
Into the Golden Oasis

Author’s Note:
Welcome to my Delusional Golden Slumber thoughts. Enjoy





Though he had been walking through the golden sands for what felt like days now, he had not yet grown tired. His legs still carried his body as if it were as light as a feather; the bright desert sun did not beat down on his back, instead offering warmth as if tucked into a soft blanket; and at night, the pale white moon almost seemed to sing him a gentle song.

The sky swirled with color: during the day, pink laced through the pale blue like the waving patterns of the sand dunes; at night, brilliant blues, purples, pinks, and greens danced among the stars as if listening to a soft, sultry song.

Perhaps this was him paying his penance for destroying Samail in that echoless plane, or perhaps it was a final trial before he was finally allowed his oasis.

It didn’t matter.

All Jebrael knew was that he needed to continue to push onward. Not for his sake, but for the sake of the force that blew all grains of sand from one place to the next.

 

He didn’t know how long it took, but when the oasis finally showed itself to him, he froze in his tracks.

The water glistened a soft blue, reflecting the sun and shimmering as a stark contrast to the desert around them. Trees bearing ripe ajilenakh nuts hung their fanning leaves over the water, rooted in soft greens that tickled the water’s edge. Cacti decorated with plump and plentiful redcrest fruit grew nearby, vibrant and begging to be picked.

And atop a rock, dressed in green and white flowing robes which had been cut and altered, sat a woman, a redcrest in her gentle hands that she lifted to her soft lips. She was just as beautiful as the day Jebrael had first met her, though something about her now almost seemed more radiant against the backdrop of the oasis.

“Ufairah…” Her name fell from his lips, just barely above a whisper, as if wanting to call out to her, but still unsure that she was truly there.

But she seemed to hear him, perking her head up and turning it to him. She dropped the fruit in her hand and jumped off of the rock, her legs carrying her over to him as swiftly as they would allow. The curls of her dark hair bounced as she ran, until she wrapped her arms around Jebrael’s middle, pressing her face into his chest.

“Jebrael…” Her voice was shaking, he could hear it. He tentatively, but tenderly, brought his own arms around her small form, dipping his chin down to gently place a kiss atop her head. They stayed like that for a moment, or maybe it was an eternity, before Ufairah began to pull away.

When she did, Jebrael knelt down to one knee, his large hand coming to cup her soft, round cheek. When he looked into her eyes, he saw the tears. They streamed down her face like waterfalls, the curve of her cheeks and lips like rocks to be eroded by the flow. He couldn’t allow that.

“You’re crying… Why..?” He asked, trying to hold back his own tears, trying to stop them from falling.

Her soft hands reached up, pulling at his eye cover until the loose knot gave way in the back and it fell to the sands. She sniffled, grabbing his jaw with both of her hands, her thumbs gently massaging his skin, “As if you aren’t about to start crying too…”

Jebrael clenched his teeth, letting out a strained huff, “Hush, now…” but he couldn’t hold back any longer, and his vision blurred as the tears began to fall.

“You dumb brute…” There was only fondness in Ufairah’s voice when she spoke, “Sacrificing yourself like that…”

“I had no other choice…”

“I know. And that’s what I love about you. You didn’t feel fear in that moment, did you?” When Jebrael remained silent, she continued, “You charged in, uncertain but unwavering. When you fought… You didn’t once think that you might lose.”

Jebrael took a moment to think before he spoke, “I couldn’t lose. If I lost… I would have lost… Everything. Myself. You. Jeht…”

“But you won. So let’s celebrate that. How does that sound?” The feeling of her soft hands on his face soothed him and he nodded softly. She smiled and it was a smile that could rival the desert sun with its brightness, even as the tears dried on her reddened cheeks.

She pulled her hands away from him, and he missed their soft warmth in that same moment. She beckoned for him to follow as she all but skipped back to the rock she had been resting upon previously, climbing onto its slightly sloped surface. She moved to the edge, gently patting the warm rock next to her.

Jebrael took his seat next to her and felt as her warmth once again returned to him, her head resting against his shoulder, and her hand coming to splay out against his nearly-bare back.

“Jebrael, look, in the water,” She pointed with her free hand and he followed her finger to the water. It began to ripple out at the point she seemed to now command, “Do you remember? The moment we fell for each other?”

