
Novis Natus

Author’s Note:
      Hi ya’ll! The 3.2 archon quest was absolutely nuts, and the cutscene with Scaramouche at the end had my jaw dropping and everything :’) Just a heads up, there will be spoilers for the 3.2 Sumeru archon quest in here, but I already said that in the tags, hehe >:D Anyways, I haven’t actually finished the 3.2 quests, I haven’t even barely started the 3.1 quests… ToT But I saw the cutscenes, and wanted to make a silly lil hurt/comfort fic about it. So yeah, that’s my little disclaimer that I haven’t actually finished the quests, mostly just been on Tiktok and Youtube a lot, and saw plenty of what happened, lol! ^^;

Please enjoy, and if you like it, don’t be shy to comment or give kudos! :D

    


    
    The clattering and banging echoed through the mindless unconsciousness, though the puppet cared not about the chaos, nor the dreary weight that clawed a hole into his chest.


  Let my ribcage be wrenched open, there is nothing worth stealing.



  Kunikuzushi.


-/-/-

Scaramouche awoke with a start, eyes wide with fear as he gasped for air, sitting up in a desperate stumble. Did he win? Was he home? Was the gnosis returned? That would be the only logical reason he could think of for being alive and in one piece. He was certain that the Traveller and Buer would have ended him right then and there while he was paralyzed and helpless.

His initial burst of adrenaline had all but died down, being replaced by confusion, and finally, dread, after he began to recall what had happened to himself. He had fallen, as soon as the strings on his back snapped, his weight shifted forward and he plummeted to the ground, eighty feet below.

That was what any witness would describe the scene as, though Scaramouche could’ve stopped himself if he wanted to.

He could have caught himself.

But what would be the point in that? The last bit of what he could truly call himself was now gone. And at what cost? He was back at square one, alone and lost.

The boy pushed himself up from the soft mattress at a pathetically slow pace, scanning the room nervously, afraid that something, or someone, would jump out, ready to mock his failings. Or worse, just stand still, watching him like a hawk as he struggled to stand properly.

He couldn’t see any clock located anywhere on the curved walls, and even if there was, it wouldn’t be of much help with gauging just how long he had been unconscious. Days, weeks, and perhaps if he was unlucky enough, months.

Scaramouche scowled at his body’s refusal to obey him, and carefully stretched himself out, his legs wobbling from being unused for so long.

Part of him just wanted to collapse back onto the bed and force himself into another fitful sleep, but the other – more prideful – side of him wanted to find an exit.

Letting go of the bedpost, he walked over to one of the walls, almost toppling over in the process. He felt much too light, he was always weighed down by both his hat and the ornaments on his chest-

Only then in Scaramouche’s cloudy awareness, did he notice that he was completely stripped of his original clothing, instead being replaced with a translucent, silk nightgown with a lace trim. He internally groaned. He was perfectly content with his regular old bloodstained outfit, thank you very much.

Well, it seemed like regular nighttime sleepwear, no matter how annoying it may have felt on him. Nighttime wear sure, except for the fact that the sun was shining in bright through the many lustrous windows, draping the entire room in a hazy, iridescent glow.

It was too bright for his liking.

Scaramouche continued to criticize the room in his head, until he was brought back to reality by the soft ring of a bell, and a sudden shine in the middle of the room. He instinctively froze, fists up and feet apart, ready to defend himself from the threat.

However, the threat ended up being much worse than he anticipated.

“Y-you-!”

A young girl had materialized a few dozen feet in front of him, her pearl white hair tied up in a side ponytail and her large, green eyes staring calmly into his own.

“You!” he repeated, baring his teeth in rage. “So, it was you who locked me in here! Free me at once!”

The girl showed no stress at his outrage, instead seeming to expect it as she spoke in a gentle but firm tone; one that was not fitting for someone of her size.

“Balladeer, I am pleased you are awake,” she addressed. “Are you in pain anywhere?”

“Answer my question!” Scaramouche demanded, stepping closer to her.

“You shouldn’t take your constitution for granted,” she continued. “It’s a miracle you’re still alive.”

“Buer!” he was now shouting, both fear and anger shining in his eyes.

Only then did she reply to him. She was always determined to finish her sentence, regardless of how many times she was interrupted.

