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1. Chapter 1

Author's Note:
      first fic! not sure if this will even be read, but i figured i'd post a lil something for the amorra fandom

    


    
    He washed ashore on an islet off the coast of Republic City, the waves gently lapping at his body. His back had been severely burned, and the salty water stung his charred skin. He could barely form a hiss of pain, merely groaning at the terrible sensation. With all the effort he was able to muster, his fingers dug into the sand as he tried to push himself up.







His mind raced incessantly, trying to recall his last memory before he found himself like this. Of course, the explosion.  It’ll be just like the good old days… 







He winced in pain, partly from the wounds, but mostly from the realization that his brother had likely not made it. Either he died from the self-inflicted explosion or drowned in Yue Bay—or maybe he survived, a small part of him hoped Tarrlok managed to get away. But alas, it was highly unlikely. He thought of his little brother’s burned, waterlogged remains floating somewhere in the sea. How grotesque that was.







With the coarse sand beneath his cheek, he wished he had died so that he wouldn’t have to suffer with these thoughts. It would make things plenty easier and he laid there willing himself to pass. But the moment never came, and he cursed the spirits for keeping him tethered to this plane. Perhaps he hadn’t wished hard enough for death, maybe he was a coward, or maybe it was the memory of Yakone telling him and Tarrlok that ending your life was for the weak that was keeping him alive.







In his mind, Tarrlok died a coward’s death, but he knew his life had run its course and there was no redemption or coming back from his actions—his past. No family to mourn him, no friends that would miss him, certainly no lover that would either. Amon could almost respect it, he wished he had the courage to accept his fate, and he nearly did in that moment. He could recall sensing Tarrlok untwist the cap, the finality of his words, and him shutting his eyes with a tear.







He damned those memories, trying to put it out of his mind, but the scene kept repeating as he continually tried to stand up. His muscles wouldn’t listen, his body was rooted to the spot he was in and nothing was more infuriating, but at least the turtle crabs hadn’t come to feast on him. The tears came, first from frustration and then from the weight of the recent events. He couldn’t remember the last time he sobbed like that. It was a strange noise to his ears, hearing himself cry and make sounds no human could produce.







As he felt his body failing him, he thought only of Tarrlok. His last to tie to human affection he would ever feel for someone in this lifetime.

 

 


 

 

He awoke to the sight of a tiled floor with his face pressed against soft cotton. His body felt stiff from the lack of movement and he felt hands all over his back, moving dexterously.  That’s right, the explosion, the beach… 







So he did survive after all, much to his dismay. Pain seized his body and he could barely move his heavy limbs, but the chiding of someone tending to his back stopped him. The person was presumably a nurse.







“H-healer…” he mumbled pathetically.







“I’m sorry, Sir. None on site at the moment,” a woman’s voice responded. He could feel her hands hover over his back before she continued changing his bandages. “You’ll have to wait a couple of days before the healer arrives.”







His pain riddled mind wanted a  healer  of all people. Now that his head cleared, he had a bit more clarity about his situation—he’d rather die a slow death than rely on the likes of waterbenders. There was no use in protesting, he laid on the bed uselessly while the nurse did her work.







“Where am I?” He finally asks.







“Jang Hui, we found you off the coast of our island. You’re lucky you weren’t out there for too long.”







 More so unlucky , he thought dryly, but chose to remain silent. Judging from the name, Jang Hui sounded distinctly Fire Nation. He’s heard of the village before, it was a well-told tale in the Northern Water Tribe, how Katara of the Southern Water Tribe encountered the spirit of a Painted Lady during her adventures with Avatar Aang. He had heard it numerous times before from Water Tribe villagers—of both North and South alike—who revered Katara. Yakone told him it was nothing but useless drivel.







When the nurse was done, she stepped to the side of him and he could see her shoes in his peripheral vision. “I should tell you that you’ve been unconscious for three days, but you’re already showing signs of healing. Maybe you’ll even be up tomorrow to eat properly, if the anti-pain medicine is working.” She sounded hopeful, perhaps even jovial.







He said nothing, waiting for her to leave so that he might wallow in peace. She quietly mumbled an awkward goodbye and left the room, he breathed a sigh of relief. 







Despite the pain, he picked up his head and looked around. It was a modest clinic clearly unequipped to deal with the severity of his injuries, which explained why they seemed a bit understaffed and lacked a healer on site. He didn’t expect much from a fishing village, nevertheless a  floating one. He briefly wondered if they were on the lake now, he could barely crane his neck to look out the window.