The clear blue of the water began to shift and an image appeared in the ripples…



Ufairah sat at a makeshift campsite on the outskirts of a desert ruin, the air and sand cool against her skin. By the light of their campfire, she scribbled away at a notepad, a small fragment of a tablet sitting next to her. She just needed to record the symbols on them; they were strange, though… Vaguely familiar. As if a common script were written in poor handwriting.

Jebrael, who had been on watch for the night, took but a brief moment to leave his post. His eyes, concealed as they were, drifted from the dying fire to the woman sitting nearby, so diligently focused on her research. Academics… They really knew how to be a thorn in one’s side. But…

She was different, somehow. She had the same unhealthy determination, but she wasn’t irritating about it. She listened, she looked at things from others’ perspectives instead of just using pre-recorded preconceived notions. She was, by far, the most tolerable scholar Jebrael had ever met.

And those dark curls against that expanse of clear, dark skin… She was quite easy on the eyes as well. Which is why it irritated Jebrael that she hadn’t yet eaten. The other eremites had all eaten their fill, and yet their employer, whom they were supposed to be taking care of, had shrugged off the notion of eating in favor of scribbling away in her journal.

Now that the others were asleep… Jebrael stalked quietly to their rations, sifting through it and finding a loaf of bread. While the outside had begun to harden, upon giving it a gentle tap, the slightly hollow sound it made confirmed that it was still soft on the inside. He also found a jar of preserved zaytun peach jam that they had picked up at Caravan Ribat before setting out on their expedition.

Since it had been a while since she’d eaten… Giving her something easy on the stomach and mind would probably be his best bet to get her to actually eat something.

He hesitated for a moment before he made his way over to her bedroll, gently and quietly sitting himself down next to her. He thought for a moment that she hadn’t noticed, so his gaze drifted to her journal, thinking he might be able to watch her write. But her hand was deathly still, until she sighed and slumped forward.

She set her journal to the side and turned to face him. He was a bit taken off-guard, but steeled himself and offered the bread and jam. “You should eat something.” He kept his voice down, trying to speak in absolutes and not flub up his words; he’d never been the best with these things.



“You were so gentle…”



Ufairah’s face seemed to light up as she took the food, trying to hold back soft laughter. Maybe it was the lack of food, maybe it was the lack of sleep, but the way that this large, scary man was being so… Thoughtful. It made her heart flutter in her chest.

And to Jebrael, the way that the fire cast golden rays against Ufairah’s skin, the way her robe hung loosely, an the way that she looked at him not with terror or with unspoken respect, but with kindness and appreciation… He was glad that he covered his eyes and cheeks, because the unfamiliar heat was beginning to become unbearable.

“Thank you, Jebrael.” She covered her mouth with her slim fingers before breaking off a portion of the loaf of bread, dipping it in the jam. But instead of eating it, she held it out to Jebrael. Her voice was soft as her eyes flitted over his features, “Why don’t you have the first bite?”

 

And they sat like that until the loaf of bread was gone, enjoying one another’s silent company, both with a new and unfamiliar yet promising feeling in their chest, both light and airy, and as heavy as the world itself.



“I still remember that tablet fragment… It wasn’t anything important. If I recall correctly, it ended up being a child’s handwriting practice.” Ufairah giggled, tilting her head and looking up to meet Jebrael’s gaze, only to find him still staring longingly into the oasis.

“Jebrael, Darling…” She reached over to place her hand on his opposite cheek, urging him to look at her. When he finally relented and did so, she could see a look of deep reflection in his eyes.

“There’s just… One thing I don’t understand.” He avoided her gaze.

“What is it, Dear?” She asked, shifting her body to face him completely, “You know you can tell me.”

He took in a breath, long and deep. He closed his eyes, turning his face to the moonlit sky, “You are not a child of the desert. You are a scholar. How is it that I have found you here, in this oasis after death?”

Ufairah sighed, “Jebrael… You’re right. I’m not a child of the desert. My faith did lie in the hands of Greater Lord Rukkhadevata. However… When I passed… I was given a choice. Most scholars do not believe in a life after death… And even so, even that which this is is not permanent… Our consciousnesses will fade… But my life was weighed on a scale. My devotion to the academics and my devotion to you, Jebrael, to a child of the desert… They balanced out.”

