the water?” 

Yalb said. “Yeah. Kind of a little.”

“Do you think . . .  we could stop the ship?”

Yalb laughed, but went jogging off  to speak with the captain, taking her 

query as an indication she was still determined to go through with her 

plan. And she was.

What did happen to me? she wondered.

Th e answer was simple. She’d lost everything. She’d stolen from Jasnah 

Kholin, one of the most powerful women in the world— and in so doing 

had not only lost her chance to study as she’d always dreamed, but had also 

doomed her brothers and her  house. She had failed utterly and miserably.

And she’d pulled through it.

She  wasn’t unscathed. Her credibility with Jasnah had been severely 

wounded, and she felt that she had all but abandoned her family. But 

something about the experience of stealing Jasnah’s Soulcaster— which 

had turned out to be a fake anyway— then nearly being killed by a man 

she’d thought was in love with her . . .  

Well, she now had a better idea of how bad things could get. It was as 

if . . .  once she had feared the darkness, but now she had stepped into it. 

She had experienced some of the horrors that awaited her there. Terrible 

as they  were, at least she knew.

You always knew, a voice whispered deep inside of her. You grew up with 

horrors, Shallan. You just won’t let yourself remember them.

“What is this?” Tozbek asked as he came up, his wife, Ashlv, at his side. 

Th e diminutive woman did not speak much; she dressed in a skirt and 

blouse of bright yellow, a headscarf covering all of her hair except the two 

white eyebrows, which she had curled down beside her cheeks.

“Young miss,” Tozbek said, “you want to go swimming?  Can’t you wait 

until we get into port? I know of some nice areas where the water is not 

nearly so cold.”

“I won’t be swimming,” Shallan said, blushing further. What would she 

wear to go swimming with men about? Did people really do that? “I need 

to get a closer look at our companion.” She gestured toward the sea crea-

ture.

“Young miss, you know I  can’t allow something so dangerous. Even if 

we stopped the ship, what if the beast harmed you?”

“Th ey’re said to be harmless.”

“Th ey are so rare, can we really know for certain? Besides, there are 

other animals in these seas that could harm you. Redwaters hunt this area 

for certain, and we might be in shallow enough water for khornaks to be a 

worry.” Tozbek shook his head. “I’m sorry, I just cannot allow it.”

Shallan bit her lip, and found her heart beating traitorously. She wanted 
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to push harder, but that decisive look in his eyes made her wilt. “Very 

well.”

Tozbek smiled broadly. “I’ll take you to see some shells in the port at 

Amydlatn when we stop there, young miss. Th ey have quite a collection!”

She didn’t know where that was, but from the jumble of consonants 

squished together, she assumed it would be on the Th aylen side. Most cities 

 were, this far south. Th ough Th aylenah was nearly as frigid as the Frost-

lands, people seemed to enjoy living there.

Of course, Th aylens  were all a little off . How  else to describe Yalb and 

the others wearing no shirts despite the chill in the air?

Th ey  weren’t the ones contemplating a dip in the ocean, Shallan reminded 

herself. She looked over the side of the ship again, watching waves break 

against the shell of the gentle santhid. What was it? A great- shelled beast, 

like the fearsome chasmfi ends of the Shattered Plains? Was it more like a 

fi sh under there, or more like a tortoise? Th e santhidyn  were so rare— and 

the occasions when scholars had seen them in person so infrequent— that 

the theories all contradicted one another.

She sighed and opened her satchel, then set to or ga niz ing her papers, 

most of which  were practice sketches of the sailors in various poses as they 

worked to maneuver the massive sails overhead, tacking against the wind. 

Her father would never have allowed her to spend a day sitting and watch-

ing a bunch of shirtless darkeyes. How much her life had changed in such 

a short time.

She was working on a sketch of the santhid’s shell when Jasnah stepped 

up onto the deck.

Like Shallan, Jasnah wore the havah, a Vorin dress of distinctive design. 

Th e hemline was down at her feet and the neckline almost at her chin. 

Some of the Th aylens— when they thought she  wasn’t listening— referred 

to the clothing as prudish. Shallan disagreed; the havah  wasn’t prudish, 

but elegant. Indeed, the silk hugged the body, particularly through the 

bust— and the way the sailors gawked at Jasnah indicated they didn’t fi nd 

the garment unfl attering.

Jasnah was pretty. Lush of fi gure, tan of skin. Immaculate eyebrows, 

lips painted a deep red, hair up in a fi ne braid. Th ough Jasnah was twice 

Shallan’s age, her mature beauty was something to be admired, even en-

vied. Why did the woman have to be so perfect?

Jasnah ignored the eyes of the sailors. It  wasn’t that she didn’t notice 

men. Jasnah noticed everything and everyone. She simply didn’t seem to 

care, one way or another, how men perceived her.

No, that’s not true, Shallan thought as Jasnah walked over. She  wouldn’t 

take the time to do her hair, or put on makeup, if she didn’t care how she was 

perceived. In that, Jasnah was an enigma. On one hand, she seemed to be a 
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scholar concerned only with her research. On the other hand, she culti-

vated the poise and dignity of a king’s daughter— and, at times, used it like 

a bludgeon.

“And  here you are,” Jasnah said, walking to Shallan. A spray of water 

from the side of the ship chose that moment to fl y up and sprinkle her. She 

frowned at the drops of water beading on her silk clothing, then looked 

back to Shallan and raised her eyebrow. “Th e ship, you may have noticed, 

has two very fi ne cabins that I hired out for us at no small expense.”

“Yes, but they’re inside.”

“As rooms usually are.”

“I’ve spent most of my life inside.”

“So you will spend much more of it, if you wish to be a scholar.”

Shallan bit her lip, waiting for the order to go below. Curiously, it did 

not come. Jasnah gestured for Captain Tozbek to approach, and he did so, 

groveling his way over with cap in hand.

“Yes, Brightness?” he asked.

“I should like another of these . . .  seats,” Jasnah said, regarding Shal-

lan’s box.

Tozbek quickly had one of his men lash a second box in place. As she 

waited for the seat to be ready, Jasnah waved for Shallan to hand over her 

sketches. Jasnah inspected the drawing of the santhid, then looked over 

the side of the ship. “No wonder the sailors  were making such a fuss.”

“Luck, Brightness!” one of the sailors said. “It is a good omen for your 

trip, don’t you think?”

“I shall take any fortune provided me, Nanhel Eltorv,” she said. “Th ank 

you for the seat.”

Th e sailor bowed awkwardly before retreating.

“You think they’re superstitious fools,” Shallan said softly, watching the 

sailor leave.

“From what I have observed,” Jasnah said, “these sailors are men who 

have found a purpose in life and now take simple plea sure in it.” Jasnah 

looked at the next drawing. “Many people make far less out of life. Cap-

tain Tozbek runs a good crew. You  were wise in bringing him to my at-

tention.”

Shallan smiled. “You didn’t answer my question.”

“You didn’t ask a question,” Jasnah said. “Th ese sketches are character-

istically skillful, Shallan, but  weren’t you supposed to be reading?”

“I . . .  had trouble concentrating.”

“So you came up on deck,” Jasnah said, “to sketch pictures of young 

men working without their shirts on. You expected this to help your con-

centration?”

Shallan blushed, as Jasnah stopped at one sheet of paper in the stack. 
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Shallan sat patiently— she’d been well trained in that by her father— until 

Jasnah turned it toward her. Th e picture of Shadesmar, of course.

“You have respected my command not to peer into this realm again?” 

Jasnah asked.

“Yes, Brightness. Th at picture was drawn from a memory of my fi rst . . .  

lapse.”

Jasnah lowered the page. Shallan thought she saw a hint of something 

in the woman’s expression. Was Jasnah wondering if she could trust Shal-

lan’s word?

“I assume this is what is bothering you?” Jasnah asked.

“Yes, Brightness.”

“I suppose I should explain it to you, then.”

“Really? You would do this?”

“You needn’t sound so surprised.”

“It seems like powerful information,” Shallan said. “Th e way you for-

bade me . . .  I assumed that knowledge of this place was secret, or at least 

not to be trusted to one of my age.”

Jasnah sniff ed. “I’ve found that refusing to explain secrets to young 

people makes them more prone to get themselves into trouble, not less. 

Your experimentation proves that you’ve already stumbled face- fi rst into 

all of this— as I once did myself, I’ll have you know. I know through pain-

ful experience how dangerous Shadesmar can be. If I leave you in igno-

rance, I’ll be to blame if you get yourself killed there.”

“So you’d have explained about it if I’d asked earlier in our trip?”

“Probably not,” Jasnah admitted. “I had to see how willing you  were to 

obey me. Th is time.”

Shallan wilted, and suppressed the urge to point out that back when 

she’d been a studious and obedient ward, Jasnah hadn’t divulged nearly as 

many secrets as she did now. “So what is it? Th at . . .  place.”

“It’s not truly a location,” Jasnah said. “Not as we usually think of them. 

Shadesmar is  here, all around us, right now. All things exist there in some 

form, as all things exist  here.”

Shallan frowned. “I don’t—”

Jasnah held up a fi nger to quiet her. “All things have three components: 

the soul, the body, and the mind. Th at place you saw, Shadesmar, is what 

we call the Cognitive Realm— the place of the mind.

“All around us you see the physical world. You can touch it, see it, hear 

it. Th is is how your physical body experiences the world. Well, Shadesmar 

is the way that your cognitive self— your unconscious self— experiences the 

world. Th rough your hidden senses touching that realm, you make intuitive 

leaps in logic and you form hopes. It is likely through those extra senses that 

you, Shallan, create art.”
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Water splashed on the bow of the ship as it crossed a swell. Shallan wiped 

a drop of salty water from her cheek, trying to think through what Jasnah 

had just said. “Th at made almost no sense whatsoever to me, Brightness.”

“I should hope that it didn’t,” Jasnah said. “I’ve spent six years research-

ing Shadesmar, and I still barely know what to make of it. I shall have to 

accompany you there several times before you can understand, even a lit-

tle, the true signifi cance of the place.”

Jasnah grimaced at the thought. Shallan was always surprised to see 

visible emotion from her. Emotion was something relatable, something 

human— and Shallan’s mental image of Jasnah Kholin was of someone 

almost divine. It was, upon refl ection, an odd way to regard a determined 

atheist.

“Listen to me,” Jasnah said. “My own words betray my ignorance. I told 

you that Shadesmar  wasn’t a place, and yet I call it one in my next breath. 

I speak of visiting it, though it is all around us. We simply don’t have the 

proper terminology to discuss it. Let me try another tactic.”

Jasnah stood up, and Shallan hastened to follow. Th ey walked along the 

ship’s rail, feeling the deck sway beneath their feet. Sailors made way for 

Jasnah with quick bows. Th ey regarded her with as much reverence as they 

would a king. How did she do it? How could she control her surroundings 

without seeming to do anything at all?

“Look down into the waters,” Jasnah said as they reached the bow. “What 

do you see?”

Shallan stopped beside the rail and stared down at the blue waters, 

foaming as they  were broken by the ship’s prow.  Here at the bow, she could 

see a deepness to the swells. An unfathomable expanse that extended not 

just outward, but downward.

“I see eternity,” Shallan said.

“Spoken like an artist,” Jasnah said. “Th is ship sails across depths we 

cannot know. Beneath these waves is a bustling, frantic, unseen world.”

Jasnah leaned forward, gripping the rail with one hand unclothed and 

the other veiled within the safehand sleeve. She looked outward. Not at 

the depths, and not at the land distantly peeking over both the northern 

and southern horizons. She looked toward the east. Toward the storms.

“Th ere is an entire world, Shallan,” Jasnah said, “of which our minds 

skim but the surface. A world of deep, profound thought. A world created 

by deep, profound thoughts. When you see Shadesmar, you enter those 

depths. It is an alien place to us in some ways, but at the same time we 

formed it. With some help.”

“We did what?”

“What are spren?” Jasnah asked.

Th e question caught Shallan off  guard, but by now she was accustomed 
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to challenging questions from Jasnah. She took time to think and consider 

her answer.

“Nobody knows what spren are,” Shallan said, “though many phi los o-

phers have diff erent opinions on—”

“No,” Jasnah said. “What are they?”

“I . . .” Shallan looked up at a pair of windspren spinning through the 

air above. Th ey looked like tiny ribbons of light, glowing softly, dancing 

around one another. “Th ey’re living ideas.”

Jasnah spun on her.

“What?” Shallan said, jumping. “Am I wrong?”

“No,” Jasnah said. “You’re right.” Th e woman narrowed her eyes. “By 

my best guess, spren are elements of the Cognitive Realm that have leaked 

into the physical world. Th ey’re concepts that have gained a fragment of 

sentience, perhaps because of human intervention.

“Th ink of a man who gets angry often. Th ink of how his friends and 

family might start referring to that anger as a beast, as a thing that pos-

sesses him, as something external to him. Humans personify. We speak of 

the wind as if it has a will of its own.

“Spren are those ideas— the ideas of collective human experience— 

somehow come alive. Shadesmar is where that fi rst happens, and it is their 

place. Th ough we created it, they shaped it. Th ey live there; they rule there, 

within their own cities.”

“Cities?”

“Yes,” Jasnah said, looking back out over the ocean. She seemed trou-

bled. “Spren are wild in their variety. Some are as clever as humans and 

create cities. Others are like fi sh and simply swim in the currents.”

Shallan nodded. Th ough in truth she was having trouble grasping any 

of this, she didn’t want Jasnah to stop talking. Th is was the sort of knowl-

edge that Shallan needed, the kind of thing she craved. “Does this have to 

do with what you discovered? About the parshmen, the Voidbringers?”

“I  haven’t been able to determine that yet. Th e spren are not always 

forthcoming. In some cases, they do not know. In others, they do not trust 

me because of our ancient betrayal.”

Shallan frowned, looking to her teacher. “Betrayal?”

“Th ey tell me of it,” Jasnah said, “but they won’t say what it was. We 

broke an oath, and in so doing off ended them greatly. I think some of them 

may have died, though how a concept can die, I do not know.” Jasnah 

turned to Shallan with a solemn expression. “I realize this is overwhelm-

ing. You will have to learn this, all of it, if you are to help me. Are you still 

willing?”

“Do I have a choice?”
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A smile tugged at the edges of Jasnah’s lips. “I doubt it. You Soulcast on 

your own, without the aid of a fabrial. You are like me.”

Shallan stared out over the waters. Like Jasnah. What did it mean? 

Why—

She froze, blinking. For a moment, she thought she’d seen the same 

pattern as before, the one that had made ridges on her sheet of paper. Th is 

time it had been in the water, impossibly formed on the surface of a wave.

“Brightness . . .” she said, resting her fi ngers on Jasnah’s arm. “I thought 

I saw something in the water, just now. A pattern of sharp lines, like a maze.”

“Show me where.”

“It was on one of the waves, and  we’ve passed it now. But I think I saw 

it earlier, on one of my pages. Does it mean something?”

“Most certainly. I must admit, Shallan, I fi nd the coincidence of our 

meeting to be startling. Suspiciously so.”

“Brightness?”

“Th ey  were involved,” Jasnah said. “Th ey brought you to me. And they 

are still watching you, it appears. So no, Shallan, you no longer have a 

choice. Th e old ways are returning, and I don’t see it as a hopeful sign. It’s 

an act of self- preservation. Th e spren sense impending danger, and so they 

return to us. Our attention now must turn to the Shattered Plains and the 

relics of Urithiru. It will be a long, long time before you return to your 

homeland.”

Shallan nodded mutely.

“Th is worries you,” Jasnah said.

“Yes, Brightness. My family . . .”

Shallan felt like a traitor in abandoning her brothers, who had been 

depending on her for wealth. She’d written to them and explained, with-

out many specifi cs, that she’d had to return the stolen Soulcaster— and 

was now required to help Jasnah with her work.

Balat’s reply had been positive, after a fashion. He said he was glad at 

least one of them had escaped the fate that was coming to the  house. He 

thought that the rest of them— her three brothers and Balat’s betrothed— 

were doomed.

Th ey might be right. Not only would Father’s debts crush them, but 

there was the matter of her father’s broken Soulcaster. Th e group that had 

given it to him wanted it back.

Unfortunately, Shallan was convinced that Jasnah’s quest was of the ut-

most importance. Th e Voidbringers would soon return— indeed, they  were 

not some distant threat from stories. Th ey lived among men, and had for 

centuries. Th e gentle, quiet parshmen who worked as perfect servants and 

slaves  were really destroyers.
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Stopping the catastrophe of the return of the Voidbringers was a greater 

duty than even protecting her brothers. It was still painful to admit that.

Jasnah studied her. “With regard to your family, Shallan. I have taken 

some action.”

“Action?” Shallan said, taking the taller woman’s arm. “You’ve helped 

my brothers?”

“After a fashion,” Jasnah said. “Wealth would not truly solve this prob-

lem, I suspect, though I have arranged for a small gift to be sent. From 

what you’ve said, your family’s problems really stem from two issues. First, 

the Ghostbloods desire their Soulcaster— which you have broken— to be 

returned. Second, your  house is without allies and deeply in debt.”

Jasnah proff ered a sheet of paper. “Th is,” she continued, “is from a con-

versation I had with my mother via spanreed this morning.”

Shallan traced it with her eyes, noting Jasnah’s explanation of the bro-

ken Soulcaster and her request for help.

Th is happens more often than you’d think, Navani had replied. Th e failing 

likely has to do with the alignment of the gem housings. Bring me the device, and 

we shall see.

“My mother,” Jasnah said, “is a renowned artifabrian. I suspect she can 

make yours function again. We can send it to your brothers, who can re-

turn it to its own ers.”

“You’d let me do that?” Shallan asked. During their days sailing, Shallan 

had cautiously pried for more information about the sect, hoping to under-

stand her father and his motives. Jasnah claimed to know very little of them 

beyond the fact that they wanted her research, and  were willing to kill for it.

“I don’t particularly want them having access to such a valuable device,” 

Jasnah said. “But I don’t have time to protect your family right now di-

rectly. Th is is a workable solution, assuming your brothers can stall a while 

longer. Have them tell the truth, if they must— that you, knowing I was a 

scholar, came to me and asked me to fi x the Soulcaster. Perhaps that will 

sate them for now.”

“Th ank you, Brightness.” Storms. If she’d just gone to Jasnah in the fi rst 

place, after being accepted as her ward, how much easier would it have been? 

Shallan looked down at the paper, noticing that the conversation continued.

As for the other matter, Navani wrote, I’m very fond of this suggestion. I 

believe I can persuade the boy to at least consider it, as his most recent aff air 

ended quite abruptly— as is common with him— earlier in the week.

“What is this second part?” Shallan asked, looking up from the paper.

“Sating the Ghostbloods alone will not save your  house,” Jasnah said. 

“Your debts are too great, particularly considering your father’s actions 

in alienating so many. I have therefore arranged a powerful alliance for 

your  house.”
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“Alliance? How?”

Jasnah took a deep breath. She seemed reluctant to explain. “I have 

taken the initial steps in arranging for you to be betrothed to one of my 

cousins, son of my uncle Dalinar Kholin. Th e boy’s name is Adolin. He is 

handsome and well- acquainted with amiable discourse.”

“Betrothed?” Shallan said. “You’ve promised him my hand?”

“I have started the pro cess,” Jasnah said, speaking with uncharacteristic 

anxiety. “Th ough at times he lacks foresight, Adolin has a good heart— as 

good as that of his father, who may be the best man I have ever known. 

He is considered Alethkar’s most eligible son, and my mother has long 

wanted him wed.”

“Betrothed,” Shallan repeated.

“Yes. Is that distressing?”

“It’s wonderful!” Shallan exclaimed, grabbing Jasnah’s arm more tightly. 

“So easy. If I’m married to someone so powerful . . .  Storms! Nobody would 

dare touch us in Jah Keved. It would solve many of our problems. Bright-

ness Jasnah, you’re a genius!”

Jasnah relaxed visibly. “Yes, well, it did seem a workable solution. I had 

wondered, however, if you’d be off ended.”

“Why on the winds would I be off ended?”

“Because of the restriction of freedom implicit in a marriage,” Jasnah 

said. “And if not that, because the off er was made without consulting you. 

I had to see if the possibility was even open fi rst. It has proceeded further 

than I’d expected, as my mother has seized on the idea. Navani has . . .  a 

tendency toward the overwhelming.”

Shallan had trouble imagining anyone overwhelming Jasnah. “Storm-

father! You’re worried I’d be off ended? Brightness, I spent my entire life 

locked in my father’s manor— I grew up assuming he’d pick my husband.”

“But you’re free of your father now.”

“Yes, and I was so perfectly wise in my own pursuit of relationships,” 

Shallan said. “Th e fi rst man I chose was not only an ardent, but secretly an 

assassin.”

“It  doesn’t bother you at all?” Jasnah said. “Th e idea of being beholden 

to another, particularly a man?”

“It’s not like I’m being sold into slavery,” Shallan said with a laugh.

“No. I suppose not.” Jasnah shook herself, her poise returning. “Well, I 

will let Navani know you are amenable to the engagement, and we should 

have a causal in place within the day.”

A causal— a conditional betrothal, in Vorin terminology. She would be, 

for all intents and purposes, engaged, but would have no legal footing 

until an offi  cial betrothal was signed and verifi ed by the ardents.

“Th e boy’s father has said he will not force Adolin into anything,” Jasnah 
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explained, “though the boy is recently single, as he has managed to off end 

yet another young lady. Regardless, Dalinar would rather you two meet 

before anything more binding is agreed upon. Th ere have been . . .  shifts 

in the po liti cal climate of the Shattered Plains. A great loss to my uncle’s 

army. Another reason for us to hasten to the Plains.”

“Adolin Kholin,” Shallan said, listening with half an ear. “A duelist. A 

fantastic one. And even a Shardbearer.”

“Ah, so you  were paying attention to your readings about my father and 

family.”

“I was— but I knew about your family before that. Th e Alethi are the 

center of society! Even girls from rural  houses know the names of the 

Alethi princes.” And she’d be lying if she denied youthful daydreams of 

meeting one. “But Brightness, are you certain this match will be wise? 

I mean, I’m hardly the most important of individuals.”

“Well, yes. Th e daughter of another highprince might have been preferable 

for Adolin. However, it seems that he has managed to off end each and every 

one of the eligible women of that rank. Th e boy is, shall we say, somewhat 

over eager about relationships. Nothing you  can’t work through, I’m sure.”

“Stormfather,” Shallan said, feeling her legs go weak. “He’s heir to a 

princedom! He’s in line to the throne of Alethkar itself!”

“Th ird in line,” Jasnah said, “behind my brother’s infant son and Dali-

nar, my uncle.”

“Brightness, I have to ask. Why Adolin? Why not the younger son? 

I— I have nothing to off er Adolin, or the  house.”

“On the contrary,” Jasnah said, “if you are what I think you are, then 

you will be able to off er him something nobody  else can. Something more 

important than riches.”

“What is it you think that I am?” Shallan whispered, meeting the older 

woman’s eyes, fi nally asking the question that she hadn’t dared.

“Right now, you are but a promise,” Jasnah said. “A chrysalis with the 

potential for grandeur inside. When once humans and spren bonded, the 

results  were women who danced in the skies and men who could destroy 

the stones with a touch.”

“Th e Lost Radiants. Traitors to mankind.” She  couldn’t absorb it all. 

