
  
    
  


  The dao of Love remains lost and nothing more than a broken off branch.


  LOVE. UNDERSTANDING.


  It is the path this protagonist was taught. The path that he chose to keep walking on.


  It was all of his karmic deeds, and while it had always been truth that he was to be a passing figure in the lives of the strangers he chose, being broken by this same Dao is a thing that could have been avoided.


  The Dao of Love is encompassing. Enemies. Lovers. Family. Oneself.


  This Dao increases the weight of the heart of the one who treads it. Love must be given, love must leave his cistern that everflows into empty repositories. At the cost of his soul, his love must pour forth, the candle that burns bright in the wind that is hate.


  Where he gets rebuffed, having filled and then been rejected by a repository that has drunk it's fill, a cistern of love must never choose to stop loving.


  The choice to keep rejection in heart leads to taint, and taint leads to a corrupting.


  Once the cistern is tainted, the everlasting refreshing waters become bile, requiring purification.


  And yet, it becomes clear that the soul of the Cistern will fracture from being hurt. The Cistern must be protected. He must be cared for as he cares for us.


  Still, this Dao he must walk.


  Self Preservation or the extent to which he will pursue his Dao, this cistern asks that you help him, not to choose. For hilarious it is that a man chooses his destiny and yet despises it as much as he may love it.


  So you will walk him, and leave your right of judgement at this doorway.


  The Swamp


  The protagonist slumped to the ground. Yet another outing that had left the cistern dull, unclean and nearly empty. For the first time since he had become aware of the gift nestled inside, he saw that it neither produced, nor absorbed from the world around it.


  Worse still, it was as he feared. A new fractal crack in the fine material had appeared. This one it seemed, was very ugly.


  And yet the sigh that left his heart was accompanied by a smile. There was no regret on this face, only schadenfreude.


  The same actions, the same path toed, with a different receptacle, and even when they began to overflow, it would have been easier to rein in the pouring of love.


  The protagonist raised his head, looked around. The swamp lurked about him, dirty and unclean with murky depths that promised untold horrors.


  He sighed again, gathering his cistern back inside of him as a hand found his bastard sword.


  The path would be toed still, even if he had to find a way to refill himself first.


  Uncharted Territory


  The protagonist smiled. Love, was it not said to suffer all?


  Why then, was this defeat so hard to swallow?


  Maybe it was because he hadn't found time to love himself yet.


  He sighed yet again.


  The past few weeks had been a literal pain in the ass. And yet, he walked still, lost in the wilderness.


  The cistern throbbed inside him, heavy and almost sinking as if it contained a fathomless void.


  So he decided. It was time to repair it all.


  CROSSROADS.


  The wind howled across the air, whispering with voices that seemed to tickle at his heart, plucking his heart's strings.


  They sang of blood, and war and the finest of wines. The voices told him that the land would bear fruit and his table would flow boundlessly, sweet tunes and melodies at night's fires.


  All around him, the voices called and showed him things. That on one path, he would earn honour beyond acclaim.


  So he decided to look into himself, heal his body and be worthy of his true love.


  For his earthly body was a gift from God, and he needed to care some more for it, before he began to live once more.


  LOST.


  Mired deep in the wilderness, he rested in a cave, having chosen one far removed from any vestiges of humanity. Here, the protagonist allowed himself truly feel for the first time since he'd left the citadel.


  Waves of despair, of a longing that refused to leave him be. The ache in his chest, contrary to his expectations of growing duller with time, grew with intensity as he contemplated the loss.


  So many broken paths on this Dao, and he no longer knew if this road was worth walking on the more he gazed back on the past. All he'd know was pain at the end of each epoch, sadness whenever his life's course had changed time and time again.


  Sighing, he reached into his satchel, rummaging around for a bit before his fingers clasped around what he sought. They withdrew, bringing out the wineskin.


  He remembered steeping the purple leaves in there, and had forgotten about them for a while. The old herbalist had said it would help him with his mind.


  He had no hope that what he was feeling would be taken away permanently by the elixir, but even if but for one day.


  He put the wineskin to his lips and drank deeply, barely managing to stopper it before he slumped to the ground.


  Each Day, A gift.


  A man learns to accept the day as it comes. He learns humility. He is thankful for each gift and mercy shown him.


  And sometimes, happiness shines on. He looks for light each day. Sometimes, the days surrender to him.


  Where Doth My Way Lie?


  Every day, the world makes it seem like there's a way to do things. That we may have no other option but to do things the way the world wills it, and compromise.


  It may be so, but for once I'd like to live.


  Live truly and be happy.


  I'd like my story to begin here, and I would like to learn to play an instrument too. Most likely in seclusion too.


  Because life is for the living. And without living, there is no way for me to be happy.


  It Starts With You: Everything!


  Charity begins at home. The first lesson that hits hard.


  But I choose the metaverse too.


  The Spring


  He walked into the clearing, hearing the hot spring trickle down past rocks that went farther down the river's path than his eyes could make out.


  


  He was here. He could refill and repair the Cistern here, before he continued on.


  The End
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