Shadow Stalker



(This is my first attempt on writing anything in the field of samurai/feudal/Japanese genre. Being that it is based loosely upon historical events, their may be some slight errors. I'm not a world history college professor, don't tell me if you see some little detail inaccurate! Thank you, hope this goes well.)

He was a an elderly man, lost somewhere in his sixties, or early seventies. It came to the point that the exact age did not matter, he was breathing and that was all that did matter. Sitting up in his cot, he focused at the rising sun out the window of the hut. Reaching down to the side of his sleeping area, he grasped a cane. Although it resembled a cane in all outer appearance, it was truly a sword-cane. When unsheathed it revealed itself to be a deadly weapon, and even more deadlier in the right hands. Hyusaki's hands were some of the most deadliest in the region, with or without a sword-cane. He was well respected, or well feared by his serfs and servants. They obeyed him at the snap of his finger or the raising of an eye brow. They were very well conditioned. Seldom did he have to have punishment administrated to any of them. After rising from his bed, and preparing himself for the day, he slipped a black head band around his head. It had the emblem of a full moon with two swords crossing the moon. It was an ancient sign dating back to his great-great grandfather. He wore it daily, and he wore it proudly.

Ryouki, Ryo for short, was a simple serf. He had been imprisoned to the land for over thirty years, and saw no signs of ever escaping. As long as Hyusaki was the lord of the land, he would be a serf to the land. Everyday at the rising sun he was in the rice fields or plowing open fields so to grow rice for later harvesting. It was a daily job during, and during the summer the days seemed to extend forever. Sweat rolled down his skin causing his hands to be slippery and dirt clinging to him. He wore tattered mankeen and an old bamboo hat. His palms were riddled with blisters and his eyes heavy with weariness. His skin filthy from the days of work without bathing, and the scent would be almost unbearable if it wasn't for everyone else smelling the same. Bathing was a luxury only reserved for once a week. Work was more important than hygiene.

The rice had to be harvested, new rice had to be planted, and rice had to be shipped to the ports. After the work in the fields, the serfs could look forward to work in the castle. Ryo was feeling very tired, dreams had been disturbing his rest at night. He wish he could rest, but knew Hyusaki was watching from his hut upon the hill. O! He was so damn tired. The dreams he had been having were not the vague dreams one forgets after waking, but the one's that seem so real even after waking. He kept seeing someone in his dream die. He never actually saw them die, but there was screaming. There was blood and there was a river or crimson running through a valley. Ryo shuddered at the thought of his dream. Noticing one of his fellow serfs was about to lean against a sack of rice for a light nap, Ryo slapped him across the face. The man showed his thanks to Ryo with a crooked smile an rose to his feet to continue his work. 

Shadow Stalker Chapter 1: Dreams in the Field

Ryo was laboring away in the rice moors while the moon loomed overhead like a great white sphere of energy. The wind was blowing gently from the West, and the cawing of a crow was heard in the South. He stuffed the rice into burlap sacks, and wiped sweat away from his forehead with the free hand that did not hold onto the bag. His eyes stung from the trash that had collected in them throughout that day's work. The delicate sounds of a koto and kakko were being played somewhere up on the hills. Night birds tried to join to form an orchestra, but their melody was to far off. Ryo remembered when he was a child, before Hyusaki sent him to the rice fields, he would go out by the lake's edge and listen to the song birds orchestrate beautiful pieces of music. Childhood was lost now, and loyalty to his daimyo was all he had left. Both his mother and father were long gone, and no siblings. Suddenly he heard a tremendous rumbling sound and the ground began to vibrate like a tsunami was about the crash into the world. He had been bent over at the moment collecting grains of rice that had fallen at his feet. Standing abruptly to see what commotion was among the fields, he gasped in horror. What he saw was nothing but impossible. A river of crimson was rushing towards him. Flowing like a raging serpent-The River Dragon had Come. Knowing immediately there was no wheres to run, or to hide, the bloody river would take them all! He fell to his knees and crossed his arms against his heart. Begging to pray to his heavens for mercy, he felt as though he betrayed bravery by this act, and instead stood to face the wrath of the raging serpent like a warrior would. It rushed forward, crushing the fields of rice and digging river beds into the soil. He knew he stood no chance with the power of nature, especially when it was this wicked. The warm crimson flooded right into him and past him. He still stood like a statue as the flow just passed right beyond him. He heard the screams and cries of helplessness when his companions were not blessed the same way as he. And the river was soon gone, leaving nothing in it's path, nothing except Ryo. He stood flawlessly in the ruined rice fields. Rising from his cot abruptly he brushed the sleep away from his eyes. Another dream had occurred, a more vivid dream than ever before. It meant something he knew it did, dreams always meant something soon or later. What was this dream trying to tell him? He had not known at that moment, but he made a promise he would soon learn it's secret. He rolled over in his cot and began to drift back asleep. 

