
1. Let There be Light




Act One: The Child In The Closet



Scene: Prologue - Let There be Light
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It was all over. They had sent the dogs after her scent, and uncovered her every single flaw. Her inability to control Hydro. Her lack of knowledge on the truth of the Oratrice. Her susceptibility to the Primordial waters. Every last drop, they laid before a jury of the very people she had served for half a millennium. That Chief Justice she worked alongside for centuries. Her personal bodyguard to whom she trusted her life to. That head the Spina de Rosula, who she had felt the most regret towards in the recent days. Those twins, that she had tried to convict not long ago. And even that Traveler, who she tried so hard to get on her good side. Whose reputation preceded them. Who started this terrible chain of events. As Neuvillette stood atop his position as judge, and declared Furina guilty, all she could do was sit back and wallow.

It was almost cathartic, in a way, that it was all over. Five hundred years of an endless charade, and just like that, it was done. The grand curtains that hung forever highly above the show that was her eternal bondage, had finally come down. The spot-light was finally off her. She could bow, wave goodbye to the audience, and be done at last with the duty which caused her boundless agony. Soon enough, all of Fontaine would be consumed by the sea, all will be washed away, including her. She was not to be spared. It was catastrophic, but somewhere deep in Furina, she could almost welcome it. Maybe when she was reduced to nothing but water and memories, maybe then all the pain and hurt she felt would stop.

There was commotion going on in the opera house, but she didn’t even notice it. Nothing meant anything now. It was only a matter of time until the prophecy she had tried so desperately to halt would come to fruition. She tried to stop them. She tried so hard to get them to believe her. But in the end, no one, not a single soul did. She had given everything for them. All that she was. And in the end, they doubted it. Accused her of doing nothing. Nothing! Ha… What was the point in getting angry now? The only person she should be frustrated with is herself. After all, it was supposed to be her burden alone.

There was light coming from the Oratrice. All Furina did was continue to sit at her throne and cry. It was what she was destined to do. She heard a voice. The sound of the Traveler, calling her name. The fool. There was nothing they could do, not even an outlander like them could stop what Celestia had foretold to come. At least they would be spared in all this.

Furina didn’t see The Traveler rushing forth, jumping up to the cubicle that Furina remained in, reaching out for her. The Traveler may have questioned her, maybe doubted her, may have sold her down the river, but still, she didn’t deserve to die. There was something more to her. Something they- something no one saw. The Traveler needed answers.

As the Traveler held his hand out to her, a single teardrop fell from Furina’s face, and onto their palm. In the next instant, the Traveler’s vision was overtaken by a flash of burning white light.

They would get their answers.
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Furina was a normal girl, who wanted to live a normal life. When she was brought forth into this form, she was created in the supple state of a mere sixteen year old teenage human. It was fitting. A perfect time for a person to be alive, when it was time to embrace the open world, explore, discover, and feel. She was curious yet humble. She could satisfy herself with a flower. She was kind yet stout. She would often play with the large animals of the sea, hugging them like close friends. She was afraid yet brave. The world was scary, but that only made her long for it more and more. She had only been there a short while, but she found her having love for the world, love for land, love for the people. It was all so much. She loved it all. Most of all, however, she loved literature.

On this night, she was laying in bed, reading a long novel. It had been about a girl, a young woman, with an impossible task ahead of her. She fell in love with this boy at first sight, and they would meet each other every night by her window, exchanging their affection. However, the two came from different conflicting families, and so their love had to remain hidden. At the end, the young woman was made to believe that her lover was killed in a duel, and in her sadness and helplessness took her own life with poison. Furina found it odd, yet beautifully tragic. The love that would be needed, for someone to sacrifice their own life for another, was something she couldn’t help but fantasize over. As she read the last page of the book, a little tear fell from her eye, almost being overcome by emotion from this allegory.

That is what made her the perfect one.

“Furina… Furina.”

Furina heard a voice, barely a whisper, from her nightstand that had a blow of apples on it. She sat up quickly, and seeing nothing, made her way to where it came from, standing in front of a large mirror.

A girl who looked like her, yet wasn’t her, stared back. She wore different clothes, held a different expression, even seemed a little bit taller. Yet, in all other physical features, they were the same. Their pale skin, their light-blue hair, their water heterochromatic eyes, it was all the same. All except for one thing. Furina saw a scar that ran across the right side of the chest and down to the left stomach. It wasn’t large, but through the opening in the drapes of the mirror-her, it was clear.

“W-who are you?” Furina said, nervous and afraid.

“Still yourself.” That reflection that looked like her responded in a gentle voice, “I am here before you.”

“Are you mirror-me?”

“‘Mirror-you,’ huh?” That reflection laughed softly, “That’s not bad. Let’s go with that.”

“What do you want from me?”

“Have you heard of the prophecy?”

“What prophecy…? Oh, wait. I know. I’ve heard it, in my head. ‘The people will all be dissolved into the waters, and only the Hydro Archon will remain, weeping on her throne. Only then will the sins of the people of Fontaine be washed away.’”

“Very good.” The reflection hummed in satisfaction, “You know it well.”

“What’s going on? I can’t seem to remember anything clearly. The only thing I know for sure is this prophecy… Will it really come to pass?”

“Yes, it will, and that is why I’ve come. Things will develop just as the prophecy declared. There is no escaping it.”

“Doesn’t that mean everyone will die? Including me?”

“Don’t worry.” The reflection laughed. “A meeting like this, with reflections and magic, exists in this world precisely to give people a chance to turn things around. I will tell you how to save everyone, but… you may have to suffer… somewhat.”

Furina’s eyes widened, “So there’s still hope after all? Goodness, you… you frightened me, haha. You spoke with so much certainty… As for the suffering… I will admit, I thought, ‘Why do I have to be the one to suffer?’ But, when I weighed out my own suffering with the lives of everyone in Fontaine… The choice seems obvious. Besides, I’ll die anyway if I don’t, right?”

The reflection laughed, “You really are my ideal human. I suppose this is your justice.”

“Huh?”

“Don’t worry, It’s nothing. Listen well. Fontaine has just lost its Hydro Archon. I need you to ‘play’ a role, that of the new Archon. You must begin a never-ending masquerade. You must never let anyone suspect your identity. If you can keep it up, then I shall have my way of defying this prophecy… But should your identity be revealed, then all hope will be lost.”

“Play… a ‘god’? How… How can I even do that?”

“Haha… You are human yourself. Imagine how you think a ‘god’ should act.”

