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PROLOGUEDOKUJUTSU

[image: Japan, August 1612]








THE DEATHSTALKER is the most poisonous scorpion known to man, explained the ninja, taking a large black specimen from a wooden box and placing it into his students trembling hand. Armed, silent, and deadly, its the ultimate assassin. 

The student tried in vain to control her shaking as the eight-legged creature crawled over her skin, its stinger glistening in the half-light. 

She knelt before the ninja in a small candlelit room crammed full of ceramic jars, wooden boxes and little cages. Inside these containers were an array of poisonous potions, powders, plants, and venemous creatures. The ninja had already shown her bloodred berries, bulbous blowfish, brightly colored frogs, long-legged spiders and coils of black-hooded snakeseach specimen lethal to humans. 

One sting from a Deathstalker and the victim suffers unbearable pain, the ninja went on, observing the fear flare in his students eyes. Convulsions are followed by paralysis, loss of consciousness and finally death. 

At this, the student became still as stone, her eyes fixed on the scorpion crawling up her arm and toward her neck. Paying no attention to the imminent danger his student was in, the ninja continued with his instruction. 

As part of your ninjutsu training, you must learn dokujutsu, the Art of Poison. When youre sent on missions, youll discover that stabbing your victim with a knife is messy and theres a high chance of failure. But poisoning is silent, hard to detect and, when administered properly, guaranteed to work. 

The scorpion had now reached her neck, having crept into the inviting dark of her long black hair. She turned her head away, trying to distance herself from the creatures approach, her breathing shallow and rapid with panic. The ninja ignored her plight. 

I will teach you how to extract the poison from different plants and animals, and which ones you should apply to your weapons, mix in food and lace your victims drink with, the ninja said, running his fingers over a cage and making the snake inside strike at the bars. You must also build a tolerance to these poisons, since theres nothing to be gained from dying by your own hand. 

He turned to see his student raising her arm to brush away the scorpion nestled in the crook of her neck. He gently shook his head. 

Many toxins have an antidote. I will show you how to mix these. Others can be overcome by taking small amounts of the poison over time until your body has built a natural defense against it. There are others, though, where no antidote exists. 

He pointed to a tiny blue-ringed octopus, no bigger than a babys fist, in a trough of water. Beautiful as it is, this animals venom is so powerful it will kill a man in minutes. I recommend using this one in drinks like sak and sencha, since it is tasteless. 

The student could no longer bear the scorpion on her. She swiped at the creature, dislodging it from her hair, and screamed as it sank its barb deep into her hand. The flesh around the wound immediately began to swell. 

Help me . . . she moaned as searing pain exploded up her arm. 

The ninja gazed unsympathetically at his convulsing student. Youll live, he replied, picking up the scorpion by its tail and dropping it back into its box. Hes old and large. Its the small female ones you have to watch out for. 

The student collapsed unconscious to the floor. 









CHAPTER 1

KNUCKLEBONES






YOURE CHEATING ! said the little girl. 

No Im not! protested Jack, who knelt opposite his little sister in the back garden of their parents cottage. 

Yes you are! Youre supposed to clap before picking up the bones. 

Jack stopped protesting; his look of mock innocence didnt fool Jess one bit. As much as he loved his sister, a slight girl of seven with light blue eyes and mousy blond hair, he knew she was a stickler for the rules. Most days Jess was as harmless as a buttercup, but when they played knucklebones, she became as strict and severe as their mother was about the household chores. 

Jack picked up the five sheeps knucklebones from the ground and started again. They were the size of small pebbles, their edges rubbed smooth from all the play he and Jess had subjected them to during the summer. Despite the oppressive heat, the white bones felt oddly cold in his hands. 

Bet you cant beat my twosies! dared Jess. 

Taking up the challenge, Jack cast four bones onto the ground. He then threw the fifth bone high into the air, clapped, and seized a knuckle out of the grass before catching the falling bone. He repeated the process with practiced ease until he had all five back in his hand. 

Onesies, said Jack. 

Unimpressed, Jess plucked a daisy out of the grass in pretend boredom. 

Jack recast the bones, completing the second round in a couple of easy swipes. 

Twosies! he announced before tossing the knuckles back onto the grass. Then, throwing one up in the air and clapping, he grabbed three before capturing the falling bone. 

Threesies! exclaimed Jess, unable to contain her astonishment. 

Grinning, Jack recast the knucklebones a final time. 

In the distance, the sound of thunder rolled heavily across the darkening sky. The air was becoming thick and muggy with an encroaching summer storm, but Jack ignored the change in weather. Instead he concentrated on the challenge of picking up all four bones at once. 

Jack tossed the single knuckle high into the air and clapped just as there was an almighty crack! A shaft of jagged white lightning scorched the sky, striking a distant hilltop and setting a tree ablaze. It burned bloodred against the blackening sky. But Jack was too focused on the game to be distracted. He snatched up the four knucklebones before catching the fifth only a hands breadth from the earth. 

I did it! I did it! Four in one go! Jack crowed. 

He looked up triumphantly and saw that Jess had disappeared. 

So too had the sun. Thunderous clouds as black as pitch now raced across a boiling sky. 

Jack stared in bewilderment at the sudden ferocity of the weather. Then he became vaguely aware of something crawling inside his clasped hand. The knucklebones felt like they were moving. 

Tentatively, he opened his hand. 

He gasped. Scurrying across his palm were four tiny black scorpions. 

They surrounded the remaining white knuckle, their deadly tails striking at the bone, each of their venomous barbs dripping lethal poison. 

One of the scorpions turned and scuttled up his forearm. In a wild panic, Jack shook it off, dropping all the scorpions into the grass, and ran headlong for the house. Mother! Mother! he screamed, then immediately thought of Jess. Where is she? 

Large drops of rain began to fall, and the garden fell into shadow. He could just make out the five knucklebones lying discarded in the grass, but there was no sign of the scorpions or of Jess. 

Jess? Mother? he cried at the top of his lungs.

No one answered.

Then he heard the soft singing of his mother coming from the kitchen: 

A man of words and not of deeds

Is like a garden full of weeds

And when the weeds begin to grow
 
Its like a garden full of snow . . . 

