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======================= 
Scene: 28/07/2018 Hopping on Grass

Altair Ogram Ashkabaken 
::Altair is at a small 'urban park' just down from his shop, it has a sand box used for cardio classes but he’s standing in it doing Tai Chi, every time he completes the seven forms a Yin Yang forms in the sand from his movements. He then moves through four stances of Tai Chi Chuan in rapid succession, erasing the symbol so he can start again::
die Welt 
A few minutes pass. The practice is going well, and in between one stance to the other, Altair gets a tingling sensation, his awareness has picked something up. A quick look, there is no one around. A few more moments and Altair hears the sound of incoming motorcycle, a clear violation of Park rules. It is moving towards him, the rider a giant brute no doubt. But there is something familiar to him. As the motorcycle draws near, the familiar shape of Ulysses is visible, no helmet on. "Hello Altair" He says, smiling but serious
Altair Ogram Ashkabaken 
"Ulysses, I trust you are doing well" Altair says and seeing him causes Altair to finish what he is doing and walk over to him, putting on his shirt as he does. "What can I do for you?"
die Welt 
"I live, and I heard on the grapevines that some bloodsuckers got smoked last night, so I am pleased. I come bearing great news, Altair Ogram ab Ashkabaken, should I tell you them now, or would you care to move to someplace else?" He looks... excited, and stressed, and unnervingly worried, all at once
Altair Ogram Ashkabaken 
"We can go wherever you need. Good news is always welcome. I am prepared to do whatever the scroll requires of me"
::He smiles adding:: "my shop is just down the street if the matter is sensitive"
die Welt 
He nods "Not so sensitive, no. The news are great, whether good or not, that remains for us to see. You are part of us now, Altair, yes? This is not you helping us, this is us" he waves at both of you and in a circle "doing things. Anyhow, there is a great Wu Ti'an Zen Master who visits the area. We have initiated negotiations with her, and we think you are just the person to go meet her. You both being " he waves his hands in a MA Hollywood mockery style "Fighters, you have something in common, yes? There is some benefit for you too. She is a master of many strange arts, and I hear she blends her magic into her Fighting, this could be of interest to you, yes? to **us***." He hands you a small envelope.
Altair Ogram Ashkabaken 
"Yes, that would be interesting to us. I am ready to meet her whenever you wish, but first we will need to retrieve something from my shop. I think you are familiar with it?" He says with a smirk, walking towards the edge of the park.
die Welt 
He nods "Initial arrangements have been made, you will her when convenient. Instructions in the envelope, I must go. This one you do alone. Follow the protocol, Altair, to the letter. The Wu Ti'an love their protocols, they would marry it if they could. Very strict, but they can be very generous if you make good impression. Good luck, Altair, we are counting on you." He mounts his motorbike and rides away(edited)
Altair Ogram Ashkabaken 
"Thank you Ulysses"
die Welt 
In the envelope there are 12 pages of instructions, in very great detail. How to address her, how he will be addressed, where to stand, how to stand, what to wear, depending on the time of day of the start of the meeting. details details. A page about drinking tea, and one more page about smiling and bowing. This is going to be tiring.
