
The Grey Boar

Author’s Note:
      This has been in my files for a while now and after seeing and hearing a few people become burnt out from playing genshin I decided to post it. It’s kind of similar.

Mildly inspired by The Scarlet Ibis. Very mildly.

Hope you enjoy!

    


    
    The boar is drained, skinned, then cooked. Its old coat and tusks are given to Olaf, a memento of his home. The bones and meat are generously seasoned, chopped into chunks, and served on a plate with various levels of height to create a pretty dish.

Everyone digs in, and the cries of awe and worshipful gratitude soon rise into the village awash in sunset orange. Paimon’s voice crows the loudest.

But Lumine can only stare down at the meat, fork gripped loosely in her fingers. The meat is brown now. But in her mind’s eye she sees red muscle and trickling blood, beady black eyes wide in confusion for all of ten seconds before it is killed. 

The boar must have been asleep for a long time. But then, it woke to a world it did not know, surrounded by creatures that wanted to feed off it, for no other purpose than utilizing its unique taste.

Maybe she’s going crazy, spending so much time with a wingless pixie rather than a winged star. Why else would she be pondering such things, feeling a pain in her heart she knows she will always remember, if she were not losing her mind? 

Grey, then red, then brown.

Gold. 

“I’m going insane,” she mutters aloud. 

Maybe it’s how absent her voice is, too quiet to really be heard, but Paimon doesn’t even glance at her while loudly exclaiming, “I know! This food is to  die for! Xiangling, more please!”

“Coming right up!”

Lumine can’t keep stalling. They don’t notice now, but eventually everyone’s plates will be empty, and hers will be full. She has to eat. So she picks up her fork and stabs only the dark meat, nothing else. She brings it to her mouth and chews.

It’s delicious.

There really isn’t enough of this flavor. Lumine understands her companion’s glee now. 

There isn’t enough.
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“Hey, Traveler? Could you bring me some Sweet Flowers?”

“Traveler! Could you send this letter?”

“Traveler, help me with transporting this please!”

“Traveler, clear out the hilichurl camp!”

“Traveler—“

“Traveler!

“Traveler?”
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Lumine’s time in Mondstadt, summed up, has been helping the knights (the de facto government, apparently) stop a threat against the city, and assisting the citizens all over the greater expanse of the country. She’s garnered a lot of thanks for her work, and practically coined the name ‘The Traveler’ by this point.

What has she accomplished for her own goal?

A few missing person posters hung up sadly around the city. 

It’s… unfair, she wants to say. All of this work, from the crack of dawn to midnight, fighting against humanoids… It’s taxing, it really is. Sure, she gets a grateful smile and a pouch of Mora, but what does it do for her? What does Lumine get out of this?

She wants to blame Mondstadt’s citizens for her lack of progress, but she can’t and won’t.  She  chose to help them, despite knowing they never promised to help her find her brother once the job was over, and therefore  she  is to blame. The citizens are oblivious to her venture – how could they offer something they don’t know she wants?

Not to mention, Lumine doesn’t entirely regret helping them. She’s met a bunch of kind people, colorful in more ways than one and loveable for it. 

So, she won’t hold a grudge. It’s okay.

It doesn’t matter that she’s tiring.
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Lumine slumps onto a tree, breathing heavily. Her sword dissipates into nothingness, storing itself into her pocket dimension and removing its burden from her shoulders.

Which is just as well, because her right shoulder is broken. 

A stupid mistake. It always is. The blast of a bomb, the force of a hard fall. It was also the only thing that saved her head from being lopped off by a Mitachurl’s axe, so in her book, it was a pretty decent price to pay.

Somehow sensing that the activity around Lumine has calmed down (oh, doesn’t that sound lovely?) Paimon appears before her in a shower of sparks. “Lumine! Are you finished now?” she asks happily, before her face morphs into horror after looking Lumine over.

“Lumine! What happened? Are you okay? We need to heal you!”

Her arm hurts so damned much. She won’t be able to do any commissions like this until she gets healed.

“No,” she tells Paimon. “Let me… I can take it.”

“That doesn’t matter! We should heal you right away! Doesn’t it hurt?”