“I… I will try…”

“You will have to stay on the stage for many, many years. You will endure and not grow old until your task ends. But I promise you… All will eventually end in a magnificent and dramatic trial, and everyone will be saved.”

“A trial…” Furina smiled to herself, “How exciting. I’ll be looking forward to it.”

“Good. Farewell for now, Furina. Remember, your true challenge will not be pursuing divinity, but contending against humanity.”

“What?” However, when Furina looked in the mirror, that reflection was already gone. In its place, was just herself.
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Furina stood front and center on the stage of the Opera Epiclese. Fontaine was thrown into a state of chaos after the sudden death of the previous Hydro Archon. The many wealthy and powerful families, as well as generals and high ranking officials, fought in a struggle for power. The government of Fontaine was left a complete ruin of itself, threatening to dissolve at any moment due to a lack of support. That was when Furina made her arrival to the city, and to the people, she declared herself to be the new Hydro Archon. The Maison had told the many struggling families, who were already skeptical of such a claim, that Furina would perform at the opera house. With this, she would dissuade any doubts they had, and bring them back into the fold of Fontaine society.

Furina cleared her throat, as she practiced her speech for the guests eventual arrival. She spent many nights reading up on how to please a crowd. To most appear like a god. The right things to say. The way they need to be said. She could recite them by heart. She needs to summon her courage, she needs to appear earnest, she needs to close politely. That should be enough. If only for now. Eventually, as day became night, many people began to flood into the opera house. Furina had only thought they would be people so much as there were seats, however, as people stood shoulder to shoulder even on the stands, she realized that there would be far more eyes on her then she expected. There had to be hundreds of people, most of which were leaders and representatives of well-off factions in Fontaine. Even in the seats, Furina could see clearly how they divided among each other between the sects and allies. At the front specifically, looking up at her with an eagle eye, was an old man sitting named Jules. He was apparently the head of the most powerful family in all the region. A general that fought in many battles. He would be a number one priority for Furina to get on her side. Sitting beside Jules was a younger man, probably his son, a boy named Caesarion.

Around them were many heavily armed bodyguards. It frightened Furina.

Still, she couldn’t falter, not at all. If she did, everyone here would be condemned to death. So, as the last of the crowd was packed into the theater, she cleared her throat, “Um, ladies and gentlemen, good evening, and welcome to the Opera Epiclese. I’m sure you’ve all heard how I have taken on the role of Hydro Archon. Indeed, I am Furina d’Fontaine, your new Archon. In truth, I know little about becoming a nation’s new god, but it will be my honor to guide you all. As the god Focalors, the God of Justice, I shall do all within my power to lead you into an age of fairness and justice. Once again, thank you all for coming. If you should have any questions or suggestions, please send them to the Maison Cardinalice. The future of Fontaine will require us to work together, after all.”

Yes, it was all a facade. A speech she planned long in advance after careful care. But still, it was her genuine feelings. It was manufactured, but it was honest. This kindness… It made Furina feel good to say, to think, to act. She smiled. If it was like this, then maybe everything wouldn’t be so bad.

Her thoughts were scattered, when from the front row, that aforementioned Jules said in a low voice, “What?”

“Is this some kind of joke?” Someone shouted.

“It’s impossible that this is our new Archon.” Another said.

“This must be a trick? The girl is more like a child than a god.”

“Suggestions? Ludicrous!” Many laughed.

“What’s the difference between her and an ordinary person?”

“Shouldn’t gods be all powerful?”

“Perhaps the succession didn’t actually happen! This is a Maison-backed puppet!”

More people began to speak up, and eventually, the once quiet opera was nearly turning into a riot. More and more people yelled out, jeering her, judging her. Until, finally, the man at the front of the seats stood up.

“Enough of this farce!” Jules, in evidence of the influence he had as a regular human, forced the crowd behind him into silence with his words. From the old man’s side, he retrieved a sword from one of his confidants, and slowly made his way around the stage and up the stairs to Furina.

What was going on? All she did was act as she thought a deity should act. Why is everyone suspecting her of being a faker? If she got exposed here… It was all over. Her heart raced. A racing that was only exemplified when Jules approached her the side, and held his blade up.

“If you truly are the Hydro Archon then prove your honor right here and now! I have fought and killed countless for this nation. It should be no problem for the Archon to do the same!”

Furina jumped back, nearly slipping over her heel. “W-wait.” She stuttered, panicked, “There’s no need for that. Surely there is something else I-” He approached, not dissuaded. Furina, at a loss for what to do, turned to the crowd. “P-please! Help me! I am your Archon.” If she died here… She was terrified.

Yet, looking at the crowd, they all waited silently and eagerly for the duel. Like… Like it was some kind of performance.

Jules lifted his blade up above his head. It was over. Already? She already failed? What did she do wrong? Why was she already hated? The reflection told her to act as she thought a god should be, and so she did. Why didn’t it work? She didn’t want to die. She didn’t want everyone in Fontaine to die. Tears were flowing down her face. Someone, anyone please, save her.

The man brought his blade down, and Furina fell back, her hands up to her face. She didn’t know what to expect. However she opened her eyes from the floor, and saw the old man standing above her, his blade planted into the floor right beside her head. Her life was spared.

The old man scoffed.

From below, someone spoke. “Come now, father, behead the faker!”

“Please,” Jules said, “I am a man of honor. I’m not going to kill some little girl for playing pretend.”

Furina hid her face behind her hands, trying to stop people from seeing her mortified expression and tears.

The old man turned to the crowd. “It is clear. Fontaine no longer has a Hydro Archon. Or that the Archon hasn’t been found yet. An Archon must be strong. They must be powerful. They must be stern. If they are to hold up the entire nation, then they must be able to stand higher than all others, no matter what it takes. Love? Freedom? War? No, the Hydro Archon is the Archon of Justice. If they aren’t able to push down whoever stands in the way of that, then they are no Archon at all. Case in point…”

Furina didn’t have to look up to know he was pointing at her.

“People of Fontaine.” The man addressed the crowd, all eyes focusing on him alone. “In my position, I declare here and today that I and my associates will take control of the government of this land. Until the turn Hydro Archon is found, I will become the head of this state, and overthrow the Maison. If anyone has a disagreement, then prove your honor here, and stand for a duel.”

The opera became silent. If Furina looked, she would see that many in the crowd had faces of disagreement and doubt. Still, maybe it was because of his confidence or his power, but no one took him up on his offer.

“In the meantime, we will throw this faker out. She is clearly not the Hydro Archon.”

