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One of the main inspirations for this fic is Nostos, by heartslogos. The setting in particular: rampant corruption, exhaustion, unfair edicts. This is not a political thriller like that excellent fic is, but the background of ‘Sumeru on the brink’ is similar. I don’t start with the characters noticing the underlying issues, but directly acting, so I feel this clarification is necessary.

If you’ve seen the tags, one additional warning: this is a revolution, and Cyno is the General Mahamatra. If you’re a huge fan of Cyno, you may want to turn away, because he isn’t exactly going to be shown in a positive light here.

The story portrayed in this is fictitious. No identification with real-life events should be inferred.





The fires in the Akademiya burn high into the night.

He is nothing, a shadow upon light in the heart of Sumeru City. He is the faceless dark who sprays red onto the crest of the Grand Sage and begs to be left behind. He is a dendritic parasite, clawing and clawing, digging his feet in.

No, says a petite girl with honeyed eyes. He does not recognise her. He does not recognise anyone in the black bloc that fills the auditorium of the Grand Sage. No man left behind. We act as one.

He is the rage that fills the room, an identity unmasked, fearless. He stands atop the Grand Sage’s bench and tears off the mask, the only shield against his identity.

“Please stay,” He begs. Kaveh, Light of the Kshahrewar, begs. “They cannot fight us all. We are the will of the people.”

Some stare at him in fascination. In revulsion, in horror. He is unshielded and all will know his deeds tonight.

Tonight, nowhere in Sumeru City is safe for you, a man with the Desert King’s eyes will say. He will house him and feed him until the Matra arrive. 

“No,” the petite girl says again. She is half his size but carries a conviction that goes beyond words. “We live, Master Kaveh. We flow like water. Retreat and live another day. Stay here, and be the feed in the lion’s maw.”

In the glimpse of madness he sees a twinkling blue gem on her shoulder. Her eyes are honey ringed with aqua.

They drag him, kicking and screaming, from the chambers. Fingernails crusted with blood. 

He is told that the Matra storm the place mere minutes after.

He does not care.

He wishes he was there when they did.










It is not raining, but umbrellas sprout like flowers once did under the Greater Lord’s feet.

It is still early. The children of the sands have not yet caught whispers of the violence, but the entirety of Sumeru knows to remove their Akashas now, a whisper of a word by the elusive Sangemah Bay catching fire in a climate of kindling: fear. The Bimarstan nurses whisper to each other. The nurses distribute what few things they have: concentrated saline solution, clingfilm. Painkillers. Protective equipment, for the warriors at the front lines of this— this—

Whatever this is. It straddles the lines of protest, riot, and revolution.

The chaatwallah don’t make a single Mora these days. That’s ok, too: the masked ones take care of them, evacuate when the Matra fire rounds of stinging gas imported from Fontaine, dab their eyes with water, evacuate the grandchildren as battle lines advance. 

The aunties and uncles make free chaat for the masked ones. Even though they are young people who do not flinch against the sporadic violence of the Grand Sage’s men, somehow the insistent hands of the gray-haired are impossible to refuse.

There is uneaten chaat in the petite girl’s backpack. She hefts her greatsword and slices a canister of the stinging gas out of the air with the precision only a djinni can lend, water entrapping the gas before it can waft into the open windows of the citizens nearby.

Somebody claps. The girl does not care. Her amber eyes are warm with melting honey, behind goggles and a gas mask. Luckily, she is a merchant of wonders, friends with a hyperdimensional being of many wonders. Alice did not even ask.

“Little girl!” comes the call. The lines have temporarily halted and she turns her eyes warily on the voice. A pink-haired woman, carrying a well-loved camera. “I’ve been sent to cover this movement. Could you give us a reason why you continue to fight?”

Dori looks around. They are all tired. She is not a leader, merely a cog in a free-flowing mass. A particle in a sea, the formless shape of water.

“For a free Sumeru,” she says. For my sister, she does not say. “For a Sumeru where people need not live in fear.” 

The lines advance. A Matra trains his gaze on the reporter. Dori blocks the canister of stinging gas—

watches as the bullet cracks the reporter’s goggles. Embeds itself in her eye. The spurt of blood, and the failing of journalistic integrity as Cryo bursts from the lens of her fallen camera.

“An eye for an eye,” she will cradle the reporter’s body and say. In the nights that follow, the uncles and aunties do not smile— they salute them with a hand over one eye.










The Bazaar is bustling for all the wrong reasons.

A dancer slips through the cracks with the grace of water, lilies bursting from her fingers as she tries to combat the gas suffusing the enclosed space.

Kettling. A term she had not known until a man with piercing eyes told her to evacuate the Bazaar now.

That warning had bought the people here about thirty seconds of time before the Matra arrived. Never mind that the people in the Bazaar were regular citizens, wallah and actors and tourists all in one, barely a speck of black to be seen. 

(Grand Sage Azar began decreeing black clothes to be illegal. Nilou donned her grandmother’s funeral dress, a black as smooth and deep as the midnight sky, and danced to that, too.)

She doesn’t see the man anymore. He had been out of breath, when he arrived, wearing the insignia of a high-ranking Akademiya official that could only spell disaster for his job after this.