He shoved his head back into the face port and shut his eyes. Hopefully sleeping would pass the time, but his thoughts kept him awake.







He thought of Tarrlok, of Republic City, his cleansing, how the Avatar managed to thwart his plans and consequently end the movement he aggressively worked to build. The telltale feeling of resentment flooded his senses, he barely had time to process the hate he felt and now that his mind was clearing he could only focus on the events that happened leading up to his escape.







Everything was perfectly set into place, he was so  close  to cementing the revolution that would change the world forever—only to be ripped away by a young woman within minutes. How could he have let it slip out of his fingers? He thought of where he went wrong, he was too lenient of the opposing forces that threatened to destroy everything he built. What he should’ve done was double down on them, but he ultimately underestimated them. He resented himself for these facts, a nagging voice sounded from the back of his mind.  Failure, worthless .







And yet, it all seemed like a distant memory. He knew there was no way he could rectify his mistakes and turn back the clock. The Equalists without their leader were likely demobilized, scattered, or arrested. Some of the higher ranking officers were undoubtedly escaping justice, with the exception of his lieutenant who he had a suspecting feeling was willing to face the courts.







That’s it, everything he worked on for the last two decades was gone and he had no choice but to accept that. He lost and he would be written in history on the long list of vanquished individuals who failed their pursuits of what they thought was right for the world. He squeezed his eyes closed, trying to suppress a yell of frustration. At the Avatar, the world, and himself.







However, there was one saving grace. Even though his cause failed, he would still persist. He’d stick to his beliefs and rid the scum he came across of the disease that was bending.














The next day, the nurse returned to check on him with bright eyes and a smile. She changed his bandages and finally sat him up, carefully avoiding his wounds. 







“I have good news, the healer should be here tomorrow. We received a telegram this morning, I heard she’s quite good.”







He studied her face while she arranged his meal. She seemed a bit older, perhaps a tad younger than him with a few stray gray hairs in a sea of black. Despite his indifference and off putting behavior, she didn’t seem to mind. The nurse did her work all while making small conversation, mostly talking to herself.

 

“A local waterbender?” He inquired after some time.







She looked puzzled by his question, then realization spread across her face. “ Ah , the healer you mean. She’s not local, there’s not many waterbenders in these parts, so we have to rely on traveling ones, they come periodically.”







He hummed in response, turning his head to stare out the window. There was a clear view of the village from his room, so they hadn’t been floating on the lake. Instead, they were stationed along the shores of the lake with a bustling dock below, and paramedics were escorting villagers to the clinic.







The nurse tapped his shoulder and he flinched, yanked from his observations. “I never got the chance to ask you what your name was. We found you with no identification documents, but I figured I’d ask you some questions when you were more able.” She stared at him expectantly, waiting for him.







After some time, he spoke, “I don’t remember.”







The nurse had a doubtful expression, clearly not believing him, but she didn’t push it. Instead, she smiled sweetly, “I’ll ask again in a few days, maybe it’ll come back to you then” it felt like a subtle threat, masked by friendliness. She might be kind, but she wasn’t as gullible as the rest of the nurses who came in and cowered under his critical gaze. “I’ll leave you now, breakfast should be served soon.”







After that initial encounter, the nurse came in more frequently and he was starting to believe she had no other patients to tend to,  or she made extra time for him. He knew he wasn’t good company, he only answered the questions that mattered and ignored all else, but that didn’t stop her from talking endlessly about her life.







She was a young mother with a son and they lived near the heart of the village. Sometimes he spent time at the clinic after school hours while he waited for her to finish her shift, from the way she described him he seemed quite young, but already years beyond his age. She was proud of him, that much was clear—but there was a shadow of sadness that crossed her face when she spoke about him, the same expression his own mother once wore.







He found her prattling comforting, even though he didn’t want to admit it to himself. She talked about the most trivial topics, from the plants in her home to traveling to certain landmarks, even dabbling in social politics. She bore no hatred towards benders, even though she was very much aware of the discourse between non-benders and benders. She believed that there was a healthy symbiosis between the two groups, perhaps even a mutually beneficial one.







Maybe here in small villages like Jang Hui there was a peaceful existence between benders and non-benders, but in places like Republic City, there were too many power struggles. Because of the dense population people oftentimes took advantage of each other,  especially benders. They found a way to weaponize their bending in a hierarchical system, with it only benefiting themselves.







Her blunt optimism was almost endearing in a foolish way, nevertheless he’d spare her his thoughts even though he disagreed with her sentiments.







