PART 2:

Reibushido Saga

Chapter 1

Reibushido: “My past begins of course with my family… My family was not very large but we were quite wealthy. My family was not Noble status, but rather a step below. As for my actual family, it consisted of my two parents and my brother and sister. My brother’s name was Horoku, and my sister’s was Ketsune. I was the middle child of my siblings, which lead to me having little attention from my parents.” 

There is a scene playing as this is said from ‘As for my actual…’ It shows a young Reibushido playing a type of baseball game. Reibushido is pitching while his brother is batting. Their sister is in the outfield. Reibushido throws the rock and it is hit hard. The rock flies over the girl and hits an elder man in the head, who was approaching the children.

Little Reibushido: “It is Father! Run!” All three of the children scatter but run off in a similar direction… away from their father. 

The kids stop their fleeing when they noticed a man with large, heavy armor standing in front of them. He raises his sword and prepares to strike at the children. Horoku forced all three of us to the ground as to dodge the swipe, which we did so. We started to scatter away from him but he was about to attack me since I was not as fast to react as my siblings were. That is when I first saw a samurai. He jumped out in front of me and began fighting off the other warrior. Horoku then grabbed me and pulled me towards the house. We entered the house and I began to peak out and watch the fight. This is when I noticed there were more guys in the large armor than the one in which attacked us. The samurai was fighting them off quite well since it was three on one, and the warriors had a hard time keeping up with his speed since he wore as little armor as possible. Since I was paying so much attention to the battle before me, I didn’t notice that one of the other warriors had set our home on fire. My father grabbed me and my mother grabbed my sister as all five of us hurried out of our blazing household. The samurai had just finished of the three warriors, and the one that set our house on fire was now fleeing for his life. We approached our savior to thank him for his effort to protect us. As we got near him, he hid his face and greeted us. He apologized for the house not surviving the encounter, but my father answered modestly “We would be in no better shape without your assistance.” He was about to leave when I had to speak my mind, “Can you teach me to be a samurai like you?” Although he hid his face, the smile he had he couldn’t hide so easily. “Sure. But first you and your family will need a place to stay. Come with me.” My family followed as asked and we eventually reached another plantation home like our own, by dawn. “You can stay here for as long as you need. I must leave now but I shall return by dusk tonight.” “Hold on, can I ask your name?” said my father. “Reibushido. You may call me Reibushido,” replied the samurai. So we all got some well-needed rest after a day like that.

We stayed there for many years. Every time we say that should rebuild our home and live on our own land, He would always say that we shouldn’t go since it wouldn’t be safe. “You may be attacked again, they know you’re still alive.” That was his excuse every time, so we continued to stay under his protection. He trained me every night and never dined with us at any time of the day. We figured this must be usual for him, but my brother believed he was avoiding us, trying to hide something from us. Regardless of what my brother felt of our host and protector, my training continued. Every time we trained, Reibushido would always wear his armor, never any slacks or more a comfortable outfit. I found this strange, but I wouldn’t let what my brother believes to get in the way of me becoming a samurai. Eventual we started to spar, in which I was always out matched. In one of our bouts, I had accidentally fumbled my sword and caught in mid-air upside down. I didn’t have the time to correct this awkward position, so I had improvised. The fact that I was holding the sword underhand must have distracted Reibushido’s concentration; since this was the first time I had defeated him. “Good match” he said. “I have never seen a katana wielded that way before. Did you come up with it yourself?” As much as I desired credibility for my success, it wouldn’t be honorable for me to take credit for an accident. “No. Actually my sword slipped and that is how I caught it. I was just improvising from that point on.” “That may actually be better than planning a strategy. You came across a problem and changed it into an advantage. Very well actually.  I’m impressed at your progress. You may be ready to work as a samurai.” “Really!” “Yes, I will take you to the nobleman I report to tomorrow. Get some rest until then and I will see you in the morning.” “Thank you very much! I will not let you down.” “Good to hear.” He replied as I ran into the house. The next day I was to finally be called a samurai.