Ufairah took in a deep breath, “I wanted to see you one last time. So I’ve been here, waiting. Because I did not want your last memory of me before we both fade away to be one so… Gory. One so sad and filled with hatred and regret. So… Let’s use this brief time we have left together to remember why we love each other so, My Darling Oasis.”

Jebrael nodded, turning back to the water. He felt her hand tracing gentle circles in his back as she sighed, once again resting her head against him, cushioned by her curls. “Do you remember our first kiss?”

Jebrael let out a soft, almost sob of a laugh, “How could I forget…?”



“There must be a way out somewhere…” Ufairah paced around the room. They’d been trapped in a room of a ruin for at least an hour now. Ufairah had spent most of that time pacing around, tracing the patterns in the wall, looking for anything that could be used as an escape. 

Jebrael, meanwhile, had spent that time leaning against one of the walls, watching her, “There probably is. We just can’t use it.”

Ufairah huffed, “Don’t say that…”

“You’re the one who decided to only bring me. We don’t have anyone else on the other side of the door we entered through to open it for us.” He crossed the room to one of the corners where a pile of sand had accumulated. “I, for one, don’t mind living out the rest of my days here.” While he said it bluntly, he was clearly joking.

Ufairah wasn’t laughing, though, and only crossed her arms, “You give up so easily!”

“I’m not giving up, I’m just telling you how it is.”

Ufairah shook her head, continuing to survey the room as Jebrael sat himself down in the sand, figuring it would be more comfortable than the hard sandstone bricks.

But instead of a soft pile of sand, his rear hit something sharp and unpleasant. He leapt up with a jolt and a brief sound of surprise, “What-”

His behind had sat on a device that had been buried in a layer of sand, activating it. All of a sudden, the wall the sand pile had been pushed up against seemed to disappear, and a ray of light shot through where it had been, connecting with the Neverlight Cell that was positioned on the opposite end of the room they’d been in; a feature that had been irritating Ufairah since they entered.

As soon as the primal beam connected with the cell, the door they’d entered through re-opened. Not only that, but the other door in the room also opened, billowing sand into the air on account of years without use.

Ufairah gasped and her face lit up, “Oh, Jebrael, you’re a genius!”

Jebrael blinked, looking between Ufairah and the opened doors. “Not really, I was just trying to-”

“Oh, hush.” She didn’t quite know what had overtaken her in that moment, but seeing Jebrael so bashful about having furthered their exploration progress and seeing him belittling him like that… She wanted desperately to make him feel accomplished. 

A smaller part of herself was also selfish and wanted this moment deep down in her heart for herself. She placed a hand on his shoulder, her other on his cheek as she pulled him down to press her lips against his.



 “You were so awkward… It was adorable.”



To her, his lips were surprisingly pliable; it made sense, she supposed… He didn’t talk much, and most of his words were short and brief. He didn’t seem like the type to have done much romance either, so the way he tried not to move much was endearing in its own way.

And to him, this was a moment that he didn’t quite understand. Her lips were soft and small against his own, but she seemed to take charge over him in that moment. He didn’t want to mess it up, either, and his hands hovered awkwardly around her small form until he finally just placed one against her lower back to keep her close.

It didn’t last long before she pulled away, her gaze immediately turning downward. But she didn’t regret it at all, that giddy feeling once again bubbling up in her chest. She looked up with more determination than ever, nearly bouncing on the balls of her feet as she put her hands on her hips, “Well! We have a ruin to continue exploring! Onward!” She pointed to the newly opened door and followed her own enthusiastic point through it.

Jebrael trailed behind, raising a hand to trace over his lower lip with one of his fingers, as if to preserve the memory of hers.



“After that, I don’t think you ever hesitated when we kissed.” Ufairah spoke in a sigh, “But that very first one… I saw in you the part of yourself you don’t often let others see.”

Jebrael looked off to the side, “The only ones who have ever seen me like that…” He rolled his lip between his teeth, “Are you and Jeht. Maybe it’s because of the familial bond… Maybe… It’s because she reminds me more and more of you every day.”