A/N2: I've extended this chapter.

A/N: I've set the boundaries and plot for the story now. It will be based on Japanese and some slight Chinese culture/myth/social and military aspects. I was going to make this chapter longer, but decided to leave you into suspense..the next chapter will be the high-point of the current chapters. So look for the next update. Chapter 3-Lords, Retainers, and Seppuku

Ryo woke from his cot the next morning and took in the sight which was the sun of a new morning's day. He looked out through the open window where he could see the rolling lands that stretched into the distance. He rose to his feet, and snatched his peasant uniform from the small wooden table to the side of the bed. For some reason the morning seemed a little empty to him, as though something was missing. He walked to the doorway that was drapped with ropes and strips of hide. The other side revealed a large open room, wooden floors, banners and tables. The walls were decked with murals and depictions. A bowl of rice sat at the table, uneaten and untouched. Assuming it was his own, Ryo sat down to enjoy his breakfast before the labor of the day began. The vivid images of a dream he had the night before flashed in through his head like crackling lightning in the skies. He could barely make sense of what the dream had been. Hyusaki was in the process of devouring a bowl of freshly picked, and diced fruits. His chops sticks were like thin, narrow fingers that grasped the sweet chunks and shoveled them into his mouth. His stubble chin hair was made into a point and held some of the food that had escaped his mouth. He wore a round straw hat and his ashen hair hung to the side of his head. His rank as Lord of the land, entitled him to wear some of the more luxurious clothing. Fine colorfull vest, and loose fitting pants, or a wide embroidered, red, yellow, and black skirt. He always kept his cane-sword in his hand, never letting it out of his sight unless he was showing respect to any who deserved it. After finishing his breakfast, he went to a conjoining chamber. It was an empty room with a couple of windows and a rug in the middle of the wooden floor. Hyusaki began his morning exercise routine. It was not just a simple task of random thrust, strikes and kicks, but a separate exercises of methodical patterns of thrust, strikes and kicks. Today he wore his yellow-green fighting robe, tied with a belt at the waist. Ever thrust, stike and kick was combined with a "Ha", "Hiya!" "Arggra!". Even the noises served a purpose, to regulate breathing durng the energy consuming routine, and if he was fighting an actual opponent it would be a method of confusing them. He did several different drills , each a different pattern of moves executed. When his morning training was complete, he used koh-do, an incense to calm his body and spirit. Breathing deeply and exhaling delicately. He watched as the candle that radiated the scent flickered like a living entity. Staring directly into the flames he attempted to balance his yen and yang. Like the white and yellow of an egg, he would become one inside of the world. He was successful and his mind narrowed, casting out the apprehensions of reality. He breathed more regularly, and rose to his feet. Ryo took a basket of rags and garments to the river for a cleansing. Most were his own, a few were those of companions, Takasi, and Hiryoshi. He had to walk beyond the rice fields and down a hill to reach the river. There he found Taekemo, the most beautiful of the Hyusaki House women. She wore a simple dress with matching design of simple flowers. Her inky hair lay at her back tied in a pony tail. Her azure eyes sparkled like gems from the deapths of an ocean. Ryo could not help but admire her excellent beauty.

"Good morning, Taekemo." He said approaching her at the side so to not frighten her from behind. Her smooth fleshed face looked up from her washing chore, she smiled a crimson lipped smile. Taekemo was a few years younger than Ryo, but they had grown up on the land together. A close friendship was bound between them, one that only death could break. Taekemo cupped her right hand and scooped up some of the crystal clear river water and splashed it onto Ryo's chest. The young man shrieked in surprise at the coolness of the water and in return kicked some water into the girl's face with the tip of his boot. She fell backwards trying to avoid from getting wet. Lying on her back on the river bank now, Ryo approached her still standing. He offered her his hand. She trustfully took it and he pulled her to her feet. She gave him light kiss on the forehead as appreciation of the honorable deed.

