Lessons Learned


By Ghost Bear


 


	Ghost Bear was sitting under a shady tree in the courtyard, deep in thought, a piece of parchment on his lap, and charcoal in hand. Upon reaching each new rank of the Magnakai, each Kai had the responsibility of designing his own badge of rank. Now that he’d recently reached the rank of Kai Knight, that responsibility was his.


 	He gazed at his drawing thoughtfully. It was two parts. The castle, which was the formal emblem of his new Kai rank, and a bear, part of his Kai name. The bear was towering over the castle, embracing it in its powerful arms, yet something wasn’t right. He couldn’t put his finger on it, but the image caused him to feel uneasy.


	He stared at the picture for several long minutes, until he was distracted by Chestnut chattering somewhere by his feet. He looked up, and then he saw it. Directly in front of him was the Tower of the Sun. From his position, Chestnut was standing directly in line with it, dwarfed by the enormous edifice.


	“Of course!” he told himself. “No single Kai Lord is bigger than the Order itself.”


	He quickly turned the parchment over, and scrawled a new picture. Now, the castle towered over the bear, as if protecting it. But the bear served a purpose too. Now, it was standing in the doorway to the castle, guarding it against all who would bring harm upon the Order of the Kai.


	Ghost Bear smiled, he’d finally solved the problem of his badge of rank. He tucked the paper back inside his cloak, and got to his feet. He would go and see Lady May later, and get his new tunic made into a reality. For now, he had a Weaponskill class to teach. He remembered the conversation he’d had with Rain Owl very well…


 


***


 


	“You want me to do what?” 


	“You heard,” Rain Owl replied patiently. “I want you to become a tutor in Weaponskill.”


	“Rain Owl,” Ghost Bear replied, equally patiently. “You know how I dislike combat. You also know that I’m studying the Lore Circle of Solaris, and that I’m tutoring in Camouflage already.”


	“I also know, that you’re coping well with your workload at present. I know that you’re well on the way to learning Pathmanship, and I know that despite your dislike of combat, only Wise Eagle and the Supreme Master himself are better fighters with that weapon than you are…”


	“Then get Wise Eagle to tutor it.”


	“I can’t. Wise Eagle is also our best tutor of Animal Kinship and Healing. Those are the duties that he’s attending to.”


	“But…”


	“Ghost Bear, you’re a Kai Master now. You have skills and abilities that the younger members of the Order need to learn. You can’t shirk those responsibilities, just because you might have distaste for them.”


	“Yes, I know,” he replied with a sigh. “OK then, when do you want me to start?”


	“I’ll write up a copy of the timetable as soon as I get a free moment, and get it to you as soon as I can.


	Ghost Bear nodded, and turned to leave the room.


	“Ghost Bear, thank you,” Rain Owl said as he left.


 


***


 


	He smiled as he got up and left his spot under the tree. His newfound philosophy applied equally well to his new task.


 


***


 


	“Now, who can tell me what kind of weapon a Quarterstaff is?” he asked his class.�	“A bludgeoning one!” a voice piped up from the back.


	“Quite right, Swift Bear,” Ghost Bear told the Doan. “A Quarterstaff will not create cuts and gashes in combat. Damage from a Quarterstaff is mostly internal. Well done.”


	The young Doan grinned, his own Quarterstaff held tightly in his hands as he received praise.


	“Anyone else have any other ideas?” Ghost Bear asked.  The small group was silent as they considered the question.


	“Silent Hawk, come here,” Ghost Bear urged another young Kai standing in the front row. The young girl moved forwards, somewhat timidly. Ghost Bear smiled at that, her timidness, he suspected, was the reason she chose the Quarterstaff to fight with in the first place.


	”Now, what is our basic stance when wielding a Quarterstaff?” he asked the girl, who instantly slipped into the stance, one hand on either end of the staff, legs bent slightly, ready to parry a blow from either side.


	“Excellent,” he said. “And what do we call this stance?”


	“A defensive stance,” Silent Hawk answered instantly.


	“Exactly, so, what type of weapon is a Quarterstaff?”�	“A defensive weapon?”


	“Yes, well done. Rejoin your classmates.”


	“The Quarterstaff allows for solid defence, for an extended period of time. It allows us to wear our opponents down by forcing them to exert themselves more than we do. Then, we can strike when they’ve either overextended themselves, or tired themselves out. That is why we call the Quarterstaff a defensive weapon,” Ghost Bear finished, before unsheathing his own Quarterstaff from its scabbard on his back.


	“This defensive base means we can keep both feet planted on the ground, while being able to attack with either end of the staff. But, because our staff is balanced so well, and so is our posture, we can also defend from either end. Now, pair off, and practice the stance. I want to see you attacking and defending with each end of the staff alternately.”


 	His young class eagerly did as they were instructed, and soon, the sounds of wood hitting wood echoed around their corner of the courtyard.


