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The legend of Xi’an Lao originated around five hundred years ago, but has only recently been rediscovered on a stone tablet at an archaeologically site in deep Western China.




Hoofs trampled the bodies of the defeated, crushing bones beneath beautiful Brigandine Armour now fused with blood across a nightmarish landscape of mud and corpses. All that was left of the Ming Dynasty army, had neared victory. Xi’an Lao was screaming as he thrust a long blade into the stomach of an opposing solider, he was proud to be part of such a victorious unit. The blade slid through the man’s gut like a knife through butter but stopped short with a crunch. The soldier winced and screamed with a howling cry grabbing the sword with no care for his hands. Lao’s blade had been stopped by the man’s spine. The thought made him grin his own bloody chipped teeth and, with what seemed like his last burst of energy, proceeded to thrust his blade through the enemies spine. It pierced through the skin on the man’s back as he fell silent. Lao felt the man go limp but he himself was too exhausted to do anything but fall with the lifeless body on the end of his long blade. The adrenaline of the great battle was wearing off making him all too aware of his own injuries and feeling a blinding pain in his side. In under a minute, Xi’an Lao was out cold.

Lao woke bewildered by a voice whispering his name. He sat up with a military precision and braced for a battle, but pain shot through his body with a feeling of his torso muscles ripping slowly apart. He let out an agonizing scream that echoed through the muddy valley bouncing off the mountains that surrounded him. It was only then, he realized he was all alone, his only friend was the stench of death. “Lao.” His name again. This time he could pinpoint the location. An equivocal awareness washed over him thinking he was crazy from exhaustion. The voice, it appeared, was coming from a mountain peak. “Lao.” It called again. He became fixated on the direction of the voice, a peak in one of the smaller mountains in the grand valley.

A flash of light flooded Lao’s eyes making him blind for only a few moments. He winced snapping his eyes shut, but remnants still glowed on the inside of his eyelids. He tore a piece of red fabric off a dead soldier next to where he stood and held it up over his eyes and carefully looked to the mountain peak once more. The light flashed again but the fabric protected his eyes as he peered through the weave with intrigue. His speculation was correct, the flash was from a reflective surface. Something in his body, mind and soul compelled him to start the arduous journey up the small mountain and to the peak where the reflective object beckoned him.




A blaring horn shattered the atmosphere above Xi’an Lao. He gasped and snapped his neck back to look above him, too fast, the motion made him dizzy. A great shadow cast upon the battlefield even blocking the sun that sent a chill right through his body, mind and soul. The marvel above him, covering most of the sky, crept slowly towards the small mountain where the reflective object was flashing. The monolith was a stretched out triangle with lights running all the way along the great belly of this sky machine. Lao thrust his sword into the dirt, bowed his head and dropped to one knee thinking that this was the Gods descending from the sky.

Lao heard a rumble emanating in the distance and looked up to see two figures dropping from the starship at a rapid speed then slam into the ground both landing on their feet still in a standing position. It was as if the fall had no effect on them. They were wearing full body Armour that glistened in the sunlight, each equipped with a blaster at the ready, should the need arise. The two sentry’s had begun walking toward Lao the moment they slammed into the dirt with great posture and a purposeful stride. He heard the voice again call his name from the mountain peak. He spoke to the mountain in his native tongue. “How do you know my name?!”

The ground beneath him shook. Something had landed. He spun around to see a huge slender green creature with large elliptical black eyes that took up most of a seemingly expressionless face. The creature must have been over 8 feet tall Lao estimated in awe. As if triggered by the tall creatures arrival, the two sentries switched their walking pace to a run. The sound of their boots crunching and sloshing through the mud drew Lao’s attention away from the towering green life form and towards the gaining sentries.

They whipped their blasters up and each fired a blue pulse toward Lao, to which as if by instinct, the green giant flicked up one of its long svelte arms and snapped straight its three fingers. A sonic boom rang through the valley and bounced off the mountains as an orange field surrounded the creature and Lao. The being had shielded itself and the human from the sentries blasters. Lao’s mind was racing to the point where he had to close his eyes and pinch the bridge of his nose. He didn’t know what was happening but he knew this was a fight between gods, and that he should stay out of it being a mere man.

His thoughts were abruptly interrupted when the creature leapt over him in a single motion launching to such a height that it appeared as if it would land in the clouds. The creature then almost instantly shot down with a ferocious speed landing a few meters in front of the two sentries, who were still a great distance away from where Lao had now fallen to his knees. He was witnessing a historic face-off between two truly advanced and remarkable species.

From a great distance Lao saw the tall slender green creature make a few initial attacking gestures which the sentries responded with by trying to use their blasters, but they appeared to be unresponsive. It was as if the creature had slowed down time but only effecting its enemies. The two armored guards were slowly falling to the ground, whereas the creature was still moving at its regular pace. It snatched one of the floating guards and thrust a green knee straight into the spine of the guard. A scream overthrew the sound of the spine cracking, it was a crunching sound. The giant being threw the first guard up into the sky at lightning speed smashing through the ship above where an explosion had now started to form in slow motion. The slender being flicked one of its arms up and once again in the now familiar motion, snapped its three fingers straight causing a subsonic hum to emanate through the valley. This time Lao’s sword was snatched from his hands and almost instantaneously appeared in the last guards stomach all the way across the great distance.

Lao was gobsmacked at the notion that his sword had flown out of his hands, traveled at incredible speed through the air across hundreds of meters and straight through the enemy’s stomach all without a single touch from anyone or anything. The giant being snapped its head around to look at Lao dead in the eyes sending a unnerving cold shrouding his body. Instantly, the creature blinked into existence in front of the breathless human and extended a long thin arm out to Lao and grabbed his head, like palming a basketball. Lao gasped as he was shown the origins of such a creature from a distant world, in a metallic ship sailing through the stars at an unimaginable speed and crashing into the highest peak of the Chang Dynasty mountain range thousands of years before Xi’an Lao’s own existence. Living here alone, waiting for his race to rescue him. They never came.

The connection was broken, and the creature started to dissolve like embers from a fire floating on the wind. Xi’an Lao however was fully healed, replenished and full of energy and power. Lao realized the creature wanted someone to know his story, and in what seemed like it’s last bit of energy, healed Lao so he could know its story and do with it as he wished.
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