
Two ice queens walk into a bar

Author’s Note:
      	For birdzilla.




    

      (Rated M for swearing and drunkenness.) Inspired by an exchange on tumblr following Eula’s Tavern Tales story.

Let’s just assume everyone speaks dialects of the same language given their countries have literally bordered one another for millenia.



  Don’t be Eula. Drink responsibly, if at all.


    


    
    “So what are we drinking to?”

Eula looks around for the source of the voice.

There’s only two other people in Angel’s Share. Charles is wiping down the bar, and his voice sounds nothing like a steel dagger singing along a whetstone, the slightest rasp beneath a dewdrop-clear note.

Dewdrop-clear note. Eula groans: she’s definitely a bit past tipsy, should probably have taken Diona’s advice and stopped after the third glass of mead-valberry-whatever. Ah well. At least she’s here now.

Anyway the voice presumably belongs to the woman sitting at the next table, staring at… the chair next to Eula?

“Um.” Eula blinks. “I’m sorry whadidyasay?”

“I said, what are we drinking to?” the woman says. She tilts her head. “That is how people greet one another in this tavern, yes? By asking that, with one’s gaze turned slightly to the side?”

The gears in Eula’s brains stutter about listlessly. “No…?”

“How strange,” the woman says. She’e all blurry, but when Eula squints her face looks kind of Liyuean. “Three people have already greeted me so.”

“Hmm…” says Eula. Then it occurs to her. “Oh, oh… These people… they young men? Twenty-something?”

The woman cups her chin with her hand. “Two men and one woman, all of them around the age you describe.”

Eula snorts. “It’s… pick-up line. They… They were… tryina getintoya pants…”

“Pants?” says the other woman, glancing down at her leggings.

Oh, that’s precious. Eula likes this one.

“Like… uh… Sex,” Eula clarifies, “fuckin’… extendin’ the lineage…”—getting dirty, resetting the chakras, doing the ol’ Windrise—”sex, you know?”

“Oh,” says the woman. “That… somewhat explains the casual touching… but not why they left so quickly.” She blinks. “To clarify, I am not attempting to engage in ‘fucking’ with you. I seem to have misunderstood a local custom.”

“The local customs are all bullshit anyway,” Eula thinks. “Would sooner… Wait… Did I say that out loud?”

The other woman recites what she said back to her, then adds: “Your manner and your energy suggest you are quite inebriated. If so, that would explain your present disinhibition.” She fiddles with some red trimmings on her outfit.

“I know I’m drunk,” says Eula petulantly. “Should’ve stopped after the first few glasses, but here we are.” Gods damned Diona should have cut her off. She’ll pay for her negligence. How do you get vengeance on a cat-blood, steal their milk? Eula giggles. She’ll do that then.

The woman quietly stands from her seat and relocates herself at Eula’s table, right across from her.

“You don’t want to be drunk?” she asks, voice weirdly disinterested.

“Nope,” says Eula. “I did. Now I don’t.” Did. Don’t. Did don’t did don’t did don’t…

“I can remedy the worst of it, if you have no objections.”

Eula scoffs. “You’re welcome to try.”

There’s potions that supposedly help clear one’s head, make it easier to get home upright, but they’ve never worked for her. Coffee and sparkling water make the world swim a little slower but more intensely, ice baths are more hazard than anything, and yes uncle Schubert she has tried Gebratenes Fleisch mit Sauerkraut as a hangover cure and no all it does it guarantee she throws up.

The woman waves her hands and does… something… with glowing lights and shapes, and then from thin air she snatches out a little slip of paper. She places it in a glass, pours water over it, and it dissolves into sparks. Then she pulls several tiny vials from her clothes and empties them into the water.

“Liu wei di huang,” she says, stirring the mixture. “Cleanse excess heat, tonify the yin, stabilise the centre.”

She passes the glass, now surprisingly cold, to Eula, who downs the herbal brew without a second thought. It’s… earthy, sour, but having lived in the wilds for a few years, Eula is unfazed by the taste.

“What’s the shiny paper for?” she asks between sips.

“The sigil? It is a minor Adeptal art. It neutralises other Elemental influences, allowing your body to… concentrate on the herbs, one might say.”

Eula sets down her empty glass. She squints at the woman. “Adeptal. You… an Adeptus?”

The other woman sighs. “No. My former master is, but I’m an ordinary human.”