Th e betrothal, Shadesmar and the spren, and this, her mysterious destiny. 

She’d known. But speaking it . . .  

She sank down, heedless of getting her dress wet on the deck, and sat 

with her back against the bulwark. Jasnah allowed her to compose herself 

before, amazingly, sitting down herself. She did so with far more poise, 

tucking her dress underneath her legs as she sat sideways. Th ey both drew 

looks from the sailors.
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“Th ey’re going to chew me to pieces,” Shallan said. “Th e Alethi court. 

It’s the most ferocious in the world.”

Jasnah snorted. “It’s more bluster than storm, Shallan. I will train you.”

“I’ll never be like you, Brightness. You have power, authority, wealth. 

Just look how the sailors respond to you.”

“Am I specifi cally using said power, authority, or wealth right now?”

“You paid for this trip.”

“Did you not pay for several trips on this ship?” Jasnah asked. “Th ey did 

not treat you the same as they do me?”

“No. Oh, they are fond of me. But I don’t have your weight, Jasnah.”

“I will assume that did not have implications toward my girth,” Jasnah 

said with a hint of a smile. “I understand your argument, Shallan. It is, 

however, dead wrong.”

Shallan turned to her. Jasnah sat upon the deck of the ship as if it  were 

a throne, back straight, head up, commanding. Shallan sat with her legs 

against her chest, arms around them below the knees. Even the ways they 

sat  were diff erent. She was nothing like this woman.

“Th ere is a secret you must learn, child,” Jasnah said. “A secret that is 

even more important than those relating to Shadesmar and spren. Power is 

an illusion of perception.”

Shallan frowned.

“Don’t mistake me,” Jasnah continued. “Some kinds of power are real— 

power to command armies, power to Soulcast. Th ese come into play far less 

often than you would think. On an individual basis, in most interactions, 

this thing we call power— authority—exists only as it is perceived.

“You say I have wealth. Th is is true, but you have also seen that I do not 

often use it. You say I have authority as the sister of a king. I do. And yet, 

the men of this ship would treat me exactly the same way if I  were a beggar 

who had convinced them I was the sister to a king. In that case, my author-

ity is not a real thing. It is mere vapors— an illusion. I can create that illu-

sion for them, as can you.”

“I’m not convinced, Brightness.”

“I know. If you  were, you would be doing it already.” Jasnah stood up, 

brushing off  her skirt. “You will tell me if you see that pattern— the one 

that appeared on the waves— again?”

“Yes, Brightness,” Shallan said, distracted.

“Th en take the rest of the day for your art. I need to consider how to 

best teach you of Shadesmar.” Th e older woman retreated, nodding at the 

bows of sailors as she passed and went back down belowdecks.

Shallan  rose, then turned and grabbed the railing, one hand to either 

side of the bowsprit. Th e ocean spread before her, rippling waves, a scent 
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of cold freshness. Rhythmic crashing as the sloop pushed through the 

waves.

Jasnah’s words fought in her mind, like skyeels with only one rat be-

tween them. Spren with cities? Shadesmar, a realm that was  here, but un-

seen? Shallan, suddenly betrothed to the single most important bachelor in 

the world?

She left the bow, walking along the side of the ship, freehand trailing on 

the railing. How did the sailors regard her? Th ey smiled, they waved. Th ey 

liked her. Yalb, who hung lazily from the rigging nearby, called to her, telling 

her that in the next port, there was a statue she had to go visit. “It’s this gi-

ant foot, young miss. Just a foot! Never fi nished the blustering statue . . .”

She smiled to him and continued. Did she want them to look at her as 

they looked at Jasnah? Always afraid, always worried that they might do 

something wrong? Was that power?

When I fi rst sailed from Vedenar, she thought, reaching the place where 

her box had been tied, the captain kept urging me to go home. He saw my mis-

sion as a fool’s errand.

Tozbek had always acted as if he  were doing her a favor in conveying 

her after Jasnah. Should she have had to spend that entire time feeling as 

if she’d imposed upon him and his crew by hiring them? Yes, he had of-

fered a discount to her because of her father’s business with him in the 

past— but she’d still been employing him.

Th e way he’d treated her was probably a thing of Th aylen merchants. If 

a captain could make you feel like you  were imposing on him, you’d pay 

better. She liked the man, but their relationship left something to be de-

sired. Jasnah would never have stood for being treated in such a way.

Th at santhid still swam alongside. It was like a tiny, mobile island, its 

back overgrown with seaweed, small crystals jutting up from the shell.

Shallan turned and walked toward the stern, where Captain Tozbek 

spoke with one of his mates, pointing at a map covered with glyphs. He 

nodded to her as she approached. “Just a warning, young miss,” he said. 

“Th e ports will soon grow less accommodating. We’ll be leaving Long-

brow’s Straits, curving around the eastern edge of the continent, toward 

New Natanan. Th ere’s nothing of worth between  here and the Shallow 

Crypts— and even that’s not much of a sight. I  wouldn’t send my own 

brother ashore there without guards, and he’s killed seventeen men with 

his bare hands, he has.”

“I understand, Captain,” Shallan said. “And thank you. I’ve revised my 

earlier decision. I need you to halt the ship and let me inspect the speci-

men swimming beside us.”

He sighed, reaching up and running his fi ngers along one of his stiff , 

spiked eyebrows— much as other men might play with their mustaches. 
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“Brightness, that’s not advisable. Stormfather! If I dropped you in the 

ocean . . .”

“Th en I would be wet,” Shallan said. “It is a state I’ve experienced one or 

two times in my life.”

“No, I simply cannot allow it. Like I said, we’ll take you to see some 

shells in—”

“Cannot allow it?” Shallan interrupted. She regarded him with what 

she hoped was a look of puzzlement, hoping he didn’t see how tightly she 

squeezed her hands closed at her sides. Storms, but she hated confronta-

tion. “I  wasn’t aware I had made a request you had the power to allow or 

disallow, Captain. Stop the ship. Lower me down. Th at is your order.” She 

tried to say it as forcefully as Jasnah would. Th e woman could make it 

seem easier to resist a full highstorm than to disagree with her.

Tozbek worked his mouth for a moment, no sound coming out, as if his 

body  were trying to continue his earlier objection but his mind had been 

delayed. “It is my ship . . .” he fi nally said.

“Nothing will be done to your ship,” Shallan said. “Let’s be quick about 

it, Captain. I do not wish to overly delay our arrival in port to night.”

She left him, walking back to her box, heart thumping, hands trem-

bling. She sat down, partially to calm herself.

Tozbek, sounding profoundly annoyed, began calling orders. Th e sails 

 were lowered, the ship slowed. Shallan breathed out, feeling a fool.

And yet, what Jasnah said worked. Th e way Shallan acted created some-

thing in the eyes of Tozbek. An illusion? Like the spren themselves, per-

haps? Fragments of human expectation, given life?

Th e santhid slowed with them. Shallan  rose, ner vous, as sailors approached 

with rope. Th ey reluctantly tied a loop at the bottom she could put her foot 

in, then explained that she should hold tightly to the rope as she was low-

ered. Th ey tied a second, smaller rope securely around her waist— the 

means by which to haul her, wet and humiliated, back onto the deck. An 

inevitability, in their eyes.

She took off  her shoes, then climbed up over the railing as instructed. 

Had it been this windy before? She had a moment of vertigo, standing 

there with socked toes gripping a tiny rim, dress fl uttering in the coursing 

winds. A windspren zipped up to her, then formed into the shape of a face 

with clouds behind it. Storms, the thing had better not interfere. Was it 

human imagination that had given windspren their mischievous spark?

She stepped unsteadily into the rope loop as the sailors lowered it down 

beside her feet, then Yalb handed her the mask he’d told her of.

Jasnah appeared from belowdecks, looking about in confusion. She saw 

Shallan standing off  the side of the ship, and then cocked an eyebrow.

Shallan shrugged, then gestured to the men to lower her.
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She refused to let herself feel silly as she inched toward the waters and 

the reclusive animal bobbing in the waves. Th e men stopped her a foot or 

two above the water, and she put on the mask, held by straps, covering 

most of her face including the nose.

“Lower!” she shouted up at them.

She thought she could feel their reluctance in the lethargic way the rope 

descended. Her foot hit the water, and a biting cold shot up her leg. Storm-

father! But she didn’t have them stop. She let them lower her farther until 

her legs  were submerged in the frigid water. Her skirt ballooned out in a 

most annoying way, and she actually had to step on the end of it— inside 

the loop— to prevent it from rising up about her waist and fl oating on the 

water’s surface as she submerged.

She wrestled with the fabric for a moment, glad the men above  couldn’t 

see her blushing. Once it got wetter, though, it was easier to manage. She 

fi nally was able to squat, still holding tightly to the rope, and go down into 

the water up to her waist.

Th en she ducked her head under the water.

Light streamed down from the surface in shimmering, radiant columns. 

Th ere was life  here, furious, amazing life. Tiny fi sh zipped this way and 

that, picking at the underside of the shell that shaded a majestic creature. 

Gnarled like an ancient tree, with rippled and folded skin, the true form of 

the santhid was a beast with long, drooping blue tendrils, like those of a 

jellyfi sh, only far thicker. Th ose disappeared down into the depths, trailing 

behind the beast at a slant.

Th e beast itself was a knotted grey- blue mass underneath the shell. Its 

ancient- looking folds surrounded one large eye on her side— presumably, 

its twin would be on the other side. It seemed ponderous, yet majestic, 

with mighty fi ns moving like oarsmen. A group of strange spren shaped 

like arrows moved through the water  here around the beast.

Schools of fi sh darted about. Th ough the depths seemed empty, the area 

just around the santhid teemed with life, as did the area under the ship. 

Tiny fi sh picked at the bottom of the vessel. Th ey’d move between the 

santhid and the ship, sometimes alone, sometimes in waves. Was this why 

the creature swam up beside a vessel? Something to do with the fi sh, and 

their relationship to it?

She looked upon the creature, and its eye— as big as her head— rolled 

toward her, focusing, seeing her. In that moment, Shallan couldn’t feel the 

cold. She  couldn’t feel embarrassed. She was looking into a world that, so 

far as she knew, no scholar had ever visited.

She blinked her eyes, taking a Memory of the creature, collecting it for 

later sketching.
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Our fi rst clue was the Parshendi. Even weeks before they  abandoned 
their pursuit of the gemhearts, their pattern of fi ghting changed. 
They lingered on the plateaus after battles, as if waiting for some-
thing.

—From the personal journal of Navani Kholin, Jeseses 1174

Breath.

A man’s breath was his life. Exhaled, bit by bit, back into the 

world. Kaladin breathed deeply, eyes closed, and for a time that was 

all he could hear. His own life. In, out, to the beating of the thunder in his 

chest.

Breath. His own little storm.

Outside, the rain had stopped. Kaladin remained sitting in the dark-

ness. When kings and wealthy lighteyes died, their bodies  weren’t burned 

like those of common men. Instead, they  were Soulcast into statues of stone 

or metal, forever frozen.

Th e darkeyes’ bodies  were burned. Th ey became smoke, to rise toward 

the heavens and what ever waited there, like a burned prayer.

Breath. Th e breath of a lighteyes was no diff erent from that of a dark-

eyes. No more sweet, no more free. Th e breath of kings and slaves min-

gled, to be breathed by men again, over and over.

Kaladin stood up and opened his eyes. He’d spent the highstorm in the 

darkness of this small room alongside Bridge Four’s new barrack. Alone. 

He walked to the door, but stopped. He rested his fi ngers on a cloak he 

knew hung from a hook there. In the darkness, he could not make out its 
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deep blue color, nor the Kholin glyph— in the shape of Dalinar’s sigil— on 

the back.

It seemed that every change in his life had been marked by a storm. 

Th is was a big one. He shoved open the door and stepped out into the light 

as a free man.

He left the cloak, for now.

Bridge Four cheered him as he emerged. Th ey had gone out to bathe 

and shave in the riddens of the storm, as was their custom. Th e line was 

almost done, Rock having shaved each of the men in turn. Th e large Horn-

eater hummed to himself as he worked the razor over Drehy’s balding 

head. Th e air smelled wet from the rain, and a washed- out fi repit nearby 

was the only trace of the stew the group had shared the night before.

In many ways, this place  wasn’t so diff erent from the lumberyards his 

men had recently escaped. Th e long, rectangular stone barracks  were much 

the same— Soulcast rather than having been built by hand, they looked 

like enormous stone logs. Th ese, however, each had a couple of smaller 

rooms on the sides for sergeants, with their own doors that opened to the 

outside. Th ey’d been painted with the symbols of the platoons using them 

before; Kaladin’s men would have to paint over those.

“Moash,” Kaladin called. “Skar, Teft.”

Th e three jogged toward him, splashing through puddles left by the 

storm. Th ey wore the clothing of bridgemen: simple trousers cut off  at the 

knees, and leather vests over bare chests. Skar was up and mobile despite 

the wound to his foot, and he tried rather obviously not to limp. For now, 

Kaladin didn’t order him to bed rest. Th e wound  wasn’t too bad, and he 

needed the man.

“I want to look at what  we’ve got,” Kaladin said, leading them away 

from the barrack. It would  house fi fty men along with a half- dozen ser-

geants. More barracks fl anked it on either side. Kaladin had been given an 

entire block of them— twenty buildings— to  house his new battalion of 

former bridgemen.

Twenty buildings. Th at Dalinar should so easily be able to fi nd a block 

of twenty buildings for the bridgemen bespoke a terrible truth— the cost of 

Sadeas’s betrayal. Th ousands of men dead. Indeed, female scribes worked 

near some of the barracks, supervising parshmen who carried out heaps of 

clothing and other personal eff ects. Th e possessions of the deceased.

Not a few of those scribes looked on with red eyes and frazzled compo-

sures. Sadeas had just created thousands of new widows in Dalinar’s camp, 

and likely as many orphans. If Kaladin had needed another reason to hate 

that man, he found it  here, manifest in the suff ering of those whose hus-

bands had trusted him on the battlefi eld.

In Kaladin’s eyes, there was no sin greater than the betrayal of one’s al-
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lies in battle. Except, perhaps, for the betrayal of one’s own men— of mur-

dering them after they risked their lives to protect you. Kaladin felt an 

immediate fl are of anger at thoughts of Amaram and what he’d done. His 

slave brand seemed to burn again on his forehead.

Amaram and Sadeas. Two men in Kaladin’s life who would, at some 

point, need to pay for the things they’d done. Preferably, that payment 

would come with severe interest.

Kaladin continued to walk with Teft, Moash, and Skar. Th ese barracks, 

which  were slowly being emptied of personal eff ects,  were also crowded 

with bridgemen. Th ey looked much like the men of Bridge Four— same 

vests and knee- trousers. And yet, in some other ways, they  couldn’t have 

looked less like the men of Bridge Four. Shaggy- haired with beards that 

hadn’t been trimmed in months, they bore hollow eyes that didn’t seem to 

blink often enough. Slumped backs. Expressionless faces.

Each man among them seemed to sit alone, even when surrounded by 

his fellows.

“I remember that feeling,” Skar said softly. Th e short, wiry man had 

sharp features and silvering hair at the temples, despite being in his early 

thirties. “I don’t want to, but I do.”

“We’re supposed to turn those into an army?” Moash asked.

“Kaladin did it to Bridge Four, didn’t he?” Teft asked, wagging a fi nger 

at Moash. “He’ll do it again.”

“Transforming a few dozen men is diff erent from doing the same for 

hundreds,” Moash said, kicking aside a fallen branch from the highstorm. 

Tall and solid, Moash had a scar on his chin but no slave brand on his 

forehead. He walked straight- backed with his chin up. Save for those dark 

brown eyes of his, he could have passed for an offi  cer.

Kaladin led the three past barrack after barrack, doing a quick count. 

Nearly a thousand men, and though he’d told them yesterday that they 

 were now free— and could return to their old lives if they wished— few 

seemed to want to do anything but sit. Th ough there had originally been 

forty bridge crews, many had been slaughtered during the latest assault 

and others had already been short- manned.

“We’ll combine them into twenty crews,” Kaladin said, “of about fi fty 

each.” Above, Syl fl uttered down as a ribbon of light and zipped around 

him. Th e men gave no sign of seeing her; she would be invisible to them. 

“We  can’t teach each of these thousand personally, not at fi rst. We’ll want 

to train the more eager ones among them, then send them back to lead and 

train their own teams.”

“I suppose,” Teft said, scratching his chin. Th e oldest of the bridgemen, 

he was one of the few who retained a beard. Most of the others had shaved 

theirs off  as a mark of pride, something to separate the men of Bridge Four 
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from common slaves. Teft kept his neat for the same reason. It was light 

brown where it hadn’t gone grey, and he wore it short and square, almost 

like an ardent’s.

Moash grimaced, looking at the bridgemen. “You assume some of them 

will be ‘more eager,’ Kaladin. Th ey all look the same level of despondent 

to me.”

“Some will still have fi ght in them,” Kaladin said, continuing on back 

toward Bridge Four. “Th e ones who joined us at the fi re last night, for a 

start. Teft, I’ll need you to choose others. Or ga nize and combine crews, 

then pick forty men— two from each team— to be trained fi rst. You’ll be in 

command of that training. Th ose forty will be the seed we use to help the 

rest.”

“I suppose I can do that.”

“Good. I’ll give you a few men to help.”

“A few?” Teft asked. “I could use more than a few. . . .”

“You’ll have to make do with a few,” Kaladin said, stopping on the path 

and turning westward, toward the king’s complex beyond the camp wall. 

It  rose on a hillside overlooking the rest of the warcamps. “Most of us are 

going to be needed to keep Dalinar Kholin alive.”

Moash and the others stopped beside him. Kaladin squinted at the pal-

ace. It certainly didn’t look grand enough to  house a king— out  here, every-

thing was just stone and more stone.

“You are willing to trust Dalinar?” Moash asked.

“He gave up his Shardblade for us,” Kaladin said.

“He owed it to us,” Skar said with a grunt. “We saved his storming life.”

“It could have just been posturing,” Moash said, folding his arms. “Po-

liti cal games, him and Sadeas trying to manipulate each other.”

Syl alighted on Kaladin’s shoulder, taking the form of a young woman 

with a fl owing, fi lmy dress, all blue- white. She held her hands clasped to-

gether as she looked up at the king’s complex, where Dalinar Kholin had 

gone to plan.

He’d told Kaladin that he was going to do something that would anger 

a lot of people. I’m going to take away their games. . . .  

“We need to keep that man alive,” Kaladin said, looking back to the 

others. “I don’t know if I trust him, but he’s the only person on these Plains 

who has shown even a hint of compassion for bridgemen. If he dies, do you 

want to guess how long it will take his successor to sell us back to Sadeas?”

Skar snorted in derision. “I’d like to see them try with a Knight Radiant 

at our head.”

“I’m not a Radiant.”

“Fine, what ever,” Skar said. “What ever you are, it will be tough for 

them to take us from you.”
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“You think I can fi ght them all, Skar?” Kaladin said, meeting the older 

man’s eyes. “Dozens of Shardbearers? Tens of thousands of troops? You 

think one man could do that?”

“Not one man,” Skar said, stubborn. “You.”

“I’m not a god, Skar,” Kaladin said. “I  can’t hold back the weight of ten 

armies.” He turned to the other two. “We decided to stay  here on the 

Shattered Plains. Why?”

“What good would it do to run?” Teft asked, shrugging. “Even as free 

men, we’d just end up conscripted into one army or another out there in 

the hills. Either that, or we’d end up starving.”

Moash nodded. “Th is is as good a place as any, so long as  we’re free.”

“Dalinar Kholin is our best hope for a real life,” Kaladin said. “Body-

guards, not conscripted labor. Free men, despite the brands on our fore-

heads. Nobody  else will give us that. If we want freedom, we need to keep 

Dalinar Kholin alive.”

“And the Assassin in White?” Skar asked softly.

Th ey’d heard of what the man was doing around the world, slaughter-

ing kings and highprinces in all nations. Th e news was the buzz of the 

warcamps, ever since reports had started trickling in through spanreed. 

Th e emperor of Azir, dead. Jah Keved in turmoil. A half- dozen other na-

tions left without a ruler.

“He already killed our king,” Kaladin said. “Old Gavilar was the assas-

sin’s fi rst murder. We’ll just have to hope he’s done  here. Either way, we 

protect Dalinar. At all costs.”

Th ey nodded one by one, though those nods  were grudging. He didn’t 

blame them. Trusting lighteyes hadn’t gotten them far— even Moash, who 

had once spoken well of Dalinar, now seemed to have lost his fondness for 

the man. Or any lighteyes.

In truth, Kaladin was a little surprised at himself and the trust he felt. 

But, storm it, Syl liked Dalinar. Th at carried weight.

“We’re weak right now,” Kaladin said, lowering his voice. “But if we 

play along with this for a time, protecting Kholin, we’ll be paid hand-

somely. I’ll be able to train you— really train you— as soldiers and offi  cers. 

Beyond that, we’ll be able to teach these others.

“We could never make it on our own out there as two dozen former 

bridgemen. But what if we  were instead a highly skilled mercenary force 

of a thousand soldiers, equipped with the fi nest gear in the warcamps? If 

worst comes to worst, and we have to abandon the camps, I’d like to do so 

as a cohesive unit, hardened and impossible to ignore. Give me a year with 

this thousand, and I can have it done.”

“Now that plan I like,” Moash said. “Do I get to learn to use a sword?”

“We’re still darkeyes, Moash.”
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“Not you,” Skar said from his other side. “I saw your eyes during the—”

“Stop!” Kaladin said. He took a deep breath. “Just stop. No more talk of 

that.”

Skar fell silent.

“I am going to name you offi  cers,” Kaladin said to them. “You three, 

along with Sigzil and Rock. You’ll be lieutenants.”

“Darkeyed lieutenants?” Skar said. Th e rank was commonly used for the 

equivalent of sergeants in companies made up only of lighteyes.

“Dalinar made me a captain,” Kaladin said. “Th e highest rank he said 

he dared commission a darkeyes. Well, I need to come up with a full com-

mand structure for a thousand men, and  we’re going to need something 

between sergeant and captain. Th at means appointing you fi ve as lieuten-

ants. I think Dalinar will let me get away with it. We’ll make master ser-

geants if we need another rank.

“Rock is going to be quartermaster and in charge of food for the thou-

sand. I’ll appoint Lopen his second. Teft, you’ll be in charge of training. 

Sigzil will be our clerk. He’s the only one who can read glyphs. Moash and 

Skar . . .”

He glanced toward the two men. One short, the other tall, they walked 

the same way, with a smooth gait, dangerous, spears always on their shoul-

ders. Th ey  were never without. Of all the men he’d trained in Bridge Four, 

only these two had instinctively understood. Th ey  were killers.

Like Kaladin himself.

“We three,” Kaladin told them, “are each going to focus on watching 

Dalinar Kholin. Whenever possible, I want one of us three personally 

guarding him. Often one of the other two will watch his sons, but make 

no mistake, the Blackthorn is the man  we’re going to keep alive. At all 

costs. He is our only guarantee of freedom for Bridge Four.”

Th e others nodded.

“Good,” Kaladin said. “Let’s go get the rest of the men. It’s time for the 

world to see you as I do.”

