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The slim pale-skinned girl stood on her tiptoes and stretched her hand out toward the ropes. Just a little more, she thought. Just a few more inches…No matter how she stretched, though, the woven net remained stubbornly outside her grasp. If she was just a little older, a little taller, she could reach. Of course, if she was older and taller, she wouldn’t be here in the first place. As Daddy always said, “if wishes were horses, than the beggars would ride.” Ugh. She HATED that saying; it had been one of his favorites lately, any time she asked for ANYTHING. Just one trip into Stormwind wouldn’t hurt, would it? He was so stubborn!
Maybe she should come back during the day? She’d sat and watched them carry crates and barrels up the gangplank many times, laughing along with the sailors when Old Lem invariably knocked something over. They pulled the ramp in at night, though, and most of the sailors went to their quarters; only a few remained on the ship overnight.
“Stop procrastinating, Nessa,” she told herself softly. Stepping back from the dock, she thought it over, absent-mindedly brushing a wayward lock of black hair away from her eyes. It wasn’t that far a gap, and she’d climbed rocks and boulders in the mines before. If she missed, though, a cold bath awaited her at the bottom...and who knew what else was paddling around in the waters below? She peered down into the gloom, but couldn’t see a thing past the light of the torch at the end of the pier.
Well, it was too late to turn back. Before she could reconsider, she backed up a few steps, eyed the gap one more time, and broke into a run. She planted her foot squarely on the edge of the small pier, just where she had aimed---and felt a jolt of terror as the old wood gave beneath her weight, sending her hurtling out into space. 

As she fell, she clutched wildly for the net. Her flailing hands missed the ropes entirely, but her arms managed to weave through the holes. She jerked to a stop, feeling her heartbeat race in the darkness. The large hull creaked slightly as it bobbed in the water, but she heard no sign that anyone had detected her clumsy gymnastics. Climbing up the net, she peeked over the weathered rail to see if anyone was nearby, and then swung herself over the wood, dropping lightly to the deck.
She paused a moment to marvel, again, at the sheer size of the ship. Her father had called it a “juggernaut,” which seemed appropriate. The ship had two decks, with squat black cannons poking out at regular intervals. Each cannon had a small stack of cannonballs placed nearby, ready to be used. Once, she had tried to lift one, and only succeeded in rolling it along the floor. Old Lem had laughed at her for that, she remembered. Inboard from the cannons was a double line of cabins for the crew, with the commander’s cabin sitting alone on the topdeck—her objective.
She considered her next move. The crew stairs were still being rebuilt, so the only way to reach the top of the ship was via a sloping ramp near the bow. She moved slowly toward the ramp, then froze, as the door to one of the starboard cabins swung open, spilling light onto the deck. She quickly hid behind a nearby cannon, and watched three of her father’s men amble out into the darkness.  

“I’ve got the watch tonight, but it’s okay! I brought my best friend with me,” said the man on the left. He was quite a bit younger than the other two, but she couldn’t make out his features in the dark.
The dark-skinned man beside him snorted. “And would that be me, or Smelly Sam over here?”

The third man, who was quite a bit larger than his companions, stopped suddenly. “It’s not me! It’s that jumped-up murloc who thinks he can cook...”

“Oh, come off it, Sam.” The first man had been carrying something, and lifted it over his head. “My best friend here is Mr. Rumsey. As it happens, though, he’s quite friendly, and I might make introductions, if you’ll sit watch with me for a bit.”

The dark-skinned man turned slightly and made an exaggerated bow. “Why, Mr. Rumsey, I don’t think we’ve met.”

“Aye, not since yesterday,” Sam said, tartly.

Laughing, the three men continued towards the bow, and were lost from sight. 

Rats. The last time she had been down here at night, there hadn’t been a watchman. They had a lantern with them, which ruled out sneaking by. Still, she had planned for this eventuality. She shrugged out of her pack, opened the flap, and extracted a strange contraption. Gilnid called it an ‘alarm clock.’ He had given it to her for her twelfth birthday, a month ago.  She liked Gilnid; whenever he saw her, he always stopped and asked her opinion on what he was working on. According to him, she must have been half-goblin, with her natural skill as a tinkerer. “No, it’s my father who’s the goblin,” she would always say, and they would laugh. 
She smiled at the memory, and retreated to the stern of the ship. She gave the alarm key a quarter twist, set the clock down gently on the deck, and returned to her hiding place behind the cannon. With her black leathers on, she felt nearly invisible. 