die Welt 
=======================
Scene: 28/07/2018 Hopping on Grass - continued
Altair Ogram Ashkabaken 
::Altair walks back to the shop, memorizing as much of the etiquette as possible. A lot of it is familiar, as he has trained under Asian and even Chinese masters before::
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The Protocols are not very different then has experienced with the great masters of the art. The order of bowing, sitting, standing. The dress code and address code. Her official title, Altair notes, is "Heavenly keeper of the Dragon Breath, the venerable general of the West, the pristine Qui Tang Liuxian." The new part is all about 'the dragon dance', the last page. A meeting begins with a bow, the lesser to the superior, and then back, then they move just so and so, bow again, and again, until the superior has found the spot he likes. A chair is put there, so he can sit. He is granted a gift, and then he grants a gift, and then a meeting truly begins. Altair notes the details, and a sensation of purpose floods him. A great Wu Ti'an Zen Master, here in his town! The instructions are to call a number when ready, at which point her aide will announce when she will arrive
Altair Ogram Ashkabaken 
::Altair showers, shaves, and meditates for a few minutes, in the shower:: "Ash I don't ask you to be quiet often, but this is one of those times, we need to make a good impression pal, be present, but be a student" He says to himself and his Khaibit thrums in agreement. He does not put on any one set of clothing, instead putting on something easy to change, so that he can put on what he will need to wear when the meeting happens. He knows that she will be using it to gain subtle advantage over him, and he's ok with that. She's a teacher, and unlike all the morons in kung fu movies, he has no problem being the student. He goes down stairs and calls the number from his land line, to make sure he has a good connection::
die Welt 
The phone rings once and a gentle quite but strong voice answers. From the way he speaks Altair can tell he is a Chinese eunuch, he has dealt with them before, a very cunning bunch they are. "Meng Guo speaking"
Altair Ogram Ashkabaken 
::Altair speaks clearly and without his normal sarcasm or flippancy:: "Good day, I am Altair Ogram Ab Ashkabaken, I was wondering when the Heavenly keeper of the Dragon Breath, the venerable general of the West, the pristine Qui Tang Liuxian will be arriving, I was told I was scheduled to have a meeting and would like to do so when it is best for her"
die Welt 
Meng Guo clears his throat. He speaks in Cantonese to few people who answer him, and finally gets back on the phone "The Illustrious Master, Heavenly keeper of the Dragon Breath, the venerable general of the West, the pristine Qui Tang Liuxian shall see you in her court at 9:04PM." The phone hangs, and a second later Altair gets a message to his phone with the exact location of the meeting. 9:04PM. He should wear white and expect her to wear light blue. Bitter tea will be served, of the worst kind of.
Altair Ogram Ashkabaken 
::Altair had to give it to them, they were organized, the text must have been sent before she hung up. He goes up stairs, wraps his gift properly, and puts on the right clothing. He has a white traditional Chinese suit that he puts on. He purchased it in case his Tai Chi shifu ever returned to the area, but it would do all the same. The suit itself is somewhere between formal and combat gear, and he wears a white sash with his master's insignia on it, a red tiger on a white background. If she knew of Master Yen Lo Wong, she might be impressed::
die Welt 
Her court turned out to be the second floor of a local Asian-cuisine restaurant a couple of blocks away. He should walk it, it will make a good impression. Humble, but practical for a temporary setting, which impressed Altair even more - this was a woman of brains, not only pompous honors. 
From a distance, Altair could see two men flanked the entrance to the restaurant, which was currently closed. As he approached they did not even move an eyelid, instead one of them announced with stern voice "It is close, American"
Altair Ogram Ashkabaken
::Altair nods, walking a little closer:: "I am Altair Ogram Ab Ashkabaken, I am here to see the Illustrious Master, the Heavenly keeper of the Dragon Breath, the venerable general of the West, the pristine Qui Tang Liuxian" He says, bowing formally::
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[bookmark: _GoBack]Altair can see the slightest sign of surprise in this man's eye. Unnoticeable on his face, Altair recognizes the eye movement from his MA training. Observing the opponent's eyes was always a key element of true mastery. The men stomp their right feet, in perfect cohesion, a sign of formal greeting, and the front doors of the restaurant open. Altair is rushed with memories from his earlier days, he knows this play, this is Kow-Tow, the honorable journey for audience, and if he remembers it right, three more doors await him. But there is no test, he has passed the test by being invited and arriving, this is Ceremony, meant to instill the heart with awe. Can his Khaibit be silent long enough?
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As he walks in, with ceremonious steps, the interior of the restaurant is flooded in gentle light blue light. This is a good sign, a sign that he is moving in line with orders. He moves along the empty dinning hall and into the side private room, and from there to the stairs, up a single floor, into a narrow hallway, and now he stands before more doors. This took time, as the short journey has been turned into a ceremonial succession of proclamations, bowing, waiting, stomping. So far, Altair recons, he has said his name more times that he cares to count, and bowed, in varying degrees, more than he will ever admit. But he is here, the final doors, behind them sits the one he is scheduled to meet. There are no guards, not here. He will enter on his own time
((This room is enchanted, it is effectively a mage's sanctum, so your Khaibit will feel like he is in a level 3 Node))
Altair Ogram Ashkabaken
::Altair's eyes change as he grows closer to the source of Sekhem, his irises growing more and more golden as he does. His Khaibit drinks in wisps of that power, and grows stated, which was a good thing::
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At precisely 10:04PM, one hour after arriving, at the auspicious moment, Altair opens the large (1m each) doors and steps in. The room he enters is a large rectangular room. Its size contradicts the size of the building, as if space was folded in. There are 5m to the walls on each side of the doors, and the long room stretches at least 20 meters in. It is perfectly symmetrical. a row of 10 pillars flank the main part, and on each second pillar an armed guard. A long purple velvet carpet stretches from the doors all the way to a middle-aged-looking woman sitting with her light blue robes atop a simply wooden chair. She is flanked by 2 men on each of her sides. 14 guards. The rug ends in what looks like an ornate fighting mattress, symbols of Taoism inscribed into the soft floor. The man second to her left proclaims "The Illustrious Master, Heavenly keeper of the Dragon Breath, the venerable general of the West, the pristine Qui Tang Liuxian bids welcome to the visitor from the west. Who stands before her great court?"