•

By common agreement, Hobber sat down to get his tattoo fi rst. Th e gap- 

toothed man was one of the very fi rst who had believed in Kaladin. Kala-

din remembered that day; exhausted after a bridge run, wanting to simply 

lie down and stare. Instead, he’d chosen to save Hobber rather than letting 

him die. Kaladin had saved himself that day too.

Th e rest of Bridge Four stood around Hobber in the tent, watching in 

silence as the tattooist worked carefully on his forehead, covering up the 

scar of his slave’s brand with the glyphs Kaladin had provided. Hobber 
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winced now and then at the pain of the tattoo, but he kept a grin on his 

face.

Kaladin had heard that you could cover a scar with a tattoo, and it 

ended up working quite well. Once the tattoo ink was injected, the glyphs 

drew the eye, and you could barely tell that the skin beneath was scarred.

Once the pro cess was fi nished, the tattooist provided a mirror for 

Hobber to look into. Th e bridgeman touched his forehead hesitantly. Th e 

skin was red from the needles, but the dark tattoo perfectly covered the 

slave brand.

“What does it say?” Hobber asked softly, tears in his eyes.

“Freedom,” Sigzil said before Kaladin could reply. “Th e glyph means 

freedom.”

“Th e smaller ones above,” Kaladin said, “say the date you  were freed and 

the one who freed you. Even if you lose your writ of freedom, anyone who 

tries to imprison you for being a runaway can easily fi nd proof that you are 

not. Th ey can go to Dalinar Kholin’s scribes, who keep a copy of your writ.”

Hobber nodded. “Th at’s good, but it’s not enough. Add ‘Bridge Four’ to 

it. Freedom, Bridge Four.”

“To imply you  were freed from Bridge Four?”

“No, sir. I  wasn’t freed from Bridge Four. I was freed by it. I  wouldn’t 

trade my time there for anything.”

It was crazy talk. Bridge Four had been death— scores of men had been 

slaughtered running that cursed bridge. Even after Kaladin had deter-

mined to save the men, he’d lost far too many. Hobber would have been a 

fool not to take any opportunity to escape.

And yet, he sat stubbornly until Kaladin drew out the proper glyphs for 

the tattooist— a calm, sturdy darkeyed woman who looked like she could 

have lifted a bridge all on her own. She settled down on her stool and be-

gan adding the two glyphs to Hobber’s forehead, tucked right below the 

freedom glyph. She spent the pro cess explaining— again—how the tattoo 

would be sore for days and how Hobber would need to care for it.

He accepted the new tattoos with a grin on his face. Pure foolishness, 

but the others nodded in agreement, clasping Hobber on the arm. Once 

Hobber was done, Skar sat quickly, eager, demanding the same full set of 

tattoos.

Kaladin stepped back, folding his arms and shaking his head. Outside 

the tent, a bustling marketplace sold and bought. Th e “warcamp” was really 

a city, built up inside the craterlike rim of some enormous rock formation. 

Th e prolonged war on the Shattered Plains had attracted merchants of all 

varieties, along with tradesmen, artists, and even families with children.

Moash stood nearby, face troubled, watching the tattooist. He  wasn’t 

the only one in the bridge crew who didn’t have a slave brand. Teft didn’t 
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either. Th ey had been made bridgemen without technically being made 

slaves fi rst. It happened frequently in Sadeas’s camp, where running bridges 

was a punishment that one could earn for all manner of infractions.

“If you don’t have a slave’s brand,” Kaladin said loudly to the men, “you 

don’t need to get the tattoo. You’re still one of us.”

“No,” Rock said. “I will get this thing.” He insisted on sitting down af-

ter Skar and getting the tattoo right on his forehead, though he had no 

slave brand. Indeed, every one of the men without a slave brand— Beld 

and Teft included— sat down and got the tattoo on their foreheads.

Only Moash abstained, and had the tattoo placed on his upper arm. 

Good. Unlike most of them, he  wouldn’t have to go about with a procla-

mation of former slavery in plain view.

Moash stood up from the seat, and another took his place. A man with 

red and black skin in a marbled pattern, like stone. Bridge Four had a lot 

of variety, but Shen was in a class all his own. A parshman.

“I  can’t tattoo him,” the artist said. “He’s property.”

Kaladin opened his mouth to object, but the other bridgemen jumped 

in fi rst.

“He’s been freed, like us,” Teft said.

“One of the team,” Hobber said. “Give him the tattoo, or you won’t see 

a sphere from any of us.” He blushed after he said it, glancing at Kaladin— 

who would be paying for all this, using spheres granted by Dalinar Kholin.

Other bridgemen spoke out, and the tattoo artist fi nally sighed and 

gave in. She pulled over her stool and began working on Shen’s forehead.

“You won’t even be able to see it,” she grumbled, though Sigzil’s skin 

was nearly as dark as Shen’s, and the tattoo showed up fi ne on him.

Eventually, Shen looked in the mirror, then stood up. He glanced at 

Kaladin, and nodded. Shen didn’t say much, and Kaladin didn’t know 

what to make of the man. It was actually easy to forget about him, usually 

trailing along silently at the back of the group of bridgemen. Invisible. 

Parshmen  were often that way.

Shen fi nished, only Kaladin himself remained. He sat down next and 

closed his eyes. Th e pain of the needles was a lot sharper than he’d antici-

pated.

After a short time, the tattooist started cursing under her breath.

Kaladin opened his eyes as she wiped a rag on his forehead. “What is 

it?” he asked.

“Th e ink won’t take!” she said. “I’ve never seen anything like it. When 

I wipe your forehead, the ink all just comes right off ! Th e tattoo won’t stay.”

Kaladin sighed, realizing he had a little Stormlight raging in his veins. 

He hadn’t even noticed drawing it in, but he seemed to be getting better 

and better at holding it. He frequently took in a little these days while 
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walking about. Holding Stormlight was like fi lling a wineskin— if you 

fi lled it to bursting and unstopped it, it would squirt out quickly, then slow 

to a trickle. Same with the Light.

He banished it, hoping the tattoo artist didn’t notice when he breathed 

out a small cloud of glowing smoke. “Try again,” he said as she got out new 

ink.

Th is time, the tattoo took. Kaladin sat through the pro cess, teeth 

clenched against the pain, then looked up as she held the mirror for him. 

Th e face that looked back at Kaladin seemed alien. Clean- shaven, hair 

pulled back from his face for the tattooing, the slave brands covered up 

and, for the moment, forgotten.

Can I be this man again? he thought, reaching up, touching his cheek. 

Th is man died, didn’t he?

Syl landed on his shoulder, joining him in looking into the mirror. “Life 

before death, Kaladin,” she whispered.

He unconsciously sucked in Stormlight. Just a little, a fraction of a sphere’s 

worth. It fl owed through his veins like a wave of pressure, like winds trapped 

in a small enclosure.

Th e tattoo on his forehead melted. His body shoved out the ink, which 

started to drip down his face. Th e tattooist cursed again and grabbed her rag.

Kaladin was left with the image of those glyphs melting away. Freedom 

dissolved, and underneath, the violent scars of his captivity. Dominated by 

a branded glyph.

Shash. Dangerous.

Th e woman wiped his face. “I don’t know why this is happening! I 

thought it would stay that time. I—”

“It’s all right,” Kaladin said, taking the rag as he stood, fi nishing the 

cleanup. He turned to face the rest of them, bridgemen now soldiers. “Th e 

scars  haven’t fi nished with me yet, it appears. I’ll try again another time.”

Th ey nodded. He’d have to explain to them later what was happening; 

they knew of his abilities.

“Let’s go,” Kaladin said to them, tossing a small bag of spheres to the 

tattooist, then taking his spear from beside the tent entrance. Th e others 

joined him, spears to shoulders. Th ey didn’t need to be armed while in 

camp, but he wanted them to get used to the idea that they  were free to 

carry weapons now.

Th e market outside was crowded and vibrant. Th e tents, of course, would 

have been taken down and stowed during last night’s highstorm, but they’d 

already sprung up again. Perhaps because he was thinking about Shen, he 

noticed the parshmen. He picked out dozens of them with a cursory glance, 

helping set up a few last tents, carry ing purchases for lighteyes, helping 

shop own ers stack their wares.
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What do they think of this war on the Shattered Plains? Kaladin wondered. 

A war to defeat, and perhaps subjugate, the only free parshmen in the world?

Would that he could get an answer out of Shen regarding questions like 

that. It seemed all he ever got from the parshman  were shrugs.

Kaladin led his men through the market, which seemed far friendlier 

than the one in Sadeas’s camp. Th ough people stared at the bridgemen, 

nobody sneered, and the haggling at nearby stands— while energetic— 

didn’t progress to shouting. Th ere even seemed to be fewer urchins and 

beggars.

You just want to believe that, Kaladin thought. You want to believe Dalinar 

is the man everyone says he is. Th e honorable lighteyes of the stories. But everyone 

said the same things about Amaram.

As they walked, they did pass some soldiers. Too few. Men who had 

been on duty back in the camp when the others had gone on the disastrous 

assault where Sadeas had betrayed Dalinar. As they passed one group pa-

trolling the market, Kaladin caught two men at their front raising their 

hands before themselves, crossed at the wrist.

How had they learned Bridge Four’s old salute, and so quickly? Th ese 

men didn’t do it as a full salute, just a small gesture, but they nodded their 

heads to Kaladin and his men as they passed. Suddenly, the more calm 

nature of the market took on another cast to Kaladin. Perhaps this  wasn’t 

simply the order and or ga ni za tion of Dalinar’s army.

Th ere was an air of quiet dread over this warcamp. Th ousands had been 

lost to Sadeas’s betrayal. Everyone  here had probably known a man who 

had died out on those plateaus. And everyone probably wondered if the 

confl ict between the two highprinces would escalate.

“It’s nice to be seen as a hero, isn’t it?” Sigzil asked, walking beside Kal-

adin and watching another group of soldiers pass by.

“How long will the goodwill last, do you think?” Moash asked. “How 

long before they resent us?”

“Ha!” Rock, towering behind him, clapped Moash on the shoulder. 

“No complaining today! You do this thing too much. Do not make me 

kick you. I do not like kicking. It hurts my toes.”

“Kick me?” Moash snorted. “You won’t even carry a spear, Rock.”

“Spears are not for kicking complainers. But big Unkalaki feet like 

mine— it is what they  were made for! Ha! Th is thing is obvious, yes?”

Kaladin led the men out of the market and to a large rectangular build-

ing near the barracks. Th is one was constructed of worked stone, rather 

than Soulcast rock, allowing far more fi nesse in design. Such buildings 

 were becoming more common in the warcamps, as more masons arrived.

Soulcasting was quicker, but also more expensive and less fl exible. He 
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didn’t know much about it, only that Soulcasters  were limited in what they 

could do. Th at was why the barracks  were all essentially identical.

Kaladin led his men inside the towering building to the counter, where 

a grizzled man with a belly that stretched to next week supervised a few 

parshmen stacking bolts of blue cloth. Rind, the Kholin head quartermas-

ter, to whom Kaladin had sent instructions the night before. Rind was 

lighteyed, but what was known as a “tenner,” a lowly rank barely above 

darkeyes.

“Ah!” Rind said, speaking with a high- pitched voice that did not match 

his girth. “You’re  here, fi nally! I’ve got them all out for you, Captain. Every-

thing I have left.”

“Left?” Moash asked.

“Uniforms of the Cobalt Guard! I’ve commissioned some new ones, but 

this is what stock remained.” Rind grew more subdued. “Didn’t expect to 

need so many so soon, you see.” He looked Moash up and down, then 

handed him a uniform and pointed to a stall for changing.

Moash took it. “We going to wear our leather jerkins over these?”

“Ha!” Rind said. “Th e ones tied with so much bone you looked like 

some Western skullbearer on feast day? I’ve heard of that. But no, Bright-

lord Dalinar says you’re each to be outfi tted with breastplates, steel caps, 

new spears. Chain mail for the battlefi eld, if you need it.”

“For now,” Kaladin said, “uniforms will do.”

“I think I’ll look silly in this,” Moash grumbled, but walked over to 

change. Rind distributed the uniforms to the men. He gave Shen a strange 

look, but delivered the parshman a uniform without complaint.

Th e bridgemen gathered in an eager bunch, jabbering with excitement 

as they unfolded their uniforms. It had been a long time since any of them 

had worn anything other than bridgeman leathers or slave wraps. Th ey 

stopped talking when Moash stepped out.

Th ese  were newer uniforms, of a more modern style than Kaladin had 

worn in his previous military ser vice. Stiff  blue trousers and black boots 

polished to a shine. A buttoned white shirt, only the edges of its collar and 

cuff s extending beyond the jacket, which came down to the waist and but-

toned closed beneath the belt.

“Now, there’s a soldier!” the quartermaster said with a laugh. “Still think 

you look silly?” He gestured for Moash to inspect his refl ection in the mir-

ror on the wall.

Moash fi xed his cuff s and actually blushed. Kaladin had rarely seen the 

man so out of sorts. “No,” Moash said. “I don’t.”

Th e others moved eagerly and began changing. Some went to the stalls 

at the side, but most didn’t care. Th ey  were bridgemen and slaves; they’d 
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spent most of their recent lives being paraded about in loincloths or little 

more.

Teft had his on before anyone  else, and knew to do up the buttons in the 

right places. “Been a long time,” he whispered, buckling his belt. “Don’t 

know that I deserve to wear something like this again.”

“Th is is what you are, Teft,” Kaladin said. “Don’t let the slave rule you.”

Teft grunted, affi  xing his combat knife in its place on his belt. “And 

you, son? When are you going to admit what you are?”

“I have.”

“To us. Not to everyone  else.”

“Don’t start this again.”

“I’ll storming start what ever I want,” Teft snapped. He leaned in, 

speaking softly. “At least until you give me a real answer. You’re a Surge-

binder. You’re not a Radiant yet, but you’re going to be one when this is all 

blown through. Th e others are right to push you. Why don’t you go have a 

hike up to that Dalinar fellow, suck in some Stormlight, and make him 

recognize you as a lighteyes?”

Kaladin glanced at the men in a muddled jumble as they tried to get the 

uniforms on, an exasperated Rind explaining to them how to do up the 

coats.

“Everything I’ve ever had, Teft,” Kaladin whispered, “the lighteyes have 

taken from me. My family, my brother, my friends. More. More than you 

can imagine. Th ey see what I have, and they take it.” He held up his hand, 

and could faintly make out a few glowing wisps trailing from his skin, 

since he knew what to look for. “Th ey’ll take it. If they can fi nd out what I 

do, they’ll take it.”

“Now, how in Kelek’s breath would they do that?”

“I don’t know,” Kaladin said. “I don’t know, Teft, but I  can’t help feeling 

panic when I think about it. I  can’t let them have this,  can’t let them take 

it— or you men— from me. We remain quiet about what I can do. No more 

talk of it.”

Teft grumbled as the other men fi nally got themselves sorted out, though 

Lopen— one armed, with his empty sleeve turned inside out and pushed in 

so it didn’t hang down— prodded at the patch on his shoulder. “What’s this?”

“It’s the insignia of the Cobalt Guard,” Kaladin said. “Dalinar Kholin’s 

personal bodyguard.”

“Th ey’re dead, gancho,” Lopen said. “We aren’t them.”

“Yeah,” Skar agreed. To Rind’s horror, he got out his knife and cut the 

patch free. “We’re Bridge Four.”

“Bridge Four was your prison,” Kaladin protested.

“Doesn’t matter,” Skar said. “We’re Bridge Four.” Th e others agreed, 

cutting off  the patches, tossing them to the ground.
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Teft nodded and did likewise. “We’ll protect the Blackthorn, but  we’re 

not just going to replace what he had before.  We’re our own crew.”

Kaladin rubbed his forehead, but this was what he had accomplished in 

bringing them together, galvanizing them into a cohesive unit. “I’ll draw 

up a glyphpair insignia for you to use,” he told Rind. “You’ll have to com-

mission new patches.”

Th e portly man sighed as he gathered up the discarded patches. “I sup-

pose. I’ve got your uniform over there, Captain. A darkeyed captain! Who 

would have thought it possible? You’ll be the only one in the army. Th e 

only one ever, so far as I know!”

He didn’t seem to fi nd it off ensive. Kaladin had little experience with 

low- dahn lighteyes like Rind, though they  were very common in the war-

camps. In his hometown, there had only been the citylord’s family— of 

upper-middle dahn— and the darkeyes. It hadn’t been until he’d reached 

Amaram’s army that he’d realized there was an entire spectrum of light-

eyes, many of whom worked common jobs and scrambled for money just 

like ordinary people.

Kaladin walked over to the last bundle on the counter. His uniform was 

diff erent. It included a blue waistcoat and a double- breasted blue longcoat, 

the lining white, the buttons of silver. Th e longcoat was meant to hang 

open, despite the rows of buttons down each side.

He’d seen such uniforms frequently. On lighteyes.

“Bridge Four,” he said, cutting the Cobalt Guard insignia from the 

shoulder and tossing it to the counter with the others.
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Soldiers reported being watched from afar by an unnerving number 
of Parshendi scouts. Then we noticed a new pattern of their pene-
trating close to the camps in the night and then quickly retreating. 
I can only surmise that our enemies  were even then preparing their 
stratagem to end this war.

—From the personal journal of Navani Kholin, Jeseses 1174

R esearch into times before the Hierocracy is frustratingly diffi  cult, the book 

read. During the reign of the Hierocracy, the Vorin Church had near- 

absolute control over eastern Roshar. Th e fabrications they promoted— 

and then perpetuated as absolute truth— became ingrained in the consciousness of 

society. More disturbingly, modifi ed copies of ancient texts  were made, aligning 

history to match Hierocratic dogma.

In her cabin, Shallan read by the glow of a goblet of spheres, wearing 

her nightgown. Her cramped chamber lacked a true porthole and had just 

a thin slit of a window running across the top of the outside wall. Th e only 

sound she could hear was the water lapping against the hull. To night, the 

ship did not have a port in which to shelter.

Th e church of this era was suspicious of the Knights Radiant, the book read. 

Yet it relied upon the authority granted Vorinism by the Heralds. Th is created a 

dichotomy in which the Recreance, and the betrayal of the knights, was overem-

phasized. At the same time, the ancient knights— the ones who had lived along-

side the Heralds in the shadowdays— were celebrated.

Th is makes it particularly diffi  cult to study the Radiants and the place named 

Shadesmar. What is fact? What rec ords did the church, in its misguided attempt 
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to cleanse the past of perceived contradictions, rewrite to suit its preferred narra-

tive? Few documents from the period survive that did not pass through Vorin 

hands to be copied from the original parchment into modern codices.

Shallan glanced up over the top of her book. Th e volume was one of 

Jasnah’s earliest published works as a full scholar. Jasnah had not assigned 

Shallan to read it. Indeed, she’d been hesitant when Shallan had asked for 

a copy, and had needed to dig it out of one of the numerous trunks full of 

books she kept in the ship’s hold.

Why had she been so reluctant, when this volume dealt with the very 

things that Shallan was studying? Shouldn’t Jasnah have given her this 

right off ? It—

Th e pattern returned.

Shallan’s breath caught in her throat as she saw it on the cabin wall 

 beside the bunk, just to her left. She carefully moved her eyes back to the 

page in front of her. Th e pattern was the same one that she’d seen before, 

the shape that had appeared on her sketchpad.

Ever since then, she’d been seeing it from the corner of her eye, appear-

ing in the grain of wood, the cloth on the back of a sailor’s shirt, the shim-

mering of the water. Each time, when she looked right at it, the pattern 

vanished. Jasnah would say nothing more, other than to indicate it was 

likely harmless.

Shallan turned the page and steadied her breathing. She had experi-

enced something like this before with the strange symbol- headed crea-

tures who had appeared unbidden in her drawings. She allowed her eyes to 

slip up off  the page and look at the wall— not right at the pattern, but to 

the side of it, as if she hadn’t noticed it.

Yes, it was there. Raised, like an embossing, it had a complex pattern 

with a haunting symmetry. Its tiny lines twisted and turned through its 

mass, somehow lifting the surface of the wood, like iron scrollwork under 

a taut tablecloth.

It was one of those things. Th e symbolheads. Th is pattern was similar to 

their strange heads. She looked back at the page, but did not read. Th e 

ship swayed, and the glowing white spheres in her goblet clinked as they 

shifted. She took a deep breath.

Th en looked directly at the pattern.

Immediately, it began to fade, the ridges sinking. Before it did, she got 

a clear look at it, and she took a Memory.

“Not this time,” she muttered as it vanished. “Th is time I have you.” She 

threw away her book, scrambling to get out her charcoal pencil and a sheet 

of sketching paper. She huddled down beside her light, red hair tumbling 

around her shoulders.

She worked furiously, possessed by a frantic need to have this drawing 
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done. Her fi ngers moved on their own, her unclothed safehand holding the 

sketchpad toward the goblet, which sprinkled the paper with shards of light.

She tossed aside the pencil. She needed something crisper, capable of 

sharper lines. Ink. Pencil was wonderful for drawing the soft shades of 

life, but this thing she drew was not life. It was something  else, something 

unreal. She dug a pen and inkwell from her supplies, then went back to her 

drawing, replicating the tiny, intricate lines.

She did not think as she drew. Th e art consumed her, and creationspren 

popped into existence all around. Dozens of tiny shapes soon crowded the 

small table beside her cot and the fl oor of the cabin near where she knelt. 

Th e spren shifted and spun, each no larger than the bowl of a spoon, be-

coming shapes they’d recently encountered. She mostly ignored them, 

though she’d never seen so many at once.

Faster and faster they shifted forms as she drew, intent. Th e pattern 

seemed impossible to capture. Its complex repetitions twisted down into 

infi nity. No, a pen could never capture this thing perfectly, but she was 

close. She drew it spiraling out of a center point, then re- created each 

branch off  the center, which had its own swirl of tiny lines. It was like a 

maze created to drive its captive insane.

When she fi nished the last line, she found herself breathing hard, as if 

she’d run a great distance. She blinked, again noticing the creationspren 

around her— there  were hundreds. Th ey lingered before fading away one by 

one. Shallan set the pen down beside her vial of ink, which she’d stuck to 

the tabletop with wax to keep it from sliding as the ship swayed. She picked 

up the page, waiting for the last lines of ink to dry, and felt as if she’d ac-

complished something signifi cant— though she knew not what.

As the last line dried, the pattern  rose before her. She heard a distinct 

sigh from the paper, as if in relief.

She jumped, dropping the paper and scrambling onto her bed. Unlike 

the other times, the embossing didn’t vanish, though it left the paper— 

budding from her matching drawing— and moved onto the fl oor.

She could describe it in no other way. Th e pattern somehow moved 

from paper to fl oor. It came to the leg of her cot and wrapped around it, 

climbing upward and onto the blanket. It didn’t look like something mov-

ing beneath the blanket; that was simply a crude approximation. Th e lines 

 were too precise for that, and there was no stretching. Something beneath 

the blanket would have been just an indistinct lump, but this was exact.

It drew closer. It didn’t look dangerous, but she still found herself trem-

bling. Th is pattern was diff erent from the symbolheads in her drawings, 

but it was also somehow the same. A fl attened- out version, without torso 

or limbs. It was an abstraction of one of them, just as a circle with a few 

lines in it could represent a human’s face on the page.
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Th ose things had terrifi ed her, haunted her dreams, made her worry she 

was going insane. So as this one approached, she scuttled from her bed 

and went as far from it in the small cabin as she could. Th en, heart thump-

ing in her chest, she pulled open the door to go for Jasnah.