A stray memory tugged at her thoughts. When she was eight, her father had scolded her harshly for something, and she tucked herself into the chest compartment of a golem to hide. Her father had walked right past her hiding spot three times, calling her name frantically, when she burst out, showering him with dust. He had been so upset…yet he never stayed angry at her long. “You look so much like your mother, ‘Vee,” he would say, usually stroking her hair. “I wish she could see you now. If only those fools in Stormwind hadn’t caused the riots, she might be alive today.” 

The sound of a ringing bell abruptly pierced the silence of the bay, jolting her back to reality. She looked on as the watchman and his two friends pelted by, then quickly ran towards the bow, past the flickering lantern, and up the ramp heading to the topdeck. Success!

Suddenly, a loud bellow split the night behind her.

“What, in Earthmother’s name, is going on out here?”

“Well, Mr. Smite, sir,” a weak voice began, “We found this gizmo at the back of the ship, making an awful racket. We don’t know anything about it, honest!” She recognized the young watchman’s voice, sounding much less confident than before.

“If that’s true, then I’m Cairne Bloodhoof. Next, you’ll be telling me you had a bad dream about Arthas. What’s that in your hand? Rum? Hand it over, and get back to your post before I have you whipped, you sad excuse for a sailor! Why, when I was half your age...”

As the voices tailed off, she found her courage, and continued onto the topdeck. Luckily, no other surprises awaited her here, and she quickly walked towards the commander’s cabin, pulling open the door. As it opened, she saw things hadn’t changed since the last time she had been here. The large desk against the wall still dominated the room, with paper sketches, blueprints, and ledger books neatly flanking the man seated at the desk. Unsurprisingly, her father was too occupied to notice her entrance, so she took the chance to study him for a moment, Thin and balding, he looked just like a middle-aged schoolteacher…but she’d seen how fast he moved with a sword. She stepped further into the room.

“If I use double powder charges in the cannons, that should help me outrange the shore defenses,” she heard him mutter. “Yet gryphons will be a problem, as my men are poor archers. Perhaps a netgun of some kind would work...” As she moved forward, he whirled suddenly, one hand going to the dagger belted at his hip. Seeing her, he visibly relaxed.

“Vee, what are you doing here? You know I’ve forbidden you to come on the ship at night! It’s very dangerous!” Despite the raised voice, she didn’t really think he was angry; the smile tugging at the corners of his mouth wasn’t helping him look imposing. “How did you get past the watchman?”

“I distracted him, and slipped by,” she responded. Not the complete truth, perhaps, but she didn’t want to get Gilnid in trouble.

He grumbled, but stood up and moved toward her, his hands raised in mock surrender. “Just you watch, next we’ll be getting a letter from Ravenholdt about my daughter, the master rogue. All the rich nobles will hire extra guards, the townspeople will quake in their beds, the boys will tell horror stories about you over their campfires...”

“Daddy, you’re so silly!” She flung herself at him, laughing, and hugged him fiercely. He returned her embrace, then released her and gave her a serious look.
“So, why did you sneak up here this late, anyway?”

Now or never... “Daddy, I’ve made up my mind. I don’t want to go to Theramore. I want to stay here with you. I’m learning so much from Gilnid and the rest. Why, last week, one of your men showed me how to mix herbs into potions. He said I had a special talent for it, and he’d make arrangements to slip me into Stormwind for lessons! It would be so much fun, and I could see all the funny little gnomes...they build some crazy things...and there’s all the shops...” She trailed off, as the look on her father’s face had suddenly turned quite ugly.

“Never,” he said flatly. “Stormwind has made it quite clear they have no place for us.” He almost spit the words back at her.

“Oh, Daddy...” She laughed nervously, hoping to ease the mood. “I know there was some trouble, but that was years ago! I’m sure it’s all blown over by now.”

“No. You don’t understand, you’re too young. They’ll treat you nicely, in the beginning, then throw you out when they’re tired of you. All the rich nobles are like that; all they care about is their gold and silver. Nothing else. Nothing else, Vanessa!” He punctuated his exclamation with a quick slash of his hand.

Speechless, Vanessa stared at her father. What had happened to him that made him so angry? She’d asked, before, once, and he grew cold and told her never to ask again. She knew it had something to do with her mother and the riots in Stormwind, but that was when she was very young, and she really didn’t remember it. She remembered the parties, and the dresses, and the laughter…
A loud thump against the wall of the cabin interrupted her thoughts. Suddenly, she heard a muffled scream. The scream continued for several seconds, then stopped abruptly. More sounds came, pounding feet, another scream. “Daddy, what’s going on?”