One evening, she came in looking a little worse for wear. Her normally neat hair was in disarray and dark circles were beginning to form underneath amber eyes. She was quieter than usual, going about her work without so much as a word. A part of him wanted to ask her about it, not because he cared but because he was curious as to why someone so upbeat could be so melancholy.







“Busy day?” He asked, his own voice sounding unfamiliar to his ears.







The nurse jumped a little, not expecting him to talk after a week of near silence. She met his eyes quickly then looked away, “Something like that.”







He didn’t want to push her to talk, but he carefully tested the waters.  Maybe trying a hand at sympathy would be effective , “Must’ve been serious if it’s stopped you from being so chatty.”







The tips of her ears flushed red and she set the bowl of soup down, in frustration and embarrassment. “Sorry, I’ll try to talk less if it bothers you so much.”







“It’s not that, I don’t mind it” He replied truthfully.







Her face softened and she sighed, her shoulders slumping. “I’m sorry, I didn’t mean to be snappy. My son just had a tough day and I’m a bit anxious.”







“The growing pains will pass, I’d say give him time.”







“Maybe,” She thought for a moment. “Although I think these kinds of growing pains don’t really go away.”







“I’m assuming the father’s not in the picture.”







The nurse looked shocked for a moment, “How did you know that?”







“You never really talk about a husband and your son coming here after school, there’s only one answer to that.” He reads her expression and continues, “My guess is that he misses his father or has resentment towards him—or both.”







“Didn’t realize I talked that much…” She mutters to herself. “Well, you’re right in a way. Hence why I don’t think these  growing pains  will ever go away.”







“Sometimes it takes months, years, decades even. But it does go away eventually, and perhaps he’ll be better for it.”







“You seem to know a bit about this, I’m guessing you’ve also had trouble with your father?”





 

“Something like that…” He echoed her previous words.







The nurse didn’t ask anymore questions, sensing that it wasn’t quite the right time. Instead, they sat together in a comfortable silence while he picked at his dinner. Surprisingly, he didn’t mind her company. Usually he preferred solitude in his free time without the distractions of others, but this was… somewhat pleasant.







Or maybe it was because he was forced to have company, being bedridden and all.







The nurse finally piped up, “You know, this is the first conversation we’ve had. Like, an  actual  conversation.”







He nodded slowly, “... It is”







“Well, if you’re gonna be here until the foreseeable future, my name’s Loh.” She stuck out her hand expectantly, waiting for him to shake it.





 

Hesitantly, he lightly gripped her hand in a loose handshake. “If you’re expecting me to tell you my name, I don’t remember,” he lied.







“I figured as much,” she said, watching him with a knowing smile. “I’ll ask again soon, hopefully it’ll come to you.”

  







2. Chapter 2


    
    Loh came in the next morning, a bit earlier than usual. He cracked his eyes open and stared at her blurry silhouette in the corner of the room, preparing something over the wash basin. Morning light steadily streamed through the window, casting a pale glow over the room. When she came to his bedside, she wore a small smile.


  

  



“‘Morning, hungry?”


  

  



“Not really,” he croaked.


  

  



She ignored his reply and brought over a tray of steamed rice and fish along with his various medications. “Today’s an important day, you’re gonna need the energy.”


  

  



He sat up in bed, “Why is today important?”





 

“The traveling healer is coming today, I think it’s really gonna help your back.”


  

  



“I see…”


  

  



Loh stared at him and placed her hands on her hips, “Something wrong?”


  

  



“Not a fan of healers is all,” he reclined back into the pillows and turned his head away.


  

  



“Well, it’s for your health. It’s going to speed up the healing process, that’s for sure.” She studied him with an unreadable expression, then placed a hand on his shoulder, “I’ll be back, and then we can do something about that hair of yours.”


  

  



 More like lack of , he thinks cynically. He’s only caught his reflection a few times, never really looking for too long. His hair had been shaved once he’d gotten to the clinic, most of it singed off in the explosion, leaving uneven tufts all over his head. While he was lucky enough not to have much scarring on his head, it had to be shaved.


  

  



There was no use in resisting everything that was being done to him, medical professionals would go on about their day and he was powerless to do anything. So, he decided that he would get better and then figure out what he’d do after this. But if he was being fully honest, he didn’t see a future for himself. His mind could not conceive a reality where he would be any  normal  person doing  normal things.