Jack darted along the narrow corridor toward the kitchen. 

The cottage was all shadows, as murky and dank as a catacomb. A glimmer of light seeped through a small crack in the kitchen door. From within, his mothers voice faded and rose like the sighing of the wind: 

And when the snow begins to fall
 
Its like a bird upon the wall
 
And when the bird away does fly
 
Its like a hawk up in the sky . . .

Jack put an eye to the crack and could see his mother sitting in her apron with her back to the door, peeling potatoes with a large curved knife. A single candle lit the room, making the knifes shadow upon the wall appear as monstrous as a samurai sword. 

And when the sky begins to roar 

Its like a lion at the door . . . 

Jack pushed at the kitchen door. It grated over the stone-clad flooring, but still his mother did not look around. 

Mother? he asked. Did you hear me . . . ? 

And when the door begins to crack 

Its like a stick across your back . . . 

Mother! Why wont you answer me? 

The rain was now falling so hard it sounded like fish frying in a pan. Jack stepped across the threshold and approached his mother. She kept her back toward him, her fingers working feverishly with the knife, stripping the skin off potato after potato. 

And when your back begins to smart 

Its like a penknife in your heart . . . 

Jack tugged on her apron. Mother? Are you all right? 

From the other room, Jack heard a stifled scream, and in that moment his mother turned on him, her voice suddenly harsh and grating: 

And when your heart begins to bleed 

Youre dead, and dead, and dead indeed. 

Jack found himself staring directly into the sunken eye sockets of an old hag, her oily gray hair crawling with lice. The figure, whom he had believed to be his mother, now raised the knife to Jacks throat, a sliver of potato hanging from the blade like freshly peeled skin. 

Youre dead indeed, gaijin! rasped the shriveled witch, her rotten breath making Jack gag. 

She gave a callous laugh as Jack ran screaming for the door. 

Jack could hear Jesss anguished cries deep within the cottage. He burst into the front room. 

The large armchair where his father always sat faced the fire in the grate. The flickering flames silhouetted a shrouded figure seated in it. 

Father? Jack asked. 

No, gaijin. Your fathers dead. 

A gnarly finger protruded from a black-gloved hand and pointed to the prone body of Jacks father, who lay broken and bleeding on the wooden floorboards in the far corner of the room. Jack recoiled at the gruesome fate of his father, and the floor began to heave like the deck of a ship. 

With a single leap, the shrouded figure flew from the chair to the latticed casement window. The intruder clutched Jess in his arms. 

Jacks heart missed a beat. 

He recognized the single jade green eye glowering at him through the slit in the hood. The figure, dressed head to toe in the black shinobi shozoku of a ninja, was Dokugan Ryu. 

Dragon Eye. The ninja who had killed his father and hunted Jack ruthlessly was now kidnapping his little sister. 

No! screamed Jack as he flung himself across the room to save her. 

But other ninja, like black widow spiders, materialized from the walls to stop him. Jack fought them off with all his might, but every faceless ninja he defeated was immediately replaced by the next. 

Another time, gaijin! hissed Dragon Eye, as he turned and disappeared into the raging storm. The rutter is not forgotten. 









CHAPTER 2

THE RUTTER






THE PALE LIGHT of dawn filtered through the tiny window, and rain continued to drip sluggishly from the lintel to the sill. 

A single eye stared through the gloom at Jack. 

But it was not Dokugan Ryus. 

It belonged to the little wooden Daruma doll that Sensei Yamada, his Zen teacher, had given him during his first week of samurai training at the Niten Ichi Ryu , the One School of Two Heavens, in Kyoto. 

More than a year had passed since Jacks fateful arrival in Japan when a ninja attack upon the trading ship his father piloted had left him stranded and fighting for his life. The sole survivor, Jack, had been rescued by the legendary warrior Masamoto Takeshi, the founder of this particular samurai school. 

Injured, unable to speak the language, and without friends or family to look after him, Jack had had little choice but to do as he was told. Besides, Masamoto was not the sort of man to have his authority questioneda fact proven when he had adopted Jack, a foreigner, as his son. 

Of course Jack dreamed of going home and being with his sister, Jess, the only family he had left, but these dreams often became nightmares infiltrated by his nemesis, Dragon Eye. The ninja wanted the rutter, his fathers navigational logbook, at any cost, even if that meant killing Jack. 

The Daruma dolls round painted face continued to stare at him in the darkness, its lone eye mocking his predicament. Jack recalled the day Sensei Yamada had instructed him to paint in the right eye of the doll and make a wishthe other to be added only when the wish came true. Jack realized to his dismay that his wish was no closer to fulfillment than when he had first filled in the eye at the beginning of the year. 

He rolled over in despair, burying his head in the futon. The other trainee warriors were bound to have heard his cries through the paper-thin walls of his tiny room in the Shishi-no-ma, the Hall of Lions. 

Jack, are you all right? came a whisper in Japanese from the other side of the shoji door. 

He heard the door slide open and recognized the dim outlines of his best friend Akiko, and her cousin Yamato, the second-born son of Masamoto. They slipped inside quietly. Dressed in a cream silk night kimono, her long dark hair tied back, Akiko came and knelt by Jacks bed. 

We heard a shout, continued Akiko, her half-moon eyes studying his pale face with concern. 

We thought you might be in trouble, said Yamato, a wiry boy the same age as Jack with chestnut brown eyes and spiky black hair. You look like youve seen a ghost. 

Jack wiped his brow with a trembling hand and tried to calm his nerves. The dream, so vivid and real, had left him shaken, and the image of Jess being snatched lingered in his mind. 

I dreamed of Dragon Eye . . . Hed broken into my parents house . . . He kidnapped my little sister . . . Jack swallowed hard, trying to calm himself. 

Akiko looked like she might reach out to comfort him, but Jack knew Japanese formality prevented any such outward displays of affection. She offered him a sad smile instead. 

Jack, its just a dream, said Akiko. 

Yamato nodded in agreement, adding, Its impossible for Dragon Eye to be in England. 