She found Jasnah herself just outside, reaching toward the doorknob, 

her left hand cupped before her. A small fi gure made of inky blackness— 

shaped like a man in a smart, fashionable suit with a long coat— stood in 

her palm. He melted away into shadow as he saw Shallan. Jasnah looked to 

Shallan, then glanced toward the fl oor of the cabin, where the pattern was 

crossing the wood.

“Put on some clothing, child,” Jasnah said. “We have matters to discuss.”

•

“I had originally hoped that we would have the same type of spren,” Jas-

nah said, sitting on a stool in Shallan’s cabin. Th e pattern remained on the 

fl oor between her and Shallan, who lay prone on the cot, properly clothed 

with a robe over the nightgown and a thin white glove on her left hand. 

“But of course, that would be too easy. I have suspected since Kharbranth 

that we would be of diff erent orders.”

“Orders, Brightness?” Shallan asked, timidly using a pencil to prod at 

the pattern on the fl oor. It shied away, like an animal that had been poked. 

Shallan was fascinated by how it raised the surface of the fl oor, though a 

part of her did not want to have anything to do with it and its unnatural, 

eye- twisting geometries.

“Yes,” Jasnah said. Th e inklike spren that had accompanied her before 

had not reappeared. “Each order reportedly had access to two of the Surges, 

with overlap between them. We call the powers Surgebinding. Soulcasting 

was one, and is what we share, though our orders are diff erent.”

Shallan nodded. Surgebinding. Soulcasting. Th ese  were talents of the 

Lost Radiants, the abilities— supposedly just legend— that had been their 

blessing or their curse, depending upon which reports you read. Or so she’d 

learned from the books Jasnah had given her to read during their trip.

“I’m not one of the Radiants,” Shallan said.

“Of course you aren’t,” Jasnah said, “and neither am I. Th e orders of 

knights  were a construct, just as all society is a construct, used by men to 

defi ne and explain. Not every man who wields a spear is a soldier, and not 

every woman who makes bread is a baker. And yet weapons, or baking, 

become the hallmarks of certain professions.”

“So you’re saying that what we can do . . .”

“Was once the defi nition of what initiated one into the Knights Radi-

ant,” Jasnah said.
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“But  we’re women!”

“Yes,” Jasnah said lightly. “Spren don’t suff er from human society’s prej-

udices. Refreshing,  wouldn’t you say?”

Shallan looked up from poking at the pattern spren. “Th ere  were women 

among the Knights Radiant?”

“A statistically appropriate number,” Jasnah said. “But don’t fear that 

you will soon fi nd yourself swinging a sword, child. Th e archetype of Ra-

diants on the battlefi eld is an exaggeration. From what I’ve read— though 

rec ords are, unfortunately, untrustworthy— for every Radiant dedicated to 

battle, there  were another three who spent their time on diplomacy, schol-

arship, or other ways to aid society.”

“Oh.” Why was Shallan disappointed by that?

Fool. A memory  rose unbidden. A silvery sword. A pattern of light. Truths 

she could not face. She banished them, squeezing her eyes shut.

Ten heartbeats.

“I have been looking into the spren you told me about,” Jasnah said. 

“Th e creatures with the symbol heads.”

Shallan took a deep breath and opened her eyes. “Th is is one of them,” 

she said, pointing her pencil at the pattern, which had approached her trunk 

and was moving up onto it and off  it— like a child jumping on a sofa. In-

stead of threatening, it seemed innocent, even playful— and hardly intelli-

gent at all. She had been frightened of this thing?

“Yes, I suspect that it is,” Jasnah said. “Most spren manifest diff erently 

 here than they do in Shadesmar. What you drew before was their form 

there.”

“Th is one is not very impressive.”

“Yes. I will admit that I’m disappointed. I feel that  we’re missing some-

thing important about this, Shallan, and I fi nd it annoying. Th e Cryptics 

have a fearful reputation, and yet this one— the fi rst specimen I’ve ever 

seen— seems . . .”

It climbed up the wall, then slipped down, then climbed back up, then 

slipped down again.

“Imbecilic?” Shallan asked.

“Perhaps it simply needs more time,” Jasnah said. “When I fi rst bonded 

with Ivory—” She stopped abruptly.

“What?” Shallan said.

“I’m sorry. He does not like me to speak of him. It makes him anxious. 

Th e knights’ breaking of their oaths was very painful to the spren. Many 

spren died; I’m certain of it. Th ough Ivory won’t speak of it, I gather that 

what he’s done is regarded as a betrayal by the others of his kind.”

“But—”

“No more of that,” Jasnah said. “I’m sorry.”
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“Fine. You mentioned the Cryptics?”

“Yes,” Jasnah said, reaching into the sleeve that hid her safehand and slip-

ping out a folded piece of paper— one of Shallan’s drawings of the symbol-

heads. “Th at is their own name for themselves, though we would probably 

name them liespren. Th ey don’t like the term. Regardless, the Cryptics 

rule one of the greater cities in Shadesmar. Th ink of them as the lighteyes 

of the Cognitive Realm.”

“So this thing,” Shallan said, nodding to the pattern, which was spinning 

in circles in the center of the cabin, “is like . . .  a prince, on their side?”

“Something like that. Th ere is a complex sort of confl ict between them 

and the honorspren. Spren politics are not something I’ve been able to 

devote much time to. Th is spren will be your companion— and will grant 

you the ability to Soulcast, among other things.”

“Other things?”

“We will have to see,” Jasnah said. “It comes down to the nature of 

spren. What has your research revealed?”

With Jasnah, everything seemed to be a test of scholarship. Shallan 

smothered a sigh. Th is was why she had come with Jasnah, rather than 

returning to her home. Still, she did wish that sometimes Jasnah would 

just tell her answers rather than making her work so hard to fi nd them. 

“Alai says that the spren are fragments of the powers of creation. A lot of 

the scholars I read agreed with that.”

“It is one opinion. What does it mean?”

Shallan tried not to let herself be distracted by the spren on the fl oor. 

“Th ere are ten fundamental Surges— forces—by which the world works. 

Gravitation, pressure, transformation. Th at sort of thing. You told me 

spren are fragments of the Cognitive Realm that have somehow gained 

sentience because of human attention. Well, it stands to reason that they 

 were something before. Like . . .  like a painting was a canvas before being 

given life.”

“Life?” Jasnah said, raising her eyebrow.

“Of course,” Shallan said. Paintings lived. Not lived like a person or a 

spren, but . . .  well, it was obvious to her, at least. “So, before the spren  were 

alive, they  were something. Power. Energy. Zen- daughter- Vath sketched 

tiny spren she found sometimes around heavy objects. Gravitationspren— 

fragments of the power or force that causes us to fall. It stands to reason 

that every spren was a power before it was a spren. Really, you can divide 

spren into two general groups. Th ose that respond to emotions and those 

that respond to forces like fi re or wind pressure.”

“So you believe Namar’s theory on spren categorization?”

“Yes.”

“Good,” Jasnah said. “As do I. I suspect, personally, that these group-
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ings of spren— emotion spren versus nature spren— are where the ideas of 

mankind’s primeval ‘gods’ came from. Honor, who became Vorinism’s Al-

mighty, was created by men who wanted a repre sen ta tion of ideal human 

emotions as they saw in emotion spren. Cultivation, the god worshipped in 

the West, is a female deity that is an embodiment of nature and nature 

spren. Th e various Voidspren, with their unseen lord— whose name changes 

depending on which culture  we’re speaking of— evoke an enemy or antago-

nist. Th e Stormfather, of course, is a strange off shoot of this, his theoreti-

cal nature changing depending on which era of Vorinism is doing the 

talking. . . .”

She trailed off . Shallan blushed, realizing she’d looked away and had be-

gun tracing a glyphward on her blanket against the evil in Jasnah’s words.

“Th at was a tangent,” Jasnah said. “I apologize.”

“You’re so sure he isn’t real,” Shallan said. “Th e Almighty.”

“I have no more proof of him than I do of the Th aylen Passions, Nu 

Ralik of the Purelake, or any other religion.”

“And the Heralds? You don’t think they existed?”

“I don’t know,” Jasnah said. “Th ere are many things in this world that I 

don’t understand. For example, there is some slight proof that both the 

Stormfather and the Almighty are real creatures— simply powerful spren, 

such as the Nightwatcher.”

“Th en he would be real.”

“I never claimed he was not,” Jasnah said. “I merely claimed that I do 

not accept him as God, nor do I feel any inclination to worship him. But 

this is, again, a tangent.” Jasnah stood. “You are relieved of other duties of 

study. For the next few days, you have only one focus for your scholarship.” 

She pointed toward the fl oor.

“Th e pattern?” Shallan asked.

“You are the only person in centuries to have the chance to interact with 

a Cryptic,” Jasnah said. “Study it and record your experiences— in detail. 

Th is will likely be your fi rst writing of signifi cance, and could be of utmost 

importance to our future.”

Shallan regarded the pattern, which had moved over and bumped into 

her foot— she could feel it only faintly— and was now bumping into it time 

and time again.

“Great,” Shallan said.
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The next clue came on the walls. I did not ignore this sign, but 
 neither did I grasp its full implications.

—From the journal of Navani Kholin, Jeseses 1174

I’m running through water,” Dalinar said, coming to himself. He was 

moving, charging forward.

Th e vision coalesced around him. Warm water splashed his legs. On 

either side of him, a dozen men with hammers and spears ran through the 

shallow water. Th ey lifted their legs high with each step, feet back, thighs 

lifting parallel to the water’s surface, like they  were marching in a parade— 

only no parade had ever been such a mad scramble. Obviously, running 

that way helped them move through the liquid. He tried to imitate the 

odd gait.

“I’m in the Purelake, I think,” he said, under his breath. “Warm water 

that only comes up to the knees, no signs of land anywhere. It’s dusk, 

though, so I  can’t see much.

“People run with me. I don’t know if  we’re running toward something 

or away from it. Nothing over my shoulder that I can see. Th ese people are 

obviously soldiers, though the uniforms are antiquated. Leather skirts, 

bronze helms and breastplates. Bare legs and arms.” He looked down at 

himself. “I’m wearing the same.”

Some highlords in Alethkar and Jah Keved still used uniforms like this, 

so he  couldn’t place the exact era. Th e modern uses  were all calculated re-

vivals by traditionalist commanders who hoped a classical look would in-

spire their men. In those cases, however, modern steel equipment would 

034-57308_ch01_3P.indd   72034-57308_ch01_3P.indd   72 1/10/14   9:48 PM1/10/14   9:48 PM



73

be used alongside the antique uniforms— and he didn’t see any of that 

 here.

Dalinar didn’t ask questions. He’d found that playing along with these 

visions taught him more than it did to stop and demand answers.

Running through this water was tough. Th ough he’d started near the 

front of the group, he was now lagging behind. Th e group ran toward 

some kind of large rock mound ahead, shadowed in the dusk. Maybe this 

 wasn’t the Purelake. It didn’t have rock formations like—

Th at  wasn’t a rock mound. It was a fortress. Dalinar halted, looking up 

at the peaked, castle- like structure that  rose straight from the still lake 

waters. He’d never seen its like before. Jet- black stone. Obsidian? Perhaps 

this place had been Soulcast.

“Th ere’s a fortress ahead,” he said, continuing forward. “It must not still 

exist— if it did, it would be famous. It looks like it’s created entirely from 

obsidian. Finlike sides rising toward peaked tips above, towers like arrow-

heads . . .  Stormfather. It’s majestic.

“We’re approaching another group of soldiers who stand in the water, 

holding spears wardingly in all directions. Th ere are perhaps a dozen of 

them; I’m in the company of another dozen. And . . .  yes, there’s someone 

in the middle of them. Shardbearer. Glowing armor.”

Not just a Shardbearer. Radiant. A knight in resplendent Shardplate 

that glowed with a deep red at the joints and in certain markings. 

 Armor did that in the shadowdays. Th is vision was taking place before 

the Recreance.

Like all Shardplate, the armor was distinctive. With that skirt of chain 

links, those smooth joints, the vambraces that extended back just so . . .  

Storms, that looked like Adolin’s armor, though this armor pulled in more 

at the waist. Female? Dalinar  couldn’t tell for certain, as the faceplate was 

down.

“Form up!” the knight ordered as Dalinar’s group arrived, and he nod-

ded to himself. Yes, female.

Dalinar and the other soldiers formed a ring around the knight, weap-

ons outward. Not far off , another group of soldiers with a knight at their 

center marched through the water.

“Why did you call us back?” asked one of Dalinar’s companions.

“Caeb thinks he saw something,” the knight said. “Be alert. Let’s move 

carefully.”

Th e group started away from the fortress in another direction from the 

one they’d come. Dalinar held his spear outward, sweating at his temples. 

To his own eyes, he didn’t look any diff erent from his normal self. Th e 

others, however, would see him as one of their own.

He still didn’t know terribly much about these visions. Th e Almighty 
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sent them to him, somehow. But the Almighty was dead, by his own ad-

mission. So how did that work?

“We’re looking for something,” Dalinar said, under his breath. “Teams 

of knights and soldiers have been sent into the night to fi nd something 

that was spotted.”

“You all right, new kid?” asked one of the soldiers to his side.

“Fine,” Dalinar said. “Just worried. I mean, I don’t even really know 

what  we’re looking for.”

“A spren that  doesn’t act like it should,” the man said. “Keep your eyes 

open. Once Sja- anat touches a spren, it acts strange. Call attention to any-

thing you see.”

Dalinar nodded, then under his breath repeated the words, hoping 

that Navani could hear him. He and the soldiers continued their sweep, 

the knight at their center speaking with . . .  nobody? She sounded like she 

was having a conversation, but Dalinar  couldn’t see or hear anyone  else 

with her.

He turned his attention to the surroundings. He’d always wanted to see 

the center of the Purelake, but he’d never had a chance to do much besides 

visit the border. He’d been unable to fi nd time for a detour in that direction 

during his last visit to Azir. Th e Azish had always acted surprised that he 

would want to go to such a place, as they claimed there was “nothing there.”

Dalinar wore some kind of tight shoes on his feet, perhaps to keep him 

from cutting them on anything hidden by the water. Th e footing was 

 uneven in places, with holes and ridges he felt rather than saw. He found 

himself watching little fi sh dart this way and that, shadows in the water, 

and next to them a face.

A face.

Dalinar shouted, jumping back, pointing his spear downward. “Th at 

was a face! In the water!”

“Riverspren?” the knight asked, stepping up beside him.

“It looked like a shadow,” Dalinar said. “Red eyes.”

“It’s  here, then,” the knight said. “Sja- anat’s spy. Caeb, run to the check-

point. Th e rest of you, keep watching. It won’t be able to go far without a 

carrier.” She yanked something off  her belt, a small pouch.

“Th ere!” Dalinar said, spotting a small red dot in the water. It fl owed 

away from him, swimming like a fi sh. He charged after, running as he’d 

learned earlier. What good would it do to chase a spren, though? You 

 couldn’t catch them. Not with any method he knew.

Th e others charged behind. Fish scattered away, frightened by Dalinar’s 

splashing. “I’m chasing a spren,” Dalinar said under his breath. “It’s what 

 we’ve been hunting. It looks a little like a face— a shadowy one, with red 

eyes. It swims through the water like a fi sh. Wait! Th ere’s another one. 
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Joining it. Larger, like a full fi gure, easily six feet. A swimming person, 

but like a shadow. It—”

“Storms!” the knight shouted suddenly. “It brought an escort!”

Th e larger spren twisted, then dove downward in the water, vanishing 

into the rocky ground. Dalinar stopped, uncertain if he should keep chas-

ing the smaller one or remain  here.

Th e others turned and started to run the other way.

Uh- oh . . .  

Dalinar scrambled back as the rocky lake bottom began to shake. He 

stumbled, splashing down into the water. It was so clear he could see the 

fl oor cracking under him, as if something large  were pounding against it 

from beneath.

“Come on!” one of the soldiers cried, grabbing him by the arm. Dalinar 

was pulled to his feet as the cracks below widened. Th e once- still surface 

of the lake churned and thrashed.

Th e ground jolted, almost tumbling Dalinar off  his feet again. Ahead of 

him, several of the soldiers did fall.

Th e knight stood fi rm, an enormous Shardblade forming in her hands.

Dalinar glanced over his shoulder in time to see rock emerging from 

the water. A long arm! Slender, perhaps fi fteen feet long, it burst from the 

water, then slammed back down as if to get a fi rm purchase on the lakebed. 

Another arm  rose nearby, elbow toward the sky, then they both heaved as 

if attached to a body doing a push- up.

A giant body ripped itself out of the rocky fl oor. It was like someone 

had been buried in sand and was now emerging. Water streamed from the 

creature’s ridged and pocked back, which was overgrown with bits of 

shalebark and submarine fungus. Th e spren had somehow animated the 

stone itself.

As it stood and twisted about, Dalinar could make out glowing red 

eyes— like molten rock— set deep in an evil stone face. Th e body was skel-

etal, with thin bony limbs and spiky fi ngers that ended in rocky claws. Th e 

chest was a rib cage of stone.

“Th underclast!” soldiers yelled. “Hammers! Ready hammers!”

Th e knight stood before the rising creature, which stood thirty feet tall, 

dripping water. A calm, white light began to rise from her. It reminded 

Dalinar of the light of spheres. Stormlight. She raised her Shardblade and 

charged, stepping through the water with uncanny ease, as if it had no 

purchase on her. Perhaps it was the strength of Shardplate.

“Th ey  were created to watch,” a voice said from beside him.

Dalinar looked to the soldier who had helped him rise earlier, a long- 

faced Selay man with a balding scalp and a wide nose. Dalinar reached 

down to help the man to his feet.
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Th is  wasn’t how the man had spoken before, but Dalinar recognized the 

voice. It was the same one that came at the end of most of the visions. Th e 

Almighty.

“Th e Knights Radiant,” the Almighty said, standing up beside Dalinar, 

watching the knight attack the nightmare beast. “Th ey  were a solution, a 

way to off set the destruction of the Desolations. Ten orders of knights, 

founded with the purpose of helping men fi ght, then rebuild.”

Dalinar repeated it, word for word, focused on catching every one and 

not on thinking about what they meant.

Th e Almighty turned to him. “I was surprised when these orders ar-

rived. I did not teach my Heralds this. It was the spren— wishing to imi-

tate what I had given men— who made it possible. You will need to refound 

them. Th is is your task. Unite them. Create a fortress that can weather the 

storm. Vex Odium, convince him that he can lose, and appoint a cham-

pion. He will take that chance instead of risking defeat again, as he has 

suff ered so often. Th is is the best advice I can give you.”

Dalinar fi nished repeating the words. Beyond him, the fi ght began in 

earnest, water splashing, rock grinding. Soldiers approached bearing ham-

mers, and unexpectedly, these men now also glowed with Stormlight, 

though far more faintly.

“You  were surprised by the coming of the knights,” Dalinar said to the 

Almighty. “And this force, this enemy, managed to kill you. You  were never 

God. God knows everything. God cannot be killed. So who  were you?”

Th e Almighty did not answer. He  couldn’t. Dalinar had realized that 

these visions  were some kind of predetermined experience, like a play. Th e 

people in them could react to Dalinar, like actors who could improvise to 

an extent. Th e Almighty himself never did this.

“I will do what I can,” Dalinar said. “I will refound them. I will prepare. 

You have told me many things, but there is one I have fi gured out on my 

own. If you could be killed, then the other like you— your enemy— 

probably can be as well.”

Th e darkness came upon Dalinar. Th e yelling and splashing faded. Had 

this vision occurred during a Desolation, or between? Th ese visions never 

told him enough. As the darkness evaporated he found himself lying in a 

small stone chamber within his complex in the warcamps.

Navani knelt beside him, clipboard held before her, pen moving as she 

scribbled. Storms, she was beautiful. Mature, lips painted red, hair wound 

about her head in a complex braid that sparkled with rubies. Bloodred dress. 

She looked at him, noting that he was blinking back awake, and smiled.

“It was—” he began.

“Hush,” she said, still writing. “Th at last part sounded important.” She 

wrote for a moment, then fi nally removed pen from pad, the latter held 
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through the cloth of her sleeve. “I think I got it all. It’s hard when you 

change languages.”

“I changed languages?” he asked.

“At the end. Before, you  were speaking Selay. An ancient form of 

it, certainly, but we have rec ords of that. I hope my translators can make 

sense of my transcription; my command of that language is rusty. You do 

need to speak more slowly when you do this, dearest.”

“Th at can be hard, in the moment,” Dalinar said, rising. Compared to 

what he’d felt in the vision, the air  here was cold. Rain pelted the room’s 

closed shutters, though he knew from experience that an end to his vision 

meant that the storm had nearly spent itself.

Feeling drained, he walked to a seat beside the wall and settled down. 

Only he and Navani  were in the room; he preferred it that way. Renarin 

and Adolin waited out the storm nearby, in another room of Dalinar’s 

quarters and under the watchful eyes of Captain Kaladin and his bridge-

man bodyguards.

Perhaps he should invite more scholars in to observe his visions; they 

could all write down his words, then consult to produce the most accurate 

version. But storms, he had enough trouble with one person watching him 

in such a state, raving and thrashing on the ground. He believed in the 

visions, even depended upon them, but that didn’t mean it  wasn’t embar-

rassing.

Navani sat down beside him, and wrapped her arms around him. “Was 

it bad?”

“Th is one? No. Not bad. Some running, then some fi ghting. I didn’t 

participate. Th e vision ended before I needed to help.”

“Th en why that expression?”

“I have to refound the Knights Radiant.”

“Refound the . . .  But how? What does that even mean?”

“I don’t know. I don’t know anything; I only have hints and shadowy 

threats. Something dangerous is coming, that much is certain. I have to 

stop it.”

She rested her head on his shoulder. He stared at the hearth, which 

crackled softly, giving the small room a warm glow. Th is was one of the few 

hearths that hadn’t been converted to the new fabrial heating devices.

He preferred the real fi re, though he  wouldn’t say it to Navani. She 

worked so hard to bring new fabrials to them all.

“Why you?” Navani asked. “Why do you have to do this?”

“Why is one man born a king, and another a beggar?” Dalinar asked. 

“It is the way of the world.”

“It is that easy for you?”

“Not easy,” Dalinar said, “but there is no point in demanding answers.”

034-57308_ch01_3P.indd   77034-57308_ch01_3P.indd   77 1/10/14   9:48 PM1/10/14   9:48 PM



78

“Particularly if the Almighty is dead. . . .”

Perhaps he should not have shared that fact with her. Speaking of just 

that one idea could brand him a heretic, drive his own ardents from him, 

give Sadeas a weapon against the Th rone.

If the Almighty was dead, what did Dalinar worship? What did he 

believe?

“We should record your memories of the vision,” Navani said with a 

sigh, pulling back from him. “While they are fresh.”

He nodded. It was important to have a description to match the tran-

scriptions. He began to recount what he’d seen, speaking slowly enough 

that she could write it all down. He described the lake, the clothing of the 

men, the strange fortress in the distance. She claimed there  were stories 

of large structures on the Purelake told by some who lived there. Scholars 

had considered them mythological.