"Why are you mere seft for the Lord, Ryouku? You've been blessed with the spirit of a true samurai." She stated. "A samurai? I shall not be a flunky to that Lord Hyusaki. Why should I risk my life for him? He sentences us to continual labor and slavery." Ryo argued. "You are a servant of the Lord Hysuaki, it is your job. Be proud Ryo, a serf to Lord Hyusaki is what Nu-Gua made you." "Only after she was bored with the creation of emperors and lords!" Ryo said irritably. "..yes, but still you must be proud that the breath of life was ever put into you." Taekemo argued. Taekemo took her basket and stuffed the wet cloths and rags into it. She turned her back to Ryo and began to walk away, back up the hill. Ryo stared into the water to see his reflection. He was a mess of a man. His nose was barely there at all, it was just a little stub. His brown eyes were duller than the mud in the bottom of the river, and his skin was bleary and sickly looking. He was not the strongest of the Hyusaki men, and definitely not one of the wisest. He continued to stare at the water's depiction of him. He wish he had a mask to conceal his ugly face, to hide it for his sake and the sake of others who had look at him. A bitter man, life and the world had instilled a cold perception into him. He saw life as an onslaught of disappointments and the unavoidable conclusion known as death. His ideas were very extreme. Most saw life as a chance to prove themselves worthy and honorable. Ryo saw no need to prove his honor, he did not understand it. It meant nothing to him, he was just a serf. Hyusaki only had about sixty samurai anyway. It was just more proof that no one wanted to serve the Lord. He threw a pile of filthy rags into his reflection