The screaming is almost unbearable. The entrances are simply not large enough, and Matra wait at both ends to catch the escapees. Last she heard, the most talented doctor in all of Sumeru had knelt down in front of the Matra and begged to be allowed in to treat the wounded, only for him to be placed under arrest as well.

Rats, flushed out of a cave. 

But even water cannot escape a box. So, with nothing left to offer, she cowers in front of a young couple, offering her body as a shield.

Time passes, innumerable. She opens her eyes only once, to watch Matra in plain clothes chase a pink-haired, camera-wielding woman.

“My viewers—”

Time passes, innumerable.

“This is the Steambird Live News Report, and we are witnessing an attack—”

Time passes.

“Men in plainclothes, possibly Matra, holding sticks and truncheons are beating up defenseless civilians—”

A crash and a clatter.

Time passes—

“You are safe,” a man’s voice cuts through the haze. He is lifting her gently by the arms. “They are gone.”

Nilou looks up. They are being allowed out. The Grand Sage has finally given them respite.

“We are not safe,” she says.

No, the desert-king’s eyes say. His face is the sharp hollowness of a vulture’s, even underneath the mask that shields him from the stinging gas. He touches a boot-shaped print on her thigh and she recoils.

To whom do you turn when your Matra— peacekeepers, protectors, enforcers of the law— turn on the people?

“You need to go,” he says. “I will handle this.”

“Are you afraid?”


The man tilts his head. His golden headphones catch the light. The pink-haired woman is gone and Nilou does not know if she is alive.

“No. There is nothing left to lose.”

Our lives, she does not say. But they may very well be forfeit if Grand Sage Azar proceeds with his plans: the samsara and a new god.










“You cannot stay,” the faceless man says. Today, he is no Scribe, but just another soldier. “Go to Fontaine. Find your family. Lay low.”

“I must stay,” the Light of the Kshahrewar, unofficial face of the revolution, says. “I am capitulating. Fleeing. What use is it? I will never be allowed back.”

That is true. If Kaveh leaves now, it is possible that if the rest of them fail, he will never be allowed to return.

“At least you will be free,” he says. “Even if they hunt you to the ends of Teyvat. You have given a face to the faceless masses. They are searching for you.”

“Extradition,” Kaveh says softly.

“Yes,” Alhaitham replies, unrepentant. Fontaine is known for that. “But that nation lies on a bedrock of justice Sumeru lacks. Fight beyond our borders. Make every nation see what Sumeru’s future looks like under Azar.”

It is not capitulation. Be water; literally, travel to the Nation of Water and Justice.

“Your fight is done here,” he says. Final. His fight will be done, too, in a way none of them will ever predict.










The other self bursts from its cage and rages.

Ice rains from the gem at her belt, dainty footsteps lost in the hailstorm. As stinging gas rains from a thousand bullets, icy stars reach out to catch them in their embrace. Shields that once allowed her to sleep through a revolution seal the gas in tiny pellets. Men, women, grandpas, aunties, all gather by her side and pick up the marble-sized objects, hurling them back at the Matra with the force of thunder. 

Even children join the fight, short but just as fierce, playing a game of tileh bazi with them.

They ask her name. She does not say. She is hailed as a hero because her marbles allow the encircled Rtawahist Darshan to escape. 

They are not Kshahrewar, catapults and crossbows made from any parts, nor Spantamad, elements burning at their fingertips; Amurta, sleeping gas and poisons of dubious ethicality deployed to the front lines. The Rtawahist are theoretical scholars, and thus, the encirclement of the Akademiya hurts them the most.

A petite, amber-eyed girl glances up at her. Water flows from her fingertips, and together, they freeze the Matra until almost everyone is out.

I’m sorry, she mouths at Dori as the Matra arrest her. The click of the handcuffs is terribly final. Keep fighting. Never give up.

But the girl shakes her head.

Nobody left behind, the girl mouths back, and Layla escapes atop a djinni and behind a blast of water.










“You are free,” Grand Sage Azar proclaims. The pink-haired reporter has an eyepatch now, and sits in the front row. “The children of Sumeru have always been blessed with the fruits of wisdom, but irrationality only needs to take root once. We will excise Sumeru of these agitators and return peace to this land.”


Compared to other nations, Sumeru is already free. We are not a godless nation ruled by drunkenness, a mercantile one seized by greed, an isolated one with a god slaughtering her people. O why do you complain, people of Sumeru?


A chorus of shouts. Later, the Matra will identify by Kamera which ones were shouting which words, and they will disappear from their offices one by one.

The Steambird Reporter does not flee until they come for her. She is lucky, because though she wields no martial power, her burst of power encases the entire house and her assailants in ice. That is enough time to run with nothing but her documents and Kamera— back to Fontaine, where the Light of the Kshahrewar now resides, seeking an audience with Justice.










The children of the sands arrive, and against all odds, the children of the forest manage to work with them.

The system has been too corrupt for too long. They are all victims, but the Akademiya had the forest eat the desert. To pit them against each other, inequality a substitute for control.

The Flame-Mane lifts her greatsword, and a hundred bottles of fire fall into the ranks of the Matra.

The civilian population are generally not blessed with Visions. Their ambitions, however, still blaze brightly— and the Flame-Mane will be that light in the dark, the flame that needs lightning.

Because there is only one thing she needs to say to the man who has razed his nation to the ground: if we burn, you burn with us.










