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A woman wearing a golden gown covered in soldier’s blood stands in the center of a throne room coldly glaring before a man wrapped in gold. Her long dark hair was dammed by the hardship of her sweat, platform shoes tainted red by the blood flowing from soldiers’ lifeless bodies at her feet; but her right hand holds up a katana before this man and her left holds another katana behind her back.  “YOU DON’T COME NEAR ME!!” she shouts as the surface of her hands shivers.  “How could you do this to us?” she cried.




“I have saved you and your daughter’s life. Shouldn’t that be enough?  Now lower your sword, we can make this seem like this have never happen.” he offered.




The women’s beautiful green eyes flows tears before him as she continues holding up her sword. “I can’t escape for what I‘ve done. You never desired me or my daughter!”




“That is not true!” The man fell to his knees and pleads before her with a heart so full that his eyes fill water.  “I love you. .  I have offered my soul to have you.” She immediately became stun; no longer could she feel her heart beating as the nerves flows within her hands to her feet. “There is no need to be afraid.  You won’t leave me.  You’re not supposed to leave me!”




“YOU ARE A FOOL!!” she blurred at the top of her lungs.  The man’s body instantly froze, but was stunned by her words. “You want to have us captive here, so we can die here!”




“No, no that is not –



“THAT IS WHY THEY LEAD you to me.  That is why you wanted to take me, but you will not have me.” The man’s heart crippled as it fell into despair. The woman easily steps backwards, over dead bodies of the man’s soldiers with her sword still held up before her as her eyes glares around from wall to wall and shouts.  “You hear me! You will not have me!! You will not have me.  You will have my daughter!!  You will not have me!!” Once her bloody feet steps into the threshold of the room immediately she closes the double doors shut, leaving the emperor in grief and alone.

The women fled inside of a luxurious chamber and pull a small girl out of her bed. “Mother, what is wrong?  There’s blood all over you.” the girl asks, but instead the mother didn’t respond. She grabs her child by the hand and leads her out of the palace to a stable.  The mother mounts herself and her child on a beautiful black stallion with a crying soul asking her little girl to keep quiet.  Once the soil beneath the stallion left its’ feet this small girl grew confuse as of why herself and her mother is leaving the life that held the most abundance of wealth and why her mother is crying with blood all over her?  A young child who burdens the beauty as her mother, but little did the girl knows that she also carries her dark fate.  The young girl lifts her head and opens her beautiful green eyes finding herself no longer behind stone walls, but racing on a back of a horse through tall trees on a dirt path.

The emperor knelt his body to the floor as the lifeless bodies of the soldiers before him began to further rot in its blood. He covers his noise of the smell, but neither could he stop his tears from flowing down his cheeks until a man’s voice came to him. “It is not the time to wallow in tears of fate, Lizong.” The emperor lifts his head and saw a man standing before him with long white hair, his body was wrapped in a long grey and gold robe; but a group of twelve men wrapped in

long dark robes knelt in rows behind him.  “I have told you this woman will never love, but still you desired her cursed beauty.  Now, look at you.  She left you alone with no one but the company of dead bodies.  Now, what is this imperial city without a queen?”

“You are right.  She never has loved me. There is no other way why she will leave me like this.” said Lizong

The man smirk with satisfaction before him and said with delight. “By the woman and child’s bodies not being, shall I say abound here?  It is our duty to take them. Now will you excuse me? I have some murdering to do.” He smiles and walks to the twelve men; but suddenly the emperor shouts.

“NOOO!” The man sneers with disgust and a vibe of his presence was so cold that the mindless breath flows out from Lizong’s tongue as he said.  “My palace will not fall to the Shang!  I will not be exile by Da Yi Xin!”

The man laughs at him as the twelve men behind him snickers with amusement. “You actually think this city will last by the hands of Da Yi or shall I say – Tang the great?”

“Then let me keep her child.” asks Lizong; but the man didn’t respond instead he peers down at him. “She is someone who I can control.  She is just a child.  I can keep her here, away from a sword and behind these walls.”