  

  



He watches the people around the clinic, ordinary people who try to make a living for themselves, but they have reasons to. The people of Jang Hui placed family and community above all else, they existed to provide and love each other—that was enough reason to wake up everyday and  try .


  

  



His reality was that he had no one; no family, lover, or friend to return to. If he continued on, he’d only be doing it for himself and he knew there was no going back to Republic City. His so-called revolution was done and there wasn’t a chance of reviving it again.


  

  



Once Loh returned, he was brought out of his thoughts. She had a trimmer in hand and a washcloth, looking all too eager to trim his hair. He sighed and leaned forward to stand up, she quickly came to his side.


  

  



He held a hand up, “Let me try this by myself.”


  

  



Loh looked doubtful, but stood aside, ready to help him if he toppled to the ground. With steady feet, he rose from the bed with much effort and managed to stand. Even though his back hurt from the movement, he walked to the stool in front of the wash basin and sat down with Loh hovering by. 


  

  



“Does your body hurt?”


  

  



“No” he lied.


  

  



“You’re so full of it, I’m gonna put an order in for more pain medicine.” She came up behind him and stared at him through the reflection of the mirror, “Ready?”


  

  



He nodded and she got to work with the trimmer. With careful hands, she slowly trimmed away the uneven growths of his hair until it was neatly buzzed to one length. For the first time in what felt like weeks, he took a long look at himself. He had lost a bit of weight, his cheeks slightly hollowed and his limbs looking a little too nimble. There were burn scars along his ears and from the back of his neck, slowly creeping forward towards the front of his body.


  

  



It was bizarre, seeing himself like this. The body modification that transpired over the past week was strange, not only because he had second-degree burns—but because he couldn’t remember the last time he saw his body so… bare.


  

  



His skin had lightened considerably over years compared to the tawny skin of his youth. He was aware of this, yet never really paid attention until now. From years of hiding himself and clinging to the shadows he slowly shed his Water Tribe identity, right down to his skin.


  

  



Loh stood back and smiled, “Now your hair will grow in evenly. Glad I didn’t shave your entire head again, right?”


  

  



“... Sure," he said tonelessly.


  

  



The smile was still plastered to her face, she seemed pleased with herself. Once she left the room to busy herself with another task, he let his shoulders relax. He allowed himself to re-familiarize himself with his body again and adjust to this new change. Even if he didn’t want to acknowledge it fully, he was grateful for this change. It let him separate his past self from his present self.


  

  



He moved back to the bed and sank into the pillows once more, observing the outside. The village looked like a haven on the lake, bustling and so full of life. He wasn’t sure about what he’d do after his recovery, but he’d like to visit at least once.


  

  



Loh returned and popped her head in from behind the door, “The healer’s here.”


  

  



When the door swung open, it revealed an old woman with distinct Water Tribe features. She was slightly hunched, struggling just slightly to walk into the room. As she came closer, he studied her more closely. Her hair was pulled into a low bun with two loops at the front secured by traditional beads.


  

  



A sinking feeling settled in his stomach, this old woman resembled Katara of the Southern Water Tribe, someone Yakone spoke of very lowly—bordering on misogynistic. He’s heard plenty of stories about her, both good and bad. But he imagined someone a bit more imposing or otherworldly, but the woman in front of him seemed more humble and reminded him of his own grandmother.


  

  



The old woman turned to Loh, “Some privacy, yes?”


  

  



Her cheeks reddened and she nodded. “Of course, let me know when you’re finished.” The door shut with a click and he felt as though his fate was sealed.


  

  



The woman sat down in the chair next to his bed and offered a smile, “I’m Katara, I’ll be treating your wounds today.”


  

  



His suspicions were confirmed, this old woman  was  Katara, the infamous wife of Avatar Aang who held her own merits and forever changed the practice of waterbending. Shock must’ve briefly crossed his face because she looked at him with a knowing expression.


  

  



“So, the nurse told me that they found you off the coast of their island, not too far from Republic City.”


  

  



“That so?” He looked towards the window, avoiding Katara’s gaze.


  

  



“Yes, I read your report, you sustained some moderate burns consistent with that of an explosion.” She continued, “Perhaps you were hurt in a fishing accident, Nurse Loh told me that your memory isn’t quite clear.”


  

  



“... Must have been that then.”


  

  



She considered it for a moment, then smiled. “You’re right, it must have been. After all, what else would cause an accident of that magnitude? The only plausible explanation would be fishing, maybe the engines malfunctioned.”


  

  



He remained silent, unsure of what to say. They both knew it wasn’t fishing that brought him here.