The next day, the international office of the Steambird in Sumeru shuts down. Overnight, a hundred and fifty people lose their livelihoods. Forest or desert, Sumerian or otherwise, many scatter to their homelands, or are arrested spuriously.


It already happened in Inazuma. Why are you surprised? What are you complaining about?


A young revolutionary with a djinni by her side will smile with bitterness and say: freedom of the press is a magnification of the freedom to speak. And the freedom of speech is a magnification of freedom of thought—










She is just trying to keep her people safe. To improve their lot, even.

Setaria makes a tearful announcement over the Akasha.

“Let’s set aside differences and spend one minute looking at our city and our home. Can you bear to push it into an abyss where everything will perish?”

But she is hated, hated, hated. The Akasha awakens and the connection that had always been one-way— god to supplicant, Sages to citizens, the enlightened to the fools— surges.

She manages to rip the Akasha out of her ear before the people of Sumeru blind her with their sheer hatred.

They call it crocodile tears. Sobek, she who loves robbery, the tears of a supplicant to a heartless dictator. She is reviled but the Grand Sage denies her resignation. A convenient scapegoat for his troubles.

The Flame-Mane does not even look at her as she gathers balls of fire at her fingertips.

“You are no child of the desert,” Rahman says beside her. “You have betrayed us.”

Yes. She has.










An Inazuman with eyes as red as blood steps foot into Sumeru and deflects a bullet with his blade.

“I do not wish to be involved,” he says, but his eyes betray him. “But I cannot stand by and watch, either.”

He is experienced. Too experienced, maybe. He does not teach them to kill, because even in the depths of turmoil there is an inherent revulsion to painting the streets of Sumeru red. But there are tactics: how to escape bindings, how to prevent encirclement. His eagle-eyes designate him supreme watcher and he is stationed high atop the Divine Tree, watching as the Matra shift formation, split off to surround them.

The wind is a messenger. A 100-year-old Haravatat scholar affixes his haori with Deshret technology and tells him that he need only use a sliver of his Vision’s power to activate it, and he will be able to speak to her.

In turn, she distributes tens of these to all Anemo Vision-bearers of Sumeru, and whenever the Matra move, their network coordinates the effort to escape their trap.

They come for him, too. But luckily, he is also experienced with braving the lightning’s glow.










He is a doctor and she is a mere practitioner. For what can poultices do against bullets?

He brings his bow, just in case. But no arrows pierce the necks of his prey. Life over death— he kneels by a fallen student and carries him to safety, the strength of the Valuka Shuna finally finding use.

The man’s eyes clear as he dabs them with water. The dancer with rose-red hair kneels beside him and silently offers to take over, pure Hydro spilling from her fingertips.

Be water, it is always said. 

“You must be tired,” he says to the girl. There are feet-shaped bruises on her cheek and her face is sallow with exhaustion. “Please, rest. You will be safe with us.”

“You have already been arrested once,” the girl says instead. None of them are safe.

“I would not be a medic if I did not save lives,” Tighnari retorts. “They are arresting the Bimarstan staff, too.” They went on strike to protest and Azar’s newest edict was, unsurprisingly, a total ban on strikes. 

The Akademiya and its students still strike. The last classes shut down; even those who could not stomach violence come out and hold hands with the provocateurs, a chain that wraps around the entire Divine Tree. The vendors and merchants and students, professors and teachers and salarymen, dock workers and traders— they line the streets of Sumeru from top to bottom. 

There is a white-haired man with crimson eyes among them, but the unease of his presence does not prevent the uncles and aunties from holding his hand. He does not do or say anything.

That man grips Nilou’s hand tighter, once, then releases her. With that, she begins the Dance of Sabzeruz atop the Sanctuary of Surasthana, everyone’s ambitions cascading to a peak that does not subside, a wave that will not break. The Matra cannot shoot; even with the violence of recent days, who will willingly put a bullet through the stern face of Uncle Anpu? 

Happy birthday, Nahida. 










At night, a wisp of divinity visits the children in their dreams.

She learns that the last classes was disbanded because of this:

The violent brawl of a Matra and an Amurta student spills crimson across the floor of the Akademiya. The Matra, a burly half-Fontainois man with a rifle strapped to his wrist, fights to prevent that student from seizing it.

A green-haired girl watches and watches. She, too, is a medic. But there are limits: do no harm, to her, becomes do not allow others to come to harm.

(Her master no longer breathes so easily these days. None of them do. The stinging gas is a rite of initiation: everyone in Sumeru City has breathed it at least once. And although he says otherwise, her studies tell her the truth: that this will kill him. A slow, agonising death.)

That Dendro Vision, a new sprout of rebirth, rings with steel as she approaches the Matra. A calm, steady walk from a diagonal, trying to face her fear, to save others, just as she was once saved.

He spots her. Panics. One hand still brawling, around the student’s throat, and the other drawing his rifle.

That shot rings out to every person in Teyvat. 

Focalors tries Azar in absentia. Liyue withdraws its diplomats, cuts trade, and places sanctions. Inazuma, a nation recently freed from such tyranny, sends only its sympathy; and medicine, courtesy of Watatsumi Island. Natlan issues a statement of utter condemnation, while Mondstadt and Snezhnaya remain silent.

(The Fatui slip into their ranks. They were already there, in truth, but in chaos it is difficult to tell who is friend or foe.)