“You wish to prison the first born of this woman?” Emperor Lizong nodded as the man smile with pleasure.  “She is just a child and don’t have much power.”  He cuts is glowing silver eyes to him and said.  “A pleasurable agreement; but the woman is no more and I will do as I can to keep your kingdom empower.”  Lizong immediately bows to him, thanking the man.  “My




children go and have some fun.” Once those words pass the man’s lips the twelve men wearing long dark robe, pulls their hoods over their heads to shroud their faces and smile; but like a force of wind they vanishes out of the room.




The woman wrapped in gold, now a former queen and her child first born by her true love never sought of such a fate.  Darkness slowly casts itself over the forest as the trees lightly sway back and forth against the dying wind. Her daughter she cradled close to her heart as she guides the stallion through the forest.  The young girl gazes up to the dark heavens to take one last look at the stars, but immediately her mother places her hand on the girl’s head and forces her head down.  “Keep your head down! Don’t look up!”  In a blink of an eye the horse falls over as the mother and child tumbled over the horse’s head, landed on the earth. “Are you alright?” she asks as the little girl nodded her head in gesture.




The mother looks up as she notices the horse’s legs was detach from its body.  Her body began to tremble.  She tightly cradles her little girl as she arouse from the earth, gazing out to the trees that surrounded her.  Her tears flow down her cheeks to her child’s cheeks.  The little girl became scared for she knew her mother was crying and that she wanted to comfort her to cease her tears; but every time she tries to move away the tighter her mother grasp her close.  “We will be alright, Yakuza.”she lied.  The mother feels the surface of her child trembling in fear and her tears dripping on the palms of her hands.  She peers deeply through the trees that surrounded her then picks up her daughter and races into the forest.




For hours she held her child close to her body wondering in the forest.  Her legs never became weak and her arms firmly hold her only child, but within every step that she toke the darker the cast became.  The small girl turn her head, no longer could she see the trees before her and the






path beneath her mother’s feet; suddenly her mother screams. “Ahhhhh!”  Yakuza fallen out of her arms as she cries and cries with hunting wailing screams.




“MOTHER!! AMA!! AMAAAA!!”the young girl cried as she tries to reach out in the dark, looking for her mother.  “AMAAAA!! AMAAAAA!!”  Yakuza turns around as the cast fade and the moon light shine down from the dark heavens upon them. Her body froze, heart stopped as hurtful tears flows down her cheeks, watching her mother standing before her rapidly breathing her last breath with blades that had ripped through her body.




The mother gazes down to her first born with the windows of her soul fueled with pain and said. “Yakuza.”  In that moment before her mother’s dying words can pass her lips, a gold chain wrapped around her bloody body and drags her away.




“AMAAAAA!! NOOOOOO!!  AMAAAAA!!!” she cried as she chases behind her mother’s body, until suddenly she trip over her dress and fell to the earth. Yakuza immediately looks up to see where her body were being dragged too, but no longer could she see her mother’s body, only the leaves fluttering off the dirt path. “NOOO!!” She franticly crawls until her legs draw her to run and so she fled. The little girl fled through very direction of the forest, down the dirt path and through the forest again until she could no longer walk, crying out to her ama, mother.



	[image: ]
	 	[image: ]


[image: ]

Chapter One   Noble Defeat


[image: ]


––––––––
[image: ]


A WOMAN LAY ASLEEP in a bed as the sun peeks through the screens of the window with a graceful presence of warmth.  Once the warm light from the sun touched her skin, so did her bright green eyes open.  The sweet aroma of jasmine tickles her nose from the layers of silk sheets comforting her awaking. She sits up then looks around her room full of luxury then shakes her head and deeply exhales. “Are you a dream or a memory?” she asks herself. The women steps out of bed, walking before her mirror then sits on a large pillow before it. Every morning the moment she awakes from her nightmares she gazes upon her mirror.  In her reflection she sees her mother because she burdens her beauty, gazes into her own eyes because she feel that she is staring within her soul to forget a dream or memory of her mother’s passing ; but look to the living that her mother’s life continues to live through her.

