Ranatar is also signing up as initiate. My word-count got slightly out of hand here, given that the goals was 200. Fitting for something Stormlight Archive related, I suppose. I assumed the ceremony Dalinar held was something he did with some regularity as more people came to Urithiru.


Ranatar looked up from his notes. The demonstration by the Radiant and his squires had, as usual, brought a crowd of hopefuls to meet with Highprince Kholin and find out they weren’t radiant material. Ranatar thought he even saw one or two people in line who had been rejected in the days before. He watched the first three knights-to-be get rejected, then turned his attention back to his calculations. He’d nearly finished the second refinement of his new storm model, adding the likely increased slowdown the storms would suffer over the ocean now that not one but three Highstorms where circling the planet. One Further refinement would be needed to account for the Everstorm colliding with the old and new Highstorm, and to calculate where these collisions would take place.
  Ranatar had nearly reached a breakthrough on a particularly complicated term regarding the amount of water the Storms where likely to take up when Dalinars voice thundered throughout the room and interrupted his thoughts. “Before you stands Lomot. He has spoken the First Ideal, and light reveals that his heart is worthy of the Oath. Thus an Initiate is sworn to serve. For the good of Man, and for the good of Roshar.”
  ‘No way. One of them actually passed the test?’ Ranatar thought to himself as he observed the man standing with Dalinar. He’d observed several such sessions before, but this had been the first time anyone had passed, that he knew of anyway.
  As the cheering following the Initiate’s inauguration died down, Ranatar tried to get back to his work, but his attention kept wandering back to the tests. Six more came forward, swore the oaths and where found unworthy. Despite this, he couldn’t force himself to get back to his work. He would be done in another couple of days, and if his model was correct, it would make him one of the more important men in Urithiru, at least until his fellow Stormwardens where able to understand his method and copy it reliably. He knew that being the only person to be able to predict the Highstorms would force a lot of people to rely on him. Ranatar also knew that he wasn’t worthy of that trust. 
  ‘I could go, stand in line and swear the oaths. I would never become an Initiate, but at least the oaths would discourage further abuses of my postion.’ Ranatar didn’t know where the thought had come from and tried to quickly dismiss it. He doubted a simple set of words would be able to stop him if he got pushed too far.
  And yet the thought didn’t leave him alone. He watched several more people get rejected, unable to concentrate on his own work. ‘Okay, if this next man is found worthy, I’ll go and say the words myself. Otherwise, I’ll get out of here and finish my work in my room.’ The thought had only just finished forming when the man leaned towards the glowing gem and breathed in the Stormlight. 

***

As he waited in line, Ranatar had time to think over the words. ‘Strength before weakness’ was easy to understand, and ‘Life before death’ didn’t leave much room for interpretation either. ‘Journey before destination’ was another matter though. He supposed most things could be considered a journey of sorts. His current work was a sort of journey to finding the new rhythm of the storms. He couldn’t find an example for which the words made sense though. All Journeys where about their destination. If he could skip the theorizing and calculating and just get a correct Storm model he’d do that in an instant. And wasn’t the whole point of those oathgates to skip the literal journey and get to the destination immediately?
  The more he thought about it, the less sense it made. Anything that lets you skip the work, pain and effort to get to where you needed to be was a good thing, right? …Right? An unbidden mental image of a stormwall sweeping over a mostly abandoned plain came to his mind, followed by understanding. Journey before destination foremost meant that the end does not justify the means! As he came to this realization, Ranatar realized that the woman in front of him had finished, and failed, the test, and it was now his turn.
[bookmark: _GoBack]  Ranatar thought he saw some surprise in Dalianr’s eyes. Maybe he was surprised that the Stormwarden who had been quietly observing proceedings had finally decided to step forward. Or maybe it was the idea that a heterochromatic bastard like Ranatar believed himself worthy to be a radiant. It didn’t matter. He wasn’t here to become a radiant, merely to bind his hands with an oath he was unlikely to break.
  “Life before death, Strength before weakness.” Ranatar paused a moment before speaking the most important of the three. “Journey before destination”. There, it was done. 
  Dalinar held a Diamond Broam out to him. “Breath deep, and we’ll know if your heart is true.”
  ‘I know it isn’t, but thanks anyway for bothering to check’, Ranatar thought. He breathed in as the Bondsmith had commanded, then blinked in confusion. The diamond broam had gone dark and a new strength had awoken inside of him.

	