The wisp of Dreams views all of this in the fractured minds of the children of Sumeru, fragments from so many. Even the tiny ones not yet bathed by the cup of fourty keys felt their parents’ anger, helplessness, frustration— a cascade, hatred rippling across the minds of children. Many of them have barely seen the world outside the Akademiya; many of them are not even of age for sudreh-pooshi, yet they break their bodies upon the cobbles and pray to a god who cannot help them.

The people of Sumeru do not dream, but the children and young cling to that singular wish with unifying ferocity. 

The God of Verdure and Mistress of Dreams does not remove her citizens’ nightmares because they are reality, not dreams. But she can brush up against that pain and soothe it, allow her children to rest easy at night; to inhabit the bodies of birds and squirrels and watch for danger, to nudge them into the waking world at a moment’s notice to flee their pursuers.

She is still nothing compared to the Greater Lord, but that nothing has saved hundreds of citizens from the claws of the Grand Sage, and that must count for something—

—right?

Right?










A man with his face plastered across the wanted posters of Sumeru speaks to a journalist with only one eye.

“What else can we do from out here?” He says. Helpless. There is family in the stainless nation of Hydro, but there is family, too, stuck in the maws of Sumeru. 

“We tell the truth,” the reporter says. She is insatiable, curious, but above it all, angry— verity scorned. “Master Kaveh, as long as the truth remains free, the revolution will never die.”










There is a bard that was once a spirit that was once a revolutionary, and now the cusp of revolution draws him like a moth to flame.

“And who might you be?” A multi-talented mechanic with turquoise eyes asked. “Some kind of depraved spectator?”

“No,” the bard in the skin of a human answers honestly. He witnessed her a hundred years ago, felt her ambition shatter the bounds of the firmament, compelled by duty to bestow but a shard of his mastery over wind to her. “I am waiting to see if the seeds of freedom take hold.”

He is a foreign provocateur. An inciting force. The agent who manipulated the people of Sumeru into unrest, according to Grand Sage Azar.


And what would you know of divinity, Grand Sage?


He does not interfere, contrary to the automated publications under Azar’s thumb. The only thing that green-cloaked bard does is sing:


May people reign, proud and free, now and evermore:



May freedom reign, for Sumeru.











“I am sorry about your eye,” the white-haired hermit says with utmost sincerity. He does not have his staff or spirit, this far out into the desert. “There is nothing I can do now.”

Yes, she thinks. He has done so much harm, helming the Matra, obeying the edicts of Grand Sage Azar.

“I used to know you, General Mahamatra,” Master Kaveh says beside her. “Why did you stand by him for so long?”

He looks away. His face is filled with shame.

“I was obeying orders,” he says simply. Weren’t they all? “It may be too late to take it back now. I cannot reverse what I have done.”

That is true, too.










He meets the bard on the streets. He is not a man of direct action, but desperate times call for desperate measures— so he dons black attire and gets ready to tackle the mob of Matra in what amounts to urban warfare.

He left his Vision at home, though. Vision-bearers in Sumeru only number in a few hundreds, Dendro even less so. If he’s caught using it the Matra will immediately identify him— even with the General Mahamatra’s absence, Azar had simply appointed another to take his place and perpetuate the cycle.

“Allogene of Verdure,” the bard calls. He doesn’t even have his kukri with him, so Alhaitham has no defense against this… entity masquerading as a bard who knows what he is. “Would you allow a humble word with a bard?”

“You are not a bard,” he answers bluntly. He adjusts his mask to better filter out the stinging gas that is now seeping from a street over. “I do not care if you are friend or foe, but you are clearly some divinity. This is Sumeru’s fight, not yours.”

The bard sobers. “Yes, it is not my fight,” he agrees easily. “But every breath spoken in every land flows back to me. I cannot answer your call, but I still hear you.”

I hear you.

Something all of them have been wishing for, these days. Even the most ironhearted Alhaitham feels the waver a little— that desperation that runs to the core of Sumeru (and ultimately, its Archon)— a desperation to be believed, known, heard.

“Thank you,” he says in lieu of many other sentiments. “There is, however, a way for you to answer our call while not interfering in this fight.”











We pledge no more tears on our land



In wrath, doubts dispelled we’ll make our stand;



Arise! Ye who would not be slaves again,



May true wisdom bless our land.











She wakes up cold and afraid.

“Master Tighnari—”

“—is safe. Don’t worry, he is still helping out, but we’ve received no word of his death.”

Collei soaks up that barely-there reassurance with an endurance no child her age should have. Everything hurts. She isn’t in the Bimarstan, nor Gandharva Ville— no, both environments differ too much. So then—?

“I’m so glad you’re awake,” a nebulous voice says. It’s vaguely feminine, rippling like smooth waters, an oasis in a singed land. “Welcome to Aaru Village, young Collei.”










She sits on her djinni and frowns at the map.

“This isn’t right,” she finally concludes, water following her finger as she points. “They shouldn’t have access to these tunnels. We sealed them off there and placed caltrops. Surely Master Kaveh’s sensors would have gone off if they breached it?”

This has turned into a war of attrition. The Matra do not fall because the movement does not take life. A stupid, naive ideal, if she were asked, but the line where organised resistance turns into raw, utter violence is a thin one indeed. 

