
Dame du Lac



Furina’s night began like any other night — she locked the door to her chambers in Palais Mermonia, changed into her comfiest pajamas, and then laid down on her queen-sized bed and cried herself to sleep.

She didn’t sob or shake, as one might expect. Perhaps because she was loud and lively whenever she appeared in public, it was natural to assume that she carried as much energy in private.

But that wasn’t true.

When Furina shut the door to her chambers and locked it, she ceased being the Goddess of Justice — if anyone even truly thought of her that way to begin with. She let the mask fall, let the muscles of her face relax from the constant smiles and laughs.

In this room she was not Foçalors. She was not the Hydro Archon.

She was Furina.

And at the end of these long days Furina liked to tuck herself into bed, roll onto her side, and cry.

Slow, silent tears. Rolling horizontally across her face as she laid in the darkness and let her mind wander.

Only here in this room would she allow herself to process the worries and fears that built up in her heart. She wouldn’t dare show this side of herself to her people, lest they lose faith in her. Because if they lost faith in her, they would lose faith in justice.

And then, without the Oratrice harnessing indemnitium to power Fontaine, it would sink into the terrestrial sea.

Furina felt her jaw clench as the image that plagued her nightmares etched itself into her mind once again. Her nation falling into the depths, as her people were dissolved into primordial waters. She sat on her throne and wept, just as she was doing now.

Because she knew it was all her fault.

Every time she had a nightmare about the prophecy, that was always the part that ate at her the most. Seeing calamity swallow her nation, and knowing that she could have stopped it if only she was stronger. If only she was smarter.

If only she was better.

She took a deep breath, comforted only by the catharsis of her tears, and focused. Several dangerous figures were currently in Fontaine, including the Fatui Harbingers. Only one that she knew of, but where one showed up more were often bound to follow.

On top of that, both Neuvillette and the Oratrice were acting strangely. And then she kept making a fool of herself in Opera Epiclese, at a time like this where she couldn’t risk shaking her people’s faith.

Things were happening at such a fast rate that her mind could hardly keep up. If only she had Buer’s wisdom, she would know what to do. Or maybe if she could command authority like Beelzebul, so many of these problems would be easier to handle.

Such were her thoughts as she flicked through her worries in her mind, holding tight to her stuffed mélusine pillow and letting exhaustion take her. She needed to protect Fontaine, she just didn’t know how. All she knew how to do was sing and dance and put on an entertaining performance. She couldn’t outsmart anyone, or defeat anyone in a fight.

She couldn’t be another goddess…

As Furina slept, she didn’t have one of her usual nightmares. Rather, she found herself having a rather strange dream — so strange that she was able to recognize it as such even as she experienced it.

In this dream she was standing by the edge of a wide lake, its waters clear and still. It seemed to stretch on forever in one direction, running until it vanished into the thin line of the horizon. And then behind her was a grassy clearing bordered by trees, featuring a little white gazebo fitted with three seats and a table.

Two of the seats were already occupied.

When Furina spotted them, a strange sensation came over her. It wasn’t as if she recognized them — no, she was quite certain she had never seen them before in her life. But they fit descriptions she had heard before. They carried an aura that felt familiar to her and yet unattainable all the same.

Seated on the left was a young girl with pointed ears and beautiful white hair that faded to green. She waved at Furina, smiling broadly. “Good evening, Foçalors. Care to join us for tea?”

“We also have water,” said a woman in a kimono with a long, purple braid. She said it in a way that sounded as if it was meant to be reassuring, the way one would mention that their restaurant also carried vegetarian options. “If you’d prefer.”

Furina parted her lips, struggling to find a response. She was sure of it, somehow — before her were two of the other Seven. Two goddesses far older than she, who had survived the archon war.

…who had fought in it, in Beelzebul’s case.

She was dreaming, right? So were they just figures conjured up by her headspace? Though she had never ever seen them before. And it was said that Buer had dominion over the world of dreams…

No, this was fine. Everything was getting more and more complicated, but it was fine. As long as she put on a convincing act, she could roll with it.

“Well if it isn’t my sisters in divinity,” Furina said haughtily, chin raised as she took a seat at the table. “It’s about time we were all acquainted.”

Buer giggled, trying to hide it with a hand over her mouth. “I think so, too! See Beelzebul? The hopscotch match is definitely going to happen.”