Ryo looked across the river's water while swooshing the clothing back and forth through the water. The land slanted upwards a little bit untill it met a thick forest. The forest stretched out for miles and miles. Though he had never been to the other side of it, he knew the vast lands rolled out into endless plains and valleys. Other daimyos ruled some of those vast lands. Ryo wished he belonged to a more prominent lord, one who could supply him with more fashionable clothes and living quarters. He grew tired of having to sleep in a hut with a dozen other servants and wear the same ragged cloths over and over every day. Meaningless chores were all that was to do. He sighed at the thought that life would never change for him, he'd always be imprisoned to the land even if Hyusaki left. He was gathering his garbs when a sudden movement to his side brought his head sping to see what it was. It was Taekemo, she had returned. "Do you need help, Ryo?" she asked in her ever so calm feminine voice. "No, I can handle it all myself." He said gathering all the last shirt from the waters, rung the water from it and dropped it into his basket. Taekemo smiled and make a faint giggling sound. "You always were good at laundry." Ryo smiled and reached out to take her hand and lead her to the stronghold. Without warning there was a whistle sound, like an arrow shooting through the air. A "Thwap" sound and Taekemo's eyes went wide in fear. Ryo stared in confusion for a few seconds. He clutched her chin and felt the blood on her neck, the warm fluid sent chills down his spine. "-love you..Ryo..ku." she said in a monotone voice before collapsing to the muddy river bank. A small dart deeply embedded in the back of her neck.. He was in absolute terror, frozen to the spot. Another dart whizzed his way, catching the back of his hand. It bit into his flesh and he felt more blood, this time of his own. Looking immediately toward the direction where the dart came from he saw a man on the hill standing before the forest. He held a long pipe constructed of bamboo with a large opening at the front. The warrior was dressed in red, white and silver armor. The armor was made of several tiles of solid material that hung down in the front and back. Arm guards and leg guards were also being worn by the warrior. He was inserting another dart into the blowgun and was about to take aim. Ryo did not stand around long enough to receive the next dart. He tore the dart from his own wrist and fled up the hill. The oncomming dart nicked his boot but did not penetrate it. He heard the shouts of more men from within the woods. They were under attack! Hyusaki's land was under attack by an enemy daimyo's samurai warriors. Ryo kept running topping the hill he began shouting as loudly as possible. "Run! Flee everyone! We are under attack! Go, quckly now!" All the serfs from the rice field looked up to see their mad companion he was running like an enraged demon down the hill and shouting warnings. By the time he reached the bottom of the hill the top of the hill was covered with over a dozen samurai, all carrying swords. The men in the rice fields began their own shouts, some even rushed forward with pitchforks, shovels, and some swords of their own. It was a full fledge battle before long. Somone had gotten word into the stronghold and Hyusaki's own samurai warriors rushed forward. The enemy swordsman were now all in a tangle with the servants and Hyusaki's swordsman. There was the ringing of clashing blades, and screamin shouts of pain. Then the ground began to rumble as cavalry topped the hill and headed for bearly armed servants. Laying them to waste with their quick moving steeds and swinging scimitars. Ryo saw one of the servants shove a pitchfork under a horse's belly and disembowed the creature. His rider fell to the ground where another servant beat him to death with a sturdy bamboo bo. Another horseman rode by taking the head of the shovelman and turning around abruptly to impel the pitchfork man on his sword. Ryo had ducked away into the rice and eased his way to the stronghold. Hyusaki's archers had taken a frontal position in a formation at the front of the stronghold. Behind them were more swordsman and to the side was some of Hyusaki's own cavalry. But by now the enemy force had already positioned archers on the hill. There was a shout by a man who held a flag from the top of the hill. All the men on the battle field began to run to preplanned directions. Either left or to the right. When they were all cleared the archers let arrows fly. A wall of them sped forward and warriors fell dead like flies. The archers from the hill dropped to their knees as more archers standing behind them let their arrows fly. Those were aimed at Hyusaki's own archers who began to drop, some releasing their