It would not help their perception both in and outside of Sumeru, but more importantly, it would also be a dangerous pretext for further crackdowns. Azar has already imposed curfew, but it is impossible to arrest by the thousands, though he tries. So far, the Matra do not shoot live bullets or wield their shamshir with intent to kill— yet. 

(Young Collei’s injury had been treated, and begrudgingly they knew it wasn’t intent to kill, but a panicked reaction. No Matra should be so untrained as to shoot in panic, but at least it was panic.)

The Flame-Mane growls beside her, living up to her name. “We can’t check, either. Not without walking into a potential trap.”

Then, a billowing message.

“Incoming from the north, eight ranks and two of the elite Mahmatra squads, one Hydro and one Electro Vision among them! Disperse! Scatter! We’ll buy you time!”

The man with crimson eyes rides the wind across rooftops to deliver this message— plagued with the perpetual fear of being late, it seems..

The crowd does not follow Dori or Dehya’s command, exactly. But they exchange glances that say all, then disperse like the water itself: slipping through the crevices and cracks of Sumeru City.

Funny. As the Mahamatra squad sweep the streets with swords drawn, looking for protestors that must surely have just been here moments ago, she turns to the auntie who pulled her aside into her little home.

“Thank you for all your brave work, Dori jan,” the old woman tuts. “I have haldi doodh on the stove. Come, have some, stay with us.”

The reason the Mahamatra cannot find them: water flows into every crevice. Dispersal is useless if there is nowhere to go; but with so much of Sumeru on the brink, support is widespread. They— the ‘braves’, warriors who engage in skirmishes with the Matra— have been rescued by perhaps hundreds of kind citizens over the span of six months, invited into homes for meals or for restocks and resupplies. These kind people may not agree with the fires burning at the Matra’s feet, but they do not stop them, either.

“You’re too kind,” Dori says. “What will happen to you if they find out I’m here?”

“Jan, they can’t arrest all of us,” the woman stirs the turmeric milk idly as she speaks. “I may be an old widow now, but you are just as much family as my own sons and daughters. I am so proud of what you are doing against those Sages. Al’ama! They are ruining this country.”

(One day, just maybe, it will fill the hole her sister left.)

The man with eyes of blood joins them. And although the old woman cannot understand him, Dori does a pretty good job translating, and she offers the young unwitting revolutionary some milk and biscuits, too, because you need to put some meat on those skinny bones, agha.

“Movafagh bashed,” the old woman wishes them after three cups of turmeric milk— you need to keep up your strength in the battles of winter ahead, jan— and shoving Kazuha a necklace that used to belong to her son, and Dori pair of gloves. “You take care now.”

She carries those wishes with her. She prays that Azar will not get rid of warrants next.










“When the law is unjust, how do you fight it?” The hermit sighs. Kaveh thinks he looks too sorry for himself— as if he was the victim, not the people of Sumeru. “There is no recourse.”

“Yes.” The reporter touches her eyepatch where injustice tore it apart. Against all odds, she has returned to the land so hostile to her. “There is no recourse. The people of Sumeru may never forgive you, as is their right.”

Kaveh interjects. “But where do your values fall now? Do you not possess the ability to adapt, change, grow, as befitting a child of Sumeru? Will you watch your nation tear itself apart and do nothing?”

Do nothing, as Kaveh has been forced to do. He is the most wanted man in Sumeru, ever since he stood up in the Grand Sage’s office and pleaded for the people to follow.

“I understand that people can change,” the hermit says slowly. “But I… I came here precisely because I could not decide. Azar is unjust, without doubt. But I must obey the institution, because only from within can a tree sprout new, productive fruit. It cannot be forced.”

“Wrong,” Kaveh insists so hard that both the reporter and the hermit jump. “No poisonous tree bears kind fruit. Despite all you believe, we are not trying to burn down the Akademiya and begin again. Sometimes, poison can only be excised by force.”










“What are you doing?!”

But the astrologist and the mechanic do not stop the man, either. He approaches the truncheons and shamshirs fearlessly, kneeling in front of the Matra.

“Saheb, please,” the man begs. “Stop this violence. Stop beating our children.”

The Matra are silent. Somehow, during the course of this, they have donned masks and disguised themselves as a singular, faceless enemy.

The man sobs as he continues. “My son came home today with burns all over his body. He has been stopping the stinging gas that you start just so the neighbourhood won’t have to go to sleep with burning in their lungs. Please, saheb, stop this madness.”

Faruzan shakes her head. They have all been gassed, now— no one has escaped it. In the next few years, no matter the outcome, the new generation of Sumerians are going to have lung damage.

“Oftentimes you fire when nobody is there! Why, except to satisfy your Grand Sage who wants us all subservient?! Saheb, are you a child of Sumeru or not?”

The rank and file are silent.

Then, without warning, the Matra in front kicks the man onto his back, his truncheon lashing out for a blow.










In the midst of it all, a star of gold steps into a land of strife and witnesses all.










“Buer,” the bard greets.

“Barbatos,” Buer greets in kind. She presses her hands against the bubble, testing its strength. “Interesting. I didn’t know you were a God of Dreams.”

“I am not,” Barbatos grins. “But I have responded to your people’s calls for freedom, for revolution. You can hear it too, can’t you?”