Dalinar stood up and paced as he moved on to the description of the 

unholy thing that had risen from the lake. “It left behind a hole in the 

lakebed,” Dalinar explained. “Imagine if you  were to outline a body on 

the fl oor, then watch that body rip itself free from the ground.

“Imagine the tactical advantage such a thing would have. Spren move 

quickly and easily. One could slip in behind battle lines, then stand up and 

start attacking the support staff . Th at beast’s stone body must have been 

diffi  cult to break. Storms . . .  Shardblades. Makes me wonder if these are 

the things the weapons  were truly designed to fi ght.”

Navani smiled as she wrote.

“What?” Dalinar asked, stopping in his pacing.

“You are such a soldier.”

“Yes. And?”

“And it’s endearing,” she said, fi nishing her writing. “What happened 

next?”

“Th e Almighty spoke to me.” He gave her the monologue as best he 

could remember while he paced in a slow, restful walk. I need to sleep more, 

he thought. He  wasn’t the youth he’d been twenty years ago, capable of 

staying up all night with Gavilar, listening with a cup of wine as his 

brother made plans, then charging to battle the next day full of vigor and 

hungering for a contest.

Once he was done with his narrative, Navani  rose, tucking her writing 

implements away. She’d take what he’d said and have her scholars— well, 

his scholars, which she’d appropriated— work at matching his Alethi 

words up with the transcriptions she’d recorded. Th ough, of course, she’d 

fi rst remove the lines where he mentioned sensitive issues, such as the Al-

mighty’s death.

She’d also search for historical references to match his descriptions. 
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 Navani liked things neat and quantifi ed. She’d prepared a timeline of all 

of his visions, trying to piece them into a single narrative.

“You’re still going to publish the proclamation this week?” she asked.

Dalinar nodded. He’d released it to the highprinces a week ago, in pri-

vate. He’d intended to release it the same day to the camps, but Navani 

had convinced him that this was the wiser course. News was seeping out, 

but this would let the highprinces prepare.

“Th e proclamation will go to the public within a few days,” he said. 

“Before the highprinces can put further pressure on Elhokar to retract it.”

Navani pursed her lips.

“It must be done,” Dalinar said.

“You’re supposed to unite them.”

“Th e highprinces are spoiled children,” Dalinar said. “Changing them 

will require extreme mea sures.”

“If you break the kingdom apart, we’ll never unify it.”

“We’ll make certain that it  doesn’t break.”

Navani looked him up and down, then smiled. “I am fond of this more 

confi dent you, I must admit. Now, if I could just borrow a little of that 

confi dence in regards to us . . .”

“I am quite confi dent about us,” he said, pulling her close.

“Is that so? Because this traveling between the king’s palace and your 

complex wastes a lot of my time each day. If I  were to move my things 

 here— say, into your quarters— think how much more con ve nient every-

thing would be.”

“No.”

“You’re confi dent they won’t let us marry, Dalinar. So what  else are we 

to do? Is it the morality of the thing? You yourself said that the Almighty 

was dead.”

“Something is either right or it’s wrong,” Dalinar said, feeling stubborn. 

“Th e Almighty  doesn’t come into it.”

“God,” Navani said fl atly, “doesn’t come into whether his commands 

are right or wrong.”

“Er. Yes.”

“Careful,” Navani said. “You’re sounding like Jasnah. Anyway, if God is 

dead—”

“God isn’t dead. If the Almighty died, then he was never God, that’s all.”

She sighed, still close to him. She went up on her toes and kissed him— 

and not demurely, either. Navani considered demureness for the coy and 

frivolous. So, a passionate kiss, pressing against his mouth, pushing his 

head backward, hungering for more. When she pulled away, Dalinar 

found himself breathless.

She smiled at him, then turned and picked up her things— he hadn’t 
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noticed her dropping them during the kiss— and then walked to the door. 

“I am not a patient woman, you realize. I am as spoiled as those high-

princes, accustomed to getting what I want.”

He snorted. Neither was true. She could be patient. When it suited her. 

What she meant was that it didn’t suit her at the moment.

She opened the door, and Captain Kaladin himself peered in, inspect-

ing the room. Th e bridgeman certainly was earnest. “Watch her as she 

travels home for the day, soldier,” Dalinar said to him.

Kaladin saluted. Navani pushed by him and left without a goodbye, 

closing the door and leaving Dalinar alone again.

Dalinar sighed deeply, then walked to the chair and settled down by 

the hearth to think.

He started awake some time later, the fi re having burned out. Storms. 

Was he falling asleep in the middle of the day, now? If only he didn’t spend 

so much time at night tossing and turning, head full of worries and burdens 

that should never have been his. What had happened to the simple days? 

His hand on a sword, secure in the knowledge that Gavilar would handle 

the diffi  cult parts?

Dalinar stretched, rising. He needed to go over preparations for releas-

ing the king’s proclamation, and then see to the new guards—

He stopped. Th e wall of his room bore a series of stark white scratches 

forming glyphs. Th ey hadn’t been there before.

Sixty- two days, the glyphs read. Death follows.

•

A short time later, Dalinar stood, straight- backed, hands clasped behind 

him as he listened to Navani confer with Rushu, one of the Kholin schol-

ars. Adolin stood nearby, inspecting a chunk of white rock that had been 

found on the fl oor. It had apparently been pried from the row of ornamental 

stones rimming the room’s window, then used to write the glyphs.

Straight back, head up, Dalinar told himself, even though you want to just 

slump in that chair. A leader did not slump. A leader was in control. Even 

when he least felt like he controlled anything.

Especially then.

“Ah,” said Rushu— a young female ardent with long eyelashes and button-

like lips. “Look at the sloppy lines! Th e improper symmetry. Whoever did 

this is not practiced with drawing glyphs. Th ey almost spelled death 

wrong— it looks more like ‘broken.’ And the meaning is vague. Death fol-

lows? Or is it ‘follow death’? Or Sixty- Two Days of Death and Following? 

Glyphs are imprecise.”
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“Just make the copy, Rushu,” Navani said. “And don’t speak of this to 

anyone.”

“Not even you?” Rushu asked, sounding distracted as she wrote.

Navani sighed, walking over to Dalinar and Adolin. “She is good at 

what she does,” Navani said softly, “but she’s a little oblivious sometimes. 

Anyway, she knows handwriting better than anyone. It’s one of her many 

areas of interest.”

Dalinar nodded, bottling his fears.

“Why would anyone do this?” Adolin asked, dropping the rock. “Is it 

some kind of obscure threat?”

“No,” Dalinar said.

Navani met Dalinar’s eyes. “Rushu,” she said. “Leave us for a moment.”

Th e woman didn’t respond at fi rst, but scuttled out at further prompting. 

As she opened the door, she revealed members of Bridge Four outside, led 

by Captain Kaladin, his expression dark. He’d escorted Navani away, then 

come back to fi nd this— and then had immediately sent men to check on 

and retrieve Navani.

He obviously considered this lapse his fault, thinking that someone had 

sneaked into Dalinar’s room while he was sleeping. Dalinar waved the 

captain in.

Kaladin hurried over, and hopefully didn’t see how Adolin’s jaw tight-

ened as he regarded the man. Dalinar had been fi ghting the Parshendi 

Shardbearer when Kaladin and Adolin had clashed on the battlefi eld, but 

he’d heard talk of their run- in. His son certainly did not like hearing that 

this darkeyed bridgeman had been put in charge of the Cobalt Guard.

“Sir,” Captain Kaladin said, stepping up. “I’m embarrassed. One week 

on the job, and I’ve failed you.”

“You did as commanded, Captain,” Dalinar said.

“I was commanded to keep you safe, sir,” Kaladin said, anger bleeding 

into his voice. “I should have posted guards at individual doors inside your 

quarters, not just outside of the room complex.”

“We’ll be more observant in the future, Captain,” Dalinar said. “Your 

pre de ces sor always posted the same guard as you did, and it was suffi  cient 

before.”

“Times  were diff erent before, sir,” Kaladin said, scanning the room 

and narrowing his eyes. He focused on the window, too small to let 

someone slip in. “I still wish I knew how they got in. Th e guards heard 

nothing.”

Dalinar inspected the young soldier, scarred and dark of expression. 

Why, Dalinar thought, do I trust this man so much? He  couldn’t put his fi n-

ger on it, but over the years, he’d learned to trust his instincts as a soldier 
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and a general. Something within him urged him to trust Kaladin, and he 

accepted those instincts.

“Th is is a small matter,” Dalinar said.

Kaladin looked at him sharply.

“Don’t worry yourself overly much about how the person got in to scrib-

ble on my wall,” Dalinar said. “Just be more watchful in the future. Dis-

missed.” He nodded to Kaladin, who retreated reluctantly, pulling the door 

closed.

Adolin walked over. Th e mop- haired youth was as tall as Dalinar was. 

Th at was hard to remember, sometimes. It didn’t seem so long ago that 

Adolin had been an eager little boy with a wooden sword.

“You said you awoke to this  here,” Navani said. “You said you didn’t see 

anyone enter or hear anyone make the drawing.”

Dalinar nodded.

“Th en why,” she said, “do I get the sudden and distinct impression that 

you know why it is  here?”

“I don’t know for certain who made it, but I know what it means.”

“What, then?” Navani demanded.

“It means we have very little time left,” Dalinar said. “Send out the proc-

lamation, then go to the highprinces and arrange a meeting. Th ey’ll want to 

speak with me.”

Th e Everstorm comes. . . .  

Sixty- two days. Not enough time.

It was, apparently, all he had.
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The sign on the wall proposed a greater danger, even, than its 
deadline. To foresee the future is of the Voidbringers.

—From the journal of Navani Kholin, Jeseses 1174

T oward victory and, at long last, vengeance.” Th e crier carried a writ 

with the king’s words on it— bound between two cloth- covered 

boards— though she obviously had the words memorized. Not sur-

prising. Kaladin alone had made her repeat the proclamation three times.

“Again,” he said, sitting on his stone beside Bridge Four’s fi repit. Many 

members of the crew had lowered their breakfast bowls, going silent. 

Nearby, Sigzil repeated the words to himself, memorizing them.

Th e crier sighed. She was a plump, lighteyed young woman with strands 

of red hair mixed in her black, bespeaking Veden or Horneater heritage. 

Th ere would be dozens of women like her moving through the warcamp to 

read, and sometimes explain, Dalinar’s words.

She opened the ledger again. In any other battalion, Kaladin thought idly, 

its leader would be of a high enough social class to outrank her.

“Under the authority of the king,” she said, “Dalinar Kholin, High-

prince of War, hereby orders changes to the manner of collection and dis-

tribution of gemhearts on the Shattered Plains. Henceforth, each gemheart 

will be collected in turn by two highprinces working in tandem. Th e spoils 

become the property of the king, who will determine— based on the ef-

fectiveness of the parties involved and their alacrity to obey— their share.

“A prescribed rotation will detail which highprinces and armies are re-

sponsible for hunting gemhearts, and in what order. Th e pairings will not 
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always be the same, and will be judged based on strategic compatibility. 

It is expected that by the Codes we all hold dear, the men and women of 

these armies will welcome this renewed focus on victory and, at long last, 

vengeance.”

Th e crier snapped the book closed, looking up at Kaladin and cocking a 

long black eyebrow he was pretty sure had been painted on with makeup.

“Th ank you,” he said. She nodded to him, then moved off  toward the 

next battalion square.

Kaladin climbed to his feet. “Well, there’s the storm  we’ve been ex-

pecting.”

Th e men nodded. Conversation at Bridge Four had been subdued, fol-

lowing the strange break- in at Dalinar’s quarters yesterday. Kaladin felt 

a fool. Dalinar, however, seemed to be ignoring the break- in entirely. He 

knew far more than he was telling Kaladin. How am I supposed to do my job 

if I don’t have the information I need?

Not two weeks on the job, and already the politics and machinations of 

the lighteyes  were tripping him up.

“Th e highprinces are going to hate this proclamation,” Leyten said from 

beside the fi repit, where he was working on Beld’s breastplate straps, 

which had come from the quartermaster with the buckles twisted about. 

“Th ey base pretty much everything on getting those gemhearts.  We’re 

 going to have discontent aplenty on today’s winds.”

“Ha!” Rock said, ladling up curry for Lopen, who had come back for 

seconds. “Discontent? Today, this will mean riots. Did you not hear that 

mention of the Codes? Th is thing, it is an insult against the others, whom 

we know do not follow their oaths.” He was smiling, and seemed to con-

sider the anger— even rioting— of the highprinces to be amusing.

“Moash, Drehy, Mart, and Eth with me,” Kaladin said. “We’ve got to 

go relieve Skar and his team. Teft, how goes your assignment?”

“Slowly,” Teft said. “Th ose lads in the other bridge crews . . .  they have a 

long way to go. We need something more, Kal. Some way to inspire them.”

“I’ll work on it,” Kaladin said. “For now, we should try food. Rock, 

 we’ve only got fi ve offi  cers at the moment, so you can have that last room 

on the outside for storage. Kholin gave us requisition rights from the camp 

quartermaster. Pack it full.”

“Full?” Rock asked, an enormous grin splitting his face. “How full?”

“Very,” Kaladin said. “We’ve been eating broth and stew with Soulcast 

grain for months. For the next month, Bridge Four eats like kings.”

“No shells, now,” Mart said, pointing at Rock as he gathered his spear 

and did up his uniform jacket. “Just because you can fi x anything you 

want, it  doesn’t mean  we’re going to eat something stupid.”

“Airsick lowlanders,” Rock said. “Don’t you want to be strong?”
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“I want to keep my teeth, thank you,” Mart said. “Crazy Horneater.”

“I will fi x two things,” Rock said, hand to his chest, as if making a 

 salute. “One for the brave and one for the silly. You may choose between 

these things.”

“You’ll make feasts, Rock,” Kaladin said. “I need you to train cooks for 

the other barracks. Even if Dalinar has extra cooks to spare now with 

fewer regular troops to feed, I want the bridgemen to be self- suffi  cient. 

Lopen, I’m assigning Dabbid and Shen to help you assist Rock from  here on 

out. We need to turn those thousand men into soldiers. It starts the same 

way it did with all of you— by fi lling their stomachs.”

“It will be done,” Rock said, laughing, slapping Shen on the shoulder as 

the parshman stepped up for seconds. He’d only just started doing things 

like that, and seemed to hide in the back less than he once had. “I will not 

even put any dung in it!”

Th e others chuckled. Putting dung in food was what had gotten Rock 

turned into a bridgeman in the fi rst place. As Kaladin started out toward the 

king’s palace— Dalinar had an important meeting with the king today— 

Sigzil joined him.

“A moment of your time, sir,” Sigzil said quietly.

“If you wish.”

“You promised me that I could have a chance to mea sure your . . .  

par tic u lar abilities.”

“Promised?” Kaladin asked. “I don’t remember a promise.”

“You grunted.”

“I . . .  grunted?”

“When I talked about taking some mea sure ments. You seemed to think 

it was a good idea, and you told Skar we could help you fi gure out your 

powers.”

“I suppose I did.”

“We need to know exactly what you can do, sir— the extent of the abil-

ities, the length of time the Stormlight remains in you. Do you agree that 

having a clear understanding of your limits would be valuable?”

“Yes,” Kaladin said reluctantly.

“Excellent. Th en . . .”

“Give me a couple of days,” Kaladin said. “Go prepare a place where we 

 can’t be seen. Th en . . .  yes, all right. I’ll let you mea sure me.”

“Excellent,” Sigzil said. “I’ve been devising some experiments.” He stopped 

on the path, allowing Kaladin and the others to draw away from him.

Kaladin rested his spear on his shoulder and relaxed his hand. He fre-

quently found his grip on the weapon too strong, his knuckles white. It 

was like part of him still didn’t believe he could carry it in public now, and 

feared it would be taken from him again.

034-57308_ch01_3P.indd   86034-57308_ch01_3P.indd   86 1/10/14   9:50 PM1/10/14   9:50 PM



87

Syl fl oated down from her daily sprint around the camp on the morning 

winds. She alighted on his shoulder and sat, seeming lost in thought.

Dalinar’s warcamp was an or ga nized place. Soldiers never lounged 

 lazily  here. Th ey  were always doing something. Working on their weap-

ons, fetching food, carry ing cargo, patrolling. Men patrolled a lot in this 

camp. Even with the reduced army numbers, Kaladin passed three patrols 

as his men marched toward the gates. Th at was three more than he’d ever 

seen in Sadeas’s camp.

He was reminded again of the emptiness. Th e dead didn’t need to be-

come Voidbringers to haunt this camp; the empty barracks did that. He 

passed one woman, seated on the ground beside one of those hollow bar-

racks, staring up at the sky and clutching a bundle of masculine clothing. 

Two small children stood on the path beside her. Too silent. Children that 

small shouldn’t be quiet.

Th e barracks formed blocks in an enormous ring, and in the center of 

them was a more populated part of camp— the bustling section that con-

tained Dalinar’s living complex, along with the quarters of the various 

highlords and generals. Dalinar’s complex was a moundlike stone bunker 

with fl uttering banners and scuttling clerks carry ing armfuls of ledgers. 

Nearby, several offi  cers had set up recruitment tents, and a long line of 

would- be soldiers had formed. Some  were sellswords who had made their 

way to the Shattered Plains seeking work. Others were bakers or the like, 

who had heeded the cry for more soldiers following the disaster.

“Why didn’t you laugh?” Syl said, inspecting the line as Kaladin hiked 

around it, on toward the gates out of the warcamp.

“I’m sorry,” he replied. “Did you do something funny that I didn’t 

see?”

“I mean earlier,” she said. “Rock and the others laughed. You didn’t. 

When you laughed during the weeks things  were hard, I knew that you 

 were forcing yourself to. I thought, maybe, once things got better . . .”

“I’ve got an entire battalion of bridgemen to keep track of now,” Kala-

din said, eyes forward. “And a highprince to keep alive. I’m in the middle 

of a camp full of widows. I guess I don’t feel like laughing.”

“But things are better,” she said. “For you and your men. Th ink of what 

you did, what you accomplished.”

A day spent on a plateau, slaughtering. A perfect melding of himself, 

his weapon, and the storms themselves. And he’d killed with it. Killed to 

protect a lighteyes.

He’s diff erent, Kaladin thought.

Th ey always said that.

“I guess I’m just waiting,” Kaladin said.

“For what?”
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“Th e thunder,” Kaladin said softly. “It always follows after the light-

ning. Sometimes you have to wait, but eventually it comes.”

“I . . .” Syl zipped up in front of him, standing in the air, moving back-

ward as he walked. She didn’t fl y— she didn’t have wings— and didn’t bob 

in the air. She just stood there, on nothing, and moved in unison with 

him. She seemed to take no notice of normal physical laws.

She cocked her head at him. “I don’t understand what you mean. Drat! 

I thought I was fi guring this all out. Storms? Lightning?”

“You know how, when you encouraged me to fi ght to save Dalinar, it 

still hurt you when I killed?”

“Yes.”

“It’s like that,” Kaladin said softly. He looked to the side. He was again 

gripping his spear too tightly.

Syl watched him, hands on hips, waiting for him to say more.

“Something bad is going to happen,” Kaladin said. “Th ings  can’t just 

continue to be good for me. Th at’s not how life is. It might have to do with 

those glyphs on Dalinar’s wall yesterday. Th ey seemed like a countdown.”

She nodded.

“Have you ever seen anything like that before?”

“I remember . . .  something,” she whispered. “Something bad. Seeing 

what is to come— it isn’t of Honor, Kaladin. It’s something  else. Something 

dangerous.”

Wonderful.

When he said nothing more, Syl sighed and zipped into the air, becom-

ing a ribbon of light. She followed him up there, moving between gusts of 

wind.

She said that she’s honorspren, Kaladin thought. So why does she still keep 

up the act of playing with winds?

He’d have to ask her, assuming she’d answer him. Assuming she even 

knew the answer.

•

Torol Sadeas laced his fi ngers before himself, elbows on the fi ne stonework 

tabletop, as he stared at the Shardblade he’d thrust down through the cen-

ter of the table. It refl ected his face.

Damnation. When had he gotten old? He imagined himself as a young 

man, in his twenties. Now he was fi fty. Storming fi fty. He set his jaw, 

looking at that Blade.

Oathbringer. It was Dalinar’s Shardblade— curved, like a back arching, 

with a hooklike tip on the end matched by a sequence of jutting serrations 

by the crossguard. Like waves in motion, peeking up from the ocean below.
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How often had he lusted for this weapon? Now it was his, but he found 

the possession hollow. Dalinar Kholin—driven mad by grief, broken to 

the point that battle frightened him— still clung to life. Sadeas’s old 

friend was like a favored axehound he’d been forced to put down, only to 

fi nd it whimpering at the window, the poison having not quite done its 

work.

Worse, he  couldn’t shake the feeling that Dalinar had gotten the better 

of him somehow.

Th e door to his sitting room opened, and Ialai slipped in. With a slender 

neck and a large mouth, his wife had never been described as a beauty— 

particularly as the years stretched long. He didn’t care. Ialai was the most 

dangerous woman he knew. Th at was more attractive than any simple pretty 

face.

“You’ve destroyed my table, I see,” she said, eyeing the Shardblade 

slammed down through the center. She fl opped down onto the small 

couch beside him, draped one arm across his back, and put her feet up on 

the table.

While with others, she was the perfect Alethi woman. In private, she 

preferred to lounge. “Dalinar is recruiting heavily,” she said. “I’ve taken 

the opportunity to place a few more of my associates among the staff  of his 

warcamp.”

“Soldiers?”

“What do you take me for? Th at would be far too obvious; he will have 

new soldiers under careful watch. However, much of his support staff  has 

holes as men join the call to take up spears and reinforce his army.”

Sadeas nodded, still staring at that Blade. His wife ran the most im-

pressive network of spies in the warcamps. Most impressive indeed, since 

very, very few knew of it. She scratched at his back, sending shivers up the 

skin.

“He released his proclamation,” Ialai noted.

“Yes. Reactions?”

“As anticipated. Th e others hate it.”

Sadeas nodded. “Dalinar should be dead, but since he is not, at least we 

can depend upon him to hang himself in time.” Sadeas narrowed his eyes. 

“By destroying him, I sought to prevent the collapse of the kingdom. Now 

I’m wondering if that collapse  wouldn’t be better for us all.”

“What?”

“I’m not meant for this, love,” Sadeas whispered. “Th is stupid game on 

the plateaus. It sated me at fi rst, but I’m growing to loathe it. I want war, 

Ialai. Not hours of marching on the off  chance that we’ll fi nd some little 

skirmish!”

“Th ose little skirmishes bring us wealth.”
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Which was why he’d suff ered them so long. He  rose. “I will need to 

meet with some of the others. Aladar. Ruthar. We need to fan the fl ames 

among the other highprinces, raise their indignation at what Dalinar at-

tempts.”

“And our end goal?”

“I will have it back, Ialai,” he said, resting his fi ngers on Oathbringer’s 

hilt. “Th e conquest.”

It was the only thing that made him feel alive any longer. Th at glorious, 

wonderful Th rill of being on the battlefi eld and striving, man against man. 

Of risking everything for the prize. Domination. Victory.

It was the only time he felt like a youth again.

It was a brutal truth. Th e best truths, however,  were simple.