Her father ignored her, and strode quickly to the rack in the corner of the room, buckling on his swordbelt. “I don’t know. I’ll find out. Hide under the bed and keep quiet.” 

“But what about your armor?” She gestured to the other rack, in the far corner of the room. 

“No time. Hide, I said, and whatever you do, don’t make a sound!” He drew his sword from the scabbard and strode out the door.

Quickly, she examined the bed. It was more of a cot, but if she pulled her knees up to her chest, she could just barely fit. She pulled down the blanket, leaving just a crack for her to see out, and attempted to calm her breathing. In...out. All she could see was a floorboard, so she focused on it intently.  More screams. A loud whoosh...did something catch on fire? In...out. Knotted wood, a few nails, floorboard. Metal crashed against metal, a yell, more whooshing noises, another yell...then silence. Her heart thudded against her chest. It’s nothing, It’s nothing, It’s nothing. 
The door creaked open, and she heard the metallic clunk of booted feet walking across the cabin. She began to call out, but the sound died in her throat. Her father…hadn’t been wearing his armor. 
Suddenly, her floorboard was obscured by a large metal shield. The round metal was well polished, and was emblazoned with a golden lion on a blue field. She heard the flip-flip-flip of pages being turned on the desk. In...out.

A muffled voice from outside. “Garithas, what’re ye doin! There might be more comin’ any second! ‘Course, I still got a few axe swings left in me, but holy-britches here looks like he’s going to start blessing things, and you know how long that takes!”

“Just a second.” This voice, rougher, came from right above her. She stifled an urge to squeak. “That fool Shaw said something about ‘gold hidden on every page,’ but all I see is a bunch of books with numbers.” A blizzard of paper obscured her vision. “Anyway, something’s bugging me. He could’ve hid in here and ambushed us in the dark, and made it nasty. Instead, he came at us in the open.”

“Ohhhh, you’re thinking! That’s a first,” the muffled voice called back. “What’s done is done; let’s finish this bloody business and get back. I’ve got a date with a mug o’ ale at the Pig and Whistle.”

“Fine.” Suddenly, she could see her floorboard again as the shield disappeared from view, followed by a click as the door opened and closed.

“Daddy said hide,” she thought. “He’ll come get me any minute now. Any minute now...” All was quiet, as the seconds slipped by, and turned into minutes, than an hour. “Maybe he’s hurt and needs my help!” she thought suddenly. She crawled out from under the cot, almost slipping on a stray piece of paper, and ran to the door, wrenching it open. 

A tall, thin man lay facedown on the planks of the topdeck, with his long black cloak awkwardly arranged to cover his head and upper torso. No...it couldn’t be... Tears forming in her eyes, she ran to the man’s side. “Daddy?” She pulled on the man’s arm; dead weight. She pushed, harder, and finally succeeded in turning him over. She looked up, and instantly felt violently sick. 

It was her father…or what was left of him. His left arm and side were covered with horrible burns. Around his neck was a red bandanna, soaked with blood...and above that, nothing. She felt dizzy, and blackness crept into her vision. Must run...get...help...Daddy...run…help...

“Run...help...run…help…”
With a start, she sat up, then relaxed. She’d been talking in her sleep again, but she was just the same as always...still Hope Saldean, still stuck on this nowhere farm, still with no plan for the future. She sighed, crossed to the wardrobe, and pulled on her working clothes. If she hurried, she could finish her chores before lunch. Walking silently down the stairs, she spied Maggie, the family’s old retriever, snoring on the bottom step. Instead of disturbing her, she placed both hands on the banister and lightly vaulted the bottom two steps, landing gently on the floor. Maggie stirred, opening one eye, then turned over and went back to sleep.

Smiling, Hope went out into the yard, and crossed to the chicken coop. As she went about her chores, her mind wandered, as it frequently did, to Jason. Oldest son of the Jansen family on the next farmstead, she’d known him since she arrived at the Saldeans’, but he never took an interest in her...until last month. She faintly blushed, remembering his stammer as he fumblingly asked her if she wanted to meet and walk together to school. Things had progressed from there, and now she was making excuses to visit him every week.
“You’re thinking about Jason again, aren’t you?” Startled, she looked down to see Amber Molsen grinning at her mischievously. She’d adopted Hope as her big sister soon after she arrived, and was always turning up at inconvenient moments...like now.