Altair Ogram Ashkabaken
"I am Altair Ogram Ab Ashkabaken, Amenti of the house of Sefekhi, Zūnjìng de lǎorén" Altair says with a formal bow.
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The gentle light in this room adds simplicity to an otherwise pompous ceremony. Silk covered windows flood the room with daylight, despite the sun having already set. The clerk bows back, a eunuch no doubt, and the 4 men take a step forward and kneel. The woman, who is without doubt Qui Tang Liuxian rises to her feet. She is small, not much more than 5' in stature, and simply dressed. Her traditional Chinese suit is light blue, and she has two sashes around her hip, an honor reserved to true masters who have developed their own art. She walks slowly, allowing for Altair to cover the 20 meters in the same time it takes her to move the 1 between her chair and the mattress. And here they stand, flanking the Great Yin-Yang Tao. She bows ever so lightly, and Altair recognizes this will not be simple, he must bow and get his head below hers, a deep bow, and his knees will have to be folded.
Altair Ogram Ashkabaken
::Altair spent at least an hour every day performing Tai Chi, his sense of his center was tremendous. She was testing his ability to control himself, which would be reasonable considering he knew she could feel his Khaibit, and probably wouldn't want to train a wild beast. He bows, mere centimeters lower than her, but distinctly lower. His center never moves as he bows, using every bit of Tai Chi and Suiken he knew, his Khaibit thrumming softly, clearly respectful, and clearly enjoying this place as the shadows cast around them seem to grow more real, more alive, just... more::(edited)
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And so the dance begins. She bows, he bows, she moves a bit to the right, he realigns with her, again and again. At a little less than 3/8 of the way around the circle, she takes a step forward and bows just a little bit deeper, and so doe she. The men around rise to their feet, and this is his cue. He sits on the floor, in a warriors' sit, and she follows him with a lotus. A few moments pass, the lights of the room flicker, and she reaches a hand and touches his forehead. She has accepted him. Time for the gifts.
Altair Ogram Ashkabaken
::Altair, accepts the Vase from one of the men, who had collected it from the room before and offers it to her, hands up, head down:: "This seemed an appropriate gift Shifu, a symbol of our kind's comradeship in times past" He says reverently.
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A clerk approaches and takes the Urn. When he moves, her face is... softened. Another clerk approaches her with a small wooden box, 10x30cm, and with elaborate ornate decorations. It looks not only ornate, but expensive. She picks it with her delicate hands, but beneath the well-groomed powdered hands Altair can recognizes the hardened knuckles and leathery skin of years upon years of training. She presents him with the box. Her voice is soft, but powerful. "A Karambit made of pure Jade. I had it delivered from the Gates of Heaven, a symbol of our mutual understanding in the present."
Altair Ogram Ashkabaken
::Altair's eyes widen and his Khaibit seems almost to purr, like a large cat very content. The shadows in the room get longer for a moment as he reaches up and accepts the box, head dropping as he does. "It is an honor Shifu, I will cherish this gift" As he accepts the gift the shadows in the room return to their normal length and the sense of his Khaibit shifts again, calm, like a student awaiting instruction::
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A small wooden table is brought by a clerk. A top it a teapot with two cups. She gently takes the pot and stirs it counter-clockwise, pouring tea with precision as the pot circles the cups. It is almost meditative to watch. She puts down the pot, takes the cup in two hands, and sips. He picks his tea and sip it, and the ceremony is over, the formalities are done. The men in the room retreat through various doors, and now only the two of them remain. He will know to move to lotus, which will be much more comfortable. "Altair Ogram ab Ashkabaken. So you were born Ashkabaken, and born Altair, and the two of you were reborn again together? That is your way, yes?" She sounds... relaxed.