Ufairah laughed softly, “I’m sure she’s going to flourish in her own way. She’s always had a certain spark about her, even as a baby… Not the spark of a scholar. But not the spark of a mercenary, either. Something… Different, I feel.”

Jebrael nodded, “We can only wait and see.”

“Do you remember how much you fawned over her as a baby?” Ufairah giggled and Jebrael raised his hands to cover his face, shaking his head. “Oh, don’t be embarrassed, it was adorable.” She waved her hand and the water once more danced.



Jebrael sat with his legs crossed by the fire, Jeht tucked snugly against his arm and chest, sound asleep. Ufairah sat next to him, finishing up writing a report to the akademiya. A fellow eremite with sandy blond hair and an indistinguishable face sat across the fire, playing a game of cards with the few other eremites who were accompanying the small research team.

Though his eyes were covered, Ufairah could clearly recognize the fondness in the way he looked at their child. She had Jebrael’s deep blue hair and Ufairah’s dark eyes. Her hands were so small as they held onto the plush doll that Ufairah had sewn for her before she was born in the likeness of a small desert fox.

This more gentle side of Jebrael was just one of the things Ufairah adored about her husband. The way his breathing slowed down so as to not move too much and wake their child. The way that he seemed to be lost in thought, all the while a small smile danced upon his lips.

Ufairah dotted the last period of her report and rolled up the sheets of parchment, gently tying them together and setting them aside. She reached over, gently placing a hand on Jebrael’s thigh, getting him to turn his attention to her.

She spoke in a soft whisper, “She means a lot to you… Doesn’t she?” She scanned over his features, ones that she’d come to know the ticks of intimately. His eyebrows creased and the corners of his mouth straightened just slightly. She laughed softly, covering her mouth.

Cocking her head to the side, “She means a lot to me, too. I never thought that I’d get to have this… A family like this. It’s…” She spent a moment looking for the right words, her focus now on Jeht. “It’s certainly not a traditional family, but… The love that I feel for the both of you. It’s unconditional. It’s… It’s something truly beautiful.”

Jebrael fought the urge, but his mouth moved before he could think better of it, “Just like you.”

Something was shouted from across the fire. A voice familiar yet distant. Ufairah clipped back, “Oh, hush!” A name didn’t fall from her lips, yet its implication stuck tacked onto the end like a stubborn stain.

Jeht stirred in Jebrael’s arms and he reached to gently tuck the fox plush closer to her. Her head turned closer to his chest, seeking the warmth and comfort as her little arms wrapped tighter around the plush. Jebrael let out a deep sigh at having not woken up their darling daughter.

Ufairah let out her own sigh, one of fondness and a feeling that everything would turn out alright for the three of them.



Ufairah closed her eyes against Jebrael, her hand falling from his back to the rock behind them, holding herself up. “After I passed… When I found myself here… I watched you two every step of the way. All those odd jobs you did… The commissions, be them morally right or wrong… All in the name of living another day in the desert.”

Jebrael sighed, “We did some things that I was not proud of… But I could not disobey orders from an employer.” He leaned his head against Ufairah’s, letting his own eyes fall shut to just enjoy the presence of his wife next to him once more as they spoke.

“I know… You’ve always been like that. And Jeht… She grew up to have a lot more sass than me and you.” She giggled.

Jebrael chuckled, “I think… She got the sass from me, she just talks as much as you, My Love.”

Ufairah playfully nudged him, “Oh, come on! Though, now that you’ve said that. I think you’re right.” After a pause and a breath, “She takes after you a lot, you know… You raised her well.”

“It was hard.” Jebrael let out a huff-like chuckle, “It was so hard.”

“I know… It’s never easy. But you did great.” She lifted her arm from the rock, using it to grab onto Jebrael’s bicep, “I know she’ll do just fine without us.”

The water seemed to ripple on its own now, painting an image of the desert just outside Aaru Village.



Jeht pushed all of her weight down on the handle of the ax. Ugh, it was so heavy! How could her father have carried this thing everywhere?! After a few good pushes, she pushed her weight against it. Oh yeah, that wasn’t going anywhere.

“Bee-eep?” Benben rotated in the air next to her and she gave a sigh.