“I seriously doubt it,” she said. “Foçalors is one thing, but good luck convincing Aym.”

“Well, if I frame it as a competition…”

“A competition?” Furina scoffed. “I hope you don’t expect me to go easy on you, Buer, even if it’s a game.”

There was a glint in Buer’s eyes as she turned to her, and for some reason it almost made Furina flinch. It was almost as if she was seeing past her. Perhaps putting on a façade around the Goddess of Wisdom was a futile endeavor, but she had to maintain it. Because the alternative…

“I still think we should play karuta instead,” Beelzebul said. “Don’t you think it’s a little more engaging?”

“I think that would give you an unfair advantage,” Buer said, smiling. “But let’s save that for later… Foçalors, how are you?”

“Excellent,” she lied. “Never better.”

Buer tilted her head in surprise. “Really? I hear things are getting quite hectic in your nation. Are you s—“

“Just a few minor issues,” Furina said, waving her hand dismissively. “Nothing a goddess can’t handle, right?”

She looked to Beelzebul for approval, but found that the woman was staring at her with curiosity.

“You seem quite sure of yourself, Foçalors. I’m impressed.”

“I-Impressed?”

The Goddess of Eternity was impressed with her? She, who slew serpents like it was nothing? Who split islands and commanded the heavens to be silent?

“I had figured,” Beelzebul said, “that the younger archons were a bit softhearted. Hearing your confidence, though… perhaps I was mistaken.”

Furina swallowed. “Right! You shouldn’t look down on us second-generation goddesses… you are one yourself, after all.”

“Mm, in a sense.” She brought a little silver cup to her lips and sipped from it. “Even Buer says she hardly remembers anything from before she expended her energy, so in terms of ruling you could say that you have about five centuries on us, Foçalors.”

“I wouldn’t say that’s exactly true…”

But Buer seemed amused at the idea. She poured a glass of water and handed it to Furina. “As our senior then, why don’t you show us how it’s done?”

“P-Pardon?”

“I’ve heard that you seek to judge all other gods,” Beelzebul said. “At first I found that to be quite an arrogant declaration, but maybe it is deserved. So tell us, Foçalors, how do you intend to save your nation from calamity?”

Both sets of eyes — one verdant and the other electric — were set on her. Boring into her, scrutinizing her. What could she say? Make up some clever plot about how she would save Fontaine? Buer would see through it. Say that she would use force? Beelzebul would call her bluff.

Internally, she was panicking. Come on, she thought to herself, think of something! She could say that Neuvillette would take care of it, but that would just be humiliating. It was important that people believed in her, believed in justice.

…Although, did Furina really even represent justice? At the end of every trial, the defendant’s fate was determined by two things — Neuvillette, and the Oratrice. Not Furina.

Never Furina.

And besides, she liked to tell herself it was necessary for others to have faith in her, but that only applied to her own people. So that they would produce indemnitium, and Fontaine wouldn’t sink it. If she made a fool of herself in front of her fellow archons, the only consequence was… was…

Plink.

Furina looked down, and saw that there were ripples spreading across the surface of her drink. She touched a hand to her cheek, and found it wet. And then, feeling the weight of Buer and Beelzebul’s gazes, she raised her head and spoke in a quiet voice.

“I don’t know.”

She expected laughter. Derision. Mocking.

What she didn’t expect was for Buer to reach out and take hold of her hand.

“That’s okay,” she whispered, wearing a warm expression. “When the time comes, you’ll do the right thing.”

“How do you know?” Furina felt her voice tremble, her mask crumbling and hot tears slipping through the cracks. “What if I can’t?”

“Then you’ll try again.” She nodded as if it was nothing more than common sense. “The flow of water wears down even the largest mountains, as long as it doesn’t change course.”

But Furina shook her head. “I can’t. I’m not like other archons—“

“You’re right,” Beelzebul said flatly. “I met Egeria once, serving as kagemusha in my sister’s place. A powerful woman — at her word the seas would give way. You are not like her.”

Furina shriveled before her words. They were true, and for that they stung worse. “Right. I don’t know how to be a good goddess.”

“Well, then you’re in good company.” Beelzebul took another sip of her tea. “Buer and I are still learning ourselves.”

Buer nodded. “Foçalors, what do you think it means to be a goddess? Before there were Seven Archons there were Seven Sovereigns — what makes our rule legitimate, but not theirs? Celestia?”

