Three years later, and he was starting to regret his decision.  He was still a youth in body, but was no longer young in mind with the memories of the runes previous bearers pressing down on him.
As well as the runes memories OF its previous bearers.  A fine distinction he had learned to make.

During the Second Firebringer War, he had been too busy to give much mind to the new memories that lurked beneath the surface of his thoughts.  Receiving the rune had given him a brief crash course in them, but too quickly for him to remember anything concrete from it.  He hadn’t questioned where the right words had come from, the right strategy when the heat of the fight scattered Caesar’s plans to the wind.
In the quiet hours between rebuilding Karaya, working out treaty’s with the Zexans, and dealing with the day-to-day disputes that came with being the Clan Chief, he found the time to pursue the new memories his rune had dumped on him, as well as defining and controlling the nature of the rune itself.

The two distinct differences in the ‘type’ of memory involved the bearer himself.  If the bearer could keep himself distinctly separate and in control of the rune, the memories of the individual tended to stop, and skip from the time the rune acquired its bearer until the time the bearer died.  In such instances, the rune could not perceive what was going on around it all the time, its knowledge limited to when the bearer would call upon it, or was distracted enough to not keep it restrained.
If the rune ruled… he tried to stay away from those kinds of memories, but after almost burning down the half-rebuilt village himself, he confronted those recollections as well.  When the rune ruled the bearer, it was chaos and carnage as it’s finest.  The rune would impose itself over the personality and soul of the bearer, regulating the individual to the role of a body for the rune to use.  Those peoples memories were available to him in full, as the rune had access to all the person ever was, and what it turned them into.  Fortunately, the runes incomprehension of human frailties ensured that such happenings never lasted long.  If it did not starve its body to death first, it failed to recognize the threat posed by things such as height, and weapons.
Eventually, he came to the conclusion that he would never be able to ferret out all of the runes memories, and that it was pointless to try any further.  He’d learned what he needed to, and now he could carry on.  He had control of the rune, he would recognize the warning signs should it start breaking lose and had several plans of action to keep those around him from harm.
But three years after gaining the rune, he realized he had little control over his own life, and he was starting to gain some understanding of Luc’s reasoning.  But he tried to stay away from thinking about Luc.  Luc reminded him of the Second Firebringer, which inevitably brought up memories of … well, her.  Then again, nearly anything could remind him of her.
He knew very well what the feeling was by now – the runes memories had given him several good examples – but at the time they were both too busy, and he was warring with himself over his attraction to an ironhead.  The very iornhead to had killed Lulu, who had burned Karaya!  He saw it happen for spirits sake, why wasn’t that changing anything?

Because by the time he had inherited his rune, he had killed the first of many men in war, and was already half-forgiving her.  

Now, he had acknowledged that it was a ridiculous pairing.  She was a grown woman, and he would be a fourteen year old in body for the rest of his life.  Sgt. Joe had pounded that into his head several times over the past years, when he became particularly moody.  He wished they could have spent more time training together, more time over Ceasar’s maps and strategy books arguing over who to send… spirits! More time in Nadir’s theater, while she horribly botched playing Juliette and he tried not to blush too badly with the oddly formulated speech Romeo had to give.  
He primarily wished he had watched her longer as they departed from Orange Castle – it was the only time he had seen her smiling, and hugging her hadn’t been enough.  That damn armor she was always wearing got in the way.

Damn the true runes too, for forcing such a quick departure.  Even with Geddoe and Sasarai present to help equalize the tension, the fire and water runes were still opposites, and having them in such close proximity was dangerous; as several nearly-steam-boiled ducks could attest.  Neither of them had the control the previous bearers had come across with years of work, so the Firebringer had been forced to separate, though he longed for an excuse to call them back.  To be able to call her back, and maybe have her stay.
But no, fabricating something or getting excited over the least little thing just so he could see the Silver Maiden was hardly the way for the chief of the Karaya clan to behave.  It stung that she hadn’t been able to even attend the treaty between Karaya and Zexen herself, though Salome had said she’d been looking forward to seeing him again, this time with a treaty instead of a sword.  But the runes had still been too raw at the time to risk it, and now she was off dealing with the Tinto to the south, and being a fine hero and example to her people.
So he remained home, wondering at the strange peacetime that seemed to be stretching endlessly into the future for his clan.  Aila had come back, pregnant – pregnant! – of all things, with her husband in tow, saying that she wanted her baby to be born on Karayan soil.  
