
There Will Come Sweet Rain


    
    As an immortal being, she was used to outliving humans.

As a survivor of war, she was used to outliving adepti.

After Rex Lapis’s charade during the last Rite of Descension, she had even come to terms with the fact that she would, in all likelihood, outlive him too.

But Ganyu never thought she would…

“I’m sorry,” Yanfei said. A quiet, hollow voice. One that didn’t belong on a cheerful woman like her. On the first adeptus to be born in times of peace after so long…

They were standing in front of the Temple of Pervases, in the shadow of Mount Tianheng. It was a modest thing, something that he had apparently repurposed to mourn his fellow yakshas.

Ah, that’s right, Ganyu thought, as rain fell in sheets against the temple’s roof tiles. They said they found Bosacius’s remains down there too.

“The compass responded to a mixture of human and adeptal power,” Yanfei murmured. “But I wasn’t strong enough. If you were there instead…”

“Then maybe he’d still be alive,” Ganyu whispered, turning to face her.

She nodded, wet hair clinging to her face and eyes half-lidded. Any other person might have interpreted such a statement as accusatory, but not her. Yanfei had always been the logical sort. Even as a child, and even now.

“You always told me I was better at balancing my human and adeptal halves,” she said. “But in the end I couldn’t make use of them when they mattered most.”

Ganyu took Yanfei’s hand into her own and squeezed it tight. “There’s no guarantee I would have done much better. If it was both of us, perhaps… but don’t blame yourself.”

Heavy gray clouds rolled across the sky, their torrent cold and unending. It took time for the body to be recovered from the chasm, after which Rex Lapis handled his last rites. Then, following some discussion among the adepti present in the harbor, it was agreed that his ashes would be laid here at the temple to his fallen brethren.

Yelan and the visitors from Inazuma had come to pay respects as well, but once they left it was only Ganyu and Yanfei that remained.

“Is the rain because of you?” Yanfei asked.

“Yes.” That had surprised her. This whole time, her voice had been calm and quiet. She hadn’t shouted or cried, not even when she was woken up so that the news could be broken to her. It wasn’t like when Guizhong died, or when Rex Lapis faked his death.

And yet, rain fell anyway.

Her human heart felt numb, but it looked as if her qilin blood was a touch more sensitive.

Yanfei stepped closer, still gripping Ganyu’s hand. “You’ve known him all your life, right? I know you two bickered sometimes but… were you close?”

Ganyu smiled sadly. “You have it backwards — he’s known me all his life.”

“Huh?”

“I’m older than him by a millennia or so.”

Yanfei tilted her head. “But wasn’t he considered your senior?”

“Because he is a full-blood, yes. And a yaksha.” She pursed her lips. “I never quite got along with the yakshas.”

“That makes sense. They were violent, and qilin are pacifists, aren’t they?”

Ganyu took a deep breath. “We’re supposed to be. But it was a long and brutal war, you know. And my human blood isn’t as… kind, as my adeptal.”

She hesitated, pausing for a moment before continuing.

“I did a lot of terrible things. The difference between me and the yakshas, especially the Five, was that their violence was driven by righteous causes, and mine was motivated by hate.”

“Hate?“ Yanfei frowned. “You’re not a hateful person.”

“I’m glad you think so, but he would disagree.” She cast her eyes downwards. “You wanted to know if we were close? I knew him briefly when we lived in Guili Assembly. We almost killed each other once, and then went on to save each other’s lives more times than either of us could bear to count.”

Yanfei stayed silent, as if waiting for more, and so Ganyu obliged.

“There is a kinship amongst survivors. When you’re accustomed to the people around you dying, you feel stability from the ones who don’t.”

Yes, she thought. That’s why I can’t accept his death.

Yakshas were fated to die in battle. The karmic imbalance of their souls drew them to bloodshed, again and again until they were one day consumed by it.

But he had already been through the worst of it. They both had, by some curse or miracle. There were no more wars to wage, no more battles to fight. They had seen the nightmare to its very end, and were supposed to be free.

“So why’d you go and die?” she whispered. Not to Yanfei, not even to herself. To the stormclouds, perhaps, such that they would carry her question to the heavens and to his ears directly.

“I know this sounds horrible to say,” Yanfei began, “but he always gave me the impression of someone who was looking for…”

“A place to die?”

She nodded.

“We’re all like that,” Ganyu said softly. “I don’t know what it’s like for full-adepti, but I’ve always felt that I’ve lived many more lifetimes than I should have.”

“Survivor’s guilt?”

“Maybe.” She closed her eyes, listening to the thrum of the rain. “In a lot of ways I feel like I died when Guili Assembly came crashing down, and that I’ve just been a husk following orders since then. ‘Go help lead the refugees south,’ ‘go help subdue the evil gods,’ ‘go help the humans rebuild’… maybe he felt the same.”

“I’m sorry,” Yanfei said.

“Nothing for you to apologize for.” She opened her eyes and favored her with a soft expression. “You know, I think in a lot of ways you gave him a sense of purpose.”

“Me?”

Ganyu nodded. “All of us, really. When your father told us that a new adeptus had been born after so long, it was like a spark of hope. An illuminated beast, half-blooded like me, but one that didn’t know what it was to live in fear. Such a precious thing…”

Yanfei huffed. “You’re being dramatic.”

“I’m certainly not,” she said, giving her a serious look. “The first time he held you as a baby, he cried. And then he promptly left the city and combed through every old battlefield from Qingxu to Wuwang, hunting down the echoes of evil spirits. He kept at it for days.”

“What?” she asked, eyes wide. “Why all that?”

Ganyu squeezed her hand and smiled.

“Because he wanted to make sure Liyue would be safe for you.”

“That’s…” Her voice faltered, then broke into a sob as she buried her face into Ganyu’s shoulder.

“I think he and I bonded more over you than anything else,” she said softly, wrapping her arms around Yanfei. “You were a spark of hope that blossomed into a beautiful flame, clearing away the darkness that had lingered over us for so long. I’m confident he kept you close to his heart.”

Yanfei tried to open her mouth in response, but she choked on the words. Ganyu held her just as she did when she had been a little xiezhi, rubbing her back with a tender hand.

It’s okay, she thought, as rain poured down around them, it will get easier.

A shame, that she had to experience her first loss at so young an age. Even most humans at this age had never experienced the death of a loved one.

But it was okay.


  Because time heals all wounds, and adepti have never lacked for time.


As she held Yanfei, Ganyu let her eyes settle on the temple, where a small urn had been set just in front of the door.


  Rest well, Xiao.



  One day I will join you.



  And there will come sweet rain.
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