Yes, she can. Every blade of grass, every small child and dreamer left in the city whispers her name in prayer every night: a prayer for the brave to succeed and overthrow Azar.

“Yes, I thought as much,” Barbatos continues as he expands the dreamscape, crafting a gorgeous cliff and the glittering sea. “You may be trapped, but you are not powerless.”

“And your heart is forever free,” Buer stabs with her words. Her wisdom has few other outlets. “How do you do it, Barbatos? If you live in a cage, what does it mean for your heart to be free?”

Barbatos hums, strumming his lyre. His dreams brush close to the surface: a boy impaled by a lord’s spear and a maiden firing an arrow that ended tyranny. 

“Your heart is already free, Buer.” Barbatos looks up, as if some divine timer awaits. “You may not realise it yet, but your prayers have reached me also. I am not a scholar of Sumeru, but I do know this: your desire to live, change, adapt, grow— that is freedom from within a cage.”

“Knowledge as power,” Buer concludes.

“Yes, but more than that. A god draws power from faith— that, and our Hearts,” Barbatos smiles wryly. His fingers dance over the hollow in his chest, an empty place Buer can keenly feel. “Faith is not a one-way endeavour. I do not blame you, Buer, but the first thing they took from you must have been your own faith in your power.”

Believe in yourself, Barbatos is saying. It is absurd, bordering on hysterical. If only she had believed? Buer does not scorn the elder god out of respect.

“Yet now I can sense your faith returning,” Barbatos says. He turns the dreamscape into a mirage of past battles, each Allogene and citizen of Sumeru shining brightly, innovation blazing new paths for them to resist. “Your people’s faith in each other, and you. But you have been helping too, have you not? It may seem insignificant, but in the realm of strategy and subterfuge, you shine. Each action is a flap of a butterfly’s wings, a typhoon waiting to be unleashed.”

Yes.

Yes. She may not be a god yet. She is not the Greater Lord, she does not claim to have the wisdom required of her.

But yes. She is wise. Just like her people, each and every black-clothed member fighting with ingenuity and blood for a future they believe in. Alone, they are nothing. But drops of water can gather into a raging torrent that will wash away all that is wrong with the world.

For now, she, too, is a drop of dew. But she is a dewdrop with a web that reaches across Sumeru, with a power to connect the world.

“You’ve found your answer,” Barbatos says. His smile is proud in a way nobody has ever been to her. “I hope the next time we meet, we meet under the light of the trees.”











Break now the dawn, liberate Sumeru



In common breath: revolution for all men



May wisdom reign, proud and free, now and evermore


Glory be to thee, ▉▉▉▉.










The fighters do not wear Akasha anymore, having long sinced abandoned the tracking earpieces.

Yet, in their dreams a girl appears. Barefoot, clad in divinity, she touches their minds with the gentility of a dove.

“I am sorry I have left you to suffer for so long,” she says. She allows the explanation to bubble to the surface, allowing her people to suck the marrow of truth from the bone.

“You are a gentle god,” says the Blazing Lionness. “I expect that is why they imprisoned you.”

“They did not care for things that were not immediately perfect,” says the guardian of the sands. “That is very typical of them. But that means you have suffered just as the children of the sands did all these years.”

“Want of power is a vice, and they seized their chance,” says Haravatat scholar with an old soul. “Trust me, I know the feeling of helplessness. There was nothing you could have done.”

She meant to bring them wisdom and comfort, but in turn, she allows the amorphous arms of a hundred strangers— citizens, people, but never supplicants— to cup the green butterfly in the realm of dreams.

“We will save you next,” they promise, with cracked lips and weezing breaths, burned and bruised. “We cannot allow our god to be oppressed as we are.”

“No,” she says, still as small as a butterfly. “You have already suffered because of my lack, people of Sumeru. Your movement has changed the tides of fate. I will not rest until we are all free under the light of the trees.”

She does not believe yet that she can. But she must, therefore she will. 










“Rest, agha,” asks the Flame-Mane. “You are no warrior, but a scholar. You need not risk your life out there day after day.”

Alhaitham stares at her face, uncomprehending. He doesn’t respond for so long that the woman taps the edge of his headphones questioningly. 

“I cannot rest.” But that is a mere drop in the bucket of things he wants to say. Those first nights, sleepless as the fighting raged around his house. Witnessing young adults, children— flee the stinging gas, makeshift weapons of bricks and wood.

Seeing Kaveh off, watching the anguish of the passionate caged in politics. How if he were here, he would be recklessly throwing his body onto the streets.

He is not a reckless man, but he is not without emotion, either. He has always believed: make choices you can live with.

This, too, is a choice he wants to live with. Even as it tears his body apart from inside out, and he earns bruises and burns for his trouble.

See, he is also smart: no matter how this ends, can he live with himself if he is said to have done nothing during this period of strife? If he allows the Grand Sage and his machinations to run rampant all over Sumeru without any resistance? He has already been fired from his job for resisting internally. Now, all he can do is resist from the outside.

Kaveh need not chide him on this point. 

Dehya’s eyes carry a deep sorrow, because she knows exactly what he’s thinking and agrees. Not a single one of them can step back. Not anymore.

“Take care, agha. Come back alive. Be water.”










He is not forgiven, but he is changed.

