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((I wrote this as an apology.. I know I was in a most ill and horrible mood last weekend.  This was simply because of that Ireland trip coming up, it being a most miserable week, and the fact that I was managing to bungle the Wels plot royally.  I didn't even get any good RPing in that day, which bothered me so.  Ah well.  Such is life. I shouldn't of been so short tempered as to take it out on all of you.


	But I was hasty in @toading Kadrina.  Although you can't say I never tried on her, you simply can't.  I RPed her originally for the Alliah plots, for Gods sake, and I RPed her ever since... For so many, many moths.  I just don't RP love plots.  Love....  Seems really ill and its ever so uncomfortable for me to try and RP.  I don't much care if you think me odd or freakish for it, but I can't stand RPing things like that.  But I tried, damn I tried.


	I didn't RP her for so long and you were away for so long that it didn't seem ill to delete her.


	But, such is all gone and done now.


	And as an apology, I've written this little story.  Its just Kadri's view on her death, little more.  Its not very well written, but that's all right, I suppose.  I'm not a very good author. (>_<)  But I tried. ^_^  So here's my present and apology for Kadrina.  Do enjoy.


		--Dominia))








	I do not understand such orders.


	To order, to command, to follow, to be.  It seems hollow, in every facet of its being.  To decree, to command, to submit.  How can such things go on while things of such greater importance spin by?


	They are empty things.  Sad things.  One can only wonder if those uttering them, committing them, realize how simple and menial they really are.


	Its like they don't realize that what they are doing is empty.


	Like how I am empty...


	It... is a strange notion.  I can't say I understand it, even now.  But for some reason, I have never found the depths of my existence fulfilled in the length of an order.


	Is that strange?  Its true I am an Etone,  the Sword and Shield of Ethos, in a way.  I've been one for years, in training earlier than that.  One would think this would be my life, by now.  But somehow, although I do not find anything wrong with what I do, it leaves something to be desired.


	I simply could never say what.  I suppose I just wasn't cut out for this.


	But nothing ever seemed so empty before, until now... 


	Go here, go there, save and be kind, spread to all reaches of this vast and aching earth the truth of Ethos.  Such took me all the way to that distant land, so harsh and dry and cruel, yet with the kindest people I've ever been fortunate enough to meet.


	Aveh.. Who would imagine such beauty lied in such a land?


	He was there, he was not, he was so kind and wonderful and generous, and then he was gone.  He went away, not because he willed to, but because he was taken and flown off, and not a soul in all the world can tell me Why.


	To order, to decree, to follow, to serve.  That is my job, my life.  Isn't it supposed to  be?


	To wonder, to love, to learn, to adore.


	They're not mentioned anywhere in the life of an Etone...


	So why do I suddenly feel so empty, now that I have met them and lost them?


	It all seems so hollow...





	She stood at the southernmost edge to a forest, thriving full and lush, intertwined and grown so to the point that it was near impossible to make ones way through.  Light brown hair, softly curled, swept windblown across her lightly tanned features, caught on winds of salt and sea, as ominous as the skies above of coming storm.  Dark, dark skies stirred above her, so pale gray in tone that it seemed lead, only casting the palest touches of weak, gray-held light upon her slender form.


	A simple outfit of blue, practical as could be imagined, edged in Ethos cross and edgings of white- shirt, breeches, a gun sling at her side.  It was all quite plain.


	Yet she shook.  Not to cold and not to omen, but to memory.  It hurt, it ached to the point of carving wind-scattered paths within her mind, throwing awry her usually most logical thought to a tangle of thoughts and memories and words, all bound and held and clasped within the same breath.


	The island reeked of danger.  Yet it held no meaning to her.  It was hollow, as hollow as her orders and as hollow as her trainings, all pale and weak in comparison to memory.


	Logic seemed hard to grasp, for that moment alone.





	Its simple, Jarian... See?  This is an 'A'.. And this...


	...You're such a swift learner!  ....Oh, come now, its nothing to my doing.  I'm only helping... But I don't do any liberty to a real teacher.


	I have to go back to Aquavy soon, Jarian...  Oh, don't look so like that!  It'll be all right...


	I promise it will be all right...  There's nothing to be upset about...


	..Would you like to come back to Aquavy with me..?


	


	Please...


	Even though I don't know why I ask...


	Even though I don't know why....





	....Why?


	I want to know why...


	You're not here anymore.


	You were here a moment before.  We were talking, I remember.


	You were here just a moment before.


	So why have they taken you, and left me here?


	If you have gone away, I want to go away as well.