He grabbed Oathbringer by the hilt and yanked it up out of the table. 

“Dalinar wants to play politician now, which is unsurprising. He has 

 always secretly wanted to be his brother. Fortunately for us, Dalinar is no 

good at this sort of thing. His proclamation will alienate the others. He 

will push the highprinces, and they’ll take up arms against him, fracturing 

the kingdom. And then, with blood at my feet and Dalinar’s own sword in 

my hand, I will forge a new Alethkar from fl ame and tears.”

“What if, instead, he succeeds?”

“Th at, my dear, is when your assassins will be of use.” He dismissed the 

Shardblade; it turned to mist and vanished. “I will conquer this kingdom 

anew, and then Jah Keved will follow. After all, the purpose of this life is 

to train soldiers. In a way, I’m only doing what God himself wants.”

•

Th e walk between the barracks and the king’s palace— which the king had 

started calling the Pinnacle— took an hour or so, which gave Kaladin 

plenty of time to think. Unfortunately, on his way, he passed a group of 

Dalinar’s surgeons in a fi eld with servants, gathering knobweed sap for an 

antiseptic.

Seeing them made Kaladin think not only of his own eff orts gathering 

the sap, but of his father. Lirin.

If he  were  here, Kaladin thought as he passed them, he’d ask why I  wasn’t 

out there, with the surgeons. He’d demand to know why, if Dalinar had taken 

me in, I hadn’t requested to join his medical corps.

In fact, Kaladin could probably have gotten Dalinar to employ all of 

Bridge Four as surgeons’ assistants. Kaladin could have trained them in 

medicine almost as easily as he had the spear. Dalinar would have done it. 

An army could never have too many good surgeons.

He hadn’t even considered it. Th e choice for him had been simpler— 
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either become Dalinar’s bodyguards or leave the warcamps. Kaladin had 

chosen to put his men in the path of the storm again. Why?

Eventually, they reached the king’s palace, which was built up the side of 

a large stone hill, with tunnels dug down into the rock. Th e king’s own quar-

ters sat at the very top. Th at meant lots of climbing for Kaladin and his men.

Th ey hiked up the switchbacks, Kaladin still lost in thought about his 

father and his duty.

“Th at’s a tad unfair, you know,” Moash said as they reached the top.

Kaladin looked to the others, realizing that they  were puffi  ng from the 

long climb. Kaladin, however, had drawn in Stormlight without noticing. 

He  wasn’t even winded.

He smiled pointedly for Syl’s benefi t, and regarded the cavernous hall-

ways of the Pinnacle. A few men stood guard at the entrance gates, wear-

ing the blue and gold of the King’s Guard, a separate and distinct unit 

from Dalinar’s own guard.

“Soldier,” Kaladin said with a nod to one of them, a lighteyes of low 

rank. Militarily, Kaladin outranked a man like this— but not socially. 

Again, he  wasn’t certain how all of this was supposed to work.

Th e man looked him up and down. “I heard you held a bridge, practi-

cally by yourself, against hundreds of Parshendi. How’d you do that?” He 

did not address Kaladin with “sir,” as would have been appropriate for any 

other captain.

“You want to fi nd out?” Moash snapped from behind. “We can show 

you. Personally.”

“Hush,” Kaladin said, glaring at Moash. He turned back to the soldier. 

“I got lucky. Th at’s it.” He stared the man in the eyes.

“I suppose that makes sense,” the soldier said.

Kaladin waited.

“Sir,” the soldier fi nally added.

Kaladin waved his men forward, and they passed the lighteyed guards. 

Th e interior of the palace was lit by spheres grouped in lamps on the 

walls— sapphires and diamonds blended to give a blue- white cast. Th e 

spheres  were a small but striking reminder of how things had changed. 

Nobody would have let bridgemen near such casual use of spheres.

Th e Pinnacle was still unfamiliar to Kaladin— so far, his time spent 

guarding Dalinar had mostly been in the warcamp. However, he’d made 

certain to look over maps of the place, so he knew the way to the top.

“Why did you cut me off  like that?” Moash demanded, catching up to 

Kaladin.

“You  were in the wrong,” Kaladin said. “You’re a soldier now, Moash. 

You’re going to have to learn to act like one. And that means not provok-

ing fi ghts.”
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“I’m not going to scrape and bow before lighteyes, Kal. Not anymore.”

“I don’t expect you to scrape, but I do expect you to watch your tongue. 

Bridge Four is better than petty gibes and threats.”

Moash fell back, but Kaladin could tell he was still smoldering.

“Th at’s odd,” Syl said, landing on Kaladin’s shoulder again. “He looks 

so angry.”

“When I took over the bridgemen,” Kaladin said softly, “they  were 

caged animals who had been beaten into submission. I brought back their 

fi ght, but they  were still caged. Now the doors are off  those cages. It will 

take time for Moash and the others to adjust.”

Th ey would. During the fi nal weeks as bridgemen, they’d learned to act 

with the precision and discipline of soldiers. Th ey stood at attention while 

their abusers marched across bridges, never uttering a word of derision. 

Th eir discipline itself had become their weapon.

Th ey’d learn to be real soldiers. No, they  were real soldiers. Now they 

had to learn how to act without Sadeas’s oppression to push against.

Moash moved up beside him. “I’m sorry,” he said softly. “You’re right.”

Kaladin smiled, this time genuinely.

“I’m not going to pretend I don’t hate them,” Moash said. “But I’ll be 

civil. We have a duty. We’ll do it well. Better than anyone expects.  We’re 

Bridge Four.”

“Good man,” Kaladin said. Moash was going to be particularly tricky 

to deal with, as more and more, Kaladin found himself confi ding in the 

man. Most of the others idolized Kaladin. Not Moash, who was as close to 

a real friend as Kaladin had known since being branded.

Th e hallway grew surprisingly decorative as they approached the king’s 

conference chamber. Th ere was even a series of reliefs being carved on the 

walls— the Heralds, embellished with gemstones on the rock to glow at 

appropriate locations.

More and more like a city, Kaladin thought to himself. Th is might actually 

be a true palace soon.

He met Skar and his team at the door into the king’s conference cham-

bers. “Report?” Kaladin asked softly.

“Quiet morning,” Skar said. “And I’m fi ne with that.”

“You’re relieved for the day, then,” Kaladin said. “I’ll stay  here for the 

meeting, then let Moash take the afternoon shift. I’ll come back for the 

eve ning shift. You and your squad get some sleep; you’ll be back on duty 

to night, stretching to tomorrow morning.”

“Got it, sir,” Skar said, saluting. He collected his men and moved off .

Th e chamber beyond the doors was decorated with a thick rug and large 

unshuttered windows on the leeward side. Kaladin had never been in this 

room, and the palace maps— for the protection of the king— only included 
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the basic hallways and routes through the servants’ quarters. Th is room 

had one other door, probably out onto the balcony, but no exits other than 

the one Kaladin stepped through.

Two other guards in blue and gold stood on either side of the door. Th e 

king himself paced back and forth beside the room’s desk. His nose was 

larger than the paintings of him showed.

Dalinar spoke with Highlady Navani, an elegant woman with grey in 

her hair. Th e scandalous relationship between the king’s uncle and mother 

would have been the talk of the warcamp, if Sadeas’s betrayal hadn’t over-

shadowed it.

“Moash,” Kaladin said, pointing. “See where that door goes. Mart and 

Eth, stand watch just outside in the hall. Nobody other than a highprince 

comes in until you’ve checked with us in  here.”

Moash gave the king a salute instead of a bow, and checked on the door. 

It indeed led to the balcony that Kaladin had spotted from below. It ran all 

around this upmost room.

Dalinar studied Kaladin and Moash as they worked. Kaladin saluted, and 

met the man’s eyes. He  wasn’t going to fail again, as he’d done the day before.

“I don’t recognize these guards, Uncle,” the king said with annoyance.

“Th ey’re new,” Dalinar said. “Th ere is no other way onto that balcony, 

soldier. It’s a hundred feet in the air.”

“Good to know,” Kaladin said. “Drehy, join Moash out there on the bal-

cony, close the door, and keep watch.”

Drehy nodded, jumping into motion.

“I just said there’s no way to reach that balcony from the outside,” Dali-

nar said.

“Th en that’s the way I’d try to get in,” Kaladin said, “if I wanted to, sir.”

Dalinar smiled in amusement.

Th e king, however, was nodding. “Good . . .  good.”

“Are there any other ways into this room, Your Majesty?” Kaladin asked. 

“Secret entrances, passages?”

“If there  were,” the king said, “I  wouldn’t want people knowing about 

them.”

“My men  can’t keep this room safe if we don’t know what to guard. If 

there are passages nobody is supposed to know about, those are immedi-

ately suspect. If you share them with me, I’ll use only my offi  cers in guard-

ing them.”

Th e king stared at Kaladin for a moment, then turned to Dalinar. “I like 

this one. Why  haven’t you put him in charge of your guard before?”

“I  haven’t had the opportunity,” Dalinar said, studying Kaladin with 

eyes that had a depth behind them. A weight. He stepped over and rested 

a hand on Kaladin’s shoulder, pulling him aside.
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“Wait,” the king said from behind, “is that a captain’s insignia? On a 

darkeyes? When did that start happening?”

Dalinar didn’t answer, instead walking Kaladin to the side of the room. 

“Th e king,” he said softly, “is very worried about assassins. You should 

know this.”

“A healthy paranoia makes the job easier for his bodyguards, sir,” Kala-

din said.

“I didn’t say it was healthy,” Dalinar said. “You call me ‘sir.’ Th e com-

mon address is ‘Brightlord.’ ”

“I will use that term if you command, sir,” Kaladin said, meeting the 

man’s eyes. “But ‘sir’ is an appropriate address, even for a lighteyes, if he’s 

your direct superior.”

“I’m a highprince.”

“Speaking frankly,” Kaladin said— he  wouldn’t ask for permission. Th is 

man had put him in the role, so Kaladin would assume it came with cer-

tain privileges, unless told otherwise. “Every man I’ve ever called ‘Bright-

lord’ has betrayed me. A few men I’ve called ‘sir’ still have my trust to this 

day. I use one more reverently than the other. Sir.”

“You’re an odd one, son.”

“Th e normal ones are dead in the chasms, sir,” Kaladin said softly. 

“Sadeas saw to that.”

“Well, have your men on the balcony guard from farther to the side, 

where they  can’t hear through the window.”

“I’ll wait with the men in the hall, then,” Kaladin said, noticing that the 

two men of the King’s Guard had already moved through the doors.

“I didn’t order that,” Dalinar said. “Guard the doors, but on the inside. 

I want you to hear what  we’re planning. Just don’t repeat it outside this 

room.”

“Yes, sir.”

“Four more people are coming to the meeting,” Dalinar said. “My sons, 

General Khal, and Brightness Teshav, Khal’s wife. Th ey may enter. Any-

one  else should be kept back until the meeting is over.”

Dalinar went back to a conversation with the king’s mother. Kaladin 

got Moash and Drehy positioned, then explained the door protocol to 

Mart and Eth. He’d have to do some training later. Lighteyes never truly 

meant “Don’t let anyone  else in” when they said “Don’t let anyone  else in.” 

What they meant was “If you let anyone  else in, I’d better agree that it was 

important enough, or you’re in trouble.”

Th en, Kaladin took his post inside the closed door, standing against a 

wall with carved paneling made of a rare type of wood he didn’t recognize. 

It’s probably worth more than I’ve earned in my entire lifetime, he thought 

idly. One wooden panel.
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Th e highprince’s sons arrived, Adolin and Renarin Kholin. Kaladin had 

seen the former on the battlefi eld, though he looked diff erent without his 

Shardplate. Less imposing. More like a spoiled rich boy. Oh, he wore a 

uniform like everyone  else, but the buttons  were engraved, and the boots . . .  

those  were expensive hogshide ones without a scuff  on them. Brand new, 

likely bought at ridiculous expense.

He did save that woman in the market, though, Kaladin thought, remem-

bering the encounter from weeks ago. Don’t forget about that.

Kaladin  wasn’t sure what to make of Renarin. Th e youth— he might 

have been older than Kaladin, but sure didn’t look it— wore spectacles and 

walked after his brother like a shadow. Th ose slender limbs and delicate 

fi ngers had never known battle or real work.

Syl bobbed around the room, poking into nooks, crannies, and vases. 

She stopped at a paperweight on the women’s writing desk beside the 

king’s chair, poking at the block of crystal with a strange kind of crab- 

thing trapped inside.  Were those wings?

“Shouldn’t that one wait outside?” Adolin asked, nodding toward Kala-

din.

“What  we’re doing is going to put me in direct danger,” Dalinar said, 

hands clasped behind his back. “I want him to know the details. Th at might 

be important to his job.” Dalinar didn’t look toward Adolin or Kaladin.

Adolin walked up, taking Dalinar by the arm and speaking in a hushed 

tone that was not so soft that Kaladin  couldn’t hear. “We barely know 

him.”

“We have to trust some people, Adolin,” his father said in a normal 

voice. “If there’s one person in this army I can guarantee isn’t working for 

Sadeas, it’s that soldier.” He turned and glanced at Kaladin, once again 

studying him with those unfathomable eyes.

He didn’t see me with the Stormlight, Kaladin told himself forcefully. He 

was practically unconscious. He  doesn’t know.

Does he?

Adolin threw up his hands but walked to the other side of the room, 

muttering something to his brother. Kaladin remained in position, stand-

ing comfortably at parade rest. Yes, defi nitely spoiled.

Th e general who arrived soon after was a limber, bald man with a 

straight back and pale yellow eyes. His wife, Teshav, had a pinched face and 

hair streaked blond. She took up position by the writing desk, which Navani 

had made no move to occupy.

“Reports,” Dalinar said from the window as the door clicked shut behind 

the two newcomers.

“I suspect you know what you’ll hear, Brightlord,” said Teshav. “Th ey’re 

irate. Th ey sincerely hoped you would reconsider the command— and 
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sending it out to the public has provoked them. Highprince Hatham was 

the only one to make a public announcement. He plans to— and I quote—

‘see that the king is dissuaded from this reckless and ill- advised course.’ ”

Th e king sighed, settling into his seat. Renarin sat down immediately, 

as did the general. Adolin found his seat more reluctantly.

Dalinar remained standing, looking out the window.

“Uncle?” the king asked. “Did you hear that reaction? It’s a good thing 

you didn’t go so far as you had considered: to proclaim that they must follow 

the Codes or face seizure of assets. We’d be in the middle of a rebellion.”

“Th at will come,” Dalinar said. “I still wonder if I should have an-

nounced it all at once. When you’ve got an arrow stuck in you, it’s some-

times best to just yank it out in one pull.”

Actually, when you had an arrow in you, the best thing to do was leave 

it there until you could fi nd a surgeon. Often it would plug the blood fl ow 

and keep you alive. It was probably best not to speak up and undermine 

the highprince’s meta phor, however.

“Storms, what a ghastly image,” the king said, wiping his face with a 

handkerchief. “Do you have to say such things, Uncle? I already fear we’ll 

be dead before the week is out.”

“Your father and I survived worse than this,” Dalinar said.

“You had allies, then! Th ree highprinces for you, only six against, and 

you never fought them all at the same time.”

“If the highprinces unite against us,” General Khal said, “we will not be 

able to stand fi rm. We’ll have no choice but to rescind this proclamation, 

which will weaken the Th rone considerably.”

Th e king leaned back, hand to his forehead. “Jezerezeh, this is going to 

be a disaster. . . .”

Kaladin raised an eyebrow.

“You disagree?” Syl asked, moving over toward him as a cluster of fl utter-

ing leaves. It was disconcerting to hear her voice coming from such shapes. 

Th e others in the room, of course,  couldn’t see or hear her.

“No,” Kaladin whispered. “Th is proclamation sounds like a real tempest. 

I just expected the king to be less . . .  well, whiny.”

“We need to secure allies,” Adolin said. “Form a co ali tion. Sadeas will 

gather one, and so we counter him with our own.”

“Dividing the kingdom into two?” Teshav said, shaking her head. 

“I don’t see how a civil war would serve the Th rone. Particularly one  we’re 

unlikely to win.”

“Th is could be the end of Alethkar as a kingdom,” the general agreed.

“Alethkar ended as a kingdom centuries ago,” Dalinar said softly, star-

ing out that window. “Th is thing we have created is not Alethkar. Aleth-

kar was justice. We are children wearing our father’s cloak.”
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“But Uncle,” the king said, “at least the kingdom is something. More 

than it has been in centuries! If we fail  here, and fracture to ten warring 

princedoms, it will negate everything my father worked for!”

“Th is isn’t what your father worked for, son,” Dalinar said. “Th is game on 

the Shattered Plains, this nauseating po liti cal farce. Th is isn’t what Gavilar 

envisioned. Th e Everstorm comes. . . .”

“What?” the king asked.

Dalinar turned from the window fi nally, walking to the others, and 

rested his hand on Navani’s shoulder. “We’re going to fi nd a way to do this, 

or  we’re going to destroy the kingdom in the pro cess. I won’t suff er this 

charade any longer.”

Kaladin, arms folded, tapped one fi nger against his elbow. “Dalinar acts 

like he’s the king,” he mouthed, whispering so softly only Syl could hear. 

“And everyone  else does as well.” Troubling. It was like what Amaram had 

done. Seizing the power he saw before him, even if it  wasn’t his.

Navani looked up at Dalinar, raising her hand to rest on his. She was in 

on what ever he was planning, judging by that expression.

Th e king  wasn’t. He sighed lightly. “You’ve obviously got a plan, Uncle. 

Well? Out with it. Th is drama is tiring.”

“What I really want to do,” Dalinar said frankly, “is beat the lot of them 

senseless. Th at’s what I’d do to new recruits who  weren’t willing to obey 

orders.”

“I think you’ll have a hard time spanking obedience into the highprinces, 

Uncle,” the king said dryly. For some reason, he absently rubbed at his 

chest.

“You need to disarm them,” Kaladin found himself saying.

All eyes in the room turned toward him. Brightness Teshav gave him a 

frown, as if speaking  were not Kaladin’s right. It probably  wasn’t.

Dalinar, however, nodded toward him. “Soldier? You have a suggestion?”

“Your pardon, sir,” Kaladin said. “And your pardon, Your Majesty. But 

if a squad is giving you trouble, the fi rst thing you do is separate its mem-

bers. Split them up, stick them in better squads. I don’t think you can do 

that  here.”

“I don’t know how we’d break apart the highprinces,” Dalinar said. “I 

doubt I could stop them from associating with one another. Perhaps if this 

war  were won, I could assign diff erent highprinces diff erent duties, send 

them off , then work on them individually. But for the time being, we are 

trapped  here.”

“Well, the second thing you do to troublemakers,” Kaladin said, “is you 

disarm them. Th ey’re easier to control if you make them turn in their spears. 

It’s embarrassing, makes them feel like recruits again. So . . .  can you take 

their troops away from them, maybe?”
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“We  can’t, I’m afraid,” Dalinar said. “Th e soldiers swore allegiance to 

their lighteyes, not to the Crown specifi cally— it’s only the highprinces who 

have sworn to the Crown. However, you are thinking along the right lines.”

He squeezed Navani’s shoulder. “For the last two weeks,” he said, “I’ve 

been trying to decide how to approach this problem. My gut tells me that I 

need to treat the highprinces— the entire lighteyed population of Alethkar— 

like new recruits, in need of discipline.”

“He came to me, and we talked,” Navani said. “We  can’t actually bust 

the highprinces down to a manageable rank, as much as Dalinar would 

like to do just that. Instead, we need to lead them to believe that  we’re go-

ing to take it all from them, if they don’t shape up.”

“Th is proclamation will make them mad,” Dalinar said. “I want them 

mad. I want them to think about the war, their place  here, and I want to 

remind them of Gavilar’s assassination. If I can push them to act more like 

soldiers, even if it starts with them taking up arms against me, then I 

might be able to persuade them. I can reason with soldiers. Regardless, a 

big part of this will involve the threat that I’m going to take away their 

authority and power if they don’t use it correctly. And that begins, as Cap-

tain Kaladin suggested, with disarming them.”

“Disarm the highprinces?” the king asked. “What foolishness is this?”

“It’s not foolishness,” Dalinar said, smiling. “We  can’t take their armies 

from them, but we can do something  else. Adolin, I intend to take the lock 

off  your scabbard.”

Adolin frowned, considering that for a moment. Th en a wide grin split 

his face. “You mean, letting me duel again? For real?”

“Yes,” Dalinar said. He turned to the king. “For the longest time, I’ve 

forbidden him from important bouts, as the Codes prohibit duels of honor 

between offi  cers at war. More and more, however, I’ve come to realize that 

the others don’t see themselves as being at war. Th ey’re playing a game. 

It’s time to allow Adolin to duel the camp’s other Shardbearers in offi  cial 

bouts.”

“So he can humiliate them?” the king asked.

“It  wouldn’t be about humiliation; it would be about depriving them of 

their Shards.” Dalinar stepped into the middle of the group of chairs. “Th e 

highprinces would have a hard time fi ghting against us if we controlled all 

of the Shardblades and Shardplate in the army. Adolin, I want you to chal-

lenge the Shardbearers of other highprinces in duels of honor, the prizes 

being the Shards themselves.”

“Th ey won’t agree to it,” General Khal said. “Th ey’ll refuse the bouts.”

“We’ll have to make sure they agree,” Dalinar said. “Find a way to force 

them, or shame them, into the fi ghts. I’ve considered that this would prob-

ably be easier if we could ever track down where Wit ran off  to.”
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“What happens if the lad loses?” General Khal asked. “Th is plan seems 

too unpredictable.”

“We’ll see,” Dalinar said. “Th is is only one part of what we will do, the 

smaller part— but also the most visible part. Adolin, everyone tells me 

how good you are at dueling, and you have pestered me incessantly to relax 

my prohibition. Th ere are thirty Shardbearers in the army, not counting 

our own. Can you defeat that many men?”

“Can I?” Adolin said, grinning. “I’ll do it without breaking a sweat, so 

long as I can start with Sadeas himself.”

So he’s spoiled and cocky, Kaladin thought.

“No,” Dalinar said. “Sadeas won’t accept a personal challenge, though 

eventually bringing him down is our goal. We start with some of the lesser 

Shardbearers and work up.”

Th e others in the room seemed troubled. Th at included Brightness Na-

vani, who drew her lips to a line and glanced at Adolin. She might be in on 

Dalinar’s plan, but she didn’t love the idea of her nephew dueling.

She didn’t say so. “As Dalinar indicated,” Navani said, “this won’t be our 

entire plan. Hopefully, Adolin’s duels won’t need to go far. Th ey are meant 

mostly to inspire worry and fear, to apply pressure to some factions who are 

working against us. Th e greater part of what we must do will entail a com-

plex and determined po liti cal eff ort to connect with those who can be 

swayed to our side.”

“Navani and I will work to persuade the highprinces of the advantages 

of a truly unifi ed Alethkar,” Dalinar said, nodding. “Th ough the Storm-

father knows, I’m less certain of my po liti cal acumen than Adolin is of his 

dueling. It is what must be. If Adolin is to be the stick, I must be the 

feather.”