A woman’s voice traveled within her room. “Yakuza! Yakuza!!”  The chambers doors flew open as an elderly woman wrapped in a long blue quju silk robe hurried into the princess’s closet, which was full of luxurious floral ornaments that shimmer in the sunlight as it waves in her hair, and layer of colorful robes that makes her feet seem like its gliding on air.  “Angela! Come in here and help me!!”  In that moment a young woman franticly rushes into the chamber, closes the doors behind her then races into a large chest. The elderly woman fled out of the closet with her arms full of layers of flowing gowns and spreads them out on the princess’s bed. She turn back to the young woman with irritation as she watch her struggled, trying to figure out which box to grab.  “All you have to do is to give me the box with the make-up inside. We have gone through this yesterday and already you’ve forgotten!” she yelled.




Yakuza looks up to the elderly woman with a smile upon her face as she sets before the mirror. “Sonya, please give the girl some time to learn.” she said




Sonya gaze down to Yakuza and responded.  “It didn’t take long for me to teach you about politics did it?  A box is not so complex.”




“How can I forget when you had a bamboo stick in your hand?”
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“Hey.” Sonya leans over to Yakuza and begins to speak with her index finger. “It came in handy with that smart mouth of yours.  Don’t forget who helped raised you?”




The princess throws her a warm smile and said, “I love you too god-grandmother.” Sonya smiled then places her right hand behind Yakuza’s head and kiss her forehead.




Inside the great dynasty of Xia may flow a wailing abounded of unimaginable fortune; but also an emperor who’s only can be please by not the gold that pile in his hands; but to constant obsession to bring oppression amongst his people with worry, torment and most taking ones child as his concubine.  In all of things in order to worship his own evil pleasure, Yakuza steady to grow; but lowers and lowers his ambition of his accomplishments as her own to have peace amongst her people.




In an enormous room its interior inside may have the vibe of wealth by a long red carpet lay down the aisle that is so soft that it can stroke against the bottom of your feet, golden veils that loops upon the ceiling as statues posts against the wall of soldiers and dragons; but its’ beautiful scenery was over powered by the vibe of fear flowing from the surface of the people who limbs was chained to each other before the emperor.



EMPEROR LIZONG SITS upon his throne along with six nobles to his right and six more nobles on his left, sitting on mats as they peer down to the people before them. The emperor was now elderly with a white beard and strings of grey in his hair.  He smirks to the people before him with pleasure, but also had a sharp eye to the little girl shackled between to her young parents.  “The Liu family.  This will make the first and only time I will see your faces.”

“There are no excuses of your late tax payment. Your finest crops are well known throughout the city and our kitchen ladies finest service.  Why no payment?” a noble added

The young man nervously looks up the nobles.  “Why won’t you asks the guards who march into my home and chained us?  You do not know the life we live outside these palace walls!! Many of our crops have died out! We are not the only farmers going through this!  It is harder and harder for us to provide fruits and vegetables for ourselves.”

“But all of you are the only farmers to provide us with produce as an honor to your emperor. Isn’t that enough?”

The emotion behind the young man’s eyes suddenly evolves into boldness. “NO!” The nobles instantly became stun by his answer, but the emperor still looks down to them with pleasure. “I serve no one who pretends to be a god.” The man stares to the emperor as he stares back at him.

“A god?” Lizong began to laugh at him. “You think by you shouting at us will save you.” “You think dead crops can bring money and feed you?” the young man said

Lizong snickering dies down as he looks to the man then cuts his eye to his daughter on his right. He looks back to the young man with a smile upon his face.  “You words did tell me something

such as you don’t have any money to pay your debt. Don’t you have something to give me that is more precious than money?” The young man began to think to himself, but he prays he didn’t mean his wife or worst.  “Your daughter is mighty young and pretty.  I will take her as my concubine as the repayment of your debt and the rest of your family won’t have to worry about starving to death.”