“Balladeer, please call me Nahida. I feel that my Celestial name is not appropriate.”

“I told you to answer,” Scaramouche replied. He tried his best to look intimidating, but he felt silly he was arguing with a child, let alone a child that had defeated him in a battle.

Nahida nodded. “You deserve to know,” she agreed. “For what is understanding, if not the first step of recovery?”

Scaramouche furrowed his eyebrows. “Just tell me, already.”

“Alright,” the archon responded. “I… would have hoped for you to know on your own, that would be the ideal situation, yes, but ideas are not reality. That is why I wanted to be the first to inform you, rather than my guards. After all, they themselves do not understand your predicament.”

He tapped his foot impatiently. So much talking, and yet nothing was said. “So, your point is?” he interrupted with a huff and a roll of his eyes.

“Be patient,” Nahida spoke. “I thought that if I said all that, you would realize.” It was true, Nahida and Scaramouche were in fairly similar circumstances, although one of them ended up using more drastic manners to cope.

“Well, I don’t,” he spat. “Give it to me straight, and then get out.”

Nahida looked up into his eyes and held out her palms to him as she explained. “Balladeer, you are not well. That is why I can’t allow you to leave. The chances of you hurting yourself or someone else are too high.”

A tense silence passed through the room as Scaramouche struggled to understand what she meant.

“What…?”

“You are not well. I have seen that firsthand.”

“I’m fine, look at me! So, you think of me as a lowly weakling, just because you beat me in a fight once?”

“No, Balladeer. I do not mean physically.”

Scaramouche’s face contorted from anger to pure confusion, to anger once again as he realized what Nahida was implying.

“And just what do you meant by that? Look at you, now you think you’re higher than me! You think you know me better than I do! I’ve seen things that you could never comprehend, been through horrors you would fail to understand unless you were there personally!”

The archon’s gaze softened further. She could be wrong, but she could sense a hint of pride in his voice, as if the more calamities he witnessed, the stronger his mind would become.

Desensitized…


  Was he hoping to be desensitized to it all by now?


It certainly didn’t look like he was.

“Stop staring at me like that,” he ordered. “You wouldn’t get it, you’re only a child!”

“I am older than you,” she reminded. “Although I may not have retained many of my memories, I still survived the archon war. I still lived to see the Khaenri’ahn Cataclysm. You were only created after-“

“Don’t say her name!” he shrieked, erratically grabbing one of the many books from the bookcase and attempting to throw it at Nahida. Though due to him still not being fully used to using his muscles again yet, his balance was off, and the book landed a few feet in front of her.

The little girl slowly looked to her feet where the book was laying, and then back up to Scaramouche, her expression unreadable.

“Balladeer-“

Scaramouche had begun to hyperventilate, his shoulders shaking as he tried to gulp in as much air as he could, eyes squeezed shut and mouth stuck in a pained grimace.

“I was born,” he choked out. “I was born.”

“Balladeer,” Nahida repeated, this time softer. “There is nothing wrong with you, nor the way you were made.” She would be lying if she said she wasn’t concerned about the harbinger’s overreaction to hearing such a basic detail about himself.

Scaramouche hiccupped, falling to the ground. The boy tried to shield her face from her, but she could still see the tears that dotted the floor.

“You’re lying,” he whispered. “You’re lying, if I didn’t have anything wrong with me, my mother would have kept me.”

Nahida didn’t reply. If only she had access to her earlier memories, perhaps she could have formulated an answer. But now? Now she could only show Scaramouche that she would be here for him.

He started to absentmindedly scratch at his arms, leaving red streaks down his wrists as he struggled to maintain his composure. He wanted to scream, but his body wouldn’t allow it, still over exhausted from the fight before. Rather, all he could do was let out small cries. He was humiliated, no matter how hard he tried, he couldn’t get up, neither could he stop the tears from falling. All he could do was continue to shake, praying for the ground to open and swallow him up.

Nahida refused to stand back and watch, and she crouched down, gently pulling Scaramouche’s hands apart.

The raven-haired boy opened his teary eyes, swallowing back a sob.

“Please,” he murmured. “Please let me go home. I want to go home…”

The archon had too big of a heart to remind him that he had nowhere else to go, nor did she want to upset him any further. Instead, she cupped Scaramouche’s cheeks and turned his face towards herself. Slowly, she reached her hand into thin air and opened her hand to show him a small, golden feather, a white pom-pom at the base of it.