“I was thinking...about...my assignment that’s due for Mr. Prestor,” she lied quickly.

“Uh-huh. Riiight. So, what’s the assignment?”

“Um.” Her face was turning pink again, she knew. She really was a terrible liar. “It was-

“Oh, don’t bother.” Amber giggled, and took her arm. “I’m still waiting for you to tell me about your trip to Sentinel Hill with Jason yesterday. How did it go? Did you...kiss?”

“No! It was nothing! We just walked to the market that’s all.” Admittedly, she wouldn’t have minded a kiss... “Well, I can tell you this, but you can’t tell Mrs. Saldean.” She looked around quickly, and lowered her voice. “Mrs. Saldean thinks we’re going to the Jansens’, and they think he’s coming here...but he’s actually going to take me to the Lion’s Pride in Goldshire to celebrate my birthday.”

“No way! What are you going to wear? Oh, what if someone see you? You’ll have to...” Chores complete, Hope turned back to the house, tuning out Amber’s gossipy whispers. It wasn’t her real birthday, of course...but since she couldn’t remember what day it was, it was as good as any. Three years ago today, she had apparently walked into the Saldeans’ farmhouse late at night, lost, confused, and afraid. The farthest back she could remember was that next morning, when Mrs. Saldean had gently asked her name, and she couldn’t remember. She shuddered at the memory, then realized Amber was still amiably chattering away.
“Amber, enough already! It’ll be fine, but you’ve got to keep it secret, okay? I’ve got to go help Mrs. Saldean with breakfast.” Amber waved, and walked away. She started to walk into the farmhouse, and stopped. Her morning ritual! She wandered around for five minutes, looking at every hill, rock, and bush, hoping to find something that would remind her of her origins. As usual, nothing did. Sighing, she entered the farmhouse, mind already turned to the night to come.
“Have a good time with Jason,” Mrs. Saldean called out, as Hope rushed down the stairs.

“I will!” she responded, breathlessly opening the door. Jason stood on her front porch, clad in riding leathers and boots, with a sword strapped to his left hip. He was a little dirty and dusty, but still looked amazing. Half the girls in Westfall were in love with him, supposedly, though she’d never really noticed him until that day a month ago. When he saw her, he smiled and extended his hand. 

“Shall we be off? West Wind’s hitched out front.”

“Sure.” She took his hand and walked with him into the gathering night. Jason re-checked the saddle’s straps and swung effortlessly up, while Hope quickly undid the hitching knot. Again, he extended his hand; she grasped it, and felt herself smoothly deposited behind him on the horse’s back. He twitched the reins, and West Wind ambled into the night.

“How’d he get that name, anyway? He’s not what I’d call the fastest horse around,” she observed.

Jason chuckled. “He’s not named for his speed, Hope. It’s more a description of his...flatulent abilities, if you get my meaning.”

Hope laughed, and punched him in the shoulder.

“Ouch! What was that for?”

“That was for a horrible name,” she said, and punched him again. “And THAT was for telling an innocent girl such a horrible story, and not making up something better.”
They laughed together, as West Wind ambled down the road. In a short time, they’d reached the inn. On entering, Hope clung to Jason’s arm, and surveyed the scene. The inn was smaller than it looked; two small tables in the back, a row of barstools pulled up to a short bar, and a flight of stairs presumably leading to the inn’s rooms. Is Jason planning on a room? No, he wouldn’t dare, Mr. Saldean would kill him! She giggled, a bit nervously.

Jason looked at her with a strange look, then shrugged and took a seat at the bar. She followed. The bartender, a short, stocky man with a scraggly brown beard, looked up from the mug he was wiping with a rag.

“Evening,” he grunted. “Aren’t you two a little young to be out drinking? The innkeeper can get you a glass of cold milk, if you’d prefer.” He laughed uproariously at his own joke.

Jason patiently waited until he was done, then replied. “That depends. Aren’t you a little old to be bartending? The innkeeper can get you a glass of warm milk, I’m sure.”

“Har! Maybe I am, at that. Well, I never turn down good gold. What’ll you be having?”

“Beer, for myself and the lady,” Jason said. Hope started. No one had ever called her a “lady” before. It felt wrong, somehow.