  

  



“The most peculiar thing though, I heard rumors that a radicalist leader escaped from Republic City. He had a similar story to you, but no one’s seen him in weeks.” She fully turned to look him in the eyes, “I know who you are.”


  

  



“Then why are you here?”


  

  



“I wanted to see for myself, my informants told me that you and Councilman Tarrlok most likely perished in a boat explosion once you were outside of Yue Bay. But then reports came up in Jang Hui claiming there was an unnamed man in their burn unit who was found on an islet.”


  

  



“Does anyone else know?”


  

  



“No, no one knows Amon is alive.”


  

  



Hearing his name made internally wince, he felt so disconnected from that persona that he hadn’t even thought about his chosen name. He finally met Katara’s eyes, “Not even the Avatar?”


  

  



“Not even the Avatar,” She repeated. The old woman looked at him thoughtfully, “I thought you would’ve found relief in that fact, considering you worked so hard to destroy her.”


  

  



“I’m afraid I won’t ever find relief. Avatar or not.”


  

  



She sighed and stood up, “Well, it can’t be helped. You’re nothing—no one, now. Not one soul in this world knows that you’re alive except for me.”


  

  



He huffed at the rebuke, “Lucky me.”


  

  



“You should feel lucky, after all I did come all the way here to heal you.” She helped him to sit up at the edge of the bed and stood beside him with a bowl of water.





 

“I don’t know why you would,” He murmured, letting the old woman pivot him as needed.


  

  



“Call it compassion. I’ve met men far worse than you, I believe that you could be saved.” Despite her old age, she bent the water out from the bowl with fluid, practiced movements and maneuvered it onto his back.


  

  



“I don’t want to be saved, I deserve death.”


  

  



She hushed him, “Seems you’re fond of the dramatics. What good would it do you to die? Life is a delicate and precious thing, it shouldn’t be taken for granted.”


  

  



“My existence was a sin from the moment I was born, I’d be doing the world a favor.”


  

  



“You might be Yakone’s son, but you don’t have to inherit his legacy.”


  

  



He stiffened, “Might I ask how you know that?”


  

  



“Korra told me everything, but so did my husband. We shared many conversations about Yakone years ago, we knew he escaped and settled down—started a family. It would’ve been wise to imprison him again, but with the drastic change in his appearance and loss of bending… it would’ve been impossible to take him to trial once more.” With a particularly soothing movement, her voice lowered, “I know that you’re Noatak of the Northern Water Tribe.”


  

  



He hadn’t heard that name in years, his  given  name. “I don’t go by that anymore.”


  

  



“Then what do you go by? If not Amon or Noatak?”


  

  



“I… don’t know.” He answered honestly.


  

  



“Noatak it is, then. Even if you don’t prefer it, I don’t think many people would take well to Amon.”


  

  



He couldn’t find it in himself to argue with her, so he stayed quiet and let her do her work. His back did feel marginally better, so the stories were true—Katara was a master healer and was damn good at it.


  

  



Once she finished, she disposed of the water in the sink and stood before him again. “Your scars look much better, with a couple more days of this you might be able to get discharged soon.”


  

  



“... Thank you.” He said awkwardly, the gratitude not quite rolling off his tongue.


  

  



The old woman smiled, albeit smugly, “You’re welcome.” She sat in the chair while he settled back into the bed.

 

“So I suppose the Avatar will come here to finish me off?”


  

  



Katara’s lips thinned in disapproval. “Presumptuous of you to think that Korra would strike someone while they're down.” She narrowed her eyes at him and posed a question, “Would you?”


  

  



He stayed silent. No, he wouldn’t. It’s dishonorable, cheap, and honestly distasteful to hurt your opponent while they’re at a disadvantage. For his ego, it wouldn’t feel like a real victory. After all, he staunchly believed that a fight would have to be on even level playing grounds. It would be fair,  equal . 


  

  



He doesn’t answer Katara and she takes his silence as a no. “Hm, that’s what I thought.” The old woman rose and went to the table to arrange his meal that was delivered. “What are your plans after this, Noatak?”


  

  



“What’s the point of these questions? You should’ve turned me in to the authorities by now and locked me away in prison to rot.”


  

  



Katara ignored his question and set a plate down in front of him. “That’s rather counterproductive, don’t you think?”


  

  



He understood now, the old woman really thought he could be of some benefit to society. As if he could make amends, apologize to the Avatar—to everyone. The thought of it was laughable,  him  apologizing to the people he actively fought against who believed that bending was not the plague of the world. No, it wouldn’t align with his ideologies. Even though he was done fighting, he would not betray what he knew to be true.