Furina’s eyes widened. Even when Jules went back to speaking to the crowd, all she could hear were those words. No. No! This can’t happen. But what could she do? She had no power. She had no legitimacy. She couldn’t even control Hydro! How could she prove to everyone here she was the Archon? What did she need to do? She knew. She had to stop that man. If he went on, and got his way, no one in the entire world would believe her. Let alone Fontaine. But how?

Suddenly Furina’s eyes went to the rapier at her side, Its shining gleam and crossguard peered into her. In her mind-numbing desperation, she shakily stood up, and grasped it. It took a moment to pull out in front of the floor. It was lighter than she expected, she could carry it effectively with only her left hand, and she clutched it close. Her breathing was heavy, her eyes were glossed over, the tears that once fell freely had stopped. There was a ringing in her ear, as in the back of her head, she heard the prophecy being foretold again and again. All of Fontaine would be washed away, and only the Hydro Archon would remain, weeping on her throne. What was prophesied will occur, unless she managed to convince the world she was the Hydro Archon.

She stepped forward with shaky legs. Each step made her want to fall back down- to give up. But, she couldn’t. No matter what happened, she had to do this. She had too. She had too…

“People of Fontaine! I will rule over you all!” Jules announced. “Behold! Veni, vidi, vici- Gah!”

A wave of gasps and shock fell over the crowd, and the old man yelled in pain. Furina, in those moments when no one was looking at her, snuck up behind the man and stabbed him in the back. The rapier punctured from one end, and came out the other, from the left side of his chest. Only the tip of the blade managed to escape, but still, it brought the man to his knees.

“What-” Jules coughed, “in the world…? He tried to look back at Furina, but collapsed, causing the blade to be pulled out of him and back into Furina’s hand.

Furina looked at the man, lying on the floor, bleeding to death. In an instant, her eyes went from that glossed over shade, to shooting up wide. A hand went up to her mouth, as she realized what she had just done.

She ran over to the man’s side. “My god…” She hyperventilated, “I’m sorry. I’m sorry. I’m so sorry.” Words of apologies she repeated over and over again, not knowing what to do. What overcame her? It’s like she blacked out. Like she let herself become consumed by the part she was meant to play. To maintain her facade of being the Hydro Archon. She thought all she would have to do was look the part. She never wanted this.

“Tu-” The dying man tried to say something, but as blood rushed to his mouth, Furina could only stare in horror. This isn’t what she wanted. She furiously shook her head in denial, staring into the man’s wound. This isn’t what she wanted. This isn’t what she wanted. This isn’t what she wanted. This isn’t what she wanted. This isn’t what she wanted. This isn’t what she wanted. This isn’t what she wanted. This isn’t what she wanted. This isn’t what she wanted. This isn’t what she-

He needed help. Someone had to help him. Furina, ignoring the blood stains on her pure white glove, turned to face the crowd.

“Someone. Anyone! Go call a-”

She stopped.

Looking at the people, she realized something that made her shake.

They weren’t looking at him. At Jules.

They didn’t care about the man dying right there.

They were looking at her.

They were so focused.

They were like an audience.

They wanted to see how she reacted. They wanted to see what she would do. They wanted to see what she would say.

They wanted drama.

They wanted flourish.

They wanted a performance.

They wanted an endless masquerade.

And in the moment, Furina decided. She would give them what they wanted. To save Fontaine.

Furina slowly stood up in the dead of quiet that was the Opera Epiclese. She could hear the sound of blood dripping to the floor from the rapier she still held. But that wasn’t important right now, nor was the man dying at her side. Right now, she needed to give the people what they wanted.

The lime-light was on her.

She spoke.

“Behold!” What was she doing? “People of Fontaine! My people! My subjects! In this opera house, the Hydro Archon has tested you! And you hath succeeded! A people who would allow themselves to be subjugated by a mere copy, a farce with a decent hand, is no house worthy of being ruled by the God of Justice! Couldn’t you all tell? This was an act to test you. And you have passed! Well done! Well done!” Furina pointed to the man at her side with the rapier. “Yet do not be confused! I am still your god and you will still worship and obey me. Let anyone take this fool as an example, who thought he could stand in the place where a true god stood as a mere man, and get away with it. Let him be a lesson to you all! Never doubt my existence!” What was she saying? “Now, my loyal people, it is time for a reintroduction. I am Focalors, the new Hydron Archon, successor to Egeria. And like the Archon before me, I will rule this land without impediment. Before you now stands the symbol, the very embodiment of Justice. Everything you believe in, everything you hold dear, bare testimony to it here and now. For it is upon you. I will judge every action, every word, and every step all within my domain. From the smallest spec in the grand sea, to every man, woman, and child who calls themselves Fontainian. If any of you dareth be anti-theist, come and face the fate of those who deny me with its righteous, pious, divine right of judgment…” No one moved. “Hahahahahaha! At last. At last! Children of Fontaine! You recognize my august self! You are stunned in silence! Whether to acknowledge me or not, whether you trust me or nay, I say to you - ‘keep faith in your ardor for justice!’ For justice is most fragrant when it blooms amid sin! May law be the prayer on our lips. May judgment be our worship. Let us light the fires, and drink to the future of this nation! With my dominion, none shall bar me! Let justice roll on like a river, righteousness like a never-falling stream! So long as I, Focalors, stand before the Oratrice then none shall escape it. I say, ‘god will bring into judgment both the righteous and the wicked, for there will be time for every activity, a time to judge every deed.’ So long as I stand before you, so long as you people of Fontaine continue to have faith in me, then I shall even judge the very gods of this world!”

Furina panted for breath. The lime-light beamed on her light a burning sun. Sweat trickled from her face, and she forced her eyes wide and mouth up in a confident and imposing smile. She had no idea where any of that came from. Those were not her true thoughts at all. However, in the heat and desperation of the moment, it all came out so naturally. Like, as if she was met to play this part. What did the people think now? They were all quiet and motionless. Did they hate it? Did they find her rude and arrogant? Were they even more assured of her farce then before? Furina could only wait. The Opera Epiclese was stunned, all were staring in awe. Until finally, a man from the front spoke up.

“Behold!” The man, Caesarion son of Jules, yelled out and presented his hands forward. “The Hydro Archon has returned.”

And the people applauded.

