She felt bad for leaving so abruptly. He saved her life and the least she could do was to stay with him for a little while. He was also genuinely concerned for her. Any person would be able to see that. But Kyra also felt it. Kyra literally felt his emotions and feelings. Not many people knew about this ability of hers as she kept it secret for good reasons. Normally she struggled with the knowledge of how people felt. She always felt so much anger, hate, malice from most people. Every person has a dark side to them, and she knew every dark side of every person she came in contact with.

That was something that puzzled her about Lance the moment she woke up in his cabin. She couldn’t detect any hint of a dark side to Lance. All she felt was his heartfelt concern for her and his love for nature and wild life. He was at peace here and this peace infused her, gave her the strength needed for the journey back to the Falls.

She concentrated intently on Lance for a while, trying to unravel the mystery of the lack of a dark side to him. The more she concentrated the more good sides she found, but never any anger, malice, and other similar feelings. It continued to fascinate her, and she felt increasingly bad for treating him the way she was doing.

With luck he would leave her behind at Silverton Falls and go his own way. They would never meet again. His life would be spared. It would be for the best.

But Lance was not oblivious or blind. He had always been a keen observer of other people’s emotions and reasons for doing the things they do. When he asked her if she felt strong enough to go back, he detected the faintest hint of hesitation. He saw her eyes twitch every so slightly, wanting to glance at the duvet and he knew enough. She was tired, probably feeling very weak still and was not at all ready for the hike. He decided there and then to take the long route to Silverton Falls. It would take more than an hour, but it would be less rugged. She might be able to make the trek that way. He fully expected her to comment on the fact that he said his cabin was about half an hour away, which she did. He brushed it off, saying something vaguely about loosing sense of time in the mountains. He doubted she fell for it, but she didn't bring it up again.

The more Lance talked to her during the hike, the more he came to realize that her determination and what passes for ordering him around, was all an act. He realized she behaved this way because something scared her, and she didn’t want him to know this, so she tried to distance herself from him, to sever any ties that may have formed in this short amount of time. He wondered what it was, but he would not ask her.

A tree about 100 feet left of Lance toppled as a deafening sound filled the forest. Kyra let out a cry. Lance involuntarily jumped backwards. “Avalanche?” he thought to himself. He chastised himself. No, of course not. It’s the middle of summer, there can’t be avalanches. It just sounded just like one and it fooled him for a minute.

Kyra lost her resolute mask, a look of fear on her face. She whispered to herself, “Oh no, they found us already”. She didn’t think Lance would have been able to hear her, but he did.

“Who found us, Kyra?” he asked.

Kyra looked shocked, she had to answer him, she owed him now. This was not going according to plan at all. “I...I can't explain now, it's too long a story. We have to get to safety first. Please. Do you know where we might hide?”

Lance pondered the question for a minute. He considered a few places and decided to take her to his mountain. They should be safe there. “Yes,” he answered, “let's go. It's not far from here.”

Lance left the path and started to descend down the cliff and Kyra followed closely behind him. It looked like a precarious climb down. She hoped he knew he was doing, though it seemed he did. So she followed him closely, matching his footsteps carefully.

At the bottom of the cliff, they forded a river which Lance referred to as Bow River. Kyra detected by the way he named the different fields, rivers and mountains they passed that he knew a great deal about the area. It was his passion and she thought she would absolutely love to hear everything he could teach her. She chastised herself again She could not start to like him now, she had to get away from him. But was that even possible now that they had found them? They would never leave him alone now that he had been sighted.

She put her mask of indifference up again, following Lance for now but decided she would still try to get as far away from him as possible, after she had ensured his safety.

They climbed on shore again and started to run through a dense part of forest. A few minutes later she was already lost and disoriented, but Lance still seemed to know where he was going. She was lucky to be with him, she would never have been able to outrun the people after her. With luck, they were just as lost and disoriented as she was, which would buy them that precious time they needed.

The minute Lance and Kyra climbed on shore, he started to conceal their tracks. He never ran in a straight line and started to run in patterns that would confuse anybody tracking them. Other people occasionally wandered these woods and old tracks were still clearly visible. With luck, he would be able to confuse and conceal their tracks well enough to put their followers on the wrong path and lead them away from them, while they made their way for cover on his mountain.

Lance shook his head and brought his mind back to the here and now. They were gaining on them and his confusing and concealing of tracks did not have any effect. He would have to figure out that puzzle later. His first priority was to get the two of them to safety.

They exited the dense forest and a grassy plain opened up in front of them. Lance stopped for a few second, trying to catch his breath. “This is Moose Meadows. We will find safety behind the trees on the other side. We need to run. As you can see it is quite a distance and we will be unprotected until we reach the cover of trees again. We cannot run around the field and hug the tree line, it will take too long and these people chasing us will have caught up with us by then for sure.”

Kyra cringed at the mention of having to run and being unprotected, but she also realized there was no choice. All she said in reply was a quiet “Okay, let’s go”, barely a whisper.

Lance extended his hand and offered it to her. He would help her run across the field. She took his hand in hers and run after him as he started to run across the field. Kyra looked behind her once to see if their attackers were getting any closer. She couldn't sense them yet, so they were not all that close. They might actually make it.

A fierce wind seemingly out of nowhere kicked up when they were almost across the field. Lance had seen the strangest weather patterns in the mountains, including blizzards in the dead of summer. This wind, however, was unlike anything he had ever seen. The wind sounded powerful, even felt powerful, but there was something about how the grass and trees reacted to them that seemed out of sorts. The grass and trees were reacting to the wind, but it seemed all wrong somehow. He couldn’t quite put his finger on it.
He forced that thought out of his head, it was too ridiculous to imagine. Wind is wind. Just because he had never seen this particular kind, didn't mean anything. Telling himself that only helped marginally. He filed it away for later thought.

He briefly thought about the fact that in a matter of hours there were now a great many things he had to file away for later. He hoped this wouldn't become a trend. He was not fond of riddles.
Whatever this wind was or was not, the fact was that they had a hard time running against it. It seemed the harder he struggled, the harder the wind pushed back at them. It was only through the combination of sheer determination, refusing to be beat by some wind and the fact that according to Kyra their lives were in danger, he was able to pull Kyra along with him and reach the cover of trees.

The wind was significantly less powerful here, more a distraction and an annoyance than a hindrance. Kyra gasped and stopped running, almost being dragged forward by Lance until he slowed down too. “Are you okay?” he asked, worried that he had pushed her beyond exhaustion again. He could not have her collapse again.

“Yes, yes I'm alright, sorry. It's just that...” and her voice trailed off.

Lance saw her awestruck look and realized what happened. His mountain was looming in front of them and Kyra reacted like anybody would who saw it for the first time, especially up close like this. “This is my mountain, I know of a hidden cave here where were can hide out for a while.”

Kyra merely nodded and responded, “It looks like a...a...”

“Castle?” Lance offered. “Its real name is Castle Mountain. Yes those peaks really do look like turrets and watch towers.”

“It's beautiful!” Kyra whispered. She shook her head and started walking, indicating to Lance she could run again.

She realized with a start as they continued to run that she had no recollection at all of this area. She didn't remember entering this mountain area at all. There was only one way how that was possible. If it was true, they were in much more danger than she originally thought. Lance would never be safe without her now, she realized. She also realized she would never be able to survive without him now. Their fates were joined now. “May the spirits be with us”, she whispered softly to herself. Lance did not hear her whisper this, the winds drowning out any and all sound.