I know, Jack conceded, taking a deep breath. But Im not in England either. If the Alexandria hadnt been attacked, Id be halfway home by now. Instead Im stranded on the other side of the world. Theres no telling whats happened to Jess. I may be under the protection of your father here, but she has no one. 

Jacks vision blurred with tears. 

But isnt your sister being looked after by a neighbor? asked Akiko. 

Mrs. Winters is old, said Jack, shaking his head dismissively. She cant work, and soon shell run out of the money my father gave her. Besides, she could have gotten sick and died . . . just like my mother! Jess will be sent to a workhouse if theres no one to care for her. 

Whats a workhouse? Yamato asked. 

Theyre like prisons, but for beggars and orphans. Shell have to break stones for roads, pick apart old ropes, maybe even crush bones for fertilizer. Theres not a lot of food, so they end up fighting over the rotting pieces just to eat. How could she ever survive that? 

Jack buried his head in his hands. He was powerless to save what remained of his familyjust as he had been when his father had needed his help fighting the ninja who had boarded their ship. 

Why did the Alexandria have to sail into that storm? If her hull had held, we wouldnt have been shipwrecked. We wouldnt have been attacked. And my father would still be alive! 

Even now Jack could see the wire garrote slick with his fathers blood, Dragon Eye wrenching back on it harder as John Fletcher struggled to get free. Jack remembered how he had simply stood there, his body paralyzed with fear, the knife hanging limp in his hand. His father gasping for breath, the veins in his neck fit to burst, desperately reaching out to him . . . 

Angry with himself for his failure to act, Jack threw his pillow across the room. 

Jack. Calm down. Youre with us now; itll be all right, soothed Akiko. She exchanged a worried glance with Yamato. They had never seen him like this. 

No, its not all right, replied Jack, slowly shaking his head and rubbing his eyes in an attempt to clear his mind of the nightmarish vision. 

Jack, its no wonder youre sleeping so badly. Theres a book under your futon! exclaimed Yamato, picking up the leather-bound tome hed spotted. 

Jack snatched it out of his hands. 

It was his fathers rutter. Hed kept it hidden under the futon because there was no other place he could conceal it in his tiny featureless room. The rutter was his sole link to his father, and Jack cherished every page, every note and every word his father had written. The information it contained was highly valuable and Jack had sworn to his father to keep it secret. 

Easy, Jack. Its only a dictionary, said Yamato, taken aback at Jacks unexpected aggressiveness. 

Jack stared wide-eyed at Yamato, realizing his friend had mistaken the rutter for the Portuguese-Japanese dictionary the late Father Lucius had given him the previous year. The one he was supposed to deliver to the priests superior, Father Bobadilla, in Osaka when he got the chance. But it wasnt the dictionary. Though they both had similar leather bindings, this was his fathers rutter. 

Jack had never told Yamato the truth about the rutter, even denying its existence to him. And for good reason. Until their victory and reconciliation at the inter-school Taryu-Jiai contest that summer, hed had no reason to trust Yamato. 

When Masamoto had first adopted Jack, Yamato had taken an instant dislike to him. His older brother, Tenno, had been killed, and Yamato saw Jack as his fathers attempt to replace his eldest son. To Yamato, Jack was stealing his father from him. It took a near-drowning experience for Jack to convince Yamato otherwise and to bind them as allies. 

Jack knew it was a risk to tell Yamato about something as precious as his fathers rutter. And he had no idea how Yamato would react. But perhaps now was the time to trust his new friend with the secret. 









CHAPTER 3

THE DARUMA WISH






OUR FATHER  S rutter! exclaimed Yamato, confusion turning to disbelief. But when Dragon Eye attacked Akikos house, you denied all knowledge of it! 

I lied. I had no choice at the time.
 
Jack couldnt bring himself to meet Yamatos eyes. He knew his friend felt betrayed.
 
Yamato turned to Akiko. Did you know about this?

 Akiko nodded, her face flushing with shame.

 Yamato fumed. I dont believe it. Is this why Dragon Eye keeps coming back? For a stupid book? 

Yamato, I would have told you, said Akiko, trying to calm him, but I promised Jack Id keep it secret.

How can a book be worth Chiros life? he said, rising to his feet. She may only have been a maid, but she was loyal to our family. Jacks put all of us in danger because of this so-called rutter. He stared in silent rage at Jack, the old hatred flaring in his eyes. To Jacks horror, Yamato turned to leave. Im going to tell my father about this. 

Please dont, Jack pleaded, grabbing Yamatos kimono sleeve. Its not just any book. It needs to be a secret. 

Why? demanded Yamato, looking down at Jacks hand in disgust. 

Jack let go, but Yamato didnt leave. 

Jack wordlessly passed him the book, and Yamato flicked through its pages, glancing at but not comprehending the various ocean maps, constellations, and their accompanying sea reports. 

Jack explained the significance of its contents in hushed tones. The rutter is a navigational logbook that describes the safe routes across the oceans of the world. Its the only tool a mariner has to work out how far east or west his ship is. The information is so valuable that men have died trying to get their hands on it. I promised my father I would keep it secret. 

But whys it so important? Isnt it just a book of directions? 

Its much more than that. My father said its a powerful political tool. Whoever owns it can control trade routesbetween all nations. This means that any country with a rutter as accurate as this one rules the seas. Thats why England, Spain, and Portugal all want it. 

What does that have to do with Japan? Yamato said, handing the book back. Japans not like England. I dont even think we have a fleet. 

I dont know. I dont care about politics. I just want to get back to England one day and find Jess, explained Jack, caressing the leather binding of the logbook. My father taught me how to use this rutter so I could be a pilot like him. Thats why, when I do leave Japan, the rutter is my ticket home. My future. Without it, I have no trade. Much as I love training in the Way of the Warrior, theres little call for samurai in England. 

So whats stopping you from leaving now? challenged Yamato, his eyes narrowing. 

Jack cant just go, interjected Akiko on his behalf. Your fathers adopted him until hes sixteen and of age. He would need Masamoto-samas permission. Besides, where would he go to? 

Yamato shrugged. 

Nagasaki, answered Jack. 

They both stared at him. 