“Dwarven stout, coming right up!” The bartender filled two mugs, and dropped them on the bar. Jason took his, drank deeply, and swiped his hand across his lips.

“Wonderful. Hope, try it, see what you think.” She raised the mug to her lips, and took a small sip, and almost choked. It was much stronger than the beers Mr. Saldean preferred...but it was very good. She raised the mug and took a second, longer, sip.

“That’s my Hope!” Jason exclaimed, and pounded her on the back. He drained his mug, and motioned to the bartender for a second. “Hey, check out that guy at the corner table.”

She took a quick look. A middle-aged man, with a bushy beard and a grimy, weathered face, was drinking deeply from his own mug of beer. As he put the mug down, she noticed his bulging arms and callused hands—clearly he was a laborer of some kind. Mostly, though, she noticed his eyes; small and squinty, they were trained directly on her.

Jason noticed, as well. “Looks like nobody’s ever taught him not to stare,” he said roughly. He started to rise from the stool, but Hope quickly put a hand on his arm.

“Oh, it’s all right. He’s probably had a rough day. Besides, didn’t you say I was the best looking thing in here?” 

Jason laughed again, loudly. “You are, at that.” He took another long pull from his mug. “Bartender! Another beer, please.”

They sat at the bar for a long time, discussing their plans for the future, as other patrons came and went. Jason, having just completed his schooling, was looking for an apprenticeship in the city. “I’ll do anything to get out of Westfall,” he confided. “Well, except work for the gryphon masters. I’ve shoveled enough crap for three lifetimes.” As they continued talking, Hope noticed him starting to slur his words.

“Maybe it’s time to get back,” she suggested. “The Saldeans will expect me home soon.”

“But the night’s just beginning. You haven’t even finished your first beer!” He motioned to the bartender again, but when he came over, Hope spoke first.

“Mr...”

“Dobbins,” he supplied helpfully.

“Mr. Dobbins, we’d like to settle up.”

Jason cut her off. “One more round!” 

“Fine,” she snapped. “One more round, and then we leave.” As the bartender turned aside, she frowned at Jason. This wasn’t what she’d been expecting.

A bulky man slid onto the unoccupied stool to Jason’s right. He was wearing richly ornamented armor, with a brilliant blue and gold cloak. The sight of the Alliance colors filled her with dread, for reasons she didn’t quite understand. A slim elf, also in blue and gold, leaned forward and whispered something in the armored man’s ear. He waved him off, angrily.

“One drink, I said, then we’ll finish our patrol.” His voice was gruff and hoarse. The elf opened his mouth, then closed it again, nodded, and walked away. The armored man called for the bartender, then looked over at Jason and Hope. He smirked, then leaned across the bar in front of Jason, and addressed Hope. “Hey, sweetie, I haven’t seen you around here before. I’m Garithas. What’s your name?”

Jason reached out a hand and pushed Garithas away. “That’s my girlfriend. Show some respect.”

Garithas ignored Jason, and leaned across the bar again. “I’m sorry, some peasant was yammering on. Are you interested in seeing Stormwind? I could give you a personal tour…starting with the barracks, of course.” 
Jason roared, snatching his half-full mug from the bar, and brought it down on Garithas’s head, shattering it. “I said, leave her alone!”

Garithas woozily shook his head a few times, then finally looked at Jason. Jason’s bellow had caused all activity in the bar to come to a halt, so everyone heard the next words. “Are you aware of the penalty for attacking a man of the City Guard...peasant?” he asked, grimly. He laid his hand on his sword hilt.
“Jason, let it go-“
Jason sprang away from the bar and drew his sword. “I am no man’s peasant,” he spat. Then the world went mad. 

Jason and Garithas were rolling around on the floor of the bar. Someone screamed, and furniture crashed to the floor as other patrons fled. One, then two bottles flew across the room and shattered against the hearth. Suddenly, a large weight slammed into her from behind, and dragged her off the barstool.

“Get down!” someone whispered urgently in her ear. She ducked behind a fallen table, as another bottle sailed through the air, right where she had been sitting.  Running feet, more screams. By the door, she spotted the elf dragging an unwilling Garithas into the night. Then, silence. She crawled out from behind the table...and saw him.

Jason lay flat on his back, in the corner of the bar. his leather riding vest soaked with blood. When he saw her, he groaned.  ‘The belt knife...I didn’t realize he had a belt knife,” he said. His hands were pressed to his chest, but she could see blood oozing through his fingers. She rushed to his side, tears streaming from her face.