In that moment the young man was stun and speechless within the emperor’s heartless offering. “Are you serious?  She is a child!!!” he shouted

“It is either that or all of you can rot in prison.” Lizong added
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THE YOUNG MAN GREW confuse and afraid for his family that his words couldn’t no longer pass his lips.  He turns to his wife who was devastated and shouting at him to his daughter between them. The little girl eyes were filled with fear as she constantly asks her father can they go home.  He gazes to his daughter with watery eyes and answered to the emperor. “I can’t do that. She is my only child.”

Emperor Lizong furiously stood up from his throne and shouted at the top of his lungs at him. “Rotting in prison is the fate you fall on your family!!  Now, you give me your child and live! That is your only option!! NO HELP ARE GOING TO WALK THROUGH THAT DOOR!!!”

A female servant enters the room unannounced holding a large gold and silver pillow in her arms as two female servants carries a long table behind her. The female servant bows to the emperor then turn to the young man, politely bows as she asks. “Can you please move to the right- side

of the aisle?”




“NO! DON’T DO THAT!” the emperor shout with nervousness in this tone; but the family sneer at him and even the child toke great delight to slip over to the right- side of the aisle. The two servants’ sets the long table down in the middle of the aisle and before the emperor then the first servant neatly places the large pillow down before the table.




A man’s voice traveled down the aisle as he announces. “Princess Xuan Yakuza!!”
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The doors of the throne room opens as a young woman wearing flowing layers of gold and pink long sleeve gowns walks down the aisle with pride; but her face was shrouded by a pink veil dangling over her face that was attach to her crown. Emperor Lizong sneers, but on the other hand his nobles slightly smirk at her with delight and respectfully bow their heads. Yakuza elegantly takes a seat on the large pillow that was set by the long table then coldly glares to Lizong underneath her veil.  He slowly sits back on his throne as a noble and a scholar enters the room with basket full of scrolls. The doors closes behind them as they walk down the aisle and places the basket near the table then the scholar stood on the princess’s right, but the noble stood on her left.  A servant places down a blank scroll on the table’s polish surface before her and an ink and brush set beside it.




Hours pass inside the room from conversation to discussion to fighting verbally until finally they fell into an agreement. A decision that filled the family’s heart with such joy and relieve.  Once the shackles were unchained from their limps the mother of the little girl leaped over and tightly hugged Yakuza as she thanks her abundantly. Emperor Lizong on the other hand was disgusted of his step-daughter, in that he sneers and turns his head away.






Princess Yakuza respectfully leads the family outside the palace to the courtyard as the little girl held her hand.  Once they’ve step down the stairs of the main palace the little girl runs to her parents and hugs them. “I am going to miss you.” said the little girl.




Her father fell to one knee before his daughter then look into her eyes and said. “You’ll see us again soon.” He looks up to the princess and asks. “How long will she have to serve under you?”




“Two years of excellent service, but I promise that you and your child will be well taken care of even on my absence.” Said Yakuza




“Oh, thank you.” The parents’ bows then each of them tell their child. “You be good for us, okay.” The little girl bows with a smile and takes the princess by her hand as she watch her parents walk away, exiting the palaces gate.




“Come on, let’s get you settled Yomi.” Yakuza requested. Yomi bow her head then our princess guides her back into the palace.  Sonya and Angela dressed the young girl into a long blue robe, slips her feet into black platform shoes.  Yomi had a hard time walking in the shoes upon her feet because in her small village they wore sandals or to sometimes have their feet bare as their toes sink into the earth’s soft soil. There were multiple times that Yomi gotten lost by trying to

follow behind Sonya and Angela, instead she wonders onto another compound, convincing herself that the princess would be inside.; but every time she wondered off Yakuza finds her and takes her by her hand, leading her to walk by her side.




In the late afternoon our princess leads the little girl into a room. Yomi was mesmerized by the hundreds of books that were mounted on the shelves and the sweet incenses of jasmine being burn



BY AN OPEN WINDOW.  “Yomi.” She called her.  The little girl tries to run towards her, but instead she tripped over her own feet and fell to the floor.  “Yomi, you’re alright?” she asks

“Yes.” Yomi lied as she wipes away her own tears from her eyes. She arouses to her feet and approaches her.