  

  



“What do you think I should do then? You must have some idea.”


  

  



“You need to be rehabilitated, Noatak. After your recovery you should try to live an ordinary life. You’ve been running—surviving, all your life. Perhaps a hand at some normalcy would do you some good.”


  

  



After a long moment of silence, he gave her a sidelong glance. “Why are you so invested in this, Katara?”


  

  



She smiled sadly, “Sentimental reasons, I suppose. I feel for you, it wasn’t too long ago I knew a boy who felt that he couldn’t live up to his father’s impossible expectations.”


  

  



He bristled. “I’m not trying to live up to Yakone or his expectations, if that’s what you’re implying.”


  

  



“Maybe not intentionally,” she folds her hands on her lap. “You know, Fire Lord Zuko turned against everything he was taught, he made the choice to do the right thing–”


  

  



“Spare me, I know the story,” he interrupted. “The Fire Lord was a child, there’s no point in trying to redeem an adult man.”


  

  



The frown on her face deepened. “At this age, you see many things. An  adult  man changing for the better isn’t impossible.” She stood up, “You know, you don’t have to be so stuck in your ways. You’re allowed to change your mind, pride sometimes means very little.”

  
Notes for the Chapter:
          a bit of a slowburn, but korra will make an appearance soon :) lmk ideas, thoughts, etc.

        








3. Chapter 3


    
    Katara had stuck around for three extra days since she had a plethora of other patients to attend to. The entirety of Jang Hui seemed to love her, which came as no surprise because they spent literal generations appreciating her work and restoration of the village. He could even hear the passerby chatting away about how great Katara was and how they owed her their lives.


  

  



On a cloudless afternoon, the old woman entered his room. He regarded her slightly, a book open on his lap as he pretended to read.


  

  



“What are you reading, Noatak?”


  

  



“Some old fables,” he admitted.


  

  



Katara eyed the book and raised her brows in surprise, “Southern Water Tribe fables? I never took you for that type.”


  

  



“I’ve exhausted all of the Northern ones,” he moved the blanket from his body and went to sit on the stool in the center of the room. “Besides, the clinic’s selection of books is hardly diverse. Nothing worth reading.”


  

  



“Fire Nation stories are not to your liking?”


  

  



“They lack nuance, it’s chock full of fiery rage and that alone.” He tossed the book aside while Katara prepped for his treatment.


  

  



He stared at his reflection, even though it had been a few days since his haircut, his hair seemed to be filling out evenly. There was a certain vulnerability with having his hair so short, when he wore his cowl he felt protected—he was able to slip into a persona seamlessly. But now he was bare in front of Katara, something he couldn’t have anticipated at any point in his life.


  

  



The old woman came up behind him and the soothing properties of the water began to ease the tension in his back. His body relaxed as she bent a steady current over the scarred skin. He was still uncomfortable at the prospect of bending being used on him— especially  waterbending, but it was soothing enough for him to briefly forget his qualms.


  

  



“So, have you told your nurse your real name?”


  

  



Just like that, his momentary peace quickly evaporated. “... No, I haven’t.”


  

  



“And why not?” She pressed.


  

  



“It’s more trouble than it’s worth, besides, I don’t even have proof of identification.”


  

  



“A shame, I’m sure she would’ve loved to know.”


  

  



He glowers at Katara through the mirror, “I know what you’re trying to do.”


  

  



“Do what?” She says innocently.


  

  



“Nevermind,” he grumbles. “I just don’t see the point in telling her if I’m not staying here for much longer. It’d be useless to know the name of a man she’ll never see again.”


  

  



Katara frowns at him, “Do it because it’s  human , not because you think it’s a waste of time. If you go your entire life nameless, who would you be? There’s strength in identity, even if we’re not proud of it at times.”


  

  



“So you’re telling me to be proud of who I am?” He rebutted.


  

  



“Don’t be fresh with me, you know what I meant.” She huffed and continued working on his back.


  

  



“This… idea you have about fixing me, I think you should give up. Nothing you or anyone else could say would be able to undo what’s already happened.”


  

  



Her face softens, “You’re right, that’s why this journey is solely for you.” She pulled away, finishing her work. “What you decide to do after this is up to you, all I ask is that you consider it.” She places a hand on his shoulder, “Please?”


  

  



After a moment, he nods silently and doesn’t meet her eyes.