The former General Mahamatra knows how to enter the Sanctuary of Surasthana, knows all of the ever-shifting codes and guard rotations. He allows the Light of the Kshahrewar to follow. He is unable to dissuade the Fontainian reporter.

He kneels in front of the cage.

“Oh Lesser Lord Kusanali, Blessed One of Wisdom, Mahakusaladhamma Buer,” he prays to the tune of a Cryo-infused Kamera clicking away. “Please awaken from your Sanctuary. Your imprisonment has been truly unjust, and I cannot reverse those centuries. Please allow a fraction of your wisdom to spread to the people of Sumeru, fighting the roots of evil in their home.”

Cyno is not a religious man, but when the Lesser Lord steps out from her cage, just as young and childlike as the day she was born, he almost cries.

“Thank you, Cyno.” Her first words, too, touch his heart. “I, too, have watched you struggle with your justice.”

She explains: the siphoning of power and alteration of data only points to one conclusion. 

And then a star in the guise of a traveler in the guise of a mortal steps into the sanctuary, leaving chaos in their wake.

An audience with the Grand Sage and a rage that had been gathering in the Scribe’s bones for months, and a dance to summon a false edict. Imprisonment, then the mercenaries’ reversal of the very kettling that had radicalised so many in those early days— but they do not shoot stinging gas in the Bazaar, this time.

“They are ready to seize this nation,” the star says. They grin. “And in their stead, I am ready, too.”










“You are no god,” the Shouki no Kami stares down at the fools: Buer and Seraph, God and her servant. False gods, weak and enslaved to the people’s will.

“Wrong,” Nahida says. Her hands lift and the Shrine of Maya engulfs the arena. “I am a god precisely because it is by the people’s will. You were to be forced upon them— no true god is chosen like that.”

The Shouki no Kami lifts its arms for the 168th time. Scaramouche speaks, too, for the hundred sixty-eighth time.

“The only true god is based in power,” he sneers, the Gnosis thrumming. “And I am about to show you what that means!”

“People of Sumeru, hear my words!” Nahida calls. Casting a beacon into the dark, a give-and-take, a hundred and sixty-eight iterations of gathered experience given freely. “You have been so, so brave this past year. You have fought many battles in the name of freedom. I hold every one of you in the highest esteem for the hardships you have endured. No one should have to suffer such torment, but you have all gone above and beyond for your ideals. I truly could not be more blessed to live in this sea of wisdom.”

“Now, I request one last challenge of you— not as your god, but a servant, if you will, a conduit to everything you have learned this past year. Please lend your wisdom to me one final time: People of Sumeru, how do you defeat tyranny?”










The Shouki no Kami roars, but the people of Sumeru have an answer.



How do you defeat tyranny?



With the force of thousands, says the young revolutionary with blue twinkling at her hip. Maybe in another life she would have become a merchant dealing in greed— but not this one. Unite the wisdom of the people into one. Channel their strengths together, flow like water.

With flame and fire, says the Blazing Lionness. You find a flashpoint of anger and push until it cracks, and you peel out each bloody piece until you know exactly why you must fight.

With logic and resistance, says the man with the Desert King’s eyes. You do not capitulate. You do not fail. You may fall, but you get back up again. You must survive, therefore you can, therefore you do. There is nothing else.

With the knowledge that you are doing the right thing, says the dancer with rose-red hair. Let your convictions never die. Dance for yourself and your truth.

With the belief in every side of you, says the two girls who inhabit the same body. You, too, are worth something even if you feel as though there is nothing left to give.

The Traveler takes a step.

With the care you give to the world, says a child clutching Cuilein-Anbar in a faraway hospital. The desire to do good, be good. To help. The knowledge that you can change something, no matter how small.

With mechanics, says their eternal senior. Innovate. Create the new from the old. Don’t stop and say ‘that’s good enough’ or ‘this problem will never be solved’; that’s what scholars are for. No problem is impossible for us.

With your belief in the good that exists, says the Valuka Shuna. Humanity creates evils like Azar, but it also creates the beauty of a people united; the inherent capacity for good. Heal that, and you heal the world.

With the ability to change, grow, evolve, adapt, says the Mahamatra-turned-rebel. Sin, then atone. Learn from your mistakes. Anyone can change. Water is only constrained by its container.

With the knowledge that home is something to be fought for, says the guardian of Aaru. Home is not static. It is a community you build with your bare, bleeding hands.

The Traveler looks up. Their hair glows pure gold.

From across the waters, and in foreign hearts:


With the belief that someone will always dare to brave the lighting’s glow.



With the sanctity of truth and the desire to know; to show the world, and lay bare every shadowy corner into the spotlight.



With the knowledge that people are always connected, and that connection is a power that is only waiting to be unleashed.


All hearts unite as one, and wisdom belongs to all. The Traveler grins, looking up:

“Thank you for your wisdom and valor, people of Sumeru,” they pray. 

“Now rest. I will allow your ambitions to come to fruition at last.”











When the beating of your heart



echoes the beating of the drums



There is a life about to start when tomorrow comes.











The Traveler braves the first step, darting forward. The Shouki no Kami is massive, a behemoth that dwarfs them— even if they do not believe in its defeat, they are in a position to act, so they must.

Even if they only manage to stop its rampage across Sumeru temporarily, that will be a reprieve well-earned.