“You shouldn’t run around, especially in shoes that you’re not use to.” Yakuza advised “Yes.” she bow her head.

“Can you close the window for me?” Yakuza asks.
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“YES!  I CAN DO THAT!” Yomi smiled then walks to the window and closes the screen as the wave of incense caress her nose.  “Is that jasmine?”

“Yes.” Yakuza answered then takes a seat on a pillow in the center of the room. “Come set down next to me.” The little girl smiled, grabs a mat that was laid on top of a table then rolls it out horizontally next to her.  Once the young servant became settled she looks up to our princess as she watched her lower her veil, exposing her beauty; but Yomi was stun at her eyes.  Our princess holds such an odd window to her soul and such a precious color, the color that defines the beauty of the earth itself.

“Your eyes are green, but very strange.”Yomi whispered. Yakuza turn her head to the little girl. Instantly she thought that she may have insulted our princess’s appearance so she looks away to the floor.

“Why thank you.” said Yakuza

A mid-age woman enters the room with her hair highly in a bun wearing a black and white

robe. She sits before our princess and bows as Yomi bows to her. “Being your teacher isn’t easy you know.” She cut her eyes to the girl and said. “Another servant I see. I assume that you don’t have so much of a highly education.”

“She is a very bright girl and so are her parents.”
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“REALLY, GOOD.” THE woman grew satisfied and smiled to Yomi. She reaches into the sleeve of her robe and pulls out a scroll that was wrapped in the finest silk. Her eyes looks up to our princess with passion and said so gently. “This was from Master Cheung Chi. He died this morning.”  In that moment the little girl looks up to Yakuza and saw tears flowing down her cheeks.  “He wanted you to have this; but to open it when you are ready, when you are feeling really ready.”

The princess bow her head for ever so deeply her soul wants to moan for the master she knew for so long has left this world.  “He left me, Master Cheung Chi.”

The woman leans over, places the tip of her fingers underneath her chin then lifts-up Yakuza’s head so that she look into her eyes.  “He doesn’t want you to cry, princess.”  She holds up the wrapped scroll before her as Yakuza’s trembling hands takes it from out of her hands. The woman watches the princess stares at the scroll before her with a troubled soul. “You have to be strong, my princess.” Yakuza looks up at her with watery eyes trying to hold in her compassion, holding in her mighty cry.  “You must be strong.  This scroll holds your mother’s final wishes. You must have strength to read it.  Now those were his words.”




Yakuza inhales then deeply exhales her sorrowful breath. She wipes away her tears by the tip of her fingers and bows to the woman in honor of loyal service to her. “Thank you so much.” Yakuza leans her body back up, but no longer were her eyes flowing with tears instead was clean and strong.  “I will have strength until I am ready.” The woman bows and smiled to her princess for she was inspired by her compassion.




Later that following day in the mid of the night when the moon burn as bright to lit the dark heavens.  Our princess decided to honor her master in solitude in her chamber by honor after


honor practicing taichi in many styles. The styles of yang, wushu, and her favorite ninjitusu. When Yakuza was once a child she uses to practice it with him and it was one of his first teachings.  In


the silent of the crickets playing outside her balconies door and the gentle breezes of the wind slithering through the cracks of the window to play with her hair, brought back the memories she thought that she’d long forgotten. Even though the memories was painful in the present but into that pass brought back her insanity.  In that it comfort her and lead her to smile as she closes her eyes in her practice; but in her memory she hears him asks her to never turn his teaching to become a monster.
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Chapter Two  Peace Agreement
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A NEW DAY HAS DAWN among the imperial city of Xia for it was an exciting day for the emperor. Lizong sits at a round table along with his nobles, dressed in a red and gold robe as he slowly strokes his grey beard by the tip of his fingers. He cuts his eyes to the nobles around him with a smirk upon his face.  “What is said in this room will stay in this room.  No souls are to know our words.”