“Stop talking and save your strength,” she babbled. “I’ll go get a priest, there’s an abbey not too far from there. You’ll be just fine, I promise. I promise!”

“Hope...I’m glad...” He groaned again, and lay still.

She ran out into the night. Rain had begun to fall, and she felt the drops mix with her tears as she blindly ran for the hitching post. Run...get help... A lightning bolt flashed across the sky, illuminating the front of the bar, and her heart sank. West Wind was gone. She fell to her knees. Run...get help... You can do this, Hope! She struggled to her feet, and turned towards the blacksmith’s building, when more lightning crackled across the sky. She saw her rain and tear-streaked face in the reflection of the shields lined up for display.
Shields. Stormwind. A cot. Her heart beating. Papers strewn everywhere. The Pig and Whistle. Run...get help...Daddy...

Another lightning bolt flashed, and she remembered. Playing dress-up in her mother’s fancy gowns, turning pirouettes and imagining herself as the next Queen of Stormwind. The riot. Mother disappearing. Daddy bringing her to the mines, for “safety.” Oh, how she’d fought him on that! Playing games with the goblins in the workshop. Her lessons with the sword and dagger. A muffled voice. Garithas.
 A large hand emerged from the blackness and clamped over her mouth.

“If you want to live, come with me,” a gruff voice whispered in her ear. She studied the hand. It was large and hairy, with a gear tattooed on the back. A gear… Jerkily, she nodded, once. “I have to blindfold you. Promise me you won’t scream?” She nodded again, and the hand lifted off her mouth, to be replaced by a cloth tied around her eyes. Another hand turned her around, and she began to walk, with no option but to trust her captor. The whole time, her brain swam. The gear…the symbol of the Defias Brotherhood. Mr. Saldean, in his frequent after-dinner stories, told many tales of the Defias’ banditry. “They used to be a menace to half the Eastern Kingdoms,” she recalled him saying. “They didn’t bother me much, so long as I paid the protection money and kept my mouth shut, but they terrorized the merchants something fierce. They called out the militia, and we’re talking about sending an expedition of soldiers, when all the raids just stopped. Sure, there were still outlaws around, but scattered, disorganized...a nuisance, not a real threat.”
Some time later, they stopped. “You can remove the blindfold now,” said the gruff voice. She pulled it down around her neck, and saw that she’d been walked to a small forest campsite. She looked at her captor. 

“You could have stepped in sooner.”

He looked away briefly. “I’m sorry, my lady. I wasn’t expecting that to happen.” He stopped for a moment, they began to speak again. “My lady, I know you’ve been through an awful shock, but it’s good to see you. We gave up the search years ago...nobody made the connection. I’m sorry. You don’t know me-my name is-

“Johnson,” she interrupted. “You were my father’s head miner. Any my name is Vanessa, not ‘my lady.’”
“My…Vanessa,” he said, surprised. “You have to understand. After your father died...well, most of the Brotherhood in Westfall scattered across the Eastern Kingdoms, convinced they were going to be next. A few of us tried to keep everything together, but all the outlaw bands respected your father, not the organization. We’ve kept things together, somehow; thankfully, most of the nobles are off fighting some bloody war in Northrend. Arthas and King Wrynn can have each other, I say...” He continued to talk, but she had already come to a decision. She turned to him abruptly.

“Do you have a horse and provisions?”

“Sure. I’ve been here in Elwynn for the past few months, talking to the kobolds who inhabit Jasperlode Mine. They’ve agreed to lend us their tentative support. He turned to open the flap of the tent. “In the morning, I can take you to meet their leader-“ His expression turned quizzical, as he looked down and saw an inch of steel extending from his chest. “Why?” was all he said, before toppling over.

She bent down and caressed his hair. “I’m sorry, Mr. Johnson,” she said as his eyes closed. “You served my father well...but now only I can reveal my secret. The people will get Hope...the lords will get Vanessa.” She located the horse, already saddled and loaded down with a week’s worth of food and supplies, and silently praised her short-lived subordinate’s foresight. She patted the horse’s neck, and swung into the saddle.
Garithas. You and your fellow lords have made a fatal mistake. You should have ended the Van Cleef line when you had the chance. Now? I will make Stormwind howl. She pulled the limp blindfold from her neck and retied the red bandanna around her face, exposing only her eyes to the world. Snapping the reins, she rode into the night.