“Of – Of course it does.” Lumine grits her teeth. “But this is nothing.” 

“Just because you can take it doesn’t mean you should suffer!”

Lumine looks into Paimon’s starry eyes, wide and frightened. She remembers the grey boar. 

There was never enough. She only stopped because there was nothing left.

“Please,” she mumbles. “Let me rest. I’ll get up eventually, but I just want to rest right now.”

Paimon frets for a while after, Lumine is sure, but she doesn’t hear it because she allows her eyes to slide shut and delves into darkness.
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“Cutie, let me know if I overstep my bounds.”

“… Hm?”

“Why do you prefer to be referred to as ‘Traveler’? Is it your personal preference, or cultural?”

“… It’s both.”

“Oh?”

“It was something my brother and I did. Something our people did. Names were for family to know. Nicknames were given otherwise. We technically don’t need to anymore – we’re the last of our kind. Still, we like it.”

“The last of your kind… Pray tell, what is your kind?”

“…”

“You have a beautiful smile, you know?”

“Thank you.”

“But it makes me sad to look at.”

“Me too.”
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When Lumine wakes, it’s to a vague chill and a darkening sky, still streaked with blazing orange. The breeze blows the leaves into a loud crescendo, and Lumine wonders if Venti still reigns over the wind. Her arm throbs.

“Ah, good evening, my fair Traveler!”

She slowly lifts her head to look above her. There, on a tree branch, sits Venti with his lute and an apple. 

He beams at her. “Not that I find anything wrong with a good nap in the great outdoors, but I do worry when the lovely lady is lying about with a limp arm.”

Lumine grins softly at him, but she can’t help the way her stomach sinks. She’s been found. “Just taking a break.” She waits a beat. “Get it?”

True to form, Venti lets out a hearty chuckle and drops down beside her. He must have used the wind to muffle his landing, because she hears nary a sound. “It seems you’re up to joking around. Good, good! The world is better when humor is in abundance.” 

He sits next to her, mindful of her shoulder. “How did this happen, I wonder?”

“Commission gone wrong.” Lumine shrugs her good shoulder, and immediately regrets it as it jolts her bad arm anyway. “A stupid mistake.”

“They always are,” Venti agrees, and surveys her. His gaze is so inexplicably piercing, and her stomach does a flop. “It was my understanding that you had enough resources to get by leisurely. For a bit.”

“I could. But I can help, so why not?”

“You have a different goal than helping, as much as it pains me to say. You should be free to follow your path, not chained up helping the people. Otherwise, why did Venessa create the knights?” 

For all of Venti’s goofy grins and childish behavior, there is still the mind of a god within him – his teal eyes gaze into her, somehow  knowing  despite their short friendship. 

But Lumine doesn’t want to say it out loud. So she just says, “I don’t mind. I like helping others.”

He looks at her for a moment more, considering, but her unchanged expression wins out in the end and he sighs, leaning back on his hands. “Well, if that is your choice, who am I to stop you?” He pauses, and looks at her arm again. “Well, I think it’s time we help get you healed up. That can’t be very comfortable.”

It’s her turn to sigh. Lumine examines her shoulder, wincing as she tries to move it. Pain lances up her neck and down her arm. It does hurt something fierce, and Lumine supposes she’s had enough of a break. A whole afternoon of rest, apparently. 

“Alright,” she agrees. “Help me up, it hurts to move it.”

“Onwards to the church! Do you think I should hide from Barbara? She seemed very cross with me last time.”

“Venti. She begged you for forgiveness. Of course you need to hide.”

“Just so!”
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Lumine’s time in Liyue, summed up, is split in two parts – the half in which she enjoys herself, learning about the new country and its people; the other half, walking around as a bumbling fool, lied to and tricked into fighting an ocean god. Along with fulfilling the endless requests of people whose lives consist of sending messengers on errands. 

She’s thanked with smiles, Mora, and a few more missing person posters. 

There are no leads here. Zhongli only directs her to Inazuma. 

All of this work, which Lumine has sweated, cried, and bled for, and nothing comes up?

Really?

She’s  so tired.

But fine. She’ll accept it. These people of Liyue have gone through much, whether it be a few decades or millennia. They work studiously and zealously, so they’re probably just as exhausted as she is. 