Men cried out in joy, women collapsed to the floor on their knees, tears flowed without pause. Some jumped in excitedly, some laughed, some began to hug each other. They called her name. They called for her. They tried to reach out for her. A few people rushed out of the opera house, yelling. ‘The Hydro Archon has returned!’ The way they acted now, it was like a son who greeted a long lost father. Like how downtrodden people would greet their long awaited savior. The wailing continued. Standing on the stage, before the hundreds in the congregation, Furina basked in it all. She could only stand there looking back at them. Her mind couldn’t even process what she was seeing. The man at her side long since lay limp, her expectations being completely destroyed, all was new. So this is what it meant, Furina thought. This is what is meant to be a ‘god’.

“Finally! Finally she has returned!”

“Thank the lord. Thank the lord.”

“Fontaine will survive!”

“Our saviour as come!

“We will be saved!”

“Our Archon, our ruler!”

“The divinely chosen king!”

“The meaning of Justice!”

“The most rightfully guided one!”

“We will be saved!”

“The one whom we all ought to praise!”

“The one whom we all ought to worship!”

“The one whom we all ought to follow!”

“The one whom is worthy of the title of ‘god!’”

“We will be saved!”

As the praise went on and on, Furina looked to the bloody rapier with the crossguard in her left hand, and glanced at the dead man lying on her right. She paused. Then, with triumph, she lifted the rapier high above her head.

And the people’s voices roared like thunder.





2. Scene Two: Do Not Be Anxious About Tomorrow, for Tomorrow Will Be Anxious for Itself



Scene Two: Do Not Be Anxious About Tomorrow, for Tomorrow Will Be Anxious for Itself
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Furina had focused all her attention on how to act the act. How to walk the walk: She had been preparing long before announcing to the public that she was the new Hydro Archon. She would spend hours a day writing and proofreading speeches, only to throw them out at the first sign of a mistake, a crack, and start all over again. Whenever she wasn’t doing that, she was standing before a mirror, practicing the movements she would make while miming words out of her mouth. Long, grand gestures, sweeping movements. That was the key. Of course, most importantly, was her expression. She had to have a confident look on her. Like everything is always under control. Like nothing got to her. Like as if she was ten steps ahead of everything any human being could ever do. She had to make her people believe that everything was fine and as it should be. She had to keep the smile up. She could never ever stop the smile. 

 

Sitting before a table, in the Palais Mermonia, Furina smiled widely. It had only been a few days since her introduction to the people, and already she was meeting with all the highest officials in the Court of Fontaine, discussing how to move forward with the nation. The government, in the gap of time where there had been no Archon to serve as the head of state, was divided into cabinets responsible for managing different facets of life. The Housing Department, the agricultural department, the infrastructure department, and many more. There was even a department for regulating fishing. It was as confusing and redundant as it sounded. And now, Furina had to meet all of them, all at once. 

 

She had to keep smiling.

 

Other than the many, many heads of departments, there were two specific men whom she worried about the most. Flanking her on both her left and right, were the most powerful individuals, other than her, in the Court. 

 

On her right-hand side was Louis Devout, the highest-ranking commander in the standing army of Fontaine, and the leader of the Marechaussee Hunter. He was a man in his middle ages, who came from a modest noble household. Having served since he was a teenager, he climbed through the ranks of the army, proving himself time and again in battle. Eventually, during the political turmoil that came from the gap in power after the disappearance of the previous Archon, he proved himself worthy of his current position when he was one of the few members of his rank to continue to stand loyally with Fontaine. 

 

On her left-hand side was Francois Regnier, the acting Chief Justice of the Courts. A young and passionate man. He had full faith in Furina as the Archon, and she even found him, in the short time she knew him, to be a bit overzealous. The Regnier bloodline was given sole responsibility over passing on the title and acting role of Chief Justice and has done so for many generations now. The oldest male of the family would train and educate themselves from childhood in all things related to Fontainian law, to be groomed and made into the most perfect and efficient arbiter of Justice. Their opinion was still second to the Oratrice, however, the ruling of the Judge almost never differed from the ruling of the Oratrice. An extremely loyal family that he was the head of it.

 

Right now, they are discussing matters of funding.

 

“Listen. Listen well.” Furina declared to the thirteen or so people in the room. “I, as your Hydro Archon, will answer all these mortal, materialistic issues, with a simple phrase…” A simple phrase she would have to come up with right now on the spot. “Taxes.” She shot a finger up.

 

The people in the room looked at her, expecting more.

 

“Um.” 

 

“My Archon.” Furina nearly jumped, as from her side, she heard the deep voice of Devout. “If I may make a suggestion.”

 

“O-oh, yes. Of course my dearest subordinate. I will hear what you have to say.” Please save her.

 

“The aristocrats have gotten very fat in light of your absence, enriching themselves with the land and labor of Fontaine. I’m sure it is only right for them to give back what they have earned.”

 

Furina jumped at the opportunity. “Yes. Yes! That’s it. That’s exactly what I was going to say! I merely wished to see if any of you would be so smart as to come up with that solution on your own. I am very pleased that at least one of you is capable of thinking on a higher level… A-anyway. It is completely just that the wealthy aristocrats give a bit of their wealth back, for the sake of everyone. After all, it was I, in my boundless generosity, that blessed them with their vast capital and property. Tell them this. For everyone who exalts himself will be humbled, and everyone who humbles himself will be exalted.” 

 

Monsieur Devout nodded his head, “I will get my people to begin drafting a new tax legislation for your approval.”

 

“Well then,” Someone from the back of the table, a representative of the Fontaine Research Institute, spoke up. “If matters of funding will be resolved. Then I would like to request an increase to the budget the Institution receives so that we will be able to further our scientific discoveries. Specifically, on the matter of the prophecy.”

 

Perfect! This had been what Furina was waiting for. She had read a bit about some of the efforts the researchers had been taking to stop that prophecy, and all she needed was an opportunity to give her support to them. 

 

But before she could say anything. “Nonsense!” From her left-hand side, Judge Regnier shouted. “You men of the institution have overstepped your boundaries well enough, with your ‘mecha’ and machinery. Can’t you see? Your ‘god’ is here before you. What good is science and reason, before the power of the divine? There is nothing your so-called ‘logic’ can answer that the Archon cannot.”

 

Furina glared at the man. “Of course!” She shouted, “So long as I, Focalors, am here, then everything will be fine. All you need is your unyielding faith in me, and I will ensure the peace of all in Fontaine. Whether it be from hunger, poverty, or some long-foretold prophecy. If the people believe in me, then and only then, will prosperity rain upon them. For only I can shepherd my flock to salvation.” A round of applause followed, and Regnier had a pleased look on his face. It gave her a headache. 

 

After a bit more deliberation, the men at the table were dismissed, except for the Chief Justice and Commander who remained to discuss a matter in private.