arrows, which most just zipped high into the sky. The cavalry came towards the castle and began taking out the rest of the men. Ryo quickly snuck into the stronghold and began to run to the chamber where Hyusaki would most likely be found. Ryo pushed open the fusuma that would open into Hyusaki's private room. "Lord Hyusaki-" his words broke off as he saw his lord knelt on the floor. He held a dagger that had an elaborately decorated hilt in his right hand. He looked up to see Ryo enter the room. Without stopping his process, the elder man untied the sash to his robe and revealed his bare belly flesh. "No Hyusaki! Nooo!" Ryo begged with his lord. He wasn't fond of his master, but he did not want the man to commit sucide, it was not worth it..he could escape. "You have much to learn..Ryouku Tetraatsu. You shall run far away from this land, and live to learn what I myself have come to know as life and bushido." He very calmly and casually slid the blade across his stomach. Then fell back. "They will never know what it is to kill Hyusaki Hansu." He said. Ryo did not know what to do. His eyes fixed on the bloody mess of Hysaki's stomach insides. "What shall I do now?" he asked Hyusaki's form. The man breathed irregularly but his head still turned towards Ryo. "Go.destiny shall guide you." He said before closing his eyes. Ryo cursed the body of his former lord. He took the elaborately decorated dagger and he grabbed one of Hyusaki's komonos and escaped out the window. The battle still raged on in the foregrounds but Ryo fled from the back end of the keep. He did not turn to see what was happening in the crowd of blades and horses, he just kept running. When he reached the woods in the southwest, opposite of where the samurai army had came from, he slowed down his pace. But even in the cover of the trees, he kept moving. Trees blurred past him and vines slapped his face, birds screeched and small woodland critters ran away. Ryo the distinctive sound of hooves galloping in his direction. Taking a risky split second he turned his head to look behind his shoulders. A black stallion with a masked warrior rode towards him. The warrior was wielding a strange curved blade, like a wide arc. Ryo knew he would he would never escape the horseman on foot, not would he stand a chance against the man with nothing but the dagger he took from Hyusaki's dead grip. He thought about just standing there, just let the warrior take his head for a trophy. Put all of this to rest with just a swing of steel, it would all end and he'd never have to work in a rice field again. Something deep within him took control, something he never knew was there. It must have been stained inside his heart from all these years of being around Lords, and retainers, and samurai warriors. He took the dagger by the tip of the blade, clutching it so tightly the sharp edge sliced his flesh open. He ignored the stinging pain, and spun around to meet the horseman's galloping charge. His arm went up and came down in a half-arc letting the blade slip smoothly from his tight grip. It spun through the air and pierced the horseman's armored chest tile. The horse ran straight pass him and the warrior slumped down on the creature. The curved blade falling to the ground. If Ryo had been in his right mind, he'd have picked that blade up and kept it as his own, but he was filled with fear and dread. He turned to his previous direction before the horseman had come, and he continued his cowardly fleeing. After several minutes or running, tripping and panting for breathe, Ryo reached a small stream. He found the horseman's body there, his mask removed. His face was sliced and cut to pieces..beyond recognition just the way the warrior wanted it. The elaborately decorated knife was lying in the cool running water. Taking it he began to search the samurai for useful belongings. He found a small scabbard to place the dagger and a straight spike of about 7". He took it as well. Washing sweat, and blood from his face and skin, then scooping up hand fulls of water to quench his thirst. Finally taking the time to reflect on what had happened in the last hour. The first thing that came to his mind was that Taekemo was gone.she was dead. His childhood friend and long-time love.she was dead. She was never going to be alive again. Her beautiful face was now lying back in that muddy river. There was no reason to live anymore at all, that samurai was suppose to kill him! That had been his destiny.and he failed. But what had Lord Hyusaki said? "To live and learn about bushido?" "I am no warrior.why should I learn their way?" he asked himself. Not taking the time to answer the question he kne he had to get far away from Lord Hyusaki's House. He would have to camp out this night, and hope he could reach a villa in the morning. 