	I don't know Why, but it makes sense, somehow.


	Its not fair for me to be here while you are away,


	When no one in the world can tell me Why you went in the first place.


	Who took you?  Who left me?  Its all the same and yet its not.


	Everything seems so empty now, spare memory.


	People tell me its all right, that if I keep going on everything will heal...


	Will it?  I can't see how.  I don't even know what hurts so..


	Everything, reality, and yet nothing.  I'm confused.


	And now the time has come to go back to Aquavy.


	But I'm going all alone.


	Why?  I want to know why.


	You were going to come with me, Jarian...


	Why aren't you coming with me?


	Why?








	She took a few, slow steps to the forest, outwardly aware and attentive, yet silently, ever so silently, quite far, far away.  She had never been like this before...


	She was a woman, so why did she think such like a child, now that everything has come and gone?  She seemed little capable of anything more.  And thus she struggled on.  She wanted to follow her orders, to push on, to do what was commanded of her, to walk this island fearlessly and remove the Wels which wandered this forsaken land.  She wanted to do all of it, now, and with all her mind, if only to banish these thoughts awry, to cleanse her mind of this which troubled her so and yet caught her so far in the depths of memory and emotion, both held in no more logical reasoning than a child.


	Footfall upon fallen leaf over darkest sand, quite untrue to the fall of rain or the shambling of Wels.  She wanted to spin, to glance at whomever approached, to raise her gun in all defense and wonder, to demand to know if who stood behind her was an Etone or someone ill...


	"Hold it...Who are you?"


	She froze in that moment, her hand drifting away from her gun, as she turned about slowly, eyes wide, lost, confused and yet pleading all the while for something to prove this voice to be true.  Slowly, she managed, her voice so quieted it seemed timid, despite the even calmness which echoed upon her voice, "...Jarian?  Is that you?"


	He stood, a gun of some sorts at hand- she didn't quite recognize what it was, but little did it seem to matter- confusion alight upon his features, as muted as they seemed.  His aim upon her seemed to waver, until he allowed the gun to fall to his side, his words uttered with all the careful choice and wonder of one even unsure of what he was to speak himself, "You... Your name is... Kadrina..."


	Memory flooded away in that instant, thoughts and tangled wonders and all the shallowness of the world, all thrown aside at the mention of her own simple name, "Of course, of course it is...!" She stuttered within the span of a moment, not about to throw up a star of doubt, in fear that he would walk off upon that mention as swiftly as he had crept up behind her.  Why would he wonder her name, why would he stand in such confusion?  It didn't matter, not in the least, not now, not now, not now.


	Swiftest steps she took, careless to memory, careless to duty, as she threw her arms around his neck, upon whim, driven upon this sudden flood of complete and total relief...


	Why am I doing this?  I've  never done... Felt... this way....


	Tomias once said that I was in love.  But I didn't think love was supposed to hurt like that...  But now its all gone... I don't understand...


	But do I need to understand?  He's safe, he's here, he's in Aquavy...


	Even if it is on this damned island.. He's here, he's here, finally....


	"I thought you were dead..." She spoke, her words ever so quieted, torn between emotions that fought so desperately for her expressions behind that face of youth, "It's been so long... I... I thought.. I was afraid... I mean..." She pulled away the slightest bit, glancing up at him all the while, "I didn't think... I'd ever see you again, that is..."


	He backed away from her, stepping away, away... Away?!  Confusion ever etched upon his face, somewhat stunned at this display of hers, yet in another sense more than wondering himself to know why, "I...  I've seen you before...  I thought it was only in my dreams..."


	Of course you've seen me before...  For a moment she could not speak a word.  Of course you know me.  Why do you ask such silly things, say such comments?  You're here, finally, and yet all you can do is..., "What do you mean, Jarian?" She spoke, all to quickly, half of her own shock, half to dismiss such thoughts, now most fiercely cluttering her mind, "Did something happen?  Do you not remember at all?"  Amnesia?  Of course, that has to be it.. What did they do to him, whoever They are?  No, no, that couldn't be it, something just must of happened..., "Do you remember anything?"


	"I.. I remember us... together.. In Dazil.  You were teaching me to read..."  He continued on, as if oblivious to the fact that she had said or questioned anything.


	She frowned softly, eyes desperate all the while, her voice soft, not in the least betraying to her conflict of fear and fright that battled within her mind, "Do you remember anything... Anything else?"  Her words echoed something of a plea.