  

  



“Good. I’m leaving tomorrow morning, I do expect you to be on your best behavior—and be nice to that nurse of yours.” She gathers her things and walks to the door. “I wish you well, Noatak.”


  

  



Before she passed the threshold of the door he turned to her, “Thank you… Master Katara.”





 


 

 

Loh comes in just as the sun begins to set. It was high in the sky today, offering a blistering heat and a buzz of cicada crickets that came along with it; but as the day began to wind down, the wildlife seemed to simmer to a quiet hum.


  

  



She’s not in her usual attire, instead sporting a simple frock with her dark hair pinned up to keep cool from the heat. It was strange to see her on these off hours looking so casual, it suited her in comparison to the drab uniforms all the nurses wore.


  

  



He tears his gaze away from her, feeling his eyes linger on her for a little longer than he’d like.


  

  



She comes to his side with her hands on her hips and a pleasant smile, “Enjoyed dinner?”


  

  



“It was a bit less bland from the usual, so yes.”


  

  



“That means you’re  healing , your stomach can handle a lot more than when you first came.”


  

  



“I gathered as much… I owe my recovery to you.”


  

  



Loh waved a hand, feigning modesty, “Oh  y’know , it was nothing.” She laughs, “But seriously, thank Master Katara, too. Without her healing you wouldn’t have recovered as quickly.”


  

  



“That much is true.” He folds his hands on his lap, “So, do you have something going on tonight?” He gestures to her appearance.


  

  



She fiddles her hands a bit, “Actually, I came to ask if you wanted to go on a walk—not a long one, just along the shoreline.”


  

  



It’s been weeks since he’s been outside, even though he wasn’t one for much socializing, it was a good opportunity to stretch his muscles and take in the sights. He nods and sets his current read aside.


  

  



She watches him carefully, “I’m gonna suggest a wheelchair.”


  

  



He puts a hand up, “I’d rather chew off my own leg.”


  

  



“A cane at least then?”


  

  



“No”


  

  



“Please?”


  

  



He sighs. “... Fine.”


  

  



Loh retrieves a cane from the hall and hands it to him. It felt unnecessary, he felt stupid. But she had been so insistent on it that he acquiesced and did it to appease her. He felt entirely  too  pathetic, even more than he already was. How could he let himself soften this much?


  

  



He followed behind her while she chatted away about her day. Apparently her son had scored well on his exams and they were going to celebrate after he visited some peers this evening. She had made his favorite dish: Shui Zhu Yu, which she promised to have him try someday.


  

  



It was a nice thought, one that he’d indulge her in. The prospect of eating a home cooked meal was tempting given that his recent eats were less than satisfying, but he knew deep down there wouldn’t be a  someday , when the clinic discharges him, he’ll be on his way.


  

  



He had given some thought about what he’d do after this, Katara’s words echoed in his mind and even though he didn’t want to listen to her out of spite, she had a point about normalcy. There was a small flicker of a vision that he’d live a modest life, alone and uninterrupted.


  

  



Once they exited the lobby, he was stunned at the sight before him.





 

The sky had been streaked in hues of orange, blue, and purple. It reflected on the surface of the lake with the floating village as its focal point. In the distance, yellowy lights illuminated the village and Jang Hui’s nightlife started to rouse. It looked like a palace on the water, grand and imposing.


  

  



The beauty of this paradise was accentuated by the nature around it. He couldn’t remember the last time he hadn’t been surrounded by an urban jungle. Republic City might’ve looked like a glittering jewel at the distance, but the ongoings of social politics took away from its beauty. Homelessness and crime were rampant, and there was  nothing beautiful about it.


  

  



But here, this village seemed untouched, protected by what seemed like endless forest. He liked it here, he would allow himself that feeling. He hadn’t had the opportunity to travel to all the nations and now that he’s seen what the world could offer, he could briefly forget his woes.


  

  



He barely registered Loh’s presence next to him. “You should see your face,” she grinned.


  

  



He shut his mouth and frowned slightly, “I just never saw the village like this, that’s all.”


  

  



She rolls her eyes, “Uh huh, c’mon.” She beckons him with a hand.


  

  



They walk alongside each other and he finds himself genuinely engaging in conversation. He tells her of his likes and dislikes and she offers thoughtful responses, much different from his underlings back in Republic City who cowered under gaze. It was refreshing, having someone telling him their true thoughts without any reservation.


  

  



She comes to a halt and sits down on a bench, patting the space beside her. He sits down, his hand planted on the cane’s handle. Loh closes her eyes, savoring the summer heat and they settle into a comfortable silence. He leans forward and stares at the ripples on the water.