 

“Yes?” Furina said. She wanted to go to her room already, she was exhausted. “I am very busy, be quick with your worldly matters.”

 

“Lady Archon.” Devout said, “I feel it impertinent to inform you of a separatist group that has begun gaining traction after your ascension to the throne. They are mostly made up of people who continue to doubt your claim as being ‘god’, and have in some cases, fought in violent skirmishes against our own followers.”

 

What? There were still people who doubted her? Even after last night when she-

 

“Why?” Furina declared, “For what possible reason could they justify doubting their god.”

 

“Indeed, my lord. There is no just reason.” Justice Regnier answered, “They are loaded with madmen. Atheists, materialists, and moral relativists. They should be dealt with by your swift hammer of Justice, my lord, at once. A few have already been charged and found guilty by the Oratrice. If you so wish, I will throw the harshest penalty at them, and sentence them to death.”

 

Furina’s eyes widened, “Death? No-no-no. For what reason is such a thing necessary?”

 

“My lord. It is only right that treason and doubts be met with execution, less we let these ideas fester in the minds of the people, and corrupt the youth.” 

 

“That- that won’t be needed at all.” Furina began to hyperventilate, she needed to stop doing that now. “I am a kind and most forgiving deity. Mousier Regnier, as my subordinate I demand that you give them a more lenient sentence…” She needed to say more. “After all! Surely it is not these random few individuals’ faults that they have been tempted by evil? With the right guidance, any lost soul can be brought back to the light. No, it is more important to strike hard at the route of corruption and opposition. To sentence those you have found guilty to death would most certainly be, in fact, an injustice!” Furina stared anxiously at the man. He was clearly no fool. Would he accept her words? Or would he begin to doubt her as well?

 

“Your will be done, My lord.” The judge said with a bow, as Furina sighed to herself.  

 

“On that matter.” From one to the next, Monsieur Devout spoke up. She wanted to be done with this all for the day. “I would like to request a bit more… Freedom to act, my Archon. I believe I have found a few hidden hideouts of this separatist group, but I need your say to act.”

 

“Yes, yes.” Just leave her alone. “I grant you permission to act on this… Just, be sure to act with care… There is no need for any bloodshed, right…? T-that is an order.”

 

“As you say, lady Archon.” 

 

After that, the two men left, and Furina had one more person to meet with. The last person for today, and one she was actually pleased to see. 

 

A young man, roughly the same age she would’ve been if she wasn’t cursed, knocked on the door. “Come in!” Furina shouted. He was dressed in professional and refined yet somewhat armored clothing that fit with its design, which almost looked a little odd with his darker skin complex. He was a boy who fled from Sumeru to Fontaine, alone, after the takeover of the Akademiya and found personal fame by becoming a top-ranking duelist. He was now serving as her personal bodyguard. Roustam was the boy’s name. 

 

“Lady Furina, the staff have prepared the outlines for the festival you wish to hold.”

 

“Already?” Furina had asked the Court staff to go about making plans to prepare a grand festival for her arrival. Yet, she didn’t think they would be so swift.

 

“From what I heard, my Lady, many of the staff dropped everything they were working on previously and focused all their attention and effort onto your demand. They haven’t rested at all.”

 

“That’s…” Awful. That’s not what she wanted them to do at all. Why would they do something so foolish? “Well, please do inform them that I would prefer my staff to be awake and alive rather than lying dead at their desks from overworking. Well, what’s done is done. Do tell them that I was pleased with their work and that they have my permission to take the rest of the day off, and demand that they rejuvenate themselves.”

 

“Your kindness is boundless, Lady Furina.” The boy said, bowing before her. 

 

She smiled at his comment. Genuinely smiled. Well, at least it could help but some people out directly.

 

“But I must ask, my Lady, why a festival?” 

 

“W-why? B-because the people deserve it for all their devotion and hard work. That is why.”

 

That was only partially true. A festival was something to give joy and glee to the people. A way she could show off her status to all. Furina quickly learned that the most important thing for the masses to believe her claim, to believe her act, was to actually see her in action, see her performance, and hear her speak. Yet, only a few of the wealthiest people could afford to attend the opera house, and the Palais Mermonia stood highest above the people of the land, the common man could only see her shadow. She needed them to bear witness to her directly. She found a festival to be the most efficient for such a task. And, more importantly to her… Didn’t it sound like such fun? Such brevity. Why must these days of staging be so dreary and misfortunate? Why not have a bit of pleasantry? If she was to act as the Archon, and inherent all the burdens that came with such a role, then why couldn’t she host a festival? 

 

There was still much to do. So many issues that needed to be taken care of. Many of which she wished didn’t exist, Many of which she didn’t want to think about…Still. The evil that men do lives after them; The good is oft interred with their bones…

 

Furina felt like all her reading of novels and viewings of plays had gotten to the way she thought. 

 

As Roustam took his leave, Furina stared out a nearby window into the setting sun. Things were getting harder now, but eventually, it would smooth itself out. Everything will be fine. She found herself repeating those words in her mind, with the echoing prophecy still lingering, ever present.

 

Everything will be fine. 
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3. Monkey Trial



 


DISCLAIMER: This chapter contains themes of discrimination and bigotry. 


Scene Three: Monkey Trial

.

.


.

.

Furina sat high above the people, sitting on the throne in the Opera Epiclese, awaiting for the coming trial to begin, with Roustam standing guard at her side. Just being here brought back memories she didn’t want to think about, but she forced herself to come, to try and find what that reflection of her was talking about. She wasn’t sure if she had to actually find it, or if it would just happen, but that didn’t matter. Whatever it was, whatever this trial was going to be over, she wanted to be there. If nothing else, just to make sure it went well as it was supposed to, and behold first the fruits of her duty.

 

She didn’t want to miss it.

 

As the audience talked among themselves, they constantly took glances up to where she was. From high above, she couldn’t hear anything specific, but she knew they were talking about her. Furina posed in her seat, trying to appear as elegant and pompous as she could, crossing one leg over the other smiling smugly. To the people, it would’ve seemed natural, but to Furina it was anything but. This wasn’t who she was. It all felt awkward and tense. To the normal person, things like breathing and blink came and went, never needing to think about performing such actions despite them occurring an uncountable amount of times. Yet, if you thought about blinking- if you thought about breathing, then it would become manual. It would take up all the senses. Furina felt that exact same way, but with her entire being. Every step she took. Every action she made. They all became considered. Nothing was done without conscious effort. If she was smiling, it’s because she forced herself to smile. If she was laughing, then she was forcing herself to laugh. Yes, it was all deliberate, not a single thing left unnoticed. And right now, she couldn’t breathe under the pressure of the gaze. Such dramatic irony. Here she was, the god of justice, being judged by her own people. A judgment that came from their own individual set of laws, norms, and ideas, of what an Archon should be.