“Understood, sir.” the nobles agreed as they’ve respectfully bow their heads.
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“IT HAS BEEN FOUR MONTHS since.  I have heard anything about from the Shang dynasty.” said Lizong “The last time I’ve heard they wanted to exile me?”

“We have been informed that the Shang dynasty has gotten involved in a much larger threat.” an elderly noble answer.  “Monasteries, villagers of Tibet, Shang hai, Talian and even great cities are being invaded by these unknown men.” Emperor Lizong suddenly began to smile with satisfaction. “Da Yi has decided to aid them with their hwarang soldiers.  It seems that Da Yi Xin no longer has interest in taking your power away.”

“My lord should we be worried of these men invading China?” another noble asks

––––––––
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LIZONG FELT RELIEVE as he nodded his head and tsks his tongue. He deeply exhales trying to hide away his smile. “It depends on what Da Yi Xin wants.  If this war king wants to hold his soldiers’ from me in order to aid others, he must want something in place for to have me not attack him with my hwarangs.”




A young noble held a scroll in his hands over his lap. His eyes stare to the table and responded with pride. “Yes, he wants a peace treaty.”  Lizong laughs with amusement as the young nobleman grew angry by the emperor’s reaction to such an offering.  His tongue eagerly wants to shout; instead he tries to hide the intensity in his tone. “It is time for Xia not is known as a further disgrace, sir Xuan and just maybe all of China will honor you instead of your daughter.”




In that moment Lizong’s high spirit faded as his smile crippled into a stiff frown. He peers to the young noble with disgust for he was displeased in his remark.  In matters of years ever since our princess was young her knowledge of using his power against him, challenging his noblemen

and finally winning the hearts of the people had crippled him. “I don’t understand as of, what you are implying?” he coldly asks.




“Tibet, Shang Hai and all of northern China are in peril by these men. Even soon we may need Shang’s men aid as well. This is becoming a war as we know it, not a joke.  Many rulers don’t trust us and they have a reason to base on your reputation.  It will be wise for you to consider Da Yi’s request and aligned peace with him.  It will be a great honor to Xia that we respond respectively.” he said.




Emperor Lizong carelessly looks away then shakes away his fury toward the young man.  He looks to the rest of his nobles with a smile then asks them with delight.  “Do all you agree?” The elderly noblemen and the young nobleman tossed their piece of wood that had red symbols vertically carved in it, inside a large circle that was in the center of the table.  “I see well.” He cuts his eyes back to the young noble.  “What is it that he asks?”



The young nobleman look to him then hands him over the scroll he held in his hands. “His wishes are contain in this.” he said to the emperor

Liozong takes the scroll out his hands then unties the red ribbon that bonds it.  Once he opened the scroll his eye brow raised and his mouth curved into a warm smile.  In that moment the nobles felt disturbed as of, what did the emperor had in mind to fulfill the king’s wishes? Or what was it that King Da Yi Xin asks of him?” The emperor rolls the scroll back up then looks up to his nobles.  “He wants me to give him the most precious jewel known to China.”

The nobles look to each other and became puzzled as of, what jewel did the emperor had? Or did the king mean a jewel?  A noble curiously asks Lizong as he bow his head to him with his eyes gazes upon the table.  “Excuse me Lizong; but we are confuse as of what is it that he wants?”

“Or should we have to go through your vault to find the perfect jewel?” an elder noble asks with a warm smile

“I don’t think the emperor has a favorite jewel in his vault.” said the young nobleman “Come now, I am sure he will like diamonds and sapphires.”

Lizong suddenly coughs then he tabs his right hand against the surface of the table to regain the nobles’ attention.  In certain the emperor found the discussion quite amusing that he puts on a smile and cuts his eyes back to the young noble and said. “He asks for the precious jewel known to China.  Didn’t you said my daughter if known to China?”

