Of Clouds and Rain

By: Falconess


Deceased. Dead. Passed on. Pick any one you like. I don’t care. The only thing I cared about was her. She was all I had left. Now, Yukina, my little sister, my reason for living, is gone.


I watched over her when we were children, and tried to keep her safe as we grew up. She never saw me, but I saw her. I cared about her safety and well-being, and I was her guardian…her brother, who protected her. She was the reason for the implant of my Jagan eye. When Sigure gave it to me, he wanted to know what I would scream through the pain of the operation. It was her name, and the only thing that got me through the anguish was the vision of her sweet smile.


When I found out that she was being tortured by that pile of shit, Tarukene, I ran to find her, willing to give up everything to help her. That damned fool Koenma tried to keep me from the truth, but I found out…and I went to find her. Then, when I was about to kill her captor, she showed me the compassion that she possessed, which I knew that I sorely lacked. She grabbed my arm before I could deliver the final blow to Tarukene, begging me to let him go. Going against all instinct, I granted her wish…but I kept from her the secret of our relation. I just told her I was nobody. What a fool I was!


Then, at the Ankoku Bujutsukai, she declared  that she was looking for her brother…me, though she never knew it. I endured the torments from Yusuke and Kurama, while that idiot Kuwabara remained ignorant of my secret. For her sake, also, I endured the ningen baka, because she cared for him. But still, she did not know.


When I was later called to Makai by Mukuro, she unknowingly returned to me the thing I treasured as much as her—my mother’s tear gem. The one thing I had of her besides my sister, who did not even know who I truly was. I took the gem and smiled at Yukina…she was the only one who could truly make me smile. And then I left, leaving her with Kuwabara for protection until I could return. 


After the Makai Tournament and some years beyond that, Yukina married Kuwabara, and they had a little girl together. When I heard that Yukina had named her Hina, I felt a twist of pain…our mother’s name. I visited my niece often, and though Yukina could never have known that I was her brother, she still cared for me as her friend and gave me the love and respect she would give a brother. She told me once that she would always hope that her brother would come, and I longed to tell her that he had. I almost did, but she went on to say that I was probably more like her brother than anyone else. Again, I felt a rare, real smile spread across my face as I felt the happiness of those words flow through me. 


Then, many years later, Yukina, my sweet little sister, fell sick. Kuwabara and young Hina, who was only sixteen, knew that she didn’t have long. It was only one year after that, just an hour ago, when Yukina died. I didn’t tell her I was her brother, but I was at her deathbed when she said something to me that made me smile again.


“Hiei-kun,” she had said, smiling weakly, “I want to thank you. My brother never came, but I was happy anyway. You were more like my brother than my real one could ever have been. Hina-chan considers you her uncle, and Kazuma even feels like you’re his brother, too. I don’t really regret never seeing my real brother. You were always a brother to me.”


I had to hold back tears as she said that to me. Those were her last words to anyone. She had already told Hina and Kuwabara what she wanted…it was to me that she gave her final breath…


After she died, I went up to the roof, telling the others to leave me alone. They had all given their condolences…Botan had told me that it was she that had brought Yukina to Reikai. I gave her my thanks out of earshot of the rest…damn my pride. Then, I proceeded to the roof of the hospital.


It was raining when I got up there. The clouds above were crying for me because I would not. I held the tears back, knowing that Yukina would not want me to cry.


“Jisan?” a small voice said from behind me.


I turned around, meeting the gaze of my niece. She looked like her mother, but her hair was red. It matched her eyes.


“I thought I told everyone to leave me alone,” I said, a little too coldly, but I smiled slightly at her.


“You did, but you know that won’t stop me.”


She was right. It wouldn’t. She may have looked like her parents, but she had inherited my temper and slight disregard for authority.


“You should go inside,” I said. “You’ll get sick.”


“I’m not leaving yet, Jisan,” Hina replied stubbornly. 


I didn’t answer. I just stood there, looking at her. But she did something then that surprised me.


“I love you, Jisan,” she said softly, and wrapped her tiny arms around my neck, burying her face in my chest. I put my arms around her, comforting her. I heard soft, tell-tale clicks as her solidified tears, the Hiruseki stones, hit the ground. She was crying.


Then, another set of clicks fell, but it was out of place. I realized, with a wry kind of humor coursing through me, that I was crying, creating little gems of my own. I had never done that before. Thankfully, Hina was too upset to notice. I wiped away my tears, realizing that my niece was calming down and I might be discovered yet.


“Jisan,” Hina said, stepping away from me and wiping her eyes, “I really miss Kassan.”


“Hn,” I grunted. “So do I.”


“Arigato. I didn’t want to cry in front of Toussan and the others, but I knew you would understand.”


I nodded, smiling. 


“Will you come visit me soon?” she asked, getting ready to go back inside.


“Yes,” I replied, staying where I was.


Then, Hina looked down at the stones.


“Think you want to leave a small fortune for the next person to wander up here?” she asked, laughing.


“That’ll give some poor ningen something to think about,” I chuckled.


“Bye, Jisan,” she said, walking inside without waiting for an answer.


“If only I had a camera.”


I looked around for the source of that familiar voice, and found it leaning up against the wall of the entrance to the hospital, where my niece had just left. Kurama smiled sadly at me, glancing momentarily at the Hiruseki stones near my feet.


“Are some of those yours?” he asked, walking toward me.


I nodded shortly, staring down at them. Hn…


“I’m sorry for Yukina-san’s death, Hiei. She cared about you greatly.”


I didn’t reply. I didn’t even move—I just stood there, staring blankly at the gems.


“It’s getting wet out here, ne?” he said to himself more than to me, looking up at the clouds, which were pouring more rain before. 


“Botan says she’s ok,” I said tonelessly. “She will be.”


“So desu. Condolences, Hiei.”


“Arigato,” I replied.


Kurama, probably seeing that I wanted to be alone, went inside again.


I still stood in that same spot. My feet seemed to be rooted to the ground. That rain was pouring heavily still, but it was starting to let up. I tilted my head toward the sky, closing my eyes against the soft raindrops. There was one last click as a single tear betrayed me. After that, I stopped crying.


I wondered then what would have happened had I told Yukina the truth. Would she have been upset, given what I am? I’m an assassin and a thief. I’ve got so much blood on my hands…but, no. I think she would have been happy that I was her brother. Her last words revealed that. Why didn’t I tell her? Kuso…too late now. Anyhow, she died happy…I wouldn’t have asked for more than that.


Now, with her gone, I wonder whether I have anything left to live for. The immediate answer is yes. Hina was still there…she would always be there…


I stooped down and picked up one of my niece’s gems. Thinking for a second, I picked up one my darker gems as well. I pocketed both Hiruseki stones, leaving the others, like Hina and I had joked about, and walked back into the hospital, wanting to say goodbye to everyone. Behind me, the rain had finally stopped.
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