Chapter 4-Liberty Is Bought With Blood

I do not know and cannot tell you how long I walked that day. The bright gleaming, golden sun had risen to the crest of the horizon when I finally became at ease. I did not think those warriors would track a single man like myself this far, I just wasn't worth it. A mere serf could do nothing to such a strong army and so they were not concerned about me. The forest had extended for miles and so most of my time traveling had been under the cover of the trees and shrubbery. That was all over now, I had just left the cover of the thick forest and stood now before rolling lands of rocky terrain. Wind whisked through the rocks and canyon of the land. I felt as though I had just entered a new world where no other man or creature dared to roam. Only I stood in the vastness of the world. So I treaded onward through the wasteland of nothingness. I soon discovered my theory was wrong, when I saw a small mouse scurry from a small hole in the ground and run off into the distance. It was hard to see with the sun beaming down right into my eyes. I shielded my face with an open hand. For the first time since it had happened, I remembered the tear in my wrist from where the dart had struck me. It was now just a spot of dried blood and a stain on the skin. It was symbolic though, it was a sign of all I have lost, and all that died and the fact that I am still alive because I fled. A coward. For the first time, I think I felt the shame of dishonor. That dying surge through my soul and heart. I should of died, should have been killed back there! No, I was still alive. Ryo was realy glad when he found a dune to rest at. He leaned down against the hump of earth and closed his eyes. It wasn't much shade, but it was enough to take a nap. He drifted off. Waking up a few moments late, he realized the shadows had grown larger. He looked up to find a demon standing before him. His eyes went wide in pure terror, he reached for the dagger in the sheath and found it gone! Leaping to his feet he took a fighting stance. The large humanoid creature stared at him with hollowed eyes, dark redish-brown leather skin, with bumps and warts covering it. It was twirling a quarter staff in it's right hand, and a razor sharp grin emerged on his face. "Be gone demon! I have no quarrel with you!" Ryo shouted. The demon did not hear him and simply stood there twirling the staff. "You must suffer for your dishonor." It said in a dry, sandy voice. Ryo's eyes flew open and his hands clutched his pounding heart through the robe he wore. Another dream had disturbed his sleep. He shook his head to clear his thoughts and heard the screech of a bird. He stared into the air, seeing a large falcon soaring overhead he began to watch it. It was free, and had the whole sky to itself. What had it paid for it's freedom? Had it lost it's entire world to be able to fly among the clouds? Had it's love and friends all been slaughtered so that it could spread it's wings at will? Probably not, but for Ryo blood was the cost of his freedom, the blood of over a hundred men including servants, samurai, men woman and Lord Hyusaki. His freedom was the result of the death of all but him, the only survivor of the Hyusaki House. It was a shame to think that he was the only one left. It was time to move on, find a city to reestablish his life, if any of it was salvageable at all. Kamlen Nigurwawa stood victoriously upon the hill looking down at the battle field, a bloody heap of bodies sprawled here and there. The lot of his warriors still standing and holding swords, staffs, poles, or flags. Lord Kamlen smiled his wicked smile that all his retainers knew. He had claimed the lands and hopefully a few serfs from Lord Hyusaki, a waste of militant power. He began to walk slowly down the hill and take in the sights of all those who had died. One of his men lye on the ground with a bleeding chest wound. He was mouthing a prayer, and looking up into the heavens. "Rest easy your soul." Kamlen said, before sliding his own blade into the warrior's chest to end his suffering. "Where is Lord Hyusaki?" He asked eargerly "We have not seen him, Lord Nigurwawa." One of the warriors said approachig his lord. "Let us check the stronghold for him." Kamlen pointed at a few of his men to follow him. Six men and the Lord of the Nigurawawa Clan entered the stronghold. They sifted through each room looking for survivors of the massacre they had brought. Finally one of the warriors called out to ther others, and Lord Kamlen and the other five warriors immediately went towards the voice. Entering through the fusuma they found the slumped over body of Lord Hyusaki. "That honorable bastard, rather die at his own hands than ours." Kamlen stated coldly. He had not gained the power he had now though honor, trust, chivalry or any other code of good moral. He had gained his power through brutal strength and maniacal authority. His warriors were trained the same way, bushido to the Nigurawawa Clan was a seen as a weakness. The Shogunate have all their heads if he knew of their "way of the warrior" . "Something isn't right here." Kamlen said. "Look, there is no weapon in this room, if Lord Hyusaki performed hari-kiri he would have done it in the same room as the weapon." "What does this mean Lord Kamlen?" "It must mean that there is still some living retainers. Scout the perimeter and found these survivors. I want them alive, I will need some helping hands to help harvest all this lovely rice." Dialou mounted his horse and under the orders of Lord Nigurawawa went to search for the living warrior who had taken the dagger used for Lord Hyusaki's ritual suicide. He first made loops around the keep looking for anyone who may have been hiding in crooks and crannies of the walls. He found no one, but did find a few footprints outside the window of Lord Hyusaki's chamber..and they led into the southwestern woodlands. Dialou rode his brown and white streaked horse up the hill and in the woods. His keen sense of tracking noticed the shrubs and weeds that had been pushed down where someone had walked through them. He also saw hoof prints. Dialou now knew someone had come this way, and a horseman had followed. He rode on deeper into the thick woods. He found the discarded curved sword, the type of sword Hanzye Yuki uses. Began to feel a little nervous, the samurai slowed his horse and calmly dismounted. He took out his katana and held hit slanted in front of him, flat side against his chest. On the outside his demeanor was quite deciecing. Dialou seemed to be a great , fearless warrior, but his true nature was of that of a nervous, scared fool. He knew Nigurawawa wasn't the most honest daimyo of the nation, and his beliefs were implanted into his men. His men were ruthless killers, and had no remorse for the enemy, no matter who it may be. Dialou found this to be sad, some of his early teachings were still somewhere trapped within him. Honor, and loyalty, respect and gratitude. Even though his outer appearance seemed to be the same as the other Nigurawawa warriors, he was truly a better man than them. His father, Shaolin had taught him about the ways of the warriors, and the methods of fair combat. He believe everything his father had said, everything, and still would if he had not been killed by an assassin. Kamlen could try as much as he liked, but he would never change his train of thought and philosophy. Dialou turned quckly in a 360 degree turn at the movement he heard behind him. It was merely a squirrel jumping from a limb to another. He heard the running of water from behind him, and turned to commence back on his way. He pushed through some cattails and saw the body of a Nigurawawa samurai. It was in fact Hanzye. He ran to the body, and kneeled. She was dead. Hanzye was dead. The sweet, and beautiful samurai was cold and long gone. Her limbs were stiff and rigid. Dried blood stained her chest armor. He searched her body and realized she was missing her spike. That spike that Hanzye also carried with her, her father had given it to her on his dying bed. Dialou had been there when the old wise man died, and she had cried. "I shall never be without this gift, father, I will keep it with me even in the heart of battle." She had said. Somone had taken that spike, and somone had killed Hanzye. Dialou stood to his feet, stabbed the heavens with his katana and screamed.