Altair Ogram Ashkabaken
::Altair shifts to the new position:: "Yes, Ashkabaken is where the Khaibit you feel comes from, he was a warrior, Altair was a scholar, we are something more" He explains.

die Welt
She nods, and sips her tea. "I have studied the theory of the 5 parts of the soul under a woman named Calith ab Nuel. She was what you will call a Khri-Habi. Do you know anything about the Family of Heaven, Altair?"
Altair Ogram Ashkabaken
"Only what little I was taught in Edfu, which was little more than to show proper respect, which I hope I have done" He says, bowing his head.
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She giggles. A soft brisk one. "Yes, yes. You have performed excellently, far better than many of your kind. I have been in the new world for many years now, and I have become accustomed to brutish ways. This was a refreshing reminder of fine etiquette. You have visited the Middle Kingdom before?"
Altair Ogram Ashkabaken
"I trained in Tai Chi Chuan in Fujian under my first master, before traveling to Indonesia to train in Silat, ending my training in Japan where I learned Suiken and Akido" He says, head still down.
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"The ceremony is over, Altair, you can stop bowing. You have shown both respect and skill. When we are alone, you can stop with the formalities." She looks at him in an observing eye. "So tell me, Altair, why have you come here today?"
Altair Ogram Ashkabaken
::Altair looks up, smiling:: "I come to learn, anything you are willing to teach, and I will teach anything you deem worthy of learning. Though I am an infant in terms of my kind and likely would not have much to teach"
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She nods "We all have what to teach and what to learn. If we have nothing to teach, why are we alive? If we have nothing to learn, why are we not the Jade Emperor? Here, I taught you something. You spoke of the path, and I asked of the destination. So tell me, Altair, why have you come here today?"
Altair Ogram Ashkabaken
"I am a member of the Unbound Scroll. We seek to gather knowledge, in this case of the Arts used by the Family of Heaven, so that it may be recorded, saved and preserved. So that there never comes a day that your people or mine are left without the tools that are needed to fight the darkness. I am a hunter, I hunt the things that, as my second life would say 'go bump in the night'. I seek knowledge, techniques, and ways to hunt the things that would hurt mortals and harm the innocent. I am here for power, so that it may be put to good use"
::As he speaks the shadows seem to stalk around the edges of the room, like a great big cat chasing prey::
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She nods "I know why the Unbound Scroll sent you. They have been pleading me for a decade, sending waves of incompetent fools. You are the first I have accepted. It is good to be in a group, to seek tools, but those are trappings, clothes we wear, the are not our purpose. Everything you told me, any other can say." She observe him with an intensive gaze, one that pierces the flesh, and Altair can almost feel it physically entering him and reaching for his Khaibit. "Let me teach you your first lesson. You are here because Ashkabaken dies in darkness, because Altair dies in darkness, because when you became one you saw a light in the distance, and you seek that light. That is the why for which you are here. I can't tell you where that light is, Altair Ogram ab Ashkabaken, but I can teach you how to drive away the darkness that hides it. You ask to be my student, you have no idea what that really means. Yes, I will teach you Arts, and more ways to hunt and kill, but that those are trivia. Many can teach you that. I have accepted you, Altair, to be my student, so I can show you the path to the Gates of Heaven, but also because I want you to take me to Neter Khertet. In time, in time. Now, we are finished for today. I shall call upon you for your first training soon".
She rises, and as she does so, the whole room seem to shift under her movement. This is, no doubt, her temple
Altair Ogram Ashkabaken
::Altair bows again, a smile on his face:: "Yes Shifu"
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*As he walks outside, he feels something in him stirred. He has made a small but significant step forward, and it feels like the hunt has begun, and he has just got a whiff of the prey's scent. As he descends the stairs, no sign of the ceremony remains. The rooms returned to their ordinary appearance, and there are people dinning in the restaurant. He looks at his watch, the time is 2AM." ======================= End Scene: 28/07/2018