Thats where my father was heading before the storm blew us off course. The port might have a ship bound for Europe, or even England. 

But do you even know where Nagasaki is, Jack? asked Akiko. 

Sort of . . . Theres a rough map in here. 

Jack began to flick through the rutters pages. 

Its in the far south of Japan in Kyushu, said Yamato impatiently. 

Akiko rested her hand on the logbook, stopping Jacks search. With no food or money, how would you get there? It would take you more than a month to walk from Kyoto. 

Hed better start walking now, then, hadnt he? Yamato said sarcastically. 

Stop it, Yamato! You two are supposed to be friends, remember? said Akiko. Jack cant simply walk to Nagasaki. Dragon Eyes out there. At school, Jack is under your fathers protection, and Masamoto-sama seems to be the only person the ninja fears. If Jack left here alone, he could be captured . . . or even killed! 

They all fell silent. 

Jack put away the rutter, padding the futon back over the top. It was such a poor hiding place for something so precious, and he realized he needed to find a more secure location for it before Dragon Eye returned. 

Yamato slid open the door of the room to leave. He glanced back over his shoulder at Jack. So are you going to tell my father about it? 

They held each others stare, the tension between them growing. 

Jack shook his head. My father said it must never fall into the wrong hands, and went to great lengths to keep it hidden. On board ship he had a secret compartment for it. Not even the captain knew where my father held his logbook. As his son, its my duty to protect the rutter, Jack said, knowing he had to get through to Yamato somehow. You understand duty. Youre samurai. My father made me promise to keep it secret. Im bound to that promise. 

Yamato nodded ever so slightly and slid the door shut again, before turning back to him. 

I now understand why you havent told anyone, Yamato said, unclenching his fists as his anger finally died down. I was annoyed that youd hadnt told me. That you didnt trust me. You can, you know. 

Thank you, Yamato, replied Jack, breathing a sigh of relief. 

Yamato sat back down next to Jack. I just dont understand why you cant tell my father. He could protect it. 

No, we mustnt, insisted Jack. When Father Lucius died, he confessed that someone he knew was after the rutter and would kill me for it. 

Dokugan Ryu, of course, said Yamato. 

Yes, Dragon Eye wants it, agreed Jack, but you told me ninja were employed for their skills. Somebody hired him to steal the rutter. It could be someone Masamoto-sama knows. Father Lucius was part of his entourage, so I cant afford to trust anyone. Thats why I believe the fewer people who know about it, the better. 

You mean to say that you dont trust my father? That you think he may want it? Yamato demanded, offended at the implication. 

No! replied Jack quickly. Im saying if Masamotosama had the rutter, he might be murdered for it like my father was. And thats a risk I cant take. Im trying to protect him, Yamato. At least if Dragon Eye believes I have it, hes only after me. Thats why we must keep it secret. 

Jack could see his friend weighing the options. 

Fine. I promise I wont say anything, Yamato agreed. But what makes you think Dragon Eye will come after it again? We havent seen him since he tried to assassinate Daimyo Takatomi during the Gion festival. Maybe hes dead. Akiko wounded him pretty badly. 

Jack recalled how Akiko had saved his life that night. Theyd spotted the ninja entering Nijo Castle, the home of Lord Takatomi, and followed him. However, Dragon Eye overcame Jack and was about to sever his arm when Akiko had flung a wakizashi sword to stop him. The short blade pierced Dragon Eyes side, but the ninja had barely flinched. Only the timely arrival of Masamoto and his samurai had prevented the assassin from retaliating. Dragon Eye had escaped over the castle walls, but not without promising hed be back for the rutter. 

The ninjas threat still haunted him, and Jack didnt doubt that Dragon Eye would return. The ninja was out there, waiting for him. 

Akiko was right. While he was at the Niten Ichi Ryu, he was under Masamotos protection. He was safe. But he was dangerously exposed outside the school walls. Traveling alone, he would be lucky to make it beyond the city outskirts. 

Jack had no option but to remain in Kyoto, training at the Niten Ichi Ryu. He had to learn the Way of the Sword if he was going to survive the journey to Nagasaki. 

While the choice wasnt his, the idea of perfecting his skills as a samurai gave Jack a sharp thrill. He was drawn to the discipline and virtues of Bushido, and the thought of wielding a real sword was exhilarating. 

Hes out there, Jack said. Dragon Eye will come. 

Reaching across the room, Jack picked up the Daruma doll. He looked it squarely in the eye and solemnly remade his wish. 

But next time Ill be ready for him. 









CHAPTER 4

A GRAIN OF RICE






WHY HAVE YOU brought your sword? barked Sensei Hosokawa, a severe-looking samurai with an intimidating stare and a sharp stub of a beard. 

Jack looked down at his katana. The polished black saya gleamed in the morning light, hinting at the razor-sharp blade within. Thrown by his sword teachers unexpected hostility, he thumbed the golden phoenix kamon embossed near the hilt. 

Because . . . this is a kenjutsu class, Sensei, Jack replied, shrugging his shoulders for lack of a better answer. 

Do any other students carry a katana? 

Jack glanced at the rest of the class lined down one side of the Butokuden, the dojo where they trained in the Way of the Sword, kenjutsu, and taijutsu, unarmed combat. The hall was cavernous; its elevated panel ceiling and immense pillars of dark cypress wood towering over the row of trainee samurai. 

Jack was once again reminded of how utterly different he was from the rest of his class. Not yet fourteen, like many of the other students, he was nonetheless the tallest, possessing sky blue eyes and a mop of hair so blond it stood out like a gold coin amongst the black-haired uniformity of his classmates. To the olive-skinned, almond-eyed Japanese, Jack may have been training as a samurai warrior, but he would always be a foreignera gaijin, as his enemies liked to call him. 

Looking around, Jack realized he was the only student who held a katana. Everyone else carried bokken, their wooden training swords. 

No, Sensei, said Jack, abashed. 

At the far end of the line, a regal, darkly handsome boy with a shaved head and hooded eyes smirked at Jacks error. Jack ignored Kazuki, knowing his rival would delight in his loss of face in front of the class. 