The nobles instantly grew quiet as the young noble became devastated. Emperor Lizong’s hidden question that lead the nobles to catch onto his plot of giving the princess away to a war




king or prince. They knew that Yakuza was a young woman, but also the strength of Xia for her wise knowledge lead peace to the people. In years she ripped away the emperor’s destruction by the love she has for Xia; but to give it away?  “My lord –




“Of course.”  Lizong interrupted.  “She is precious to Xia and that makes her a jewel.” “My lord you can’t do this!”

“The decision has already been made and my decision stands firm.” Once again the nobles grew quiet.  “You are the men who have helped me fight against her; but yet you want her here still?”




“My lord, yes we fight, but her knowledge beat us every time ever since she was thirteen and now she’s seventeen.  Look, how a young woman strengthen Xia.” said an elderly noble.




“And by her gone you think it’ll be a difference?” Lizong asks
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“Not by the decisions that she already made because the agreement between her still stands with us. We are talking about the –




“Future.” The emperor interrupted then glares to the noble.  “If I need anyone to tell me the future I’ll much rather believe a soothsayer or an oracle.” The elderly noble turns his head away from the emperor for he knew that his words were useless to him.  Lizong looks out to the rest of the nobles at the table around him and said with pride.  “Xuan Yakuza will be given to Da Yi Xin’s son as a peace offering between both kingdoms.  In that we are to band together to help fight this war, agreed.”  The nobles nervously bow their heads to him in gesture to their agreement, but their thoughts were still disturbed by just imagining Lizong being self-empower over the people.  “Das ha Bang!!” A man enters a room wearing a long sleeve dark blue zhuji



ROBE WITH A TALL BLACK hat upon his head.  He bows to Lizong with a pleasurable smile and high spirit as the nobles sneer at him.  “Bring my daughter to the throne room.  We have something to discus.” Emperor Lizong commanded.

Das ha Bang obeyed and bow to Lizong humbly.  “Of course my lord.” He leaves the council room.
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Das ha Bang are known to be the emperor’s advisor, but the nobles and scholars of the palace sees him more like Lizong’s consort.  In matters of years all he has done was to constant stand by the emperor’s side and mindlessly so eager to please him, even when his decisions are foolish to bring oppression to his own people that it not sickens him no matter how much he hears a woman’s or child’s cry, but pleases him as much as the emperor himself.  It is a pity that

someone with the same cold heart as Lizong; but little did both of them know that they are bringing hell upon themselves.




Yakuza sits with her beloved Sonya on the bare earth in the flower gardens, watching Angela help young Yomi pick newly water lilies from a small pond that was filled with swimming koi fishes.  The princess looks down to her black and golden robe that was imprinted with silver flowers, then raises her right arm and lays the long sleeve over her lap. Sonya turns to Yakuza then looks down into her lap noticing her left hand clenching the long sleeve’s fabric of her robe. “Yakuza.” she called.




“Yes Sonya?” Yakuza asks
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“Why are you clenching your sleeve?” asks Sonya. Yakuza didn’t respond instead she looks up to Yomi and Angela playing by the pond.  “You seem nervous.”




“I am not nervous, just thinking to myself.” The princess smile as her god-grandmother toke notice of her tense behavior and how far her eyes were wondering away from her reality.





“I see you are in love.” Sonya said. The princess turns back to her with nervous eyes. “It is alright, nothing to be ashamed of. Who is he?”




“Who knows?” Yakuza answered.
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Sonya slightly became stun in her response.  “Who knows?  Hopefully you’re not in love with more than one man.  I have tried that not a good idea, especially when you’re surrounded by people who won’t keep their mouth shut.” Yakuza began to smile as she tries to imagine a woman of her age trying to commit adultery.  She laughs to herself.  “Why are you laughing at me?  There is nothing wrong with a woman my age wanting a young man.”




“Yes, there is.” Yakuza answered.  Sonya punch our princess’s arm, but it didn’t matter she was still laughing at her. “A woman like you should be married by now.”




“My age?  You have some nerve you know that.”
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“O.k I am sorry.” Yakuza tries to stop laughing at her then looks back to young Yomi and added.  “You know I am right though.”