 

Maybe that’s what justice truly was.

 

Index Regnier took to his own seat behind the stage and above the Oratrice, before slamming down a gavel.The people suddenly went quiet, and the crowd turned to him, taking away the attention from Furina. It made her release a breath she didn’t know she was holding, as the judge spoke.

 

“Quiet, all! Court is now in session. Today, we take the trial of one Ridya Raskolnikov against the state of Fontaine, for the murder of Lainey Toscan.”

 

Furina wanted to go home and lay down now.

 

From their respective sides, both parties walked out. On the left was the prosecution, a well dressed man representing the people. He was a lawyer, a part of the department of Justice, Furina was pretty sure he was taught law by Index Regnier. From the defense, a man who she could only assume was Ridya Raskolnikov stumped forward. He wore ragged clothes, his face was a mess, and it could only be assumed that he lived in dire poverty. Also, judging by the name and his skin complex, he was clearly not Fontainian. The people of her nation were of light-skin, but he was extremely pale, a trademark of a Snezhnayan.

 

Strangely, he walked out alone, where was his defense team? Could he not afford one? How was he to mount an argument?

 

“The prosecution may now give their opening statement.”

 

The man representing the state cleared his throat, “Thank you. Most honorable Chief Justice, and thank you to our beloved Hydro Archon, for blessing us with her presence today, as we carry out her will.” The people in the audience cheered and applauded. “As for the statement: In the early morning yesterday, the defendant Ridya was seen by multiple witnesses getting into an aggressive argument with the deceased, and after a few minutes, engaged in a physical confrontation. After a brief hand-to-hand fight, the defendant Ridya was seen hitting Lainey Toscan, causing Toscan to fall onto the floor hitting his head, which resulted in his death.”

 

Furina could see Index Regnier nodding his head, “Is that all?” He asked, and the prosecution responded, “Yes.”

 

“I see. Then, Mister Ridya Raskolnikov, how do you plead to the charge of murdering Lainey Toscan?”

 

Ridya was quiet for a moment, and completely still. “… Guilty.” The man said, in a barely audible voice.

 

People shouted out from the crowd. They threw insults and curses, and spat in his direction. Furina couldn’t blame them. If she wasn’t forced to maintain her image, she too might’ve said something unsavory.

 

“We will now go to the Oratrice to carry out the final verdict.” After a moment, a piece of paper was presented to the Index, “And, as this Court has found, Ridya Raskolnikov is guilty of the crime of murdering Lainey Toscan. We will now move on to the sentencing portion of the trial. Prosecution, please make your case.”

 

“Thank you, Honorable Judge. We, the prosecution, wish to demand that the defendant be given the maximum penalty for a case such as this.” The death sentence. Furina shivered at the thought. “The defendant attacked an innocent Fontainian, without justification of defense, and killed him without remorse and in cold-blood. Clearly, only one possessed by evil could do such a thing.”

 

“Thank you. Now, Ridya, make your case.”

 

The defendant was staring, but not at her Index, not at the crowd, but at Furina. In fact, she was certain their eyes were meeting directly. Why was he staring at her? She didn’t do anything. He was the killer here.

 

“That man… Toscan… He approached me first.”

 

“Excuse me?” Regnier said. “That is not a defense, Mister Ridya.”

 

“It’s not… But still… He came at me first. I was minding my own business, and he walked up to me and shouted, ‘Who do you believe in?’”

 

“Why would he ask that?”

 

“‘S ‘cause, that man hated me. ‘You are a filthy Snezhnayan dog.’ He would say. He had been following me constantly for days, harassing me, whatever I did. He would accuse me of things I didn’t do. If I bought something, he would accuse me of stealing it. Whenever I would try to get work, he would tell everyone that I’m a laggard. I was just minding my own business, and yesterday he came up to me, and said he was going to report me to the Gardes for heresy. That, because of where I was from, I had to be sinful. I wanted to leave, but he refused to let me go, and when I tried to force my way out we got into a fight. I hit him, and he fell and hit his head. I never meant to do anything other than just leave.”

 

… What? Furina was shocked. This… This isn’t what she thought happened. Not at all. She expected some kind of mad man. Instead, it seemed like it was just a moment of passion derived from a bully constantly harassing him, resulting in an accident. A far cry from murder, she thought.

 

From the crowd, someone shouted, “Well? Are you not Snezhnayan?”

 

“… I am, yes.”

 

“Well then!” Another member of the audience yelled, “What’s the argument here?”

 

“Of course, you are from that country. Almost all of them are so barbaric to randomly attack in public.”

 

Others chipped it as well.

 

“Is there any question about your nature?”

 

“Your country is a damned place. What made you think you can show your face in Fontaine?”

 

“The poor Toscan’s only mistake was ever trying to engage in conversation with a savage.”

 

“Did you answer the question? Who do you believe in?”

 

From that, the prosecution asked, “Yes, honorable Judge. I would like to ask the defendant to clarify. Just what god do you believe in? Do you acknowledge the holy grace of the Hydro Archon Folcalors, who has blessed you with her presence? Or do you continue to believe in that false Idol your people worship?”

 

Just from her name being mentioned, Furina became sick. What were they talking about? This isn’t how the law was done. This isn’t how justice was dispensed. What kind of Kangaroo Court was this?

 

“I will allow for your questioning.” Spoke the Chief Justice, “Mister Ridya, how do you respond to these questions? You are under oath in the Court, and you must answer.”

 

The defendant was still looking at Furina. Please stop. Stop looking at her. She didn’t want to get dragged into this anymore then she already had been. She regretted even showing up. All she wanted to do was go home and hide away from this place of bad memories.

 

“I-” Ridya responded to the Index, “What does that have to do with anything…”

 

“Honorable Index, if I may.” The prosecution said, “Mister Ridya. I will say this before the entire people of this Court. You Snezhnayans, your culture and beliefs, are incompatible with Fontaine’s. Not just that, they are a threat. A barbaric, pagan state like Snezhnaya is a danger to our way of life. All the values Fontaine stands for, Justice, law, order, civility, our faith- they and the savage nature of the land of Cyro cannot co-exist. They are run by the Cyro Archon, a faker, an idol compared to our god. We do not want more of Snezhnaya, but less. So, Ridya, I will ask again: Will you denounce here your Snezhnaya roots and the Cyro Archon, and admit to having assimilated into our way of life?”

