Ideas, Part 2
The crowd stared at the newly-birthed mountain, as much in shock that Rand had actually lost as well as that their world was dying.

Green things fell apart, their leaves drifting slowly to the ground as a sickly, brown disease overtook them, destroying their chlorophyll almost instantly. Mountains could be heard crumbling to dust in the distance. Animals screamed their cries of warning as the jungle itself seemed to melt into mist, vanishing into nothingness.

The only thing still standing perfectly was the mountain. Inside was heard groans and cries as it settled itself into the new land, becoming the dominant landmark among the now-flat landscape.
Satsuki’s shoulders heaved with her sobs, her loss, her pain. The world was coming down around her: Rand dead, her oldest gone, an insane psychopath now ruling the only remaining people on Earth.

The mountain yawned wide once again, emitting the eldest remaining in their family, Ilum. His golden, radiant hair flowed down his back in waves, contrasting his bright, liquid gold eyes full of intelligence and cunning. The glittering, crystal sword swinging at his side carved waves through the air.

“My father, Rand al’Thor, was a great man.” He proclaimed, screaming to be heard above the shock and disbelief at his return.

“And a dead one.” Steven scoffed.

“Be quiet, worm.” Ilum’s glare should have left Steven searching for the stab wound.

“He lived his life to save ours, and died for it as well. Everything he did was for us.” He motioned to take in all of the people.

“Forever, from this day forth, we will call this mountain Dragonmount, both to commemorate both Alex, the first pyro, and my father, the great Dragon of our people.”
“This weapon, Callandor, is my father’s gift to me. It is mine by right and by claim.” Ilum lofted the blade high and it caught the sunlight, blazing in radiance.

He dropped the sword and caught many gazes before continuing: “I declare myself an enemy of Steven, may he die and burn in ****.”

“May all who support me and what my father attempted to do come now. We head for new lands, where we first began this terrible trek.”

“My power, which I have until now kept hidden, under Rand’s guidance-“

Satsuki burst out in a surprised and quite miffed squawk. “What?”

Ilum ignored her and doggedly kept right on speaking. “My power is light. It is mine to control and mine to live.”

He held out his hand and a sphere of purest radiance glowed forth, bathing him in its glow.

“All who wish to follow me, go to New York. You other, stay here and I wish you the future you deserve.”

A blazing beam of flaring sunlight lashed out, catching Ilum in its grasp and dissolving him into particles of nothingness, leaving the awestruck bystanders dumbfounded once again.