Despite coming to grips with many of the Japanese customs, like wearing a kimono instead of shirt and breeches, bowing every time he met someone, and the etiquette of apologizing for nearly everything, Jack still struggled with the strict ritualized discipline of Japanese life. 

He had been late for breakfast that morning, following his nightmare-filled sleep, and already had to apologize to two of the sensei. It looked like Sensei Hosokawa would be the third. 

Jack knew his sensei was a fair but firm teacher with high standards. He expected his students to turn up on time, dressed smartly and committed to training hard. Sensei Hosokawa made no allowance for mistakes. 

He stood at the center of the dojo training area, a broad honey-colored rectangle of varnished woodblock glaring at Jack. So what makes you think you should bear a katana while the others dont? 

Jack knew whatever answer he gave Sensei Hosokawa would be the wrong one. There was a Japanese saying that went The stake that sticks out gets hammered down, and Jack was starting to appreciate that living in Japan was a matter of conforming to the rules. No one else in the class carried a sword. Jack, therefore, stuck out and was about to be hammered down. 

Yamato, who stood close by, made as if he was going to speak on Jacks behalf, but Sensei Hosokawa gave him a cautionary glance and he immediately thought better of it. 

The silence that had descended upon the dojo was almost deafening. Jack could hear the blood rushing through his ears, his mind turning over and over for an appropriate response. 

The only answer Jack could think of was the truth. Masamoto himself had presented his own daisho , the two swords that symbolized the power of the samurai, to Jack in recognition of the schools victory at the Taryu-Jiai contest and for his courage in preventing Dragon Eye from assassinating Daimyo Takatomi. 

Having won the Taryu-Jiai, ventured Jack, I thought Id earned the right to use them. 

The right? Kenjutsu is not a game, Jack-kun. Winning one little competition doesnt make you a competent kendoka. 

Jack fell silent under Sensei Hosokawas glare. 

I will tell you when you can bring your katana to class. Until then, you will only use bokken. Understand, Jack-kun? 

Hai, Sensei, Jack said submissively. I just hoped I could use a real sword for once. 

A real one? snorted the sensei. Do you actually think youre ready? 

Jack shrugged uncertainly. I suppose so. Masamotosama gave me his swords, so he must think I am. 

Youre not in Masamoto-samas class yet, said Sensei Hosokawa, tightening his grip on the hilt of his own sword so that his knuckles turned white. Jack-kun, you hold the power of life and death in your hands. Can you handle the consequences of your actions? 

Before Jack could answer, the sensei beckoned him over. Come here! You too, Yamato-kun. 

Jack and a startled Yamato stepped out of line and approached Sensei Hosokawa. 

Seiza, he ordered, and the two of them knelt down. Not you, Jack-kun. I need you to understand what it means to carry a katana. Withdraw your sword. 

Jack unsheathed his katana. The blade gleamed, its edge so sharp that it appeared to cut the very air itself. 

Uncertain as to what Sensei Hosokawa expected of him, he fell into stance. His sword was stretched out in front of him, and he gripped the hilt with both hands. His feet were set wide apart, the kissaki level with the throat of his imaginary enemy. 

Masamotos sword felt unusually heavy in his hands. Over the course of a year of kenjutsu training, his own bokken had become an extension of his arm. He knew its weight, its feel, and how it cut through the air. 

But this sword was different. Weightier and more visceral. It had killed people. Sliced them in half. Jack suddenly sensed the bloody history in his hands. 

He was starting to regret his rashness at bringing the sword. 

The sensei, noting with grim satisfaction the visible trembling of Jacks katana, proceeded to remove a single grain of rice from his inro, the small wooden carrying case attached to his obi. He then placed the grain on top of Yamatos head. 

Cut it in half, he ordered Jack. 

What? blurted Yamato, his eyes wide with shock. 

But its on his head protested Jack. 

Do it! commanded Hosokawa, pointing at the tiny grain of rice. 

But . . . but . . . I cant . . . 

If you think youre ready for such responsibility, now is your chance to prove it. 

But I could kill Yamato! exclaimed Jack. 

This is what it means to carry a sword. People get killed. Now cut the grain. 

I cant, said Jack, lowering his katana. 

Cant? exclaimed Hosokawa. I command you, as your sensei, to strike at his head and slice that grain in half. 

Sensei Hosokawa grabbed Jacks hands and brought the sword into direct line with Yamatos exposed head. The minuscule grain of rice perched there, a white speck in the mass of black hair. 

Jack knew that the blade would slice through Yamatos head as if it were little more than a watermelon. Jacks arms quivered uncontrollably, and Yamato gave him a despairing look, his face completely drained of blood. 

DO IT NOW! commanded Hosokawa, lifting Jacks arms to force him to strike. 

The rest of the students watched with dread fascination. 

Akiko looked on fearfully. Beside her, her best friend, Kiku, a petite girl with dark shoulder-length hair and hazelnut-colored eyes, was almost in tears. Kazuki, though, was apparently relishing the moment. He nudged his ally Nobu, a large boy with the build of a mini-Sumo wrestler, and whispered in his ear, loud enough for Jack to hear. 

I bet you the gaijin chops off Yamatos ear! 

Or maybe his nose! chortled Nobu, a grin spreading across his podgy face. 

The sword wavered in the air. Jack felt any control over the weapon drain from his body. 

I . . . I . . . cant, Jack stammered. Ill kill him. 

Defeated, he lowered the katana to the floor. 

Then Ill do it for you, said Sensei Hosokawa. 

Yamato, who had let out a sigh of relief, instantly froze. 

In the blink of an eye, the sensei withdrew his own sword and cut down onto Yamatos head. Kiku screamed as the blade buried itself in his hair. Her cry reverberated throughout the Butokuden. 

Yamato fell forward, his head dropping to the ground. 

Jack saw the tiny grain of rice peel apart and fall in two separate pieces onto the dojo floor. 

Yamato remained bowed, trembling like a leaf, trying to regain control of his breathing. Otherwise, he was completely unscathed. The blade had not even grazed his scalp. 

Jack stood motionless, overwhelmed at Sensei Hosokawas skill. What a fool he had been to question his senseis judgment. Now he understood the responsibility that came with a sword. The choice of life over death was truly in his hands. This was no game. 