“I…” Furina furrowed her eyebrows, feeling slightly overwhelmed. “I have no idea.”

“But you do,” Beelzebul said. “Even if you can’t name it, it’s something you’ve already come to understand. Way before I did, and I had been meditating on it for centuries.”


What? Something I know that she doesn’t?


Lately so many people were telling her she knew things that she didn’t. Just the other day Neuvillette insisted that the Oratrice was of Furina’s creation, but she knew nothing about that. Where was this all coming from?

“I think I know what the issue is,” Buer said, before hopping off her chair and tugging on Furina’s hand. She pulled her towards the lake, and Beelzebul trailed behind them. “Foçalors, you’re concerned with whether others have faith in you. Is that right?”

Furina faltered. “Well, I wouldn’t say that’s wrong…”

Ugh, even to her own ears she sounded so pathetic. She should have tried harder to maintain character. This was mortifying. Although in a painful way, it almost felt cathartic to be open like this.

“But my question to you is this — do you have faith in yourself?”

Buer stepped aside upon asking that, letting Furina have an unobstructed view of the lake’s surface.

Of her reflection.

Perhaps because this was a dream, Furina hadn’t noticed. Or perhaps she had, but her mind glossed over it the way people glossed over various absurdities in their dreams. But now that it was front and center, she couldn’t ignore it.

She wasn’t wearing her pajamas. Nor was she wearing her usual clothes.

Furina was dressed in a long white cloak, tied at her waist. Her hair spilled down her shoulders like a whitewater stream, and teardrop eyelashes framed a set of mismatched eyes. There was a weapon sheathed at her side.

With a careful hand she removed it, marveling at how the light glimmered along its silver surface. Its crossguard was fashioned like a set of scales, its pommel like a fleur-de-lis. She raised it up towards the sky, and the lake suddenly trembled.

These waters, which to her eye seemed to stretch on forever, were lifted into the air as if to mimic her sword. A massive wall of water that surged upwards, mixing into an airborne pool that hovered above the empty, sandy basin of the lake.

She didn’t know how much water she was controlling, she couldn’t see far enough. But she knew that if she willed it, it would come crashing down on whoever or whatever she wished. It would flood, surge, drown until there was nothing left.

Fire could be extinguished, ice could melt, nature could wither and die.

But there was enough water in Teyvat that it could consume anything, if it wished.

If she wished.

“Do you see now?” Beelzebul asked. “Some gods work to realize their own desires. To this end they will wage wars and raze empires. But then some, like you, are wishbearers.”

“…Wishbearer?” Furina asked, still holding the sword aloft.

“You want to look good in front of your people,” Buer said, “because you want them to have faith. To entrust you with their hopes and wishes. And that’s a beautiful thing.”

Right. All Furina ever wanted was to be a good goddess. Not for her own sake, but for the sake of her nation and its people. That was why she wept on her throne in the nightmare that haunted her almost every night. Why she so desperately wanted to prove the prophecy wrong.

“So yes. I believe that when the time comes, you’ll do the right thing.”

Furina noticed something in the swirling mass of water above her. For a fraction of a second, she once more caught her reflection on the surface. Except… it wasn’t her.

It was Egeria, her predecessor. Resplendent and beautiful.

To her left was a woman who looked like Buer, but much older. Her original form, perhaps?

And to her right was Beelzebul… or at least it looked like her. Though wasn’t she a twin?

Furina had only a second to process this image, before her mind stirred and she found herself laying on her bed in Palais Mermonia.

“Huh?”

She blinked, eyes dry but heavy. Raising her head she found that Buer and Beelzebul were gone. She was alone in the darkness of her chambers.

Was it all a dream, then? But the other two looked so realistic. Even now she could remember clearly… their…

Her mind was fuzzy. It was similar to waking up after a vivid dream — she could feel the memories slipping through her grasp and racing away from her. She dreamed that she had met two of the other Seven, but she couldn’t remember how it went.

Something about… hopscotch?

“Ah, whatever.” She couldn’t really say why, but she felt that it had been a happy dream. Her heart even felt a touch lighter. But well, perhaps every dream was happy next to her usual nightmares.

It was still dark out, but she felt like she didn’t want to be stuck inside right now. Her mind was wandering, and she wanted to wander with it.

So she decided she would take a stroll through the city, maybe play with some of the cats that roamed around at night.

And think harder about how to save her nation.
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