Eula isn’t sure whether the herbs are doing anything at all, but she is realising that this is a total stranger she just took a strange drink from, so… progress? “Dunno if your herb juice works, ordinary human. The name’s Lawrence, by the way. Eula Lawrence.”

“Shenhe,” says the woman. She tilts her head. “Should I offer to shake hands?”

Why isn’t she flinching?

“Uh. Sure,” says Eula. When Shenhe then extends her hand, she shakes it: it’s about as cool as her own, fingers bonier and more calloused.

She still hasn’t walked off or spit in Eula’s face or anything. Maybe the Liyuean woman’s drunk too.

Oh wait don’t be a numbskull Eula, she’s Liyuean, of course she’s showing you basic human courtesy. Shenhe probably has no idea about the Lawrence Clan, about their centuries old, somehow ongoing, fall from grace.

“Just so you know,” says Eula, “since you’re, you know, not from here…” (She whispers these last few words conspiratorially.) “…you might not wanna be seen sharing a table with a Lawrence,” Eula says.

“I might not?”

“My clan… We… we’re… We’re bad people. Evil. We hurt people, we’re snobs, we’re… we’re baaaaad.”

Shenhe frowns, looking her up and down. “Are you planning to cause harm to Liyue Harbour or its people?” she asks Eula.

“What? No.” She’s pretty sure. (Wait she should check if it counts when she breaks Amber’s heart again by being a piss drunk piece of shit… No never mind Amber can’t possibly count as Liyuean, she’s the most Mondstadtian Mondstadter that ever Mondstadted, all she’s missing is the words ‘freedom’ and ‘wind’ painted on her glider…)

Shenhe continues: “Are you planning to or currently summoning any malevolent spirits, or conspiring with Abyssal forces?”

“Nah. Wouldn’t be surprised if my family is, though.” Angry idiots the lot of them.

Shenhe nods, seemingly satisfied. “Then when you call yourself ‘evil’, you mean something irrelevant to my concerns. I do not need to kill you.”

“Oh, good,” says Eula. “If you killed me I’d have to kill you back and then we’d both be dead and in trouble.”

“The local laws also forbid killing?”

“Um…” Who the hell is this woman. “Most of the time, yeah. You’re from… Liyue, right? What brings you to Mondstadt?”

“I’m just here to visit this tavern,” says Shenhe. “I’ll head back afterwards.”

“You came all this way just for Angel’s Share?” says Eula. “That’s… a little ridiculous. Their wine is good but surely not that good.”

“I’m mostly here to visit my… friend,” says Shenhe. “She’s making drinks later this afternoon.”

Eula squints towards the signboard with the Bartender Trainee Week Roster on it. “That’s… Lumine. You know Lumine? Wait, Lumine’s learning to mix drinks?” Eula scowls. “Here? From a Ragvindr? That whole clan wouldn’t know how to get the proportions right on buttered toast, let alone a coffee.”

“What proportions are required when buttering toast?” inquires Shenhe.

“You… you put the butter on the toast,” says Eula. (And spread it right to the edges in a perfectly even layer, according to the sadistic bastard of a culinary instructor she grew up with.) “That’s it.”

“And these Ragvindrs… cannot do that?”

“Miss Shenhe,” says Eula, “please know that I am being quite hyperbolic with this next part, in defence of my family’s honour.”

“Understood.”

“No. No, the Ragvindrs will fuck up even that somehow. Maybe they’ll add so much butter they can’t find the bread any more.” Wait is that how the joke goes. “Or maybe they’re all so wasted they use gouda instead of butter. Now, the Gunnhildr clan… The Gunnhildrs would get it right, but they’d spend three months on consulting the citizens first before ignoring them and buttering it by the book.”

Shenhe’s lips twitch. “A most entertaining exaggeration,” she says. “Is there a corresponding saying for your… Lawrences?”

“Well the family would say we do it perfectly…” Eula rolls her eyes. “But if I were to guess how the rabble would joke about us, I would say… hmm.” She smirks. “The Lawrences would butter the toast correctly, then decide it wasn’t good enough for them, blame it on the cow, and call for the baker’s head on a pike.”

“I either walked in ten seconds too late or ten seconds too early,” says a familiar voice.

Shenhe’s face breaks into a small smile. “Traveller,” she says.

“Shenhe?” says Lumine, as she grabs herself an apron. “What are you doing here? And, oh, Captain Eula, good to see you! I wasn’t expecting so many familiar faces today…”

Then Charles is talking to Lumine. He points at a few things around the bar, then at a menu, then at the clock, then makes his way out.