Until you have complete control, said Sensei Hosokawa, fixing Jack with a stern look as he resheathed his katana, you dont have the skill to warrant carrying a real blade. Youre not ready for the Way of the Sword. 









CHAPTER 5

CIRCLE OF THREE






YOUNG SAMURAI! Masamoto thundered down the length of the Cho -no-ma, the ceremonial dining hall that had earned its name from the lavishly decorated panel walls of painted butterflies. 

The students, who were kneeling in regimented rows, stiffened and prepared for Masamotos opening address. Jack, his legs already becoming numb from being in the seiza posture, shifted himself in order to get a better view of the proceedings. Masamoto sat in his usual place, raised upon a dais behind a low table of black lacquered cedar. The table was laid with cups of steaming sencha, the bitter green tea the samurai enjoyed. 

Masamoto took a measured sip from his cup, letting the silence sink in. 

Dressed in a flame red kimono emblazoned with his golden phoenix kamon, Masamoto was a man who commanded total authority and deep respect from both his students and fellow samurai. His strength of presence was such that Jack no longer registered the crimson scarring that disfigured the entire left side of the mans face like a mask of melted candle wax. All Jack saw was an invincible warrior. 

Flanking him on either side were the sensei of the Niten Ichi Ryu and two other samurai Jack didnt recognize. 

This dinner is in honor of our daimyo, Lord of Kyoto Province, Takatomi Hideaki, announced Masamoto, bowing humbly to the man on his immediate left. 

Every student and sensei did likewise. 

This was the first time Jack had laid eyes upon the daimyo whose life hed saved. A genial man with large dewy eyes, a brushstroke of a mustache, and a generous rounded belly, he wore a flamboyant ceremonial kimono decorated with five kamon of a white crane, two on the sleeves, two on the chest, and one on the back. He gave a short polite nod of his head in acknowledgment of Masamotos respect. 

Masamoto sat back up. Then the sensei and students straightened in rank order, the new students being the last to raise their heads. 

Takatomi-sama has graced us with his presence in recognition of our victory at the Taryu-Jiai against the Yagyu Ryu. 

The school let loose a great cheer. 

And, following our prevention of the attempt on his life, he has generously extended his sponsorship of the Niten Ichi Ryu, securing the future of this school indefinitely. 

The students chanted and clapped in unison three times. 

TAKATOMI! CLAP! TAKATOMI! CLAP! TAKATOMI! CLAP! 

The daimyo gave a cordial smile and the briefest of bows in response. 

Furthermore, he has bestowed a new training hall upon the school: the Taka-no-ma, the Hall of The Hawk! 

The students erupted into applause, and fevered discussion broke out. A new hall meant the possibility of another martial art being taught. Masamoto held his hand up for silence. The students immediately checked their enthusiasm, and he continued his address. 

Before we begin the meal, allow me to introduce our second guest. 

Masamoto directed his attention to a large barrel of a man who had a round head covered in a fuzz of short black hair and a similarly fuzzy beard. 

Sensei Kano is a bo jutsu master visiting us from the Mugan Ryu, our sister school in Osaka. Under his tutelage you will learn how to defend and attack with the bo staff. Sensei Kano is a man of great heart and greater skill. You could not ask for a better teacher in the Art of the Bo . 

Despite the new teachers presence dominating the dais, the immense samurai appeared to shrink under Masamotos praise. He bowed to the room, his smoky gray eyes staring blankly down the hall as if he were trying to avoid everyones gaze. 

The students bowed respectfully in return. 

Finally, as some of you are aware, it has been three years since the last Circle of Three . . . 

The atmosphere in the Cho -no-ma instantly became tense with excitement, every student kneeling ramrod straight in anticipation. Jack, though, was at a complete loss. He looked over to Akiko for an explanation, but her eyes remained fixed upon Masamoto. 

For those students who have the courage and the ability, the time has come to prove you are worthy to be called samurai of the Niten Ichi Ryu. Those of you who do will progress onto the Two Heavens without the need for further training. 

Jack had heard the Two Heavens was Masamotos secret martial art technique, and that only the very best students were given the privilege of learning from the great man himself. But beyond that the Two Heavens remained a mystery. 

The Circle of Three, as tradition dictates, will commence when the winds blow the cherry blossom from the branches, continued Masamoto. Those of you who believe you are ready to meet the Circles three challenges of Mind, Body, and Spirit should log your name with Sensei Kyuzo at the end of this evening. A series of four selection trials will be held at first snowfall to test your strength, skill, intellect, and courage. The five students deemed the best in these trials will go through to the Circle. 

Masamoto spread his arms wide so that the sleeves of his flame red kimono appeared to transform him into the fiery phoenix of his kamon. 

Be warned! The Circle of Three is not to be entered into lightly. You must understand the seven virtues of Bushido if you are to have any hope of surviving. The great warrior paused, his gaze taking in all his students. So tell me, what is Bushido? 

Rectitude! Courage! Benevolence! Respect! Honesty! Honor! Loyalty! boomed the students down the Cho -no-ma. 

Masamoto nodded with satisfaction. And it is the virtue of courage that you will need most, he cautioned. So during these coming months of training, remember this: learn today so that you may live tomorrow! 

With the declaration of the schools maxim, Masamoto brought the address to an end, and the students thundered their response. 

MASAMOTO! MASAMOTO! MASAMOTO! 

The refrain died away, and servants entered carrying several long lacquered tables. These were laid in two rows that stretched the entire length of the Cho -no-ma. Jack seated himself between Akiko and Yamato, feeling a small thrill that they werent positioned right next to the entrance. They were no longer the new students, and this meant they had moved several symbolic places closer to the head table. 

Jack always enjoyed ceremonial dinners. The formality of such events demanded that a vast array of dishes be provided in honor of the guest. On this occasion, sushi was high on the menu, alongside tofu, noodles, tempura, bowls of miso soup, pickled yellow daikon, and purple eggplant. Steaming pots of sencha were accompanied by vast quantities of rice piled high in bowls across their table. The centerpiece was an overflowing plate of sliced eel, grilled and smothered in a sticky red sauce. 