So many of them are loveable too. For Lumine’s loved ones, she forgets.

For them, she continues to offer herself.
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“I have a lot to think about, regarding humans and my place among them. Thank you for finding me, Traveler.”

“No problem.” 

Lumine smiles and waves goodbye.

“Mind giving this to Teucer, Traveler? I don’t want him seeing me like this.”

“Okay.” 

Lumine sighs and takes the toy.

“Let these be swept away by the sea, away from anyone who would disturb their eternal rest. Thank you, Traveler, for seeing this through to the end with me.”

She stands quietly, staring over the edge of the cliff. The dark water hungrily swallows the relics of a dead goddess, who was eager to help but too small to make a difference. A goddess who was killed when she could not stand up against the higher gods, unable to prove her worth to the ones she feebly protected. A goddess whose remains brought down her own people.


   I’m getting ahead of myself.  


Lumine looks at the pensive man before her, expressionless.

“It’s fine. It was nice seeing you again, Zhongli.”
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Staring up at the sky as hundreds of lanterns float up, Lumine wonders,  Are you seeing this, Xiao? I hope so. 

She imagines the pretty smile that could spread on his lips, eyes gleaming with the gold of the lanterns. Would he sit down to feel the wind and relax, watching as the Mingxiao Lantern canters about, bounding around the sky as though it understands the celebration?

Or would he scoff and turn away, unable to appreciate the joyful view, unable to enjoy the work of the humans?

She shouldn’t be bitter. She shouldn’t.

But she’s worked so  hard this festival, running this way and that way, taking commissions to make sure the festival is flawless. She’s had so little time to herself, to see her friends in Liyue and make merry. 

Is it so wrong to want her efforts to be appreciated?

Still, it was her decision to do all of it. Xiao never asked her to invite him to the festival – quite the opposite, actually. She had the choice to say no to the various vendors and project managers she helped (as awkward and guilty as she would have felt if she actually had. They were so hopeful, almost praying the famous Traveler would assist them, because who does work better than her? Who has a better chance at drawing customers among the common people than her?). She had choices. Lumine was the one who brought this on herself.

With that thought in mind, Lumine forces herself to watch as the Mingxiao lantern runs off into the sky, reaching the stars and leading the way for the rest of the lanterns—

-only to explode in the glorious end of the festival.

The popping of the fireworks sound like cleavers hitting cutting boards. 

It feels like she’s been struck.

The grey boar never had a chance once it was found.
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“We have always,” Aether says, and he looks just as lovely as he has always been, standing before stars and smoke, soulful gold eyes watching her with deep-rooted sorrow and hope, “had enough time.”

Then he turns, and leaves her behind.
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The one person. The one person who helped her find her brother and succeeded only required 500 Mora, three answers, and a little bit of time. 

He wasn’t even aiming to find Aether. Just investigating the Abyss.

Distantly, Lumine realizes that the odds of finding Aether were slim anyways – he is with the Abyss, a force she has been fighting since she woke up, and very obviously does not wish to reunite with her. Even if she succeeded, he would only leave. Like now.

But what does that matter, when she is hurting and bleeding, drenched from fighting the Abyss Herald, still feeling the starry wisps sliding through her fingers, dissipating. What does Lumine care for the feelings and rights of others, when she has just been thrown to the side, her one goal moving on so easily despite all she has done to achieve it? 

Why should Lumine care?

She doesn’t owe this world anything. 

She doesn’t need to do anything.

She doesn’t.

Really.

She only needs to do what’s best for herself.

…

What is that?

  
Notes for the Chapter:If genshin is tiring you out, if it’s more of a chore rather than fun, it’s okay to stop playing. You might miss out on some things, like events, but you’ll practically be missing out anyways if you’re playing them half-dead. You can always watch them on YouTube. 

Hope you enjoyed this work. It was actually supposed to be a longer one shot, but as always I made it too long for that. I can’t figure out how to connect the pieces I’ve written, so I decided to make it a series instead. 

Just a heads up, it’s gonna get more depressing. Not any kind of Dead Dove content, but if you feel you’re not in the right headspace for that, don’t read it. 

Have a nice day!