“Well,” says Lumine, approaching their table. “How are you both? Do you know each other?”

“We just met,” says Shenhe. “I’m very glad to see you, Traveller.”

“Good to see you, too,” says Eula.

Lumine squints. “Eula? Are you okay?”

“I should hope so,” says Eula, affronted. “Why are you asking?”

“She was quite drunk earlier,” Shenhe tells Lumine. “I gave her a remedy to stave off the worst effects but it will not cleanse her system entirely. Or remotely.”

“Drunk? That… explains the lack of death threats, I guess,” says Lumine. “What can I get you both?”










While Lumine is working on their drinks, a couple enters and sits down a few tables over. Shenhe nods in their direction.

“More friends of yours?” says Eula, glancing back. They look familiar, she’s sure their faces have turned up in a briefing at some point.

“No. Or… maybe?” Shenhe seems thoughtful. “I do not have many friends.”

“A relatable sentiment,” sighs Eula. “Nobody in their right minds would befriend a Lawrence, and I can hardly fault them: we’re all scoundrels. It’s still a… um… an insult, though. One I ought to throw back into their faces.”

“As I said before, your being a scoundrel has no effect on anything I’m concerned about,” says Shenhe. “If you’d like, I could be your friend.”

“I barely know you,” says Eula. “How is that supposed to work?”

“I don’t know,” says Shenhe. “I’m unclear on how friends are made. But I’ve made them before despite this lack of underlying understanding.”

“That sounds very wise,” says Eula. “Are you a philosopher or something?”

“Me? No.”

“So what do you do then?”

Shenhe counts off on her fingers. “I exorcise malevolent spirits, I kill people, I talk to people, I wander the mountains… nowadays I wander Liyue Harbour, too.”

Eula takes a moment to process this. Exorcist assassin? Crazy. “What… kind of people do you get paid to kill?”

“I can get paid for that?” says Shenhe.

Never mind. Exorcist serial killer?

“Where did you say you met Lumine?” Eula says.

“I didn’t,” says Shenhe.

Eula scrutinises her face. Her expression isn’t cold, just… neutral.

She sort of reminds Eula of Gunther, her cousin-once-removed with perfect etiquette who was nonetheless generally regarded as a terrible conversationalist. Which means Eula can probably say:

“Then I invite you to tell me.”

“Ah,” says Shenhe. “We met in Liyue Harbour. She helped me avert a ‘double homicide’.”

“By… your hand,” Eula guesses.

“Correct,” says Shenhe.

“Elaborate,” commands Eula, in what she hopes is a very imperious and sober-sounding tone.

“They were making a nuisance of themselves,” says Shenhe. “They wanted me to buy useless information from them.”

“It was a mugging in all but name,” says Lumine, approaching the table. “They were threatening her.”

“They were not,” says Shenhe.

“They were implicitly threatening you.”

Lumine sets Eula’s Foamy Reef down on the table, and for Shenhe, a Sunsettia smoothie with an impressively foamy top layer.

“It’s good to see you,” says Shenhe.

“Vice versa,” says Lumine, patting Shenhe’s shoulder. “Depending how busy it is I might not have much time to talk.”

“That’s fine,” says Shenhe. “I enjoy your presence even if we’re both otherwise occupied.”

Lumine beams and moves along to the couple a few tables over, who she sounds surprised to see. Eula listens in for a moment or two before returning her attention to Shenhe.

“You like her, huh?” she says.

“Yes,” smiles Shenhe, “she was my first friend.”

“Friends are good,” says Eula. “My first friend was… one of the cook’s daughters. I forget her name. We built forts in the snow. She and her dad got sent away though. Bad influence.” She mimes air quotes for the last few words. Are air quotes a thing in Liyue?

“That sounds quite sad,” says Shenhe. “Losing your friend like that.”

“Yeah,” says Eula. Then she burps but she’s pretty sure it’s the coffee not the mead. “Shenhe. Listen to me.”

“I’m listening, Eula Lawrence.”

“Don’t… ever…” (She stresses the second word as hard as she can.) “…take your friends for granted. When someone’s nice to you, when someone treats you like an equal, that’s… that’s really fucking important, okay? Don’t squander that.”

Shenhe nods, wide eyed and solemn. “Friends are very important.”

“They’re a Barbatos-damned… gift from Celestia.”

“Do you not have many friends?” says Shenhe.