	Jarian nodded lightly, faintly, hardly a response.  In half a way, he seemed not even to be listening fully to her words, instead fully turned to memory all the while,  "Yes...  I remember going to Bledavik with you...  I bought you a necklace, and we had lunch in a restaurant with fish in a huge tank..."  He smiled faintly, ever brightening, however, as something seemed to dawn across his memory, his smile,  "That's where you found out that I couldn't read..."  Then, finally, he dared to look up, to glance at her, not the faintest question of wonder in his expressions,  "I remember something else..."


	She took up a small bit of hope- best not to delight before the sun has even risen, lest it never rise at all, after all- her smile distant, faint, and yet ever so begging in its quiet hue, as she prompted, simply, "And what is that, Jarian?"


	"I remember that I love you...." It was such a simple phrase for something so very full of meaning.  Is this what orders were trying to be? They hold not half the depth and meaning...,"I love you, Kadrina..."


	Her smile grew brighter, edged in a joy so vast that it seemed quite dim, held in the depths of her expressions dear,  "And I...  I love you too, Jarian..."  She looked down a moment, blushing slightly.  The words sounded so wrong, yet felt so right.  Not a trace of logic behind the lot of it, and yet it was so perfect...,  "And I still want you to come back with me...  Back to Aquavy...  I never want to be away from you again..."  The words came so fast, so desperate, that she could not herself have seen them coming.  She wondered for a moment if it was even spoken, or if her thoughts had simply rung so desperately loud.


	You promised, you promised.  You promised you'd come back with me to Aquavy.  Please, Jarian, don't break that promise again... I don't know where you've been or what happened, but it wouldn't matter to all the world.


	I don't know why I think this, why I say this, why I do this.


	But perhaps Tomias was right all the while...


	Love is a very strange thing...


	Jarian only smiled,  "Of course...  And I never want to be away from you either..."  A shadow passed across his face as he thinks of something, a dark sort of omen, a musing of sorts, it was all the same to Kadrina- something to worry of but something distant, unknown- but is was quite as quickly gone.  "I want to be with you forever..."


	Forever is a long time...  It seems a childish thing to say.


	But perhaps the most childish things are the most innocent, the most perfect...


	Its in all the more world so much more dear to me than Orders.


	Just don't go again, don't leave me with only Why..


	Because memory is sweet but reality is so much dearer... And to follow, to decree, to demand is so hollow if you are not here to say such simple, simple things to grant it and all the world such meaning.


	I don't really understand what I'm thinking... What words come to my mind....


	But they mean, in all the world, so much more than anything else....


	She stood not far from him.. She wished to hold him once more, but dared not, lest he back away as he had a moment before.  She didn't understand what had happened, but it was joyous nonetheless.  It was not a time to ask questions, but a time to cherish...


	The leaves shifted softly, ever so softly, behind her.


	When she recalled just where she stood.


	"T-they're everywhere, Jarian... The Wels..." She spoke, barely whispered, more a warning to herself to draw away from Memory and the Moment, to recall those Orders and what they meant, no matter how little that was, for just a moment.


	She spun, her gun rising to her hand, and yet, in all the world, it was not Enough.





	It hurts...


	It hurts more than love and separation...


	Something had torn down the full of her back, through flesh and form, claws of sharpest edge, held by the beings known simply as Wels.  She knew this, and she knew it fully.  And as she laid there, collapsed upon the chill, sanded ground, she knew that it had done its job and duty.


	The eternal conflict between Wels and Etones.. And it seems this little bout has been lost for our side....


	She shuddered softly, against her will- she could not feel her form, she could not move the span of an inch.  She only saw the world blur and shake, and she only felt the Pain.


	A fight raged on above.. Behind her?  It was somewhere near and yet she could not see it at all.


	It was over, it seemed, as soon as it had begun.  But still she could not move...


	And then she could see him, there, beside her, eyes caught in a horror that hurt her as deeply as the backing away had.


	"I'm so glad I got to see you...." How she still talked seemed beyond her, but still she talked on, she had to, she had to while the world still focused, "I... Oh, I do love you, Jarian..."


	It hurts...


	I can't feel a thing, but it hurts.


	And now I know why...


	It hurts more than anything and as much as everything... As much as the world torn in two or this land tossed awry.


	It hurts because it is forever...


	But he watches me, he's here. He's come to Aquavy...


	I'm so happy I got to say those words...


	Because maybe they are forever, too.


	She closed her eyes, barely managing the traces of a smile of joy, as much as her agonized form could grant.  The world bled black a moment, fell to darkness as might a falling curtain upon a stage, and finally, finally, all the pain had ceased to be.