Itadakimasu! proclaimed Masamoto. 

Itadakimasu! responded the students, picking up their hashi and tucking into the banquet. 

Despite the delicious spread, Jack was distracted by his desperate desire to know more about the Circle of Three. Everybody else was focused upon devouring the feast before them. 

Jack, you should try the unagi, suggested Saburo, a slightly rotund, plain-looking boy with a chubby face made even chubbier by a mouthful of food. 

Jack looked doubtfully across the table at his friend, whose thick black eyebrows bounced up and down in unison with his enthusiastic chewing of a gray stringy lump of eels liver. It didnt look particularly appetizing, but Jack could remember the first time hed been faced with sushi. The thought of uncooked fish had almost turned his stomach, but now he relished the soft, succulent flesh of tuna, mackerel, and salmon. Eels liver, though, was another matter. 

Its good for your health, Akiko said, spooning some rice into her bowl, while avoiding the eel herself. 

Jack tentatively picked up a gray lump and lowered it into his mouth. When he bit into the liver, he almost gagged at the intensity of the flavor. It was as if a thousand wriggling eels had exploded on his tongue. 

He forced a grimace of a smile for Akikos benefit and kept chewing. The eels liver had better be good for his health, he thought. 

So whos going to enter the Circle of Three? Saburo said between mouthfuls. 

Not me! replied Kiku. I heard a student died last time. 

Beside her, Yori, a small mouselike boy, gave a wide-eyed look of dread and shook his head vigorously in response to Saburos question. 

Thats just a rumor the sensei spread to scare us, reassured Akiko, giving Yori an encouraging smile. 

No its not. My fathers expressly forbidden me from entering, said Kiku. He told me its needlessly dangerous. 

But what exactly is the Circle? asked Jack. 

The Circle of Three, said Akiko, putting down her hashi, are the three highest peaks in the Iga mountain range where trainee samurai face the three challenges of Mind, Body, and Spirit. 

So what are the challenges? 

Akiko shook her head apologetically. I dont know. Theyre a secret. 

Whatever they are, said Yamato, my father will be expecting me to enter, so I guess Ill find out firsthand. What about you, Saburo? Are you going to enter? 

Im considering it, replied Saburo, swallowing another piece of unagi. 

That means youre too scared! How about you, Jack? 

Jack thought for a moment, as Saburo sat open-mouthed, uncertain whether to protest or not. I dont know. Is it worth the risk? I know it leads to the Two Heavens, but Im still not sure what the Two Heavens actually is. 

Jack, youve seen the Two Heavens, said Akiko. 

Jack gave her a perplexed look. When? 

On the beach in Toba. Remember when Masamoto-sama fought the samurai Godai? He used both the katana and the wakizashi, rather than just his katana sword. That is the Two Heavens. The technique is extremely difficult to master, but when you do, you are virtually invincible. 

My father fought more than sixty duels while on his warrior pilgrimage, announced Yamato proudly. He wasnt defeated once. 

Jacks mind began to race. 

He knew he needed to become a better swordsman. By succeeding in the Circle of Three, he would be given the opportunity to be taught by both Sensei Hosokawa and Masamoto. Not only that, he would learn how to use two swords. The idea filled him with hope. If he could master the Two Heavens, then he would be invincible like Masamoto. And he would no longer need to fear the return of Dragon Eye. 

Are all students who conquer the Circle taught the Two Heavens? asked Jack. 

Yes, of course, replied Akiko. 

Jack smiled. The Circle of Three was the solution to his predicament. 

Then Ill enter. 









CHAPTER 6

THE INVITATION






REI, SENSEI! came the cry. 

Dinner had drawn to a close, and all the students stood to bow as the sensei filed out of the hall. Masamoto, accompanied by Daimyo Takatomi, led the entourage. As they passed Jack, the daimyo paused. 

Jack-kun? I am presuming its you, considering you are the only blond-haired samurai present, said Takatomi, broadening his genial smile. 

Hai, Sensei, responded Jack, bowing even lower. 

No, Im not your sensei. Takatomi laughed. However, I would like you, Akiko-chan, and Yamatokun to join me for cha-no-yu in Nijo Castle tomorrow evening. 

A murmur of astonishment spread through the bowing students. Even Masamotos typically stoic expression registered surprise at this unprecedented invitation. A tea ceremony was regarded as the purest art form, one that took years, if not a lifetime, to perfect. For a student, let alone a foreigner, to be invited to a cha-no-yu hosted by the daimyo himself was a momentous event. 

I have not had the chance to personally express my gratitude to you for stopping Dokugan Ryu, continued Takatomi. My beautiful daughter, Emi, will be joining us. I believe youre already acquainted with her, for she has spoken of you on a number of occasions. 

Jack glanced over at a tall, slender girl with long straight hair and a rose-petal mouth. She smiled sweetly at him, exuding such warmth that Jack had to bow again to hide his reddening face. Not that it went unnoticed by Akiko, who had looked up and spotted the exchange. 

Takatomi-sama, they would be honored to attend, answered Masamoto on Jacks behalf before leading the daimyo out of the Cho -no-ma and into the night. 

There was a great buzz of excitement in the air when the daimyo left. Groups of students clustered together, everyone discussing the Circle of Three and waiting to see who would enter first. 

Sensei Kyuzo, their master in taijutsu, a dwarf-size man whose ability at hand-to-hand combat was legendary, sat at the head table, a roll of parchment before him. He waited impatiently for the first entrant. 

As was typical of the sensei, he picked at nuts from a small bowl and crushed them with his bare hands, just as he was inclined to do with Jacks spirit at each and every opportunity. The man despised Jack, and made no effort to disguise the fact that he resented a foreigner being taught the secrets of their martial arts. 

After a moments hesitation, a strong boy with broad shoulders and a bronzed face walked to the dais. He picked up the ink scribe and wrote his name upon the parchment. Soon after, three other students approached, encouraging a steady stream of hopefuls to line up too. 

Come on, said Yamato, striding over to the growing line. 