  

  



“You’re getting discharged tomorrow evening.” She says suddenly.


  

  



“It’s all business with you, hm?”


  

  



She lets out a laugh, “Give me a break, I didn’t mean it like that. I just wanted to let you know.”


  

  



“Well, thank you for telling me. It’s not like it’s your job or anything.” He turns to her and he feels a smirk tugging at his lips when her jaw drops at the insult.


  

  



“Has anyone ever told you that you’re rude?”





 

He shrugs, hiding a smile, “Once or twice.”


  

  



“Why did I even bother asking that question? Of course people have.” She crosses her arms.


  

  



“For what it’s worth… I’m sorry.”


  

  



She arches her brow, “It’s so strange when you say that, I don’t know how to feel.”


  

  



“Don’t worry, I doubt I’ll ever say it again.”


  

  



“I don’t know, I think I could get used to it.” She admits.


  

  



They fall into silence once more and he seriously thinks about the future, something he had been putting off for a bit. His time here was coming to an end and he had a decision to make. A decision that would probably lead him down an unlikely path.


  

  



“Loh,” he says quietly.


  

  



She hummed distractedly, “Hm?”


  

  



“My name, I remember it now.”


  

  



Perhaps the world had gone eerily quiet, but he swore he could hear her bated breath as she leaned forward too.


  

  



“It’s Noatak.”


  

  



They shared an exhale, it felt like a heavy burden that was finally lifted. The weeks of anonymity had weighed on him more than he thought it would, being more or less nameless was a limbo he wouldn’t want to be in again. Now he  had to accept this new part of him, something alien and unvisited.


  

  



“It suits you, you know? You look like you’d have a gentle name. Noatak…” She says to herself, testing it out on her tongue.


  

  



“I never thought someone would consider my name gentle.”


  

  



“I’m sure people have thought about it before, they were probably just too scared to tell you.” She points out.


  

  



He chuckles, “Probably.”

 

 


 

 

The windows are thrown open and the dim light of the sunset spills into the room. Korra enters and slams the door shut with her foot, quickly stripping her airbending robes and haphazardly tossing them to the corner of the room where they barely make it into the basket.


  

  



She falls onto the thin mattress and she could feel her overworked limbs physically rest. Today, Tenzin had been particularly tough on her, repeating the same drills over and over until he was satisfied with the results.


  

  



Even though she bickered with him most times, she could actually understand his apprehension towards her. Despite finally unlocking airbending and making  some  strides in her training, he wanted her to hone the skill and understand it for what it was. But she was still too combative for his tastes, her airbending was too aggressive according to the Air Acolytes who were quickly testing her patience.  Gossiping hens, all of them .


  

  



She knew what most people thought of her, they thought she was impulsive, too impassioned, and too young to handle the responsibilities of the Avatar. Maybe  some of it was true, she did nothing to help their opinions of her, but she thought of all people—Tenzin would understand where she was coming from.


  

  



Her discovery of airbending didn’t come from some great spiritual happenstance, it came from vulnerability. She harnessed that power because she felt threatened, it should be no surprise that it still came from a place of defense.


  

  



But she hadn’t told Tenzin that. If she was being honest with herself she didn’t tell  anyone  that—even Mako who was there when it happened. She wanted to do it weeks ago, but she would always get too heated before she could explain her “air block” and why she was behaving the way she did.


  

  



The once promising idea of Republic City was distant in her mind, she felt so out of place here. Mako had joined the police, Asami was busy picking up the remnants of Future Industries, and Bolin had his work cut out for him with the new Fire Ferrets. She was aimless, and she wasn’t even making much progress with airbending which was the reason why she was here in the first place.


  

  



Korra turns over and rises from the bed, going over to the window. She stares out onto the water, her eyes drawing up towards the skyline of Republic City. It was particularly breathtaking this evening, with all of the intense training, she had forgotten to take time to appreciate the sights before her. She almost wanted to kick herself for it.


  

  



She rests her elbows on the sill watches for a few more moments, dinner would be called and by the time it ended the sunset would’ve gone away. Maybe life wasn’t so impossible, the simple sight of nature was enough.


  

  



Pulling herself from the window, she knocks something over and a stack of papers hits the floor with a thud. With brows furrowed, she kneels down to gather the mess and her eyes skim over the contents.


  

  



They’re official documents, detailing the identity of Noatak.

  
Notes for the Chapter:
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