Rand challenges Steven/Luke to a duel while in the chamber of the council with Alex newly dead.
They tie. Rand draws a lot of the One Power and turns into a mountain.

The plant life dies.

His son goes in and then comes back out, declaring his power as light (gets Callandor from Rand) and fleeing to the United States (New York to be exact).

Story
Steven roared his triumph to the skies, the bloody ice blade crushed in his grip.

“I won, Alex! I WON!” He gloated over the dead bodies lying in front of him, one of which was bloody and battered Alex himself.

“This is your new life, now, Outbreakers. Welcome to it.” Steven pointed to himself in a rushed, jerky motion before motioning around the entire view.
“NOT YET!” A thunderous voice boomed from the earth itself.
“Psh. Begone, Rand, before the same comes to you.” Steven dismissed the speaker with a flick of his hand.

The person himself rose from a gaping cavern that yawned wide to release him, floating on a steed of blazing fire, his bright red hair flowing like a mane of orange death.
“What have you done?!” Rand cried, holding his hands out towards the murdered individuals.

“I liberated the people, fool.” Steven retorted.

“You…you…I cannot say enough. So, simply this:” Rand’s voice dropped an octave, and a weave of spirit created a sense of foreboding and dread. “I challenge you, traitor, to the Duel.”
“Heh. So be it.” Steven leapt onto a board of frozen water and glided to an open space.

The pair took stances across from each other and prepared their own weapons. Rand held in his hand a blade of burning fire while Steven expertly twirled a weapon of darkest ice, slick and treacherous.

An unseen gunshot sounded and the two charged into each other. Bright sparks danced between the two of them, red, black, white, as furious, harsh flame roared against cool, slick ice.
After a few passes, both combatants stepped back, panting and out of breath from their powerful exertions.

“Are you ready to give up yet, Steven?” Rand asked, holding his hand out as if in a peaceful gesture.

“Never.” The young man gritted his teeth and charged forwards, a yell of pent-up anger boiling forth.

Rand met him halfway and their blades clashing together in a thunderous report.

“You can’t win.” Rand hissed into Steven’s ear before shoving him backwards slightly.
“Watch me.” Steven slid from his sleeve a glass knife, shaped to seem like glittering ice.

He plunged it forcefully into Rand’s gut, twisting it around in a triumphant gesture before ripping it back out.

“You lose.” Steven panted as Rand backed away, holding his gut in shock and agony.

A single, thin scream echoed from the crowd as Satsuki rushed forwards, reaching forwards with desperate hands coated in sudden tears.

The air brushed itself across her face just once, a final caress from the one she loved.

Goodbye, my heart. This is how it must be.
The ground itself erupted forth, enveloping Rand in a caring and gentle hand, spiraling into the suddenly cold, harsh skies.

Green grass and lush bushes suddenly began to take on a sickly tint, fading from a lively green to a sickly, dying brown.

“NO!” Rand and Satsuki’s oldest son cried out, shoving people aside in his haste.

The newborn mountain groaned as it opened up a passage that allowed him to flee inside before closing again.

“This is how it should be! The old falling before the new!” Steven yelled, exultant in his newfound victory.

The dumbstruck silence was only broken by the sound of Satsuki, wailing her grief for all the world to hear.