 

“… I have nothing to say.”

 

“So be it.” The Index said, “For these charges, Ridya Raskolnikov, you will be sentenced to the harshest punishment I can give in this mortal plain. You, Mister Ridya, shall be hung until you are dead-”

 

“Hahahahahaha!”

 

Everyone, from the audience, to the defendant and prosecution, the Index, and even the bodyguard at her side, turned to absolute stunned silence as the one they knew as their god laughed as if told a hysterical joke.

 

“Well! What a wonderful trial this is! Something that makes an amazing first impression of the Opera Epiclese. My people. My children! I understand the emotions that are running through you. Truly, this is a case of passion and feeling. Exquisite! Yet, I must give my own two cents in this performance. Ridya is guilty. He has admitted so himself. But I ask that you give pause. While I am aware of how eager you are to dish out justice. I am also aware of the human condition. From what has been revealed here today, I can say that this case is not as simple as a, ‘murder trial.’ From my high up position, I understand what is going on here. This, my subjects, is an obvious case of accidental murder. While it is true, I say, that thou shalt not kill. If a man acts with premeditation against his neighbor to kill him by treachery, that is one matter. A most hideous and insidious crime. However, if he did not lie in wait, and instead the act was delivered into his hand, then that is a different matter entirely. Still sinful, yet I will allow you a place where you may flee, where you make a case.”

 

Furina was out of breath. She had no idea where that all came from. In fact, she intended to just stay quiet until it was all over. But, she couldn’t just not say anything. This case… It was a gross mishandling of justice. She may not have actually been the Archon of Justice, but still, she knew that she was the only person who could do anything about it. If not her, then no one. So she spoke, and could only pray that they listened to her.

 

From the people below, there were murmurs of confusion. They looked about themselves like lost ants, looking for a Queen to follow, yet couldn’t find a path. Even the Index was confused, as he spoke up, always representing the will of the people.

 

“Forgive me, my Lord.” Judge Regnier said, “But I’m afraid I don’t understand. There is no such differentiation in the Code Civil des Francais between premeditation and accidental murder. I have studied the matter all my life, yet I have not found such reasoning. Why, o’lord, would these two sinful acts be weighted unequally in your eyes?”

 

“W-well.” Think of something. Think of something now you idiot! “I imagine everyone here is familiar with the play Amleth? Yes? Now, in that tragic play, the usurper of the throne Claudius poisons the King and father of Amleth. This is a long, thought out plan, with full premeditation to commit treason. Claudius, therefore, is a most sinful individual. Yet, in a fit of rage Amleth accidentally kills Corambis, believing that it was Claudius. While this too, is a tragedy, it invokes in the viewer not hatred for the character Amleth, but a knowledgeable pity toward his action. Still sinful, but different. Do you all understand?

 

It disgusted Furina in a way words couldn’t describe, to compare the lives of real people, to the lives of fictional characters. As though these allegories and stories could at all be a proper analogy for all that a full human life had to offer. Still, for the sake of describing her point, for the sake of getting the common man to understand, for the sake of getting the defendant out of a death sentence, she swallowed back the bile that was billowing in her mouth and spoke her piece. Looking at the expressions of the people, like found ants, they seemed to agree with her.

 

“I see.” The Index Regnier’s voice echoed in the auditorium, “With reasoning like that, my lord, I can see no other choice but to give Mister Ridya Raskolnikov a lesser sentence. If he confirms what you have said to be true. That he had no intention or premeditation to kill Lainey Toscan.”

 

“B-but, your honor.” The prosecution stuttered, “I mean, Lady Furina, that man… He is Snezhnayan. He refuses to accept your divinely appointed rule. He is surely guilty of evil!”

 

If Furina was actually an Archon with divine power, then in that moment, she wished she could be the god with dominion over Electro. For if nothing else, she could strike down the prosecution from where he stood with a lightning bolt, just to get him to stop talking.

 

“Enough.” The Index said, “Mister Ridya, will you reaffirm the words our Archon has said?”

 

“He most shall!” Furina shouted, “After all, he was being harassed. Clearly, as the god of Justice, I am the most in the know when it comes to-”

 

In a barely audible whisper, yet in that moment it seemed like the loudest sound in the world, Ridya said, “… shut up.”

 

“W-what?”

 

“I said, ‘shut up!’ I don’t want the filthy ‘god of justice’ to give any word of defense. I would rather die than have that happen!”

 

“How dare you!” Regnier shouted, standing from his chair.

 

His anger was mirrored by the people.

 

“How dare the bastard say that!”

 

“Who is he, a filthy savage, to speak any ill words of our god?”

 

“Damned Cryo Worshiper!”

 

“Cut his tongue out!”

 

“Burn the heretic!”

 

Why? Why did he do that? She was just trying to help. Even now, Ridya was staring at her with hateful eyes. What did she do? All she wanted to do was to help people. Why did she deserve the hate he gave her now? Did… Did the man blame her for the hatred he got? They did use her name, and her will, in the trial against him. Was it all her fault that this was happening?

 

“Gardes! Seize the man at once! Truly, there is no goodness in your heart, Ridya Raskolnikov.”

 

“Stop!” Ridya shouted, “I want a duel! Isn’t that something you people do, in your ‘justice?’ I want a duel right now to prove my innocence!”

 

“A duel?” The Regnier scoffed, “So be it. You have stained his Courtroom long enough, but still, every man is entitled to a duel to prove his honor. Is there any professional Duelist attending the trial? Let’s get this over with quickly.”

 

A duelist… Furina’s looked at Roustam next to her. Her eyes spoke of pleading, as if to beg, ‘don’t say anything.’ Roustam’s black eyes caught her blue ones, and the boy simply nodded with a smile, before stepping forward. “Right here, honorable Index! I, Roustam, will accept the duel.”

 

“Good. Now, hurry down here.”

 

It only took a few minutes for the duel to be prepared. Both Roustam and Ridya stood opposing each other on the stage, each with a rapier in hand. Furina was hiding behind her seat. She didn’t want to see it. She didn’t want to see this happen again. She tried to cover her ears as well, but it did little to stop the sound of it all.

 

“A Sumerian and a Snezhnayan, dueling on the Court for ‘honor?’”

 

“What a farce. More like two monkeys in a zoo.”

 

“Well, at least nothing of value will be lost.”

 

“The duelist boy better win. He may be a foreigner, but at least he’s no heathen.”