Scaramouche snapped out of his stupor at the sight of the familiar object. “Where did you get that?” he questioned. “Not only do you strip me of my gnosis, my clothing, my dignity- now you wish to rob me of my last mortal possessions as well? Give that back to me!”

“Take it,” she answered.

“You’re mocking me! You’re trying to turn me into some fool!” he accused.

“I’m not,” Nahida replied. “It’s not mine, just in my possession. I don’t own it, you do. All you have to do is take it from me.”

“You’re playing me for a newborn, Buer!”

“Take it.”

“You’re going to take it away from me, just like the gnosis!”

Nahida continued to stare at him thoughtfully, still holding out the feather.

Scaramouche sobbed, bowing his head. “I hate you, I hate you!”

The girl looked at him with pity, deciding to change her approach.

“Take it from me, Kunikuzushi.”

The boy’s head snapped up at the sound of his true name. “Where did you learn that?”

Nahida smiled, filled with a slight bit more hope at his sudden responsiveness.

“Would I be capable of calling myself the god of wisdom if I did not even know as much as your name?”

“You’re being condescending.”

“I’m not.”

“Give me my feather back.”

“You must take it back. I haven’t moved my hand a single inch this whole time, and yet you still believe I’m going to pull it away at the last second?”

“You seemed fine enough doing it with the gnosis.”

Nahida sighed softly. “Oh, Kunikuzushi…”

He glared, and without so much as a word, Scaramouche lunged forward and grabbed the feather, quickly pulling back. He paid himself no mind when he clumsily tripped into the bookshelf, blinking back tears while he held the small trinket close to his chest.

“Good,” Nahida praised. “Do you feel any better now?”

To her disappointment – but not her surprise – the boy had again become unresponsive, staring out into space with a dull, blank expression on his face.

It was to be expected, he had just lost his gnosis, something he had been chasing for centuries. The pain must have been severe, even more so because he only had it for a little bit before getting it ripped away from him again.

Nahida did feel a bit guilty for taking the gnosis, but it was necessary. But now all was said and done, and her job was to protect her nephew – could he be considered as her nephew? He was Ei’s child, after all – from any future traumas; and help him reconcile and move past the old ones.

This was why she personally wanted to take Scaramouche’s case on, rather than leave him to the people at the akademiya. They would be harsh on him by bias, whether they were aware of it or not.

“I ripped some of the pages in your book when I threw it at you.”

Nahida was brought back to reality by Scaramouche’s sudden words.  “Huh? Oh, that’s okay, don’t fret about it-“

“You won’t throw it away, will you?” he blurted out, a small hint of panic rising in his voice. “The pages are still connected to the spine, the words are still legible, it does it’s job properly, so you have no reason to throw it out!”

Watching the Inazuman cradle the miserable book, she felt like he was talking about something completely different now.

“C-can I keep it?”

Nahida’s face softened for the umpteenth time since she arrived in his living area. “Of course, Kuni. I know you take good care of your things.”

She had no idea why she had called him that instinctively. She hadn’t remembered ever even thinking about using such a nickname, it just came to her naturally, like it was meant to be said. Regardless, Scaramouche seemed to calm down a bit more at the nickname, but his eyes drooped with sadness. Nahida wasn’t sure if it was from the nickname, or the book. Even when she tried scanning through his mind, he remained hard to read.

Scaramouche answered her with nothing more than a nod and a small sniffle, going quiet again as he flipped through the book, smoothening out any wrinkled pages. At some moments, Nahida could hear him faintly whispering to the book, apologizing for throwing it, and promising to keep it safe.


  ‘Is he… seeing himself in an inanimate object?’


Well, at least he was no longer angry. Nahida had expected it to be harder, but much of Scaramouche’s anger had faded away with the gnosis, being replaced with a hollow, dull ache of depression.

He began to mumble to himself in Inazuman, running his fingers across the sides of his feather. Judging by how none of his reactions were directed to Nahida, she assumed that he had forgotten that she was there. Well, she had been standing in the middle of the room for the whole conversation.

The girl went over to the bookcase, sitting next to Scaramouche. “What are you doing, Kuni?”

