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A Different Path
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After some of Chu Qiao's Xiulis have been wrongfully executed, she makes the conscious decision to break from Yan Xun before the icy lake scene and walk a different
path. Canon divergence from Eng-subbed episode 55.
Rated: Fiction T (https://www.fictionratings.com/) - English - Chu Qiao, Yuwen Yue, Meng Feng, He Xiao - Chapters: 12 - Words: 104,108 - Reviews: 272
(/r/12609570/) - Favs: 25 - Follows: 32 - Updated: 11/3 - Published: 8/10 - id: 12609570

AN: Since this is the story of how our OTP's people band together to save them (and others), there's no XingYue in this chapter
whatsoever. In order to offset that, I've posted an intro to what will eventually be my next story, "Awakening." It's rough. It's unplanned. Few things are set in stone. The plot is
nonexistent. But the idea for the world is there, and there's XingYue. Feel free to check it out and leave some input about where you'd like to see the story go. (I might even
listen to it;).)

He Xiao carried the half-dead soldier in his arms, knowing that the man's odds of survival were slim given the sheer amount of injured they were trying to help versus the lack of
medics in their midst. There wasn't even enough room to set aside all the wounded and dying, much less house them in a safe, warm environment that would give them better
odds of survival.

Still, he carried his burden towards the infirmary, hoping against hope that there might be a place for this loyal Xiuli soldier who had been with him for so long. He was one of the
men who'd lifted his head up to Chu Da Ren as she'd ridden through the light into the gates of Chang'an in what sometimes seemed like another life. Chu Da Ren could do
nothing for this soldier or anyone else—and might never be able to do anything again.

The thought of Chu Da Ren surviving the battle only to die of an injury afterward hurt He Xiao in a way that few things ever had. He was a warrior through and through, a man
who had faced death countless times and who would likely do so again and again until he died with a sword in his hands.

That would happen later, however; now, he had a dying man in his grasp and an obligation to get him the care he needed.

Just as He Xiao had feared, the infirmary was packed. He turned towards the overflow tent that had been erected a short distance away, knowing that it was likely full as well.
They simply didn't have the resources to deal with this level of carnage. He Xiao saw enemy injured being cared for along with his people, and he smiled because he knew that
Chu Da Ren would've approved.

His smile turned to a scowl, however, as he realized that the man in his arms would likely die due to their decision to assist the enemy wounded. He felt that helping everyone
who was injured was the right thing to do, but that didn't mean that he couldn't be angry at the injustice of the death of a good man due to attempts to save some less-than-
good men.

Miraculously, there was a place available in the overflow tent, so he handed his man off to a harried-looking medic and immediately headed back towards the battlefield. As he
neared the infirmary, however, his feet slowed automatically and he gave into the temptation to check in on Chu Da Ren before heading off in search of more wounded to save.

He stepped through the door and stopped cold, his eyes widening in shock and anguish at the scene before him. Chu Da Ren was covered in and surrounded by blood, and Young
Master Yue was slumped over in a chair beside her, looking even paler than she did. Mister Wu was in the process of removing a strange device from Young Master Yue's arm, his
face a mask of worry and...guilt?

The woman—Phoenix, Chu Da Ren had called her—watched the entire process with a faint sneer on her face. She turned to look at He Xiao, having heard his approach. Her eyes
widened in recognition as she grabbed a small bowl and a knife and turned towards him. He Xiao was, of course, wary of such a fierce warrior approaching him with a bared
blade, but her body language did not seem to indicate aggression towards him.
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"You're the one who carried her here," Phoenix stated.

"Yes...um..."

"Phoenix will do," the woman said, a corner of her mouth twitching.

"I had the honor of carrying Chu Da Ren here, yes, Phoenix," He Xiao said, clasping his hands and bowing.

"I don't have time to explain what we're doing, and you probably wouldn't understand it anyway. Cut your hand—or reopen a wound, if you'd like—and drop some blood in this
bowl. I'll test the blood. If it matches Chu Qiao's, I'll take some blood from your body and put it into Chu Qiao's. Doing this could save her life; if I don't do this, she'll die.
Understand?"

He Xiao blinked at her in astonishment a few times before taking the knife she'd held out to him and using it to reopen a slice on his arm he'd taken at the mouth of the pass. He
allowed a few drops to drip in the bowl before looking up at Phoenix in question.

"A few more," she commanded.

He squeezed the wound and caused a bit more blood to fall into the bowl. She took the container away without another word and did...something to it. He Xiao had no idea what
was happening, but he could see that whatever she was doing to the blood was causing it to...ripple, he supposed. Her eyebrows raised, and she brought another bowl next to it
—Chu Da Ren's blood, perhaps?-and did the same thing to it. The blood in both bowls seemed to move in the same way; Phoenix smiled in response.