“Th ere will be assassins, Uncle,” Elhokar said, sounding tired. “I don’t 

think Khal is right; I don’t think Alethkar will shatter immediately. Th e 

highprinces have come to like the idea of being one kingdom. But they 

also like their sport, their fun, their gemhearts. So they will send assas-

sins. Quietly, at fi rst, and probably not directly at you or me. Our families. 

Sadeas and the others will try to hurt us, make us back down. Are you 

willing to risk your sons on this? How about my mother?”

“Yes, you are right,” Dalinar said. “I hadn’t . . .  but yes. Th at is how they 

think.” He sounded regretful to Kaladin.

“And you’re still willing to go through with this plan?” the king asked.

“I have no choice,” Dalinar said, turning away, walking back toward the 

window. Looking out westward, in toward the continent.

“Th en at least tell me this,” Elhokar said. “What is your endgame, Uncle? 

What is it you want out of all of this? In a year, if we survive this fi asco, 

what do you want us to be?”
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Dalinar put his hands on the thick stone windowsill. He stared out, as 

if at something he could see and the rest of them could not. “I’ll have us be 

what we  were before, son. A kingdom that can stand through storms, 

a kingdom that is a light and not a darkness. I will have a truly unifi ed 

Alethkar, with highprinces who are loyal and just. I’ll have more than that.” 

He tapped the windowsill. “I’m going to refound the Knights Radiant.”

Kaladin nearly dropped his spear in shock. Fortunately, nobody was 

watching him— they  were leaping to their feet, staring at Dalinar.

“Th e Radiants?” Brightness Teshav demanded. “Are you mad? You’re go-

ing to try to rebuild a sect of traitors who gave us over to the Voidbringers?”

“Th e rest of this sounds good, Father,” Adolin said, stepping forward. “I 

know you think about the Radiants a lot, but you see them . . .  diff erently 

than everyone  else. It won’t go well if you announce that you want to emu-

late them.”

Th e king just groaned, burying his face in his hands.

“People are wrong about them,” Dalinar said. “And even if they are not, 

the original Radiants— the ones instituted by the Heralds— are something 

even the Vorin church admits  were once moral and just. We’ll need to re-

mind people that the Knights Radiant, as an order, stood for something 

grand. If they hadn’t, then they  wouldn’t have been able to ‘fall’ as the 

stories claim they did.”

“But why?” Elhokar asked. “What is the point?”

“It is what I must do.” Dalinar hesitated. “I’m not completely certain why, 

yet. Only that I’ve been instructed to do it. As a protection, and a prepara-

tion, for what is coming. A storm of some sort. Perhaps it is as simple as the 

other highprinces turning against us. I doubt that, but perhaps.”

“Father,” Adolin said, hand on Dalinar’s arm. “Th is is all well and good, 

and maybe you can change people’s perception of the Radiants, but . . .  

Ishar’s soul, Father! Th ey could do things we cannot. Simply naming 

someone a Radiant won’t give them fanciful powers, like in the stories.”

“Th e Radiants  were about more than what they could do,” Dalinar said. 

“Th ey  were about an ideal. Th e kind of ideal  we’re lacking, these days. We 

may not be able to reach for the ancient Surgebindings— the powers they 

had— but we can seek to emulate the Radiants in other ways. I am set on 

this. Do not try to dissuade me.”

Th e others did not seem convinced.

Kaladin narrowed his eyes. So did Dalinar know about Kaladin’s powers, 

or didn’t he? Th e meeting moved on to more mundane topics, such as how 

to maneuver Shardbearers into facing Adolin and how to step up patrols of 

the surrounding area. Dalinar considered making the warcamps safe to be 

a prerequisite for what he was attempting.

When the meeting fi nally ended, most people inside departing to carry 
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out orders, Kaladin was still considering what Dalinar had said about the 

Radiants. Th e man hadn’t realized it, but he’d been very accurate. Th e 

Knights Radiant did have ideals— and they’d called them that very thing. 

Th e Five Ideals, the Immortal Words.

Life before death, Kaladin thought, playing with a sphere he’d pulled 

from his pocket, strength before weakness, journey before destination. Th ose 

Words made up the First Ideal in its entirety. He had only an inkling of 

what it meant, but his ignorance hadn’t stopped him from fi guring out the 

Second Ideal of the Windrunners, the oath to protect those who could not 

protect themselves.

Syl  wouldn’t tell him the other three. She said he would know them when 

he needed to. Or he  wouldn’t, and would not progress.

Did he want to progress? To become what? A member of the Knights 

Radiant? Kaladin hadn’t asked for someone  else’s ideals to rule his life. 

He’d just wanted to survive. Now, somehow, he was headed straight down 

a path that no man had trod in centuries. Potentially becoming something 

that people across Roshar would hate or revere. So much attention . . .  

“Soldier?” Dalinar asked, stopping by the door.

“Sir.” Kaladin stood up straight again and saluted. It felt good to do that, 

to stand at attention, to fi nd a place. He  wasn’t certain if it was the good 

feeling of remembering a life he’d once loved, or if it was the pathetic feel-

ing of an axehound fi nding its leash again.

“My nephew was right,” Dalinar said, watching the king retreat down 

the hallway. “Th e others might try to hurt my family. It’s how they think. 

I’m going to need guard details on Navani and my sons at all times. Your 

best men.”

“I’ve got about two dozen of those, sir,” Kaladin said. “Th at’s not 

enough for full guard details running all day protecting all four of you. I 

should have more men trained before too long, but putting a spear in the 

hands of a bridgeman does not make him a soldier, let alone a good body-

guard.”

Dalinar nodded, looking troubled. He rubbed his chin.

“Sir?”

“Your force isn’t the only one stretched thin in this warcamp, soldier,” 

Dalinar said. “I lost a lot of men to Sadeas’s betrayal. Very good men. Now 

I have a deadline. Just over sixty days . . .”

Kaladin felt a chill. Th e highprince was taking the number found 

scrawled on his wall very seriously.

“Captain,” Dalinar said softly, “I need every able- bodied man I can get. 

I need to be training them, rebuilding my army, preparing for the storm. 

I need them assaulting plateaus, clashing with the Parshendi, to get battle 

experience.”
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What did this have to do with him? “You promised that my men 

 wouldn’t be required to fi ght on plateau runs.”

“I’ll keep that promise,” Dalinar said. “But there are two hundred and 

fi fty soldiers in the King’s Guard. Th ey include some of my last remaining 

battle- ready offi  cers, and I will need to put them in charge of new recruits.”

“I’m not just going to have to watch over your family, am I?” Kaladin 

asked, feeling a new weight settling in his shoulders. “You’re implying you 

want to turn over guarding the king to me as well.”

“Yes,” Dalinar said. “Slowly, but yes. I need those soldiers. Beyond that, 

maintaining two separate guard forces seems like a mistake to me. I feel 

that your men, considering your background, are the least likely to include 

spies for my enemies. You should know that a while back, there may have 

been an attempt on the king’s life. I still  haven’t fi gured out who was be-

hind it, but I worry that some of his guards may have been involved.”

Kaladin took a deep breath. “What happened?”

“Elhokar and I hunted a chasmfi end,” Dalinar said. “During that hunt, at 

a time of stress, the king’s Plate came close to failing. We found that many 

of the gemstones powering it had likely been replaced with ones that  were 

fl awed, making them crack under stress.”

“I don’t know much of Plate, sir,” Kaladin said. “Could they have just 

broken on their own, without sabotage?”

“Possible, but unlikely. I want your men to take shifts guarding the 

palace and the king, alternating with some of the King’s Guard, to get you 

familiar with him and the palace. It might also help your men learn from 

the more experienced guards. At the same time, I’m going to start siphon-

ing off  the offi  cers from his guard to train soldiers in my army.

“Over the next few weeks, we’ll merge your group and the King’s Guard 

into one. You’ll be in charge. Once you’ve trained bridgemen from those 

other crews well enough, we’ll replace soldiers in the guard with your men, 

and move the soldiers to my army.” He looked Kaladin in the eyes. “Can 

you do this, soldier?”

“Yes, sir,” Kaladin said, though part of him was panicking. “I can.”

“Good.”

“Sir, a suggestion. You’ve said you’re going to expand patrols outside the 

warcamps, trying to police the hills around the Shattered Plains?”

“Yes. Th e number of bandits out there is embarrassing. Th is is Alethi 

land now. It needs to follow Alethi laws.”

“I have a thousand men I need to train,” Kaladin said. “If I could patrol 

them out there, it might help them feel like soldiers. I could use a large 

enough force that it sends a message to the bandits, maybe making them 

withdraw— but my men won’t need to see much combat.”

“Good. General Khal had been in command of patrol duty, but he’s 
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now my most se nior commander, and will be needed for other things. 

Train your men. Our goal will eventually be to have your thousand doing 

real roadway patrols between  here, Alethkar, and the ports to the south 

and east. I’ll want scouting teams, watching for signs of bandit camps and 

searching out caravans that have been attacked. I need numbers on how 

much activity is out there, and just how dangerous it is.”

“I’ll see to it personally, sir.”

Storms. How was he going to do all of this?

“Good,” Dalinar said.

Dalinar walked from the chamber, clasping his hands behind him, as if 

lost in thought. Moash, Eth, and Mart fell in after him, as ordered by 

Kaladin. He’d have two men with Dalinar at all times, three if he could 

manage it. He’d once hoped to expand that to four or fi ve, but storms, 

with so many to watch over now, that was going to be impossible.

Who is this man? Kaladin thought, watching Dalinar’s retreating form. 

He ran a good camp. You could judge a man— and Kaladin did— by the 

men who followed him.

But a tyrant could have a good camp with disciplined soldiers. Th is 

man, Dalinar Kholin, had helped unite Alethkar— and had done so by 

wading through blood. Now . . .  now he spoke like a king, even when the 

king himself was in the room.

He wants to rebuild the Knights Radiant, Kaladin thought. Th at  wasn’t 

something Dalinar Kholin could accomplish through simple force of will.

Unless he had help.
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We had never considered that there might be Parshendi spies  hiding 
among our slaves. This is something  else I should have seen.

—From the journal of Navani Kholin, Jesesan 1174

Shallan sat again on her box on the ship’s deck, though she now wore 

a hat on her head, a coat over her dress, and a glove on her freehand— 

her safehand was, of course, pinned inside its sleeve.

Th e chill out  here on the open ocean was something unreal. Th e captain 

said that far to the south, the ocean itself actually froze. Th at sounded in-

credible; she’d like to see it. She’d occasionally seen snow and ice in Jah 

Keved, during the odd winter. But an entire ocean of it? Amazing.

She wrote with gloved fi ngers as she observed the spren she’d named 

Pattern. At the moment, he had lifted himself up off  the surface of the 

deck, forming a ball of swirling blackness— infi nite lines that twisted in ways 

she could never have captured on the fl at page. Instead, she wrote descrip-

tions supplemented with sketches.

“Food . . .” Pattern said. Th e sound had a buzzing quality and he vibrated 

when he spoke.

“Yes,” Shallan said. “We eat it.” She selected a small limafruit from the 

bowl beside her and placed it in her mouth, then chewed and swallowed.

“Eat,” Pattern said. “You . . .  make it . . .  into you.”

“Yes! Exactly.”

He dropped down, the darkness vanishing as he entered the wooden 

deck of the ship. Once again, he became part of the material— making the 

wood ripple as if it  were water. He slid across the fl oor, then moved up the 
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box beside her to the bowl of small green fruits.  Here, he moved across 

them, each fruit’s rind puckering and rising with the shape of his pattern.

“Terrible!” he said, the sound vibrating up from the bowl.

“Terrible?”

“Destruction!”

“What? No, it’s how we survive. Everything needs to eat.”

“Terrible destruction to eat!” He sounded aghast. He retreated from the 

bowl to the deck.

Pattern connects increasingly complex thoughts, Shallan wrote. Abstractions 

come easily to him. Early, he asked me the questions “Why? Why you? Why be?” 

I interpreted this as asking me my purpose. When I replied, “To fi nd truth,” he 

easily seemed to grasp my meaning. And yet, some simple realities— such as why 

people would need to eat— completely escape him. It—

She stopped writing as the paper puckered and  rose, Pattern appearing 

on the sheet itself, his tiny ridges lifting the letters she had just penned.

“Why this?” he asked.

“To remember.”

“Remember,” he said, trying the word.

“It means . . .” Stormfather. How did she explain memory? “It means to 

be able to know what you did in the past. In other moments, ones that 

happened days ago.”

“Remember,” he said. “I . . .  cannot . . .  remember . . .”

“What is the fi rst thing you do remember?” Shallan asked. “Where  were 

you fi rst?”

“First,” Pattern said. “With you.”

“On the ship?” Shallan said, writing.

“No. Green. Food. Food not eaten.”

“Plants?” Shallan asked.

“Yes. Many plants.” He vibrated, and she thought she could hear in that 

vibration the blowing of wind through branches. Shallan breathed in. She 

could almost see it. Th e deck in front of her changing to a dirt path, her 

box becoming a stone bench. Faintly. Not really there, but almost. Her fa-

ther’s gardens. Pattern on the ground, drawn in the dust . . .  

“Remember,” Pattern said, voice like a whisper.

No, Shallan thought, horrifi ed. NO!

Th e image vanished. It hadn’t really been there in the fi rst place, had 

it? She raised her safehand to her breast, breathing in and out in sharp 

gasps. No.

“Hey, young miss!” Yalb said from behind. “Tell the new kid  here what 

happened in Kharbranth!”

Shallan turned, heart still racing, to see Yalb walking over with the 

“new kid,” a six- foot- tall hulk of a man who was at least fi ve years Yalb’s 
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se nior. Th ey’d picked him up at Amydlatn, the last port. Tozbek wanted to 

be sure they  wouldn’t be undermanned during the last leg to New Natanan.

Yalb squatted down beside her stool. In the face of the chill, he’d acqui-

esced to wearing a shirt with ragged sleeves and a kind of headband that 

wrapped over his ears.

“Brightness?” Yalb asked. “You all right? You look like you swallowed a 

turtle. And not just the head, neither.”

“I’m well,” Shallan said. “What . . .  what was it you wanted of me, again?”

“In Kharbranth,” Yalb said, thumbing over his shoulder. “Did we or did 

we not meet the king?”

“We?” Shallan asked. “I met him.”

“And I was your retinue.”

“You  were waiting outside.”

“Doesn’t matter none,” Yalb said. “I was your footman for that meet-

ing, eh?”

Footman? He’d led her up to the palace as a favor. “I . . .  guess,” she said. 

“You did have a nice bow, as I recall.”

“See,” Yalb said, standing and confronting the much larger man. “I 

mentioned the bow, didn’t I?”

Th e “new kid” rumbled his agreement.

“So get to washing those dishes,” Yalb said. He got a scowl in response. 

“Now, don’t give me that,” Yalb said. “I told you, galley duty is something 

the captain watches closely. If you want to fi t in around  here, you do it 

well, and do some extra. It will put you ahead with the captain and the rest 

of the men. I’m giving you quite the opportunity  here, and I’ll have you 

appreciate it.”

Th at seemed to placate the larger man, who turned around and went 

tromping toward the lower decks.

“Passions!” Yalb said. “Th at fellow is as dun as two spheres made of mud. 

I worry about him. Somebody’s going to take advantage of him, Brightness.”

“Yalb, have you been boasting again?” Shallan said.

“ ’Tain’t boasting if some of it’s true.”

“Actually, that’s exactly what boasting entails.”

“Hey,” Yalb said, turning toward her. “What  were you doing before? 

You know, with the colors?”

“Colors?” Shallan said, suddenly cold.

“Yeah, the deck turned green, eh?” Yalb said. “I swear I saw it. Has to 

do with that strange spren, does it?”

“I . . .  I’m trying to determine exactly what kind of spren it is,” Shallan 

said, keeping her voice even. “It’s a scholarly matter.”

“I thought so,” Yalb said, though she’d given him nothing in the way of 

an answer. He raised an aff able hand to her, then jogged off .
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She worried about letting them see Pattern. She’d tried staying in her 

cabin to keep him a secret from the men, but being cooped up had been 

too diffi  cult for her, and he didn’t respond to her suggestions that he stay 

out of their sight. So, during the last four days, she’d been forced to let them 

see what she was doing as she studied him.

Th ey  were understandably discomforted by him, but didn’t say much. 

Today, they  were getting the ship ready to sail all night. Th oughts of the 

open sea at night unsettled her, but that was the cost of sailing this far 

from civilization. Two days back, they’d even been forced to weather a storm 

in a cove along the coast. Jasnah and Shallan had gone ashore to stay in a 

fortress maintained for the purpose— paying a steep cost to get in— while 

the sailors had stayed on board.

Th at cove, though not a true port, had at least had a stormwall to help 

shelter the ship. Next highstorm, they  wouldn’t even have that. Th ey’d 

fi nd a cove and try to  ride out the winds, though Tozbek said he’d send 

Shallan and Jasnah ashore to seek shelter in a cavern.

She turned back to Pattern, who had shifted into his hovering form. He 

looked something like the pattern of splintered light thrown on the wall 

by a crystal chandelier— except he was made of something black instead 

of light, and he was three- dimensional. So . . .  Maybe not much like that 

at all.

“Lies,” Pattern said. “Lies from the Yalb.”

“Yes,” Shallan said with a sigh. “Yalb is far too skilled at persuasion for 

his own good, sometimes.”

Pattern hummed softly. He seemed pleased.

“You like lies?” Shallan asked.

“Good lies,” Pattern said. “Th at lie. Good lie.”

“What makes a lie good?” Shallan asked, taking careful notes, record-

ing Pattern’s exact words.

“True lies.”

“Pattern, those two are opposites.”

“Hmmmm . . .  Light makes shadow. Truth makes lies. Hmmmm.”

Liespren, Jasnah called them, Shallan wrote. A moniker they don’t like, ap-

parently. When I Soulcast for the fi rst time, a voice demanded a truth from me. I 

still don’t know what that means, and Jasnah has not been forthcoming. She 

 doesn’t seem to know what to make of my experience either. I do not think that 

voice belonged to Pattern, but I cannot say, as he seems to have forgotten much 

about himself.

She returned to making a few sketches of Pattern both in his fl oating and 

fl attened forms. Drawing let her mind relax. By the time she was done, 

there  were several half- remembered passages from her research that she 

wanted to quote in her notes.
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She made her way down the steps belowdecks, Pattern following. He 

drew looks from the sailors. Sailors  were a superstitious lot, and some took 

him as a bad sign.

In her quarters, Pattern moved up the wall beside her, watching with-

out eyes as she searched for a passage she remembered, which mentioned 

spren that spoke. Not just windspren and riverspren, which would mimic 

people and make playful comments. Th ose  were a step up from ordinary 

spren, but there was yet another level of spren, one rarely seen. Spren like 

Pattern, who had real conversations with people.

Th e Nightwatcher is obviously one of these, Alai wrote, Shallan copying 

the passage. Th e rec ords of conversations with her— and she is defi nitely female, 

despite what rural Alethi folktales would have one believe— are numerous and 

credible. Shubalai herself, intent on providing a fi rsthand scholarly report, vis-

ited the Nightwatcher and recorded her story word for word. . . .  

Shallan went to another reference, and before long got completely lost 

in her studies. A few hours later, she closed a book and set it on the table 

beside her bed. Her spheres  were getting dim; they’d go out soon, and 

would need to be reinfused with Stormlight. Shallan released a contented 

sigh and leaned back against her bed, her notes from a dozen diff erent 

sources laid out on the fl oor of her small chamber.

She felt . . .  satisfi ed. Her brothers loved the plan of fi xing the Soul-

caster and returning it, and seemed energized by her suggestion that all 

was not lost. Th ey thought they could last longer, now that a plan was in 

place.

Shallan’s life was coming together. How long had it been since she’d 

just been able to sit and read? Without worried concern for her  house, 

without dreading the need to fi nd a way to steal from Jasnah? Even before 

the terrible sequence of events that had led to her father’s death, she had 

always been anxious. Th at had been her life. She’d seen becoming a true 

scholar as something unreachable. Stormfather! She’d seen the next town 

over as being unreachable.

She stood up, gathering her sketchbook and fl ipping through her pic-

tures of the santhid, including several drawn from the memory of her dip 

in the ocean. She smiled at that, recalling how she’d climbed back up on 

deck, dripping wet and grinning. Th e sailors had all obviously thought her 

mad.

Now she was sailing toward a city on the edge of the world, betrothed 

to a powerful Alethi prince, and was free to just learn. She was seeing in-

credible new sights, sketching them during the days, then reading through 

piles of books in the nights.

She had stumbled into the perfect life, and it was everything she’d 

wished for.
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Shallan fi shed in the pocket inside her safehand sleeve, digging out some 

more spheres to replace those dimming in the goblet. Th e ones her hand 

emerged with, however,  were completely dun. Not a glimmer of Light in 

them.

She frowned. Th ese had been restored during the previous highstorm, 

held in a basket tied to the ship’s mast. Th e ones in her goblet  were two 

storms old now, which was why they  were running out. How had the ones 

in her pocket gone dun faster? It defi ed reason.

“Mmmmm . . .” Pattern said from the wall near her head. “Lies.”

Shallan replaced the spheres in her pocket, then opened the door into 

the ship’s narrow companionway and moved to Jasnah’s cabin. It was the 

cabin that Tozbek and his wife usually shared, but they had vacated it for 

the third— and smallest— of the cabins to give Jasnah the better quarters. 

People did things like that for her, even when she didn’t ask.

Jasnah would have some spheres for Shallan to use. Indeed, Jasnah’s 

door was cracked open, swaying slightly as the ship creaked and rocked 

along its eve ning path. Jasnah sat at the desk inside, and Shallan peeked 

in, suddenly uncertain if she wanted to bother the woman.

She could see Jasnah’s face, hand against her temple, staring at the pages 

spread before her. Jasnah’s eyes  were haunted, her expression haggard.

Th is was not the Jasnah that Shallan was accustomed to seeing. Th e 

confi dence had been overwhelmed by exhaustion, the poise replaced by 

worry. Jasnah started to write something, but stopped after just a few words. 

She set down the pen, closing her eyes and massaging her temples. A few 

dizzy- looking spren, like jets of dust rising into the air, appeared around 

Jasnah’s head. Exhaustionspren.

Shallan pulled back, suddenly feeling as if she’d intruded upon an inti-

mate moment. Jasnah with her defenses down. Shallan began to creep away, 

but a voice from the fl oor suddenly said, “Truth!”

Startled, Jasnah looked up, eyes fi nding Shallan— who, of course, 

blushed furiously.

Jasnah turned her eyes down toward Pattern on the fl oor, then reset her 

mask, sitting up with proper posture. “Yes, child?”

“I . . .  I needed spheres . . .” Shallan said. “Th ose in my pouch went dun.”

“Have you been Soulcasting?” Jasnah asked sharply.

“What? No, Brightness. I promised I would not.”

“Th en it is the second ability,” Jasnah said. “Come in and close that 

door. I should speak to Captain Tozbek; it won’t latch properly.”

Shallan stepped in, pushing the door closed, though the latch didn’t 

catch. She stepped forward, hands clasped, feeling embarrassed.

“What did you do?” Jasnah asked. “It involved light, I assume?”

“I seemed to make plants appear,” Shallan said. “Well, really just the 
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color. One of the sailors saw the deck turn green, but it vanished when I 

stopped thinking about the plants.”

“Yes . . .” Jasnah said. She fl ipped through one of her books, stopping 

at an illustration. Shallan had seen it before; it was as ancient as Vorinism. 