Eula chokes on thin air and oh fuck what is this bullshit is she getting tears on her eyeshadow fuck—

“Should I not have said that?” says Shenhe.










Eula supposes she has friends.

Eula tells Shenhe about the old Liyuean guy she only knows as ‘Grandpa’, who helped her pull her head out of her ass—a metaphor, she has to clarify—when she was in a really dark place, got her to stop thinking about how she wanted to be regarded and start thinking about who she wanted to be. She tells Shenhe about Varka and Gunnhildr (the one her age) and how they were excited about her application to the Knights while the entire rest of Mondstadt was up in arms about it, chastising and stonewalling her detractors, respectively. And how Jean still takes morning tea with her whenever she gets back from a long mission.

She tells Shenhe about Amber, Archons damned Amber; insufferly, impossibly kind, refusing to see anything but the best in her, singing her praises to the four winds and beyond, the gift that Eula will never in a million lifetimes have deserved. She tells Shenhe about Kaeya and Rosaria, who will get drunk with her when she needs to get drunk and who will tell anyone who looks at her funny to go to hell. She tells Shenhe about Lisa who spent a week in the library figuring out the speciality tea Eula’s aunt had once introduced her to, how the secret was lightly roasted lampgrass seeds, how the purple witch deduced this from the marginalia of a genealogy book. She tells Shenhe about Wagner the smith and Sara the cook, who’ve come around to having a Lawrence as a patron. She tells Shenhe about Yanfei, the lawyer who—

“Oh! I know Yanfei,” says Shenhe. “She helped me fill out a lot of forms when I moved to the Harbour. She knows many of the Adepti.”

Eula nods. “Yanfei is… very lively,” she says. “I saved her life once. Fiasco up at the Port.”

Shenhe thinks. “Then… You must be the Spindrift Knight?”

“Yeah, that’s me,” says Eula, one eyebrow raised.

“She tells the story of how you saved her every time she gets inebriated,” says Shenhe. “That woman has… a very low liquor tolerance. And a very large vocabulary for complimenting you.”

Eula’s cheeks go all hot. “Setting impossibly high expectations of me that I cannot possibly live up to? That devious scoundrel. I’ll have vengeance for that.”

“She has mentioned you make a lot of empty threats,” Shenhe says thoughtfully. “Was that one?”

“Make that double vengeance,” Eula says.










“Does my direct manner truly not bother you?” says Shenhe. “I have been told that some people find me quite… confronting.”

“I have a few distant relations you remind me of,” Eula shrugs. “I don’t mind it. In fact I rather appreciate people who speak their minds to me.” Too many people mincing words.

“Are people usually not forthcoming with you?”

“I’m a Lawrence. If they’re speaking to me at all, it’s to call me names. Plus… plus I’m always making death threats.”

“I don’t understand why people dislike death threats,” says Shenhe. “Wouldn’t they rather be warned?”

Eula nearly inhales the rest of her coffee. “Um. A very good question, Miss Shenhe.”

“Lumine and Paimon say my willingness to use violence can be off-putting.”

“Why? You ever killed someone who didn’t deserve it?”

“There were one or two accidents when I was in my teens,” Shenhe says, sounding faintly embarrassed.

Eula sighs and waves Lumine over for a refill.










“So if I killed Acting Grandmaster Jean…”

“I would not kill you.”

“But if I wanted to summon a rifthound to kill her…”

“I would be obliged to kill you.”

“Okay, what if Jean was going to kill a bunch of Liyuean orphans.”

“To be clear, this is still hypothetical, yes?”

“Yes.”

“Good. I don’t want to do any murder while I’m here.”

“But if she was, would you kill her?”

“If that was the most efficient way to eliminate the threat, yes.”

“What if she’d stop if you asked her, like, really nicely.”

“Would it take more than sixty seconds to ask her really nicely?”

“…yeah.”

“Killing would likely be faster.”

“She has a Vision, though.”

“Oh. Would it take more than five minutes to ask her really nicely?”










“So are you and the Traveller, like, a thing?” says Eula.

“A thing?”

“Do you…” Barbatos dammit what’s the word. “Are you romantically interested. In her. Or sexually.”

“That is… a good question. How do I tell?”

“You just… um…” Okay that’s a good question and Eula isn’t sure. “Do you want to hug her all the time? Or kiss or have sex? Or do you ever look at her hair and feel the urge to comb it for her every morning? Or… I don’t know, choirs of Celestials singing whenever you make eye contact?”

