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What Is An Ancestors Honor
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The Dimeo welcomed my clan to his castle fortress, a great sword was to be handed down to me, the eldest born. This is the second to last years of the Sengoku era, in the years of bloodshed. There is great joy in my clan to be given such an honor. Our great sword was lost, held by my long passed grandfather who surrendered it to the Dimeo line when we were conquered. It has taken this long for him to trust that we would not rebel. I will pledge my loyalty to the Dimeo in return for my great-grandfather's great sword being returned to our clan.

We have lived in peace under his rule since my grandfather's time. Several other clans are attending as well. Many of them continue to wait for long needed trust in kind to be given by the Dimeo, much as we have come to be seen. The war with the lords line has cost many of us those we loved for several generations. Most have only known peace for one to two generations. Our clan for three, my grandfather, father, and now me. Secretly, I fear that one of the other clans will try to disrupt the ceremony, or be bold enough to steal it for themselves. I however must never show this fear. I am now the leader of my clan, and must always be strong, fearless, and wise. I can propel us into the future.

Entering the fortress we were greeted by several servants of his house. Then taken to our section, of honor. To prepare for the three-day ceremony, ending with the receiving of my sword. Throughout the day we watched the other clans enter the fortress, then be assigned their quarters. Each told as we were, this first day was for us to rest, and enjoy our time within the castle walls. Food was brought to us during the day. We were to dine with the Dimeo accompanied by the rest of the clans. It was a meet and greet moment in order to help keep peace.

I know not what the other clans did for the day. Me and my clan however took advantage of the comfort, making sure our weapons were sharp, and well cleaned; to shine as if new in any light. My servants attended to our clothing, pressing as needed, so there would be no insult to our Dimeo. The silk, and satin as with our weapons needed to out shine all others. We enjoyed our dishes when brought. Japonica polished white rice, fresh fish caught for each meal, sake that would make any drinker praise its making. 

Miso, soy, yams, daikon, and seaweeds. Culminating with pears, plums, and rice cakes, containing a sugar and pepper twist. I could not imagine the splendor that we would be served in the Dimeo’s presence.

Dinner as I believed was superb. The most delicate flavored rice. Several different types of fresh, and salted fish, including sea bream, tuna, abalone, clams, shrimp, and whale, on top of it pheasants and ducks. 

He was showing off. New crops of, sweet potatoes, pumpkins, melons, gourds, and mikan were served.

As well as, vegetables such as daikon radish, yams, lotus root, and snow peas all either fresh, or pickled.  

Miso, Dashi soups, and broths. Simmering dishes made from fresh fish, and chicken tempted all.

Our dining ended with persimmons, Nashi pears, peaches, and grapes, along with green tea. Throughout the meal Sake,  Shochu, Plum wine were served within limits for safety's sake.

The Dimeo was no fool after all. The entertainment was amazing. A formal tea ceremony, a variety of musical, and theater done in Noh, Kabuki, and Noe Bushi folk music. 

Played on Shamisen, Koto, and Shakuhachi, featured vocal course Jiutal with an ensemble called Hayashi made up of No- Kan, Taiko, Ko-tsuzumi, and O-tsuzumi.

The ceremony of the day ended with jugglers. The whole event lasted well into the night. We were all well fed, and entertained.

Returning to my assigned quarters I heard them, “Let them have their two days of fun. We will have a message arrive claiming there is a disturbance in our village, and must calm it. We will leave with the great sword before they will even know it is gone.” I knew the voice was the leader of the High village still stubbornly resisting the Dimeo. He didn’t know I was listening,  to him. My dilemma now, do I speak to the warlord, and warn him, or do I confront the High clan leader myself. 

The first is wise, the second could start another war, or worse make my clan look like we are breaking the peace thus being denied my great-grandfather's sword. 

I pondered which would be wiser as I dreamed of both scenarios. What if he knew I was within range to hear his words? Using it to keep me from getting my ancestors sword while gaining favor for his own clans sword to be returned.
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