The wisdom expanding their cranium almost manages to stop time itself. They do not obtain so much the knowledge of the people of Sumeru but their intelligence— capability and capacity. It is a shining beacon of thousands that makes the false god’s attacks laughably slow.

“Scaramouche,” they call, voice mocking and sword blazing silver. That anger swells and swells, not just theirs but the anger of the entire nation of Sumeru, a nation scorned and chained and set upon one another, drugged and beaten and gassed. Power comes later— first it is the anger that bolsters a person thrown into an unfair fight. “You failed the instant you allowed the form of a god to dictate your wishes.”

A flash and jump. Gold repels purple, and silver moonlight snakes through its torso and slashes at the hollow heart where the puppet resides.

“What use is a god if it cannot change?” The Traveler grins, the grimace of a thousand Sumerians who stared injustice in the face and won. “If it cannot defend, only destroy everything it touches? You are no god. Just another monster trapped five hundred years, trampling over the wishes of the people.”

The Shouki no Kami has no response. But the Traveler too has braved the lightning’s glow— a sword of light in a sea of darkness.

“You have no faith in the people, and so you subjugate them under your power.”

A step, and the violet glow cracks open the puppet’s face.

“He built you in that image of tyranny. Because the people are subjects to you, a constraint to be worked around, a force to be yoked. You could never trust the heart of the people, no? Just as it once betrayed you.”

The puppet could never understand the power that soars through them now: it is not divinity from beyond the heavens, nor abyssal ambition from beneath the earth. Each citizen of Sumeru carries a dream within them, and the star in the guise of a mortal allows that to run in their veins instead of blood— a sun whose light was the work of uncountable specks of gas, a moon whose reflection was borrowed but real power. Connection, blooming under the fingertips of a god, undaunted by an isolation of five hundred years.

Finally, the boy in the machine roars. 

The Balladeer’s four hands crush the Traveler under their immense weight. They go flying like a puppet themselves, crashing into the floor at speeds no human should survive.

“You cannot defeat me,” the Traveler says, getting up anyway. Spittle and blood stain their teeth, gold rippling through a body— not healing, but endurance. It is not a truth, but a will: a must, therefore a promise. “You cannot crush us all. You were all truly fools, making an enemy of the People of Sumeru. The lifeblood of wisdom demands that they will never betray their ideals..”

A millennia-old star stands with ichor crackling and draws their blade again. For each and every samsara a new depth and breadth of knowledge allows it to overcome, adapt, strategise. Growth for an inert being sundered from the heavens itself, innovation bestowed by the scholars of Sumeru.

Not a single samsara more. The Traveler uses the wisdom of the City of Scholars:

and the Gnosis lies at the puppet’s feet.

Nahida retrieves the glowing object. There is much to do yet, but for now, her people’s struggles are over.

“You failed because the people demanded to know the truth,” the Traveler looks back at the fallen puppet. “Because those who pursue wisdom will pursue it to the very end. They will never rest content so long as that truth is hidden from them, as their lives are torn apart without explanation.”

Because it has always been about the people. This is not the first time they have witnessed a terrible injustice: the history books of Mondstadt and the divine lightning of Inazuma tell the same story they have just finished.

The nobles fell to the ‘peasant’ uprising. The Plane of Euthymia broke under the force of a hundred ambitions.

A god, or a ruler: their mandate must stem from the people. And if not, the people shall fight until it is: because a single mortal mind is insignificant, but a united dream can overcome a god.

The fallen star turns their back. And with that, they join the people in their rest: a land freed.


Notes for the Chapter:
Cultural Notes:

- Cup of fourty keys: called ‘jam e chehel klid’. A small cup made of copper with forty small pieces called ‘besmelah’ (lit. in the name of God) attached to it, hence the name. Used to bathe babies at birth in Iranian tradition, and also before/after the 40th day of life, depending on gender.

- Chaatwallah: Wallah means vendor. Chaat is a type of Indian roadside snack made with fried dough, with many variations, including items such as samosas and panipuri.

- Sudreh-pooshi: also known as Navjote, a Zoroastrian rite of initiation into the faith. This is traditionally performed at age 14/15.

- Tileh bazi: an Iranian children’s marble game.

- Jan: a suffix in Persian, Pashto, and other related languages used to address someone dear to the speaker, and as mark of respect. Most commonly used between close family or friends.

- Haldi doodh: literally turmeric milk, an Indian drink made with the eponymous ingredients and other spices. A warm drink used to bolster the immune system, especially in winter months.

- Agha: Persian honorific loosely cognate to ‘sir’ or ‘mister’, and generally to address a male with respect.

- Saheb: Arabic term loosely used as ‘sir’ to address people in positions of authority.

- Al’ama: Arabic swear word literally meaning ‘blindness’, used the same way English uses ‘damn’.

- Movafagh bashed: ‘good luck’ in Persian.


Author’s Note:I’d be happy to talk about the construction of this fic and the artistic choices I made, but not in public. If you know me, my DMs are open, both on discord and tumblr; my tumblr is emanation-aura.

Another major inspiration for this fic was Hydro!Dori in openending’s Rainbow Permutations. Without spoilers, that Dori does a lot of actions similar to what happens here.

Title taken from the Hunger Games. ‘Yellow Flicker Beat’ - the ending song of Mockingjay Part 1. I’m sure I don’t need to tell you what the second part means.