“Just tell me your order and I will go make it,” hisses Lumine, who is beside their table with a notepad in hand and has turned remarkably red.

“I don’t think so,” says Shenhe. “I would like to see her on most days, I suppose. Does that count?”

“Hmm,” says Eula. “I think that might count. But it might not. Oh!” Um what’s his name… “Venti would know, he’s great at relationship advice. Hey Lumine could you tell Venti to come by and help Shenhe figure out if she has a crush on the Traveller?”

“Okay I’m deciding for you. Two lemon juices, extra sour,” says Lumine, storming away.

“The hell is her problem today?” says Eula.

“Maybe she finds bartending stressful,” suggests Shenhe.










“So,” says Eula, “Jean is going to kill some Liyuean orphans. Hypothetically.”

“Understood. Hypothetically.”

“You find out I’m summoning a rifthound to stop her…”

Shenhe makes a distressed squeaking noise, then spends the next few minutes in silent contemplation.










“You make a great bartender, Lumine,” says Eula.

“Thank you,” beams Lumine. “I’m glad I put sugar in your lemonade after all.”

“The drinks are strangely named but a very pleasant experience to consume,” says Shenhe.

“Thanks!”

Eula wasn’t done. “I’ll have you know, however, that I could have taught you far better than Diluc’s lot could.”

Lumine stares past her. “Oh my Archons. Nobody in Liyue is going to believe that I saw this.”

“That, what, you saw…” Eula follows her gaze. “…two drunk women straddling in a bar? Liyue isn’t that conservative, I’m quite certain.”

“They’re both sober, and no, I mean…” Lumine pulls her eyes away. “Never mind. Do you want any more drinks, or… I think they have chocolate biscuits on the menu?”

“The lady with the white hair,” Shenhe explains to Eula, “is Tianquan Ningguang.”

Eula laughs. “Nice try. I know for a fact that the Tianquan looks much older than that. Yanfei’s letters describe her as a wrinkled old crone.”

Someone behind Eula bursts out laughing, and another voice curses then starts muttering about putting ‘differential equations’ in the tax code.

…maybe Eula was mistaken.

“If Yanfei asks,” she says to Shenhe and Lumine, “I never divulged that.”










“She’s not human,” remarks Shenhe, as Lumine fends off job offers from the handsy couple. “Were you aware?”

“I was not,” says Eula. “She hasn’t told me much about herself.”

“She hasn’t told me much either,” says Shenhe. “Some things become apparent when you fight by someone’s side.”

“Well. I’m glad she’s your friend,” says Eula.

“Me, too,” says Shenhe. “I’m also glad to have met you, Eula Lawrence.”

“Just Eula. And… thanks.”

Because, really, what is Eula supposed to say in response to something so outlandish?

“You might not like me when I’m sober,” Eula says. “I talk like a haughty bitch when I’m sober.”

“You would be hard pressed to be as haughty as my former master,” says Shenhe.

“A Lawrence is never second best,” says Eula. “I will practice haughtiness until she is no contest.”

“I wish you good luck in that. You’ll need it.”










“Oh, that’s Amber,” says Eula. “She’s one of my colleagues. Very huggable.”

Amber is red in the face as she reaches Eula. “Hey Eula! Hi…”

“Shenhe,” supplies Eula.

“…Shenhe, nice to meet you!” says Amber. “Eula, you look like you need to go home and lie down. May I walk you there?”

“Yes, my Knight,” says Eula with an exaggerated curtsey. “Lead the way!”

“Careful,” says Lumine, as Amber escorts Eula out. “She can’t stand straight.”

“I know,” sighs Amber. “She’ll be fine, though… come on, sleepy head, let’s get you home.”

“Will I?” mumbles Eula. “Will anyone, really?”

“I think you’ll likely be fine,” says Shenhe. “Stay safe.”

“You tooooooo,” says Eula, then Angel’s Share is gone and it’s still mid afternoon?, and she’s in her apartment being tucked into bed.










“I quit, by the way,” Lumine tells Diluc.

  
Author’s Note:Eula, wasted, dancing in her pyjamas while Amber is trying to herd her into bed: “I’m a baaaaaad guuuuy… duh.”

Paimon isn’t here for some reason. Maybe a ramen eating competition.

Liu Wei Di Huang isn’t a drunkenness nor hangover cure last I checked. I’ve never been anywhere near that drunk but I have been jet-lagged and otherwise sleep deprived and I feel like these are not so dissimilar a state.

find me on tumblr, lose me like you lose your house keys