Ten spheres connected by lines forming a shape like an hourglass on its 

side. Two of the spheres at the center looked almost like pupils. Th e Dou-

ble Eye of the Almighty.

“Ten Essences,” Jasnah said softly. She ran her fi ngers along the page. 

“Ten Surges. Ten orders. But what does it mean that the spren have fi nally 

decided to return the oaths to us? And how much time remains to me? 

Not long. Not long . . .”

“Brightness?” Shallan asked.

“Before your arrival, I could assume I was an anomaly,” Jasnah said. “I 

could hope that Surgebindings  were not returning in large numbers. I no 

longer have that hope. Th e Cryptics sent you to me, of that I have no doubt, 

because they knew you would need training. Th at gives me hope that I was 

at least one of the fi rst.”

“I don’t understand.”

Jasnah looked up toward Shallan, meeting her eyes with an intense 

gaze. Th e woman’s eyes  were reddened with fatigue. How late was she 

working? Every night when Shallan turned in, there was still light coming 

from under Jasnah’s door.

“To be honest,” Jasnah said, “I don’t understand either.”

“Are you all right?” Shallan asked. “Before I entered, you seemed . . .  

distressed.”

Jasnah hesitated just briefl y. “I have merely been spending too long at 

my studies.” She turned to one of her trunks, digging out a dark cloth 

pouch fi lled with spheres. “Take these. I would suggest that you keep 

spheres with you at all times, so that your Surgebinding has the opportu-

nity to manifest.”

“Can you teach me?” Shallan asked, taking the pouch.

“I don’t know,” Jasnah said. “I will try. On this diagram, one of the 

Surges is known as Illumination, the mastery of light. For now, I would 

prefer you expend your eff orts on learning this Surge, as opposed to Soul-

casting. Th at is a dangerous art, more so now than it once was.”

Shallan nodded, rising. She hesitated before leaving, however. “Are you 

sure you are well?”

“Of course.” She said it too quickly. Th e woman was poised, in control, 

but also obviously exhausted. Th e mask was cracked, and Shallan could 

see the truth.

She’s trying to placate me, Shallan realized. Pat me on the head and send me 

back to bed, like a child awakened by a nightmare.
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“You’re worried,” Shallan said, meeting Jasnah’s eyes.

Th e woman turned away. She pushed a book over something wiggling 

on her table— a small purple spren. Fearspren. Only one, true, but still.

“No . . .” Shallan whispered. “You’re not worried. You’re terrifi ed.” 

Stormfather!

“It is all right, Shallan,” Jasnah said. “I just need some sleep. Go back to 

your studies.”

Shallan sat down on the stool beside Jasnah’s desk. Th e older woman 

looked back at her, and Shallan could see the mask cracking further. An-

noyance as Jasnah drew her lips to a line. Tension in the way she held her 

pen, in a fi st.

“You told me I could be part of this,” Shallan said. “Jasnah, if you’re 

worried about something . . .”

“My worry is what it has always been,” Jasnah said, leaning back in her 

chair. “Th at I will be too late. Th at I’m incapable of doing anything mean-

ingful to stop what is coming— that I’m trying to stop a highstorm by 

blowing against it really hard.”

“Th e Voidbringers,” Shallan said. “Th e parshmen.”

“In the past,” Jasnah said, “the Desolation— the coming of the 

Voidbringers— was supposedly always marked by a return of the Heralds 

to prepare mankind. Th ey would train the Knights Radiant, who would 

experience a rush of new members.”

“But we captured the Voidbringers,” Shallan said. “And enslaved them.” 

Th at was what Jasnah postulated, and Shallan agreed, having seen the re-

search. “So you think a kind of revolution is coming. Th at the parshmen 

will turn against us as they did in the past.”

“Yes,” Jasnah said, rifl ing through her notes. “And soon. Your proving 

to be a Surgebinder does not comfort me, as it smacks too much of what 

happened before. But back then, new knights had teachers to train them, 

generations of tradition. We have nothing.”

“Th e Voidbringers are captive,” Shallan said, glancing toward Pattern. 

He rested on the fl oor, almost invisible, saying nothing. “Th e parshmen 

can barely communicate. How could they possibly stage a revolution?”

Jasnah found the sheet of paper she’d been seeking and handed it to 

Shallan. Written in Jasnah’s own hand, it was an account by a captain’s 

wife of a plateau assault on the Shattered Plains.

“Parshendi,” Jasnah said, “can sing in time with one another no matter 

how far they are separated. Th ey have some ability to communicate that we 

do not understand. I can only assume that their cousins the parshmen have 

the same. Th ey may not need to hear a call to action in order to revolt.”

Shallan read the report, nodding slowly. “We need to warn others, 

Jasnah.”
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“You don’t think I’ve tried?” Jasnah asked. “I’ve written to scholars and 

kings all around the world. Most dismiss me as paranoid. Th e evidence 

you readily accept, others call fl imsy.

“Th e ardents  were my best hope, but their eyes are clouded by the inter-

ference of the Hierocracy. Besides, my personal beliefs make ardents skep-

tical of anything I say. My mother wants to see my research, which is 

something. My brother and uncle might believe, and that is why we are 

going to them.” She hesitated. “Th ere is another reason we seek the Shat-

tered Plains. A way to fi nd evidence that might convince everyone.”

“Urithiru,” Shallan said. “Th e city you seek?”

Jasnah gave her another curt glance. Th e ancient city was something 

Shallan had fi rst learned about by secretly reading Jasnah’s notes.

“You still blush too easily when confronted,” Jasnah noted.

“I’m sorry.”

“And apologize too easily as well.”

“I’m . . .  uh, indignant?”

Jasnah smiled, picking up the repre sen ta tion of the Double Eye. She 

stared at it. “Th ere is a secret hidden somewhere on the Shattered Plains. 

A secret about Urithiru.”

“You told me the city  wasn’t there!”

“It isn’t. But the path to it may be.” Her lips tightened. “According to 

legend, only a Knight Radiant could open the way.”

“Fortunately, we know two of those.”

“Again, you are not a Radiant, and neither am I. Being able to replicate 

some of the things they could do may not matter. We don’t have their tra-

ditions or knowledge.”

“We’re talking about the potential end of civilization itself, aren’t we?” 

Shallan asked softly.

Jasnah hesitated.

“Th e Desolations,” Shallan said. “I know very little, but the legends . . .”

“In the aftermath of each one, mankind was broken. Great cities in ashes, 

industry smashed. Each time, knowledge and growth  were reduced to an 

almost prehistoric state— it took centuries of rebuilding to restore civilization 

to what it had been before.” She hesitated. “I keep hoping that I’m wrong.”

“Urithiru,” Shallan said. She tried to refrain from just asking questions, 

trying instead to reason her way to the answer. “You said the city was a 

kind of base or home to the Knights Radiant. I hadn’t heard of it before 

speaking with you, and so can guess that it’s not commonly referred to in 

the literature. Perhaps, then, it is one of the things that the Hierocracy 

suppressed knowledge of?”

“Very good,” Jasnah said. “Although I think that it had begun to fade 

into legend even before then, the Hierocracy did not help.”
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“So if it existed before the Hierocracy, and if the pathway to it was 

locked at the fall of the Radiants . . .  then it might contain rec ords that 

have not been touched by modern scholars. Unaltered, unchanged lore 

about the Voidbringers and Surgebinding.” Shallan shivered. “Th at’s why 

 we’re really going to the Shattered Plains.”

Jasnah smiled through her fatigue. “Very good indeed. My time in the 

Palanaeum was very useful, but also in some ways disappointing. While 

I confi rmed my suspicions about the parshmen, I also found that many of the 

great library’s rec ords bore the same signs of tampering as others I’d read. 

Th is ‘cleansing’ of history, removing direct references to Urithiru or the Ra-

diants because they  were embarrassments to Vorinism— it’s infuriating. And 

people ask me why I am hostile to the church! I need primary sources. And 

then, there are stories— ones I dare to believe— claiming that Urithiru was 

holy and protected from the Voidbringers. Maybe that was wishful fancy, but 

I am not too much a scholar to hope that something like that might be true.”

“And the parshmen?”

“We will try to persuade the Alethi to rid themselves of those.”

“Not an easy task.”

“A nearly impossible one,” Jasnah said, standing. She began to pack her 

books away for the night, putting them in her waterproofed trunk. “Parsh-

men are such perfect slaves. Docile, obedient. Our society has become far 

too reliant upon them. Th e parshmen  wouldn’t need to turn violent to 

throw us into chaos— though I’m certain that is what’s coming— they 

could simply walk away. It would cause an economic crisis.”

She closed the trunk after removing one volume, then turned back to 

Shallan. “Convincing everyone of what I say is beyond us without more 

evidence. Even if my brother listens, he  doesn’t have the authority to force 

the highprinces to get rid of their parshmen. And, in all honesty, I fear my 

brother won’t be brave enough to risk the collapse expelling the parshmen 

might cause.”

“But if they turn on us, the collapse will come anyway.”

“Yes,” Jasnah said. “You know this, and I know it. My mother might 

believe it. But the risk of being wrong is so im mense that . . .  well, we will 

need evidence— overwhelming and irrefutable evidence. So we fi nd the 

city. At all costs, we fi nd that city.”

Shallan nodded.

“I did not want to lay all of this upon your shoulders, child,” Jasnah 

said, sitting back down. “However, I will admit that it is a relief to speak 

of these things to someone who  doesn’t challenge me on every other point.”

“We’ll do it, Jasnah,” Shallan said. “We’ll travel to the Shattered Plains 

and we’ll fi nd Urithiru. We’ll get the evidence and convince everyone to 

listen.”
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“Ah, the optimism of youth,” Jasnah said. “Th at is nice to hear on occa-

sion too.” She handed the book to Shallan. “Among the Knights Radiant, 

there was an order known as the Lightweavers. I know precious little about 

them, but of all the sources I’ve read, this one has the most information.”

Shallan took the volume eagerly. Words of Radiance, the title read.

“Go,” Jasnah said. “Read.”

Shallan glanced at her.

“I will sleep,” Jasnah promised, a smile creeping to her lips. “And stop 

trying to mother me. I don’t even let Navani do that.”

Shallan sighed, nodding, and left Jasnah’s quarters. Pattern tagged 

along behind; he’d spent the entire conversation silent. As she entered her 

cabin, she found herself much heavier of heart than when she’d left it. She 

 couldn’t banish the image of terror in Jasnah’s eyes. Jasnah Kholin shouldn’t 

fear anything, should she?

Shallan crawled onto her cot with the book she’d been given and the 

pouch of spheres. Part of her was eager to begin, but she was exhausted, her 

eyelids drooping. It really had gotten late. If she started the book now . . .  

Perhaps better to get a good night’s sleep, then dig refreshed into a new 

day’s studies. She set the book on the small table beside her bed, curled up, 

and let the rocking of the boat coax her to sleep.

She awoke to screams, shouts, and smoke.
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I was unprepared for the grief my loss brought— like an unex-
pected rain— breaking from a clear sky and crashing down upon 
me. Gavilar’s death years ago was overwhelming, but this . . .  this 
nearly crushed me.

—From the journal of Navani Kholin, Jesesach 1174

Still half asleep, Shallan panicked. She scrambled off  her cot, acci-

dentally slapping the goblet of mostly drained spheres. Th ough she 

used wax to keep it in place, the swat knocked it free and sent 

spheres tumbling across her cabin.

Th e scent of smoke was powerful. She ran to her door, disheveled, heart 

thumping. At least she’d fallen asleep in her clothing. She threw open the 

door.

Th ree men crowded in the passageway outside, holding aloft torches, 

their backs to her.

Torches, sparking with fl amespren dancing about the fi res. Who brought 

open fl ame onto a ship? Shallan stopped in numb confusion.

Th e shouts came from the deck above, and it seemed that the ship  wasn’t 

on fi re. But who  were these men? Th ey carried axes, and  were focused on 

Jasnah’s cabin, which was open.

Figures moved inside. In a frozen moment of horror, one threw some-

thing to the fl oor before the others, who stepped aside to make way.

A body in a thin nightgown, eyes staring sightlessly, blood blossoming 

from the breast. Jasnah.

“Be sure,” one of the men said.
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Th e other one knelt and rammed a long, thin knife right into Jasnah’s 

chest. Shallan heard it hit the wood of the fl oor beneath the body.

Shallan screamed.

One of the men spun toward her. “Hey!” It was the blunt- faced, tall fel-

low that Yalb had called the “new kid.” She didn’t recognize the other men.

Somehow fi ghting through the terror and disbelief, Shallan slammed 

her door and threw the bolt with trembling fi ngers.

Stormfather! Stormfather! She backed away from the door as some-

thing heavy hit the other side. Th ey  wouldn’t need the axes. A few deter-

mined smashes of shoulder to door would bring it down.

Shallan stumbled back against her cot, nearly slipping on the spheres 

rolling to and fro with the ship’s motion. Th e narrow window near the 

ceiling— far too small to fi t through— revealed only the dark of night out-

side. Shouts continued above, feet thumping on wood.

Shallan trembled, still numb. Jasnah. . . .  

“Sword,” a voice said. Pattern, hanging on the wall beside her. “Mmmm . . .  

Th e sword . . .”

“No!” Shallan screamed, hands to the sides of her head, fi ngers in her 

hair. Stormfather! She was trembling.

Nightmare. It was a nightmare! It  couldn’t be—

“Mmmm . . .  Fight . . .”

“No!” Shallan found herself hyperventilating as the men outside contin-

ued to ram their shoulders against her door. She was not ready for this. 

She was not prepared.

“Mmmm . . .” Pattern said, sounding dissatisfi ed. “Lies.”

“I don’t know how to use the lies!” Shallan said. “I  haven’t practiced.”

“Yes. Yes . . .  remember . . .  the time before . . .”

Th e door crunched. Dared she remember? Could she remember? A 

child, playing with a shimmering pattern of light . . .  

“What do I do?” she asked.

“You need the Light,” Pattern said.

It sparked something deep within her memory, something prickled with 

barbs she dared not touch. She needed Stormlight to fuel the Surgebinding.

Shallan fell to her knees beside her cot and, without knowing exactly 

what she was doing, breathed in sharply. Stormlight left the spheres around 

her, pouring into her body, becoming a storm that raged in her veins. Th e 

cabin went dark, black as a cavern deep beneath the earth.

Th en Light began to rise from her skin like vapors off  boiling water. It 

lit the cabin with swimming shadows.

“Now what?” she demanded.

“Shape the lie.”
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What did that mean? Th e door crunched again, cracking, a large split 

opening down the center.

Panicked, Shallan let out a breath. Stormlight streamed from her in a 

cloud; she almost felt as if she could touch it. She could feel its potential.

“How!” she demanded.

“Make the truth.”

“Th at makes no sense!”

Shallan screamed as the door broke open. New light entered the cabin, 

torchlight— red and yellow, hostile.

Th e cloud of Light leaped from Shallan, more Stormlight streaming from 

her body to join it. It formed a vague upright shape. An illuminated blur. 

It  washed past the men through the doorway, waving appendages that 

could have been arms. Shallan herself, kneeling by the bed, fell into shadow.

Th e men’s eyes  were drawn to the glowing shape. Th en, blessedly, they 

turned and gave chase.

Shallan huddled against the wall, shaking. Th e cabin was utterly dark. 

Above, men screamed.

“Shallan . . .” Pattern buzzed somewhere in the darkness.

“Go and look,” she said. “Tell me what is happening up on deck.”

She didn’t know if he obeyed, as he made no sound when he moved. 

After a few deep breaths, Shallan stood up. Her legs shook, but she stood.

She collected herself somewhat. Th is was terrible, this was awful, but 

nothing, nothing, could compare to what she’d had to do the night her fa-

ther died. She had survived that. She could survive this.

Th ese men, they would be of the same group Kabsal had been from— 

the assassins Jasnah feared. Th ey had fi nally gotten her.

Oh, Jasnah . . .  

Jasnah was dead.

Grieve later. What was Shallan going to do about armed men taking 

over the ship? How would she fi nd a way out?

She felt her way out into the passageway. Th ere was a little light  here, 

from torches above on the deck. Th e yells she heard there grew more pan-

icked.

“Killing,” a voice suddenly said.

She jumped, though of course it was only Pattern.

“What?” Shallan hissed.

“Dark men killing,” Pattern said. “Sailors tied in ropes. One dead, 

bleeding red. I . . .  I do not understand. . . .”

Oh, Stormfather . . .  Above, the shouting heightened, but there was no 

scramble of boots on the deck, no clanging of weapons. Th e sailors had 

been captured. At least one had been killed.
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In the darkness, Shallan saw shaking, wiggling forms creep up from the 

wood around her. Fearspren.

“What of the men who chased after my image?” she asked.

“Looking in water,” Pattern said.

So they thought she’d jumped overboard. Heart thumping, Shallan felt 

her way to Jasnah’s cabin, expecting at any moment to trip over the wom-

an’s corpse on the fl oor. She didn’t. Had the men dragged it above?

Shallan entered Jasnah’s cabin and closed the door. It  wouldn’t latch 

shut, so she pulled a box over to block it.

She had to do something. She felt her way to one of Jasnah’s trunks, 

which had been thrown open by the men, its contents— clothing—scat-

tered about. In the bottom, Shallan found the hidden drawer and pulled it 

open. Light suddenly bathed the cabin. Th e spheres  were so bright they 

blinded Shallan for a moment, and she had to look away.

Pattern vibrated on the fl oor beside her, form shaking in worry. Shallan 

looked about. Th e small cabin was a shambles, clothing on the fl oor, papers 

strewn everywhere. Th e trunk with Jasnah’s books was gone. Too fresh to 

have soaked in, blood was pooled on the bed. Shallan quickly looked away.

A shout suddenly sounded above, followed by a thump. Th e screaming 

grew louder. She heard Tozbek bellow for the men to spare his wife.

Almighty above . . .  the assassins  were executing the sailors one at a 

time. Shallan had to do something. Anything.

Shallan looked back at the spheres in their false bottom, lined with 

black cloth. “Pattern,” she said, “we’re going to Soulcast the bottom of the 

ship and sink it.”

“What!” His vibrating increased, a buzz of sound. “Humans . . .  

 Humans . . .  Eat water?”

“We drink it,” Shallan said, “but we cannot breathe it.”

“Mmmm . . .  Confused . . .” Pattern said.

“Th e captain and the others are captured and being executed. Th e best 

chance I can give them is chaos.” Shallan placed her hands on the spheres 

and drew in the Light with a sharp breath. She felt afi re with it inside of 

her, as if she  were going to burst. Th e Light was a living thing, trying to 

press out through the pores of her skin.

“Show me!” she shouted, far more loudly than she’d intended. Th at 

Stormlight urged her to action. “I’ve Soulcast before. I must do it again!” 

Stormlight puff ed from her mouth as she spoke, like breath on a cold day.

“Mmmmm . . .” Pattern said anxiously. “I will intercede. See.”

“See what?”

“See!”

Shadesmar. Th e last time she’d gone to that place, she’d nearly gotten 

herself killed. Only, it  wasn’t a place. Or was it? Did it matter?
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She reached back through recent memory to the time when she’d last 

Soulcast and accidentally turned a goblet into blood. “I need a truth.”

“You have given enough,” Pattern said. “Now. See.”

Th e ship vanished.

Everything . . .  popped. Th e walls, the furniture, it all shattered into 

little globes of black glass. Shallan prepared herself to fall into the ocean of 

those glass beads, but instead she dropped onto solid ground.

She stood in a place with a black sky and a tiny, distant sun. Th e ground 

beneath her refl ected light. Obsidian? Each way she turned, the ground was 

made of that same blackness. Nearby, the spheres— like those that would 

hold Stormlight, but dark and small— bounced to a rest on the ground.

Trees, like growing crystal, clustered  here and there. Th e limbs  were 

spiky and glassy, without leaves. Nearby, little lights hung in the air, fl ames 

without their candles. People, she realized. Th ose are each a person’s mind, 

refl ected  here in the Cognitive Realm. Smaller ones  were scattered about her 

feet, dozens upon dozens, but so small she almost  couldn’t make them out. 

Th e minds of fi sh?

She turned around and came face- to- face with a creature that had a sym-

bol for a head. Startled, she screamed and jumped back. Th ese things . . .  

they had haunted her . . .  they . . .  

It was Pattern. He stood tall and willowy, but slightly indistinct, trans-

lucent. Th e complex pattern of his head, with its sharp lines and impossi-

ble geometries, seemed to have no eyes. He stood with hands behind his 

back, wearing a robe that seemed too stiff  to be cloth.

“Go,” he said. “Choose.”

“Choose what?” she said, Stormlight escaping her lips.

“Your ship.”

He did not have eyes, but she thought she could follow his gaze toward 

one of the little spheres on the glassy ground. She snatched it, and sud-

denly was given the impression of a ship.

Th e Wind’s Plea sure. A ship that had been cared for, loved. It had car-

ried its passengers well for years and years, owned by Tozbek and his fa-

ther before him. An old ship, but not ancient, still reliable. A proud ship. 

It manifested  here as a sphere.

It could actually think. Th e ship could think. Or . . .  well, it refl ected 

the thoughts of the people who served on it, knew it, thought about it.

“I need you to change,” Shallan whispered to it, cradling the bead in her 

hands. It was too heavy for its size, as if the entire weight of the ship had 

been compressed to this singular bead.

“No,” the reply came, though it was Pattern who spoke. “No, I cannot. 

I must serve. I am happy.”

Shallan looked to him.
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“I will intercede,” Pattern repeated. “. . . Translate. You are not ready.”

Shallan looked back to the bead in her hands. “I have Stormlight. Lots 

of it. I will give it to you.”

“No!” the reply seemed angry. “I serve.”

It really wanted to stay a ship. She could feel it, the pride it took, the 

reinforcement of years of ser vice.

“Th ey are dying,” she whispered.

“No!”

“You can feel them dying. Th eir blood on your deck. One by one, the 

people you serve will be cut down.”

She could feel it herself, could see it in the ship. Th ey  were being exe-

cuted. Nearby, one of the fl oating candle fl ames vanished. Th ree of the eight 

captives dead, though she did not know which ones.

“Th ere is only one chance to save them,” Shallan said. “And that is to 

change.”

“Change,” Pattern whispered for the ship.

“If you change, they might escape the evil men who kill,” Shallan whis-

pered. “It is uncertain, but they will have a chance to swim. To do some-

thing. You can do them a last ser vice, Wind’s Plea sure. Change for them.”

Silence.

“I . . .”

Another light vanished.

“I will change.”

It happened in a hectic second; the Stormlight ripped from Shallan. She 

heard distant cracks from the physical world as she withdrew so much 

Light from the nearby gemstones that they shattered.

Shadesmar vanished.

She was back in Jasnah’s cabin.

Th e fl oor, walls, and ceiling melted into water.

Shallan was plunged into the icy black depths. She thrashed in the wa-

ter, dress hampering her movements. All around her, objects sank, the 

common artifacts of human life.

Frantic, she searched for the surface. Originally, she’d had some vague 

idea of swimming out and helping untie the sailors, if they  were bound. 

Now, however, she found herself desperately even trying to fi nd the way up.

As if the darkness itself had come alive, something wrapped around her.

It pulled her farther into the deep.
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