Scaramouche hummed in response, not exactly answering her, but not ignoring her either.

“Would you like some tea?” Nahida offered.

He didn’t speak, but slowly nodded his head.

Nahida gave him a smile. She needed to try and get him to speak. “Alright, do you have any preferences?”

A shrug.

“What’s your favourite?”

He tilted his head, humming again. He was getting tired of the questions.

“Alright, alright. I’ll leave you alone. I’ll get us some mint tea, okay?”

Scaramouche nodded his head, before turning away to look through the bottom shelf of the bookcase.

Nahida waved (even though she knew Scaramouche couldn’t see her from where he was) and clapped her hands, summoning a small teapot, a couple mesh pouches of mint leaves floating in the middle of the hot water.

Carefully, she maneuvered the tray back over to the boy, setting it down and pouring them both a cup.

“Blow on it,” she advised, handing him the cup of steaming tea. “It’ll burn your tongue if you don’t wait a bit.”

“You’re not my babysitter,” Scaramouche replied coolly. Nahida had to bite back a smile when he still did as she asked.

The duo sat in silence together as they drank. Nahida looked into his eyes, trying to get him to make eye contact with her, but Scaramouche was set on staring at everything but the little archon.

Finally, when Nahida was almost done her cup, she broke the silence.

“I’m sorry about the gnosis.”

The harbinger swallowed down the rest of the tea and stared at the ground, unable to answer.

“If you don’t mind me asking,” she started, “What was its value to you? Did you want it so you could achieve godhood, or was it important in other ways too, like sentimentally?” Nahida wracked her mind for a way to ask her next question, without seeming overbearing or nosy.

“Did it… remind you of your mother?”

If Scaramouche hadn’t already finished his drink, he certainly would have choked on it.

The silence returned, this time even stronger than before, Scaramouche blinking quickly while Nahida watched him earnestly. She was about to say something, an apology maybe, but Scaramouche interrupted her as she opened her mouth.

“It’s not fair.”

“What’s not fair?”

He glared at the floor, his chin quivering. “I did everything she asked, I tried my best, and I’m back at square one. It’s not fair how you got everything so easily. It’s not fair that you had everyone on your side.”

“I didn’t have everyone on my side, I barely had anyone,” Nahida confessed. “Almost no one believed in me, the sages kept me locked up. I wasn’t even allowed to celebrate my birthday. I had to fight. Everyone has to fight one way or another to get what they want.”

“I have been fighting,” Scaramouche choked out. “I’ve been fighting my whole damn life. And look where it’s got me.”

Nahida’s face fell. “Yes, you have. You’ve fought so hard.”

“It’s not fair,” he repeated.

“It’s not.”

Over the course of their conversation Scaramouche had become more open about his feelings to Nahida, which she was grateful for. That’s what he needed, openness. He needed to know he was allowed to be vulnerable.

“I miss my mother.”

“I know.”

Scaramouche stared out the window, holding the teacup tightly in his hand. He wanted to go home, but where was home in the first place? Did he even have a home? He felt like he was always running from something, whether that be from his traumas, his past failures, the Fatui… He was exhausted, tired of losing his family, his friends, his life. Every time he was so close to reaching something, he fell short.

It was cruel.

All he wanted to do was sleep.

On cue like he had planned it, the puppet fell forward, collapsing into Nahida’s arms. Nahida held him, surprised but welcoming. Her heart ached for him, beating twice as hard to make up for the boys absent one.

“I’m not okay,” Scaramouche whispered, terrified to admit that Nahida was right, his tears dampening her sleeves.

“No, you’re not,” she answered. “But you will be.”

  
Author’s Note:I added in a bit of symbolism with the scene with Scaramouche, Nahida, and the feather, just for funsies hehe ;) I wasn’t exactly sure how obvious I should be with it, but I’m happy with it! :D

I won’t outright say what the symbolism is since it’s fun to think about, but it has something to do with a few things:

1. Scara’s life as a puppet

2. Initiative

3. If you search up “what does the colour blue symbolize” it’ll probably pop up! :D Had some fun with that because of Scara’s - or should I say Wanderer’s - new redesign being blue!

If you do want to know the exact meaning, I’ll happily tell you in the comments! >u< Thanks so much for reading!! <3





