
That Was A Lie


    
    “Miko!” Ganyu said, gripping the kitsune woman in a tight hug. “You’ve grown so big!”

Miko laughed happily, an innocent smile on her face as she wrapped her arms around the qilin’s shoulders. “It’s been a long while, hasn’t it? I missed you, anegimi.”

Yanfei was watching them with a curious expression. Besides her, the Raiden Shogun of Inazuma was doing the same.

“I’ve never seen Miko act quite like this before,” Ei said.

“I’d say the same about Ganyu,” Yanfei said, “but she treats me more or less the same way. Still though…”

Miko was about five-hundred years old, while Ganyu was approaching five-thousand. Furthermore, the last time they had seen each other had apparently been when Miko was a… kitten? Puppy?

Um, whatever a baby kitsune is called, Yanfei thought.

Therefore, it made perfect sense from a logical perspective that Ganyu would treat Miko like a baby sister, and that Miko would accept that. After all, sometimes people reverted to childish behavior in the presence of those they viewed as family, especially after long passages of time.

What made it comical, though, was that Miko was nearly a foot taller than Ganyu.

“Do you still like when I do this?” Ganyu asked, reaching up to scratch behind her ears.

“Ah, yes please!” Miko leaned forward to make it easier for her, a content look on her face as she had her ears scratched.

The reason why they were all gathered here today was to discuss diplomatic business between Liyue and Inazuma. Since Ganyu and Miko knew each other, they were to represent their respective nations in this meeting. Yanfei tagged along because she wanted to spend time with Ganyu, and it seemed as if the Raiden Shogun joined Miko for similar reasons.

“I’ve met Ganyu before as well,” Ei said.

“Really?” As a xiezhi, a half-illuminated beast of order and justice, Yanfei could naturally detect lies in the speech of others. And — to her surprise — what she said registered as completely true to her.

“Indeed,” she said, nodding. “It was long ago, when the world was a very different place than it is now. She’s a good woman, and surprisingly fierce when the situation calls for it… are you her daughter, by chance?”

“Ah, no.” Yanfei laughed. “Although I consider her family.”

“Similar to Miko, then? Very good. Rest assured, I will provide for both of you to the best of my ability during your stay in Inazuma.”

“Much appreciated, Your Excellency.”

After Ganyu and Miko had concluded… whatever it is they were doing, they sat back down at the table and the meeting began in earnest.

“So,” Ei said, “how is Morax these days?”

“He’s doing well!” Yanfei said.

Ganyu shot her a sidelong glance.

Oh right.

“Sorry, I misspoke,” she said. “He’s dead.”

Ei laughed. “Come now, I know that he’s still alive. Although I imagine that stunt of his must have been quite the shock at first.”

“Indeed,” Miko said, hooking her arm around Ei’s. “I can’t imagine what it would feel like to lose my dearest Ei.”

Yanfei felt an itch between her eyes.

Huh, she thought. That was a lie.

“No hiding it then, huh?” Ganyu scratched her head in embarrassment. “Indeed, it was a rather painful situation for me.”

“But you forgave him eventually?” Miko asked.

“No,” she said flatly. “Anyhow, I’d like to express my deepest sympathy for the loss of your twin, Your Excellency. I heard the news when it happened… but I haven’t been able to convey that to you until just now. My apologies.”

“It’s quite alright,” Ei said, a sad smile on her face. “You and I have both lived long enough that others would call it ‘eternity.’ We’ve watched empires rise and fall with the tides. So we know all too well how fleeting life can be, right? Lightning is beautiful, but it lasts only a moment.”

“And even stones can be grinded to dust,” Ganyu said, eyes downcast. “Still, I would have liked to meet her.”

“I feel similarly,” Miko said, resting her hand on top of Ei’s. “I knew Makoto all too briefly.”

“Um, I thought you did meet her once, Ganyu,” Yanfei said. She didn’t want to interrupt since, as the youngest immortal in the room, she hadn’t quite lived long enough to empathize with the depth of the others’ grief. But something didn’t quite add up to her. “You met all the archons when they gathered in Liyue to celebrate the end of the war, didn’t you?”

“Ah,” Ganyu said. “Right. I suppose I did, then.”

For some reason, that registered as a lie. Though she was confused, she decided not to push her on it.

“Let’s not spend too much of our time reminiscing on the past,” Ei said, smiling softly. “This is a happy occasion, no?”

“Right.” Ganyu nodded. “To move on to something more lighthearted, many of the textile industries in Liyue have expressed interest in creating clothing and other merchandise based on some of the series managed by Yae Publishing.”

“Really?” Miko asked, ears perking up slightly. “Any series in particular?”

“Um, if I remember correctly, the main one is called Pretty Please, Kitsune Guuji.”

“Oh,” Yanfei said. “I’ve read that one.”

Ei broke eye contact with Yanfei, while Miko looked directly at her.

“Have you, now?” the kitsune asked. “Please, tell me your thoughts.”

“Well, I really enjoy the relationship between Masako and the Raiden Shogun,” Yanfei said. “For starters, I think the author did an excellent job at highlighting how the fear and reverence everyone shows the shogun only serves to further alienate her. Her feelings of isolation flesh her out in a surprisingly human way, which drives home one of the major themes — that even beings of divinity are susceptible to loneliness. And then you have the guuji. She has a sharp tongue and may come across as a bit harsh towards the shogun, but the more you read the more it becomes apparent that this is her own way of showing affection. Her teasing sets her apart from the others, who place the shogun on a pedestal and thrust some impossible ideal onto her. Masako treats the shogun as a person, a human being first and foremost, and in doing so becomes a single streak of color in her otherwise gray world. Moreover, even if her dialogue suggests otherwise, it’s evident in her actions that Masako cares deeply for the shogun — just look at the chapter where she cares for the shogun after she catches a cold. Not to mention how many times Masako makes butter crab for her. The fact of the matter is that they both grant something the other is looking for. Masako offers the shogun her biting-yet-genuine affection, while the shogun instills within Masako a sense of purpose and belonging. I know many people debate whether their relationship is meant to be interpreted as romantic, and to that I say — is it not obvious? Love is not a matter of law. It does not need to be stated explicitly to be known. Sometimes it must even avoid being spoken as a matter of necessity, because words are clumsy and in trying to fit such delicate emotions into them we lose part of the nuance that… oh, I started rambling. Sorry.”

Everyone at the table was staring at her.

Ganyu’s mouth was open wide, Ei was blushing furiously, and Miko…

“Dear,” she said, hands pressed to her chest, “you are simply the most precious thing I’ve ever had the pleasure of meeting. Please, think of me as your anegimi.”

“T-Thank you, Lady Guuji.”

Miko turned to Ganyu. “Let her stay a few centuries in Inazuma. She’s too adorable.”

Ganyu laughed. “If that would please her.”

“Anyway,” Yanfei said. “I’ve always wondered, do Masako and the shogun kiss in the last chapter? It’s hotly debated in the community.”

“Of course not,” Miko said. “Masako would never kiss that good-for-nothing shogun.”

Yanfei felt an itch between her eyes.


  What in the world? Why did that register as a lie?


“Um, Lady Guuji…”

“Miko is fine, my little fawn.”

“Um, Miko… Pretty Please, Kitsune Guuji? is fiction, right?”

“Of course it is,” Ei said sharply, which sent Miko into a fit of laughter.

Interesting, Yanfei thought.

That was a lie.
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