“I’m just… I guess I just need to solidify it. That things are changing. This is gonna be a monument to that.” She put her hands on her hips before crouching down. She dusted the sand off of the small box and opened it. Inside sat the research notes of her mother, well-worn with age, but taken care of.

Her father had never let her look in the box before, and so this… It was going to be her first and her last time seeing these notes. She picked up one of the journals, gently flipping through it. Her mother’s handwriting… It was so neat and practiced. To be expected of a scholar, she supposed.

But something caught her eye. When she’d removed the journal from the box, things seemed to shift. She furrowed her eyebrows and set the journal down, rummaging through the box until, under a stack of parchments, she found…

A plush fox. 

She pulled it out. The craftsmanship was decent, but there were a few obvious loose threads. It seemed to be well-worn, and something in the back of her mind felt familiar.

She turned the fox around in her hands, until she lifted one of its back paws. On the pad of the foot were words embroidered in a deep indigo, ‘For Jeht.’ 

Her eyes widened and she hugged the plush to her chest, shaking her head. He had kept this from her..? No… That didn’t seem right. Maybe… He had been making sure they didn’t lose it.

She sniffled and held the plush out at arm’s length. It felt ridiculous, that she, a grown woman, would be brought to tears by a simple plush fox, but… She whispered to it, “I’ll never lose you. You and Benben. We’re gonna go on an adventure.” She gently closed the box and fastened the plush fox to her belt where one of her blades would usually stay holstered.

But… She vowed that she’d give those blades up. They were the blades of mercenaries bound to the desert. But she was no longer bound by the golden sands, so they laid on the ground next to the odd assortment of memories.

Benben chirped next to her and she wiped away her tears. She shook her head once more for good measure before tucking the box of notes into the small hole she had dug, covering it with the soft, loose desert soil. She propped her two blades against the handle of her father’s ax.

Once it was finished, she couldn’t help but fall to her knees in front of the small monument she’d created. 

She clasped her hands together in her lap, hanging her head. Another round of tears threatened to bubble up, so she pushed them back with shaky words, “Mother… I never knew you. But I know you were a good, kind, gentle woman. You didn’t deserve what happened to you… And I hope… That I’ll one day meet you in another life.”

She turned her head up to the sky, the morning sun battering down against her cheeks, “And father…” The tears spilled down her cheeks, dripping into the soil, “You taught me so much, even in the few words you ever spoke… You were strict yet… Gentle. I will never forget the lessons you taught me. I’ll carry your memory with me… Away from these… These archons-forsaken sands.”

She clenched her hands tighter together, only for something sharp and cold to dig into her skin. She gasped and threw her hands apart nearly immediately, only for something to fall into her lap. She looked down, blinking away the tears that blurred her view.

There, in her lap, shining softly in the sun, was a vision, cold as ice, yet radiating something that felt warm in her heart. She picked it up as Benben drifted closer, holding it in her hands gingerly, as if it would shatter. “Why me..?” Why had the gods recognized her?

But deep down, she knew.

She knew when she finally walked away from that grave; when she crossed the wall of Samiel; and when she, together with Benben, began her new life traversing the lands of Teyvat that she never could have dreamed of… That the gods had given her a second chance.



Jebrael could hear Ufairah sniffling quietly beside him, and he turned to her, despite the lump in his own throat. She spoke quietly, almost brokenly, “I’m so… So proud of her… And she’ll never know… I never got to say it to her…”

Jebrael shook his head, shifting so their bodies faced one another. He cupped her cheek in one hand, wiping away her tears, “She knows in her heart, Ufairah…”

“Oh, Jebrael…”

They connected one last time in a kiss as the oasis seemed to swirl in golden light around them. It was warm, inviting, comforting, even as their bodies and minds felt numb. 

It was relaxing, to succumb.

To succumb to that Golden Slumber.

For good.

Forever.


Notes for the Chapter:Why did Jeht get a cryo vision, you may ask? Because cryo users are often people who have been given a second chance by way of contradictions. Rosaria is a sinner with the church, Qiqi is dead but living, and Kaeya is a Khaenri’ahn loyal to Mond. Jeht, now, is a child of the desert who feels at home anywhere else.

Hope you enjoyed!