"What do I have to do?" He Xiao asked before she had a chance to say anything.

The woman gave him an appraising look for some reason, although He Xiao felt that his question was a perfectly logical one given the circumstances. He knew that time was
short, after all, so why waste time on small talk and explanations?

"Sit where that Yuwen was sitting," Phoenix said, inclining her head towards the now-empty chair.

He Xiao did so, noting that Mister Wu was in the process of gently placing Young Master Yue in one of the few beds they had in the infirmary. He looked worse than He Xiao had
ever seen him, and the warrior worried that his general's beloved might not survive.

Phoenix's approaching footsteps drew his attention back to the matter at hand, and his eyes widened as he saw the warrior holding a device that looked somewhat similar to the
one that Mister Wu had used on Chu Da Ren and Young Master Yue. His eyes grew bigger when he noted the dart at the end and remembered that Mister Wu had removed
something similar from Young Master Yue's arm. He caught Phoenix looking at him in question and glared at her.

"I'm not afraid," he said fiercely. "Just tell me what to do to save Chu Da Ren, and I'll do it."

"This could kill you, you know," Phoenix said, holding an empty glass jar in one hand and the darted device in the other. "I know you lost blood during the battle, so you probably
don't have much to spare."

"My life has belonged to Chu Da Ren since she claimed it at the gates of Chang'an months ago," He Xiao said. "I could never live with myself if she died and I knew I could've
saved her."

"I just wanted to make sure you understood the risk," Phoenix said. "This probably won't kill you, though. I took enough blood from that Yuwen to give Chu Qiao several hours
before she needs any more, so we have time to take just enough from you. It's a better, safer method of blood transference that we developed not long before Luo He..."

He Xiao nodded into the silence although he didn't understand—especially after Phoenix trailed off. He held out his arm and didn't flinch when Phoenix inserted the dart into it.
The dart was attached to some sort of small tube that ended inside the glass jar that Phoenix had put on the ground at his feet. He watched in amazement as some of his blood
flowed through the tube—intestine, maybe?-and into the jar.

"Is this all I have to do?" he asked the warrior.

"Yes," she replied. "Once you've filled up the glass jar, I'll empty its contents into a bag and I'll introduce it into Chu Qiao's blood slowly."

"A bag that can hold blood?" He Xiao asked incredulously. "What's the bag made out of?"

"Do you really want to know?" Phoenix asked, raising an eyebrow.

"Not really," He Xiao conceded. "I don't need to understand the details about the way you're saving Chu Da Ren; all that matters to me is that she lives—and Young Master Yue,
of course."

Phoenix's eyes darkened in displeasure.



"I don't know if that Yuwen will survive or not. He gave his blood and his life willingly for Chu Qiao, so I followed his instructions and took as much blood as was necessary to
ensure her survival—for now, at least. Chu Qiao's well-being is my primary concern; I honestly don't care if that Yuwen lives or dies."

"'That Yuwen,' as you call him, is the man that Chu Da Ren loves!" He Xiao said. "How do you think she'll feel when she awakens and learns that the man she loves died for her?"

"She'll mourn his loss and then honor his sacrifice by living well—and by taking her rightful place at the head of her people, of course."

He Xiao smiled humorlessly at the woman.

"The last leader who believed that Chu Da Ren would forgive him for killing people she considered hers is currently being prepared for burial. While Chu Da Ren didn't kill him,
she did turn on him in an attempt to save her people."

"Who are her people now?" Phoenix asked. "People she cared for when she had no memory of her identity or her destiny? Now that she remembers who she really is, she'll surely
take her place at our head and cast off the life she was living in the darkness of memory loss."

"Chu Da Ren didn't seem particularly different to me even after she regained her memories. In fact, she was clearly still in love with Young Master Yue in spite of the return of
her knowledge and abilities."

"A minor obstacle—especially when Young Master Yue dies from blood loss and illness."

He Xiao opened his mouth to continue arguing with the woman, but he figured that doing so would be pointless.

Besides, I probably shouldn't anger someone who has a dart sticking in my arm—and who could probably kill me with her bare hands.

"So how many times will I need to do this for Chu Da Ren?" He Xiao asked, acting as awkwardly as possible as if he simply wanted to change the subject.

"A few more times through the evening and night," she said condescendingly, taking his bait.

"Will that kill me?"

"Not if you eat, drink, and rest in between," Phoenix replied.

"Am I the only one who can do this or could someone else do this for me?"

"Anyone can volunteer as long as he—or she—has blood that vibrates similarly to Chu Qiao's as you saw it do during the test."

"So you can do this specific type of transfer multiple times and with multiple volunteers?"

"Yes."