"You cowardly demon! I shall avenge Hanzye's death by quenching my blade's thirst with your blood!" 

A/N Sorry about the delay, been busy, this is a short chapter like the rest,I hoped it would be longer, but just didn't have the time, so I don't want to leave you in suspence any longer.(If you have any questions concerning the accuracy of this story, please let me know) Morality

"The one who does good deeds and expects to be appreciated, does something better then committing a bad deed. However, he does so for his own benefit and not for others. A truly righteous man does good deeds without letting his beneficiary know of his deeds. He does good deeds freely and does not expect that in the future someone will recognize his deeds. A monk must have resolve far greater then this. In treating all sentient beings, he must not discriminate between those who are close to him and those who are scarcely known to him." Dôgen (1200-1253)14



Ryo skidded down the steep, rocky incline and found himself at the base of a village. A crowd of children were flying kites in the form of dragons and serpents. The colors of the kites were bright and wild, the sunlight that cast upon them made them glow in the sky. Ryo appeared before the youngsters, and they all seemingly noticed him at once. Surprised to see a stranger they all dropped the strings to their kite and began to run towards the village chanting all together. Ryo shook his head, it was just his luck he would frighten children. His hair began to blow into his eyes, and he wished he had worn a topknot. He sighed, and decided to enter the village and found an Inn or tavern in which to eat and found shelter for the evening. But by the time he reached the huts and houses of the city, the children had spread the word of a strange commer. Upon seeing him, two men, he assumed were local guards, pulled swords and came slowly towards him. "What brings you here, stranger?" One asked in a friendly, but stern voice. "Discard your weapons fellow traveler, or punishment shall come swiftly." the second stated. They both were wearing dark blue komonos, and black obis that fastened the robes and supplied a place to attache the scarbards for their weapons. "I come in seek of refudge, and safe haven." Ryo answered with a weary tone. "Where does that reside?" the first one asked, lowering his sword. "I come from the Hyusaki House, Lord Hyusaki is dead, I am alone now." "A ronin warrior?" the second guard asked. "No, I am not of the samurai class, a mere serf I was." Ryo confessed almost with a hung head. "A serf? You have left your land?" the second asked, he seemed to be the curious type. "My land is now under attack, and all the other servants lye slaughtered back in the rice fields." "Let him enter," a new voice said from behind the two guards. An elder man wearing a long flowing hakama dress. It had simply one color of dark red, with the thin lines of threads coursing through it. His gray hair was fixed in a topknot and the front of his head shaved. He wore a kataginu, an almost sleeveless shirt, what sleeve it did have were wide open. It was made of cheap cotton. A stubish thin beard hung from his wrinkled chin. " I believe him." the man said finishing his sentence. The two guards slid their swords back into the left side of their obi. "Come forth son, drink sake with us at the tavern." The elder man requested of Ryo. "Certainly I will." Ryo said, "Your kind offer is just what I was hoping for." he added. "I am Kyota Mysumnami, please call me Kyo." the man explained. "These are two of Hiyoshma's bold warriors, Sigmua, and Kyete." He pointed at the warriors respectively. The two warriors bowed for their guest and then in a sign of trust, they turned their backs to him and followed their elder as he led them all to the nearest pub to find refreshing liquor and some foodstuff. Dialou had returned to his daimyo with the news of Hanzye's death. "There is a ronin warrior out there somewhere." Kamlen stated the obvious.

"It seems we have allowed one of Lord Hyusaki's bold retainers to survive. " he paused before continuing his speech. "I want him found, and his head, and the weapon brought to me, before he returns with the ideas of vengence on my warriors." He said, turning qucikly around and removing a tanto knife from his komono and throwing it across the room. The blade spun like a magic disc and struck the wooden wall, spliting it a few inches down. The hilt of the blade vibrated rougly. Dialou stood a few feet to the left of the projectiled weapon. "Yes Lord Nigurawawa, this ronin shall be found and his head will be brought before your very eyes." the man paused same as his master had done preceedingly. "I want to be the one who delivers the final blow." Dialou said bluntly. "You? Why would you want to do that?" Kamlen asked confused at the request. "Because Lord Kamlen, he took Hanzye from me, he killed her and I want to avenge her death and restore honor to her! She was not even able to commit ritual sucide, she died at the hands of the enemy!" the man was enraged with passionate hatred. "I did not know you felt this way towards the samurai woman. Very well though, I do not care who kills him, as long as he is dead." Kamlen looked down once more at the body of Lord Hyusaki. "Damn the fool." he said, spitting on the body. Dialou turned his head away from the obscene sight of his own Lord. "Let us make our stead here 'till morning, then we shall return the villa and bring some of out own slaves to work these magnificent fields." Lord Kamlen grinned wickedly.



Kyota dealt the hanafuda cards out to the three players. Dealing ten cards to each of the guards and another ten to Ryo. All these cards were placed face down on the table so as to prevent the other players from seeing what they were. Another eight cards were placed on the center of the table face up. These playing cards were decorated with beautiful flowers, animals and insects. The object of this game was for each player to take turns and match some of their own cards with cards from the center pile. Every card had a value of points and for each match that was made the points added up. The game was played untill the center pile had been all matched up with cards from the players. Even if a player could not match a card, he had to place one of his own the table. Ryo had played the game many times before in his life, it was traditional game. His first turn was not played so good, he played a card that matched one of the center cards but it was not for a lot of points. It was just a game of fun though, so what should he care if he lost? 