“Will you shut-up and tell me who it is.” Sonya snapped “I told you.  I don’t know.”

“Would you mind giving me a hint?”

“O.k.” The princess turns to Sonya on her right with sensitive eyes.  “It’s a rare flower.” Sonya became puzzled as of what was it that she meant so she humorously asks out of her.




“You’re in love with a plant?” Yakuza didn’t respond instead she gazes to Sonya with





compassion.  In that moment she became worried for her princess then slips closer to her and whispers.  “Lizong is going to find out about that.  He always does.”




“Budui, No.  He will not burn this one.”
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Sonya gazes down and saw the tension within her left hand, clenching onto the long sleeve over her lap.  “Whoever this man is that keep giving you this. Needs to speak up.” She said. She looks up towards the pond and saw hwarang trainees following behind their general in three single-file lines across the pond bridge.  The general was fully dressed in his armor and a long red cap that flow in the wind behind him.  He stops his trainees once Yakuza looks to her left with a smile to the young warriors, so did they respectfully bows to her as the princess places her hands together and honorably bows her head to them for they were about to become young warriors.  Sonya leans close to Yakuza’s ear then whispered. “Is it General Quin?”




Yakuza lowers her hands as the hwarangs passes on towards their training grounds. She turns to her god-grandmother and answer with irritation. “No! Will you stop?” Sonya rolled her eyes then turns her attention back to Angela and Yomi.  Yakuza closes her eyes as she enjoy silently enjoys the winds gentle touch, but her sense were very sharp. She hears heavy footsteps marching through the tall grass and passing carelessly through the flowers passes her ears, not a moment did the steps respects the earth’s glory in such a blessed morning.  Yakuza opens her eyes and called. “Das ha Bang!!” The footsteps stop in its tracks. “Yanshi was blessed to have all the flowers to bloom this morning.  Why not enjoy the heaven’s gift to us?” she asks. Sonya looks back and saw Das ha Bang standing in the middle of the fields ineptly confuse. “Or was that too complicated for you to understand, consort?”



“CONSORT?” DAS HA BANG became furious by the princess’s humorous insult to him.  He immediately holds his tongue to not say anything rude back at her instead he clenches his teeth together.

“You’re clenching your teeth. Are you angry with me?” Yakuza asks
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“NO, PRINCESS.” HE LIED.  Das ha Bang curves his frown into a smile as he approaches to the princess’s side then bows before her. “Your father wishes to see you in the throne room. He said it’s something you both need to discuss.”

Yakuza calmly exhales then arouse from the ground as the tension in her left hand faded and loosen its grasps around the right sleeve. She looks out to the pond. “Angela! Yomi!” Das ha Bang arouse from the earth as well then turns out to the pond noticing the young woman and child drying their hands with the ends of their aprons. Their damped aprons were filled with grass stains as their hands were filled with water lilies.

“Forgive me to question you princess; but did you have your servants playing in the pond?”
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“YES, THEY WERE HELPING me enjoy this day the heavens given us.” Yakuza turns her head to him and added with an irritation. “Until you showed up.” She coldly glares at him then walks away through the gardens with Sonya by her side as Yomi and Angela follows behind them.

Emperor Lizong sits upon his throne with a warm smile upon his face. The twelve nobles were sitting dividedly by six on opposite sides of the aisle, glancing at one another with tension in

their tongue to speak, but they knew it was nothing else they could do. A man announces outside the throne room doors.  “ Princess Xuan Yakuza!”  The doors slides opens then closes behind our



princess as she enters inside with grace down the aisle. Once her feet meet the end of the aisle surprisingly she elegantly fell to her knees and bows before him.




“Oh my! A bow?  I haven’t seen you did that since you were eight years old.” said Lizong
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“Well this is the first time I have enter this room without an uproar of the people.  The first I haven’t had to clean up a mess.”  In that moment Lizong’s smile faded into a frown, but Yakuza was gratefully satisfied.  “In that
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