 

She cowered into herself.

 

From below, the two men prepared.

 

“You… You aren’t even Fontainian.” Ridya said, “They hate you just as much as they hate me. You can suck up to aristocracy all you want, but that will never make you like them. They ain’t ever gonna give you respect. Trust me boy, I’ve lived and worked here for decades. Never once did these people look at me like a fellow human being. Their ‘justice’ means nothing.”

 

“Is that all you have to say?” Roustam responded in his bell-like voice, “If so- Then en garde!”

 

The two clashed blades, but still, Furina didn’t look. It was only after a few minutes, when the sound of steel hitting against steel ceased, that she peered over her throne. There, on the stage, was the bleeding body of the defendant. He was sprawled out on the floor, laying on his back, with his blade having been thrown to the side. Blood was pooling around him, from a cut at his neck, as Roustam stood a few feet away. The sight of that crimson hue made her sick to the stomach.

 

The Sumerian boy turned to the crowd, and bowed.

 

“Well done!” Someone shouted.

 

“A thrilling show!”

 

“A happy ending!”

 

Even now. Even now. Even now. In this place. It was all just a performance.

.


.

After the trial, and after Furina had gotten all memory of it out of her mind, she made her way to the rooming of the opera house. Before coming here, the day prior, she had asked Regnier for a private meeting.

 

The two of them met with each other behind closed doors, with the only other one in the room being Roustam.

 

“Hello, honorable Index Regnier.” Furina said.

 

“It is my pleasure to receive you, my lord. Forgive me,” He turned to an opened window, “On of my attendants left some incense burning in her for a bit too long, and they opened the window to let some of it out. Shall I close it?” He asked this, because from outside, it was very windy. The curtains above the frame were flowing back and forth.

 

“No, it’s fine. I just want to be brief.”

 

“Of course. Does it have something to do with my duties as Chief Justice? If I am serving not to your liking, I beseech you to suggest corrections to me.”

 

“Not at all. You are doing magnificently. I have no complaints.” In all actuality, she wished that Regnier would stop doing everything he was doing. “I just came to inform you that, from now on, I will try to attend every single trial that this opera house takes. And that if I miss one, you send a record to the Palais Mermonia for my readings.”

 

“Why is that, my lord?”

 

For someone so pious, he sure liked to ask many questions. “There’s a trial I’m looking forward to the most. One I can’t miss.”

 

“Is that so? If I may be so impertinent… What kind of trial are you truly looking forward to?”

 

“A magnificent, dramatic, and wondrous trial. A trial to end all things… Ah’, how could you hope to understand…”

 

“That’s true… I… fear I lack the ability to grasp your divine thought, my lord.”

 

“It is fine. You are merely a mortal, after all.”

 

“Still, I will continue to devote everything to your service. You should know that my heir, my son, is doing extremely well in his studies. He may still be a child, but he has proven himself worthy even at such a tender age.”

 

“Mhmm. Intending on retiring so early, Monsieur Regnier? I’m sure you could afford it.”

 

“Please, my lord. My life is yours to command until the day I fall. I fully plan to die in my position. I just mean to say I believe my son will be a most skilled arbiter of justice. He may even be better than me.”

 

“Haha… That’s…. Good… Anyway, I must be going now-”

 

She stopped, interrupted by a long thud, and her eyes went to where it came from. Right underneath the opened window, was a brown case that was just thrown into the room.

 

“What… What is that?”

 

“I’m sure, my lord.”

 

Furina was extremely confused. Who would just throw a random brown box into the Opera Epiclese from an open window?

 

“Lady Furina,” Roustam said as he approached her and took her hand, “I believe it is best that we leave now.”

 

“Yes, I agree.” Regnier nodded, “Let’s go.”

 

Hmm? Why were they in a hurry? It was just some box. What could possibly be the danger?

.


.

“It was a bomb.”

 

Furina’s went wide.

 

After what happened. Both she and Regnier were escorted to the Palais Mermonia, and the entire Opera Epiclese was evacuated. It took a while for the Marechaussee Hunters to move into action, but eventually Louis Devout came to her, bearing their findings.

 

“A bomb, you say?” Francois Regnier asked.

 

“Indeed. Inside of the box, we found a mechanism with gunpowder and an ignition, that was sent to go off at a timer. It seems that it malfunctioned when it was thrown through the window and hit the floor. More importantly, however, is this-” From his pocket, Devout pulled out what could only be a pyro vision. “This was also in the case. We imagine that whoever threw it must’ve intended for the ignition to go off, and detonate this vision, sending a wave of pyro elemental energy into the room. It may have likely taken the entire building down.”

 

Someone tried to… Kill her.

 

“Unimaginable. Who did this?”

 

“We aren’t sure, Index Regnier. However, from my investigations with the Marechaussee Hunters, we believe it is linked to the separatist group we spoke of earlier. We have found that they call themselves The Black Hand. It is likely that only they would have the means and intent to attempt such an assassination.”

 

“So you mean to say that these atheists and madmen have allied themselves with foreign pagans? Damnit! I knew we should’ve never allowed their ilk to the nation. Give me but a day. I will draft a new law that outlaws the possession of a vision. Anyone found with one will be sentenced to five hundred public lashes!

 

“No.” Furina mumbled out.

 

“What? No? Why not, my lord? This is only fitting for those responsible for making an attempt at your life. However futile it may be.”

 

Her eyes looked around frantically. She didn’t mean to say anything, but spoke out of instinct against the Index’s harsh words. Furina was still in a state of shock at the realization that someone had truly tried to kill her. She didn’t want to die. That would mean…

 

“Um. What I mean by that is… It’s a bad idea.”

 

“Why is that?”

 

“Because…” Someone save her. She couldn’t come up with anything. Not in a state like this.

 

“Lady Archon is right.” Thank you. “It would be dangerous to just go after these people so obviously. Vision holders are extremely powerful and motivated individuals. If we don’t play our cards right, then that will only push them to The Black Hand separatist. We need to be more subtle.”

 

No… That’s not…

 

“Lady Archon. I need your permission to engage in further surveillance of the people. With my hunters, I will find those who have threatened the security of Fontaine. There will be no vision holder in the entire nation who is not accounted for.”

 

“I… Isn’t that a bit extreme?” Her voice quivered.

 

“Yes, very. But it’s what we need. I beseech you, Lady Archon. Give me the word, and I will ensure national security.”

 

“… Alright. Do what you will.”

 

“Thank you, Lady Archon.”

 

Furina felt filthy. 
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