"So if I rounded up some of my men and brought them here, you could test them and use their blood to save Chu Da Ren if their blood matches hers."

"Yes."

"So if several men and I are compatible with Chu Da Ren, will she have enough blood?"

"And a surplus if necessary."

"A surplus?" He Xiao said, injecting hopefulness into his tone. "One of my men that was recently brought in...he was in a bad way. Could you maybe…?"

Phoenix sighed.

"Theoretically, yes, I could use any surplus blood to save your man so long as Chu Qiao's needs were met and the blood was compatible."

He Xiao grinned fiercely, knowing he'd won another battle even if his adversary did not yet know herself to be defeated.

"As soon as I'm done, I'll go tell the men that they're needed to save Chu Da Ren's life—and maybe the lives of their brothers as well. You won't have room for all of them once I
tell them."

Phoenix sighed again.

You have no idea, He Xiao thought, smiling to himself. Chu Da Ren, I promise I won't let you die—either of you.



He Xiao made idle chit-chat with Phoenix as she took the device from his arm. He thanked her for working so hard to save Chu Da Ren and gave her firm instructions to find him
if his general took a turn for the worse and needed more blood. She humored him and agreed, taking the jar of blood away to do who-knew-what with it.

He walked out of the infirmary without a backward glance. While he was a bit light-headed, that unpleasant sensation could not keep him from his task. He Xiao was sure that
once he told the men what was going on with both Chu Da Ren and Young Master Yue, they'd be eager to help him to convince Phoenix to save both their general and her
beloved.

Nothing will stop me; nothing will slow me down.

Meng Feng had been outraged to discover that Xia Chong had been dumped unceremoniously outside the spillover tent with the rest of the injured who might be able to survive if
the heavens were to smile on them by granting them a place inside. The soldier she'd tasked with Xia Chong's safety was nowhere to be found, and Meng Feng had to concede
that he likely hadn't had much choice in the matter of where to put his charge. There was simply no room anywhere for anyone except those who happened to arrive at the right
time—or who had the right people to vouch for them.

While she and Yuan Song were treated with respect by the Xiulis and soldiers, acceptance into the infirmary or spillover tent was haphazard and inconsistent. She was too injured
to pull off her "Deadly Afterlife Camp Assassin" routine, and Yuan Song couldn't carry her Xia Chong with one arm, much less strong-arm his way inside.

As usual, she was making do with what she had, which was an old, ratty blanket that was currently spread out on a relatively flat, dry patch of frozen earth. Meng Feng had done
her best to clean out the wound as Yuan Song had propped up Xia Chong with his arm, acknowledging that the two of them might've failed to remove all the slivers of wood that
had embedded themselves in the wound.

She looked up at Yuan Song helplessly, seeing hopelessness reflected in his own eyes. They both clearly knew there was nothing more they could do without a trained medic who
knew what needed to be done next.

"We can't let her die, Yuan Song," Meng Feng said. "I owe Xiao Ce too much."

"So do I," Yuan Song replied.

"How do you owe Xiao Ce?" Meng Feng asked.

"Were it not for him, Yuwen Yue never would've rescued you—and I never would've met you," he said, looking at her in a way that made her breathing hitch.

"Well, then, we'll just have to find a way to—He Xiao!" Meng Feng shouted at the warrior who was passing by. She knew that if anyone could get Xia Chong into the infirmary,
this man could.

He frowned in annoyance as if Meng Feng had interrupted an important mission. Nevertheless, he came over to them and greeted them.

"I'm sorry to bother you, but our ally is seriously hurt and needs to be taken care of. I know there are a lot of people in that same situation, but Xia Chong-"

"-is the one who was fighting the Liang princess so valiantly," He Xiao said, recognition flaring in his eyes.

"Yes," Meng Feng said in relief. "In fact, she's the one who told us about the situation here and who found out about the rebel Yanbei troops from her contacts in the city."

"Contacts?" He Xiao asked sharply.

Meng Feng mentally chided herself for giving away too much.

"Yes, contacts," she said carefully. "I don't want to talk about it here, but I'll just say that she works for someone powerful who has been known to help Chu Qiao and Young
Master Yue on occasion and leave it at that."

"Mm," He Xiao grunted.

"She can also do whatever it is that A'Chu and Yuwen Yue can do—or could do—with the ice," Yuan Song said. "I saw her send some ice shards at Xiao Yu myself during the
fight."

"I thought I saw her do something like that myself, but I figured that my eyes had deceived me. Whatever her motivations, I can't let such a brave warrior die," He Xiao said,
carefully picking the injured warrior up. "She looks a lot like-"

"We noticed," Meng Feng said. "I have a feeling that other people have noticed, too."

He Xiao didn't say anything to that as he q