Jack looked to Akiko for final reassurance, but she was already in line. Jack should have known. Akiko was no ordinary girl. She was samurai, and being the niece of Masamoto, courage was in her blood. 

He joined her in the line. When they reached the head table, Jack watched Akiko write her name on the parchment with a series of brushstrokes that formed a beautiful but mysterious pattern of Japanese kanji characters. The symbols made little sense to Jack. 

Sensei Kyuzo glared over Akikos shoulder at Jack. 

You are entering the Circle? he said, giving a short incredulous snort. 

Hai, Sensei, Jack responded, ignoring his teachers contempt. He had waited with the others in the line to sign his name, and was not going to be put off by Sensei Kyuzos antagonism now. 

A gaijin has never partaken in the Circle, stated Kyuzo, with deliberate emphasis on his use of the derogatory term for a foreigner. 

Then this will be the first time, Sensei, said Akiko, pretending not to notice his blatant disrespect toward Jack. 

Sign here, ordered Sensei Kyuzo. In kanji. 

Jack paused as he looked at the paper. The names of the participants were all carefully inked in the Japanese characters. 

A cruel smile cut across Sensei Kyuzos lips. Or maybe you cant? Entry must be in kanji. Its the rules. 

To Jacks frustration, the sensei was righthe didnt know kanji. Jack could write easily enough. His mother had been a fine teacher, but only in Roman characters. While Akikos guidance, together with the formal lessons provided by Father Lucius, had enabled him to speak in Japanese, he had only limited experience of kanji. In Japan, the way of writing, shodo, was as much an art form as hand-to-hand combat and swordsmanship. The skill took years to perfect. 

Sensei Kyuzo savored Jacks discomfort. 

Thats a shame, he said. Maybe you can enter in another three years, when youve learned to write. Next! 

Jack was elbowed out of the way by a student from behind and could have guessed it would be Kazuki. The boy had been on his back ever since his arrival at samurai school. Now that Jack had gained the respect of the other students by beating their rival school, the Yagyu Ryu, in the Taryu-Jiai competition, Kazuki was on the lookout for any excuse to bully or belittle him. 

I wouldnt worry, gaijin, Kazuki smirked, signing his own name in the place where Jacks should have been. You wont be around to participate anyway. 

Jack rounded on Kazuki even as he felt Akiko guiding him away. What do you mean? 

Surely youve heard the news? said Kazuki with vindictive pleasure. Daimyo Kamakura Katsura is expelling Christians from Japan. 

Nobu peered over Kazukis shoulder. He gave Jack a farewell wave of the hand and laughed. Sayonara, gaijin! 

Hes going to kill any gaijin he finds in Japan, added Kazuki spitefully. 

Ignore them, Jack, said Akiko, shaking her head in disgust. Theyre making it up. 

But Jack couldnt help thinking that there might be a grain of truth in Kazukis story. Kamakura was the daimyo of Edo Province and the head of their Yagyu Ryu, the rival school. He was a cruel, vindictive man with too much power. Jacks overriding image of the daimyo was his gleeful face as he watched one of his samurai behead an elderly tea merchant, merely because the old man hadnt heard the command to bow. Despite Akikos assurance, Jack realized Kamakura was more than capable of ordering the exile or death of foreigners. 

If it were true, then it wouldnt matter if he was in the Circle of Three. His life would be in greater danger than ever, not only from Dragon Eye and his ninja clan, but also from Kamakura and his samurai. 

Perhaps he should start planning on how to get to Nagasaki before it was too late, thought Jack. But first, he needed to know whether Kazuki was lying or not. 

Where are you going? asked Akiko as Jack headed purposefully out the Cho -no-ma. 

Glancing over his shoulder at Kazuki and Nobu, who were still snickering to one another, he replied, Somewhere far away from those two! 










End of sample
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Vowels are pronounced in the following way:

a” as in “at”

e” as in “bet”
“i" as in “police”
“0” as in “dot”
“u" as in “put”

> as in “eye”

as in “week”

“o” as in “go”

as in “blue”

Consonants are pronounced in the same way as English:
g7 is hard, as in “get”
“§7 is soft, as in “jelly”
“ch” as in “church”
“z” as in “zoo”
“ts” as in “itself”

Each syllable is pronounced separately:
Akiko
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Virtue 3: Jin—Benevolence
Jin is a combination of compassion and gencrosity. This
virtue works together with gi and discourages samurai

from using their skills arrogantly or for domination.

Virtue 4: Rei—Respect
Rei is a mater of courtesy and proper behavior toward

others. This virtue means to have respect for all.

Virtue §: Makoto—Honesty
Makoto is about being honest to one’s self as much as to
others. It means acting morally right and always doing

things to the best of your ability.

Virtue 6: Meiyo—Honor
Meiyo is sought with a positive attitude in mind, but will
only follow with correct behavior. Success is an honorable

goal to strive for.

Virtue 7: Chungi—Loyalty

Chungi is the foundation of all the virtues. Without dedi-
cation and loyalty to the task at hand and one another,
the desired outcome cannot hope to be achicved.
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Taka-no-ma: Hall of the Hawk

tamashiwari: Trial by Wood; woodbreaking
tanto: knife

TaryuJiai: interschool martial arts competition
tatami: floor matting

tempura: deep fried seafood or vegetables
tetsu-bishi: small, sharp iron spike

tofi
tomoe nage: stomach throw
toshigami: spirits of the New Year
wakizashi: side-arm short sword
washi: Japanese paper

yakatori: grilled chicken on a stick
yuki gassen: snow battle

oya bean curd

yame: stop!

Yamabushi: mountain monk; literally, “one who hides in
the mountains”

zabuton: cushion

zazen: meditation

Japanese names usually consist of a family name (sur-
name) followed by a given name, unlike in the Western
world, where the given name comes before the surname.
In feudal Japan, names reflected a person’s social status and
spiritual beliefs. Also, when addressing someone, sar is
added to that person’s surname (or given name in less
formal situations) as a sign of courtesy, similar to Mr. or
Mrs. in English, and for higher-status people, sama is used.
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Ya-ma-to
Ma-sa-mo-to
Ka-zu-ki

bo: wooden fighting staff

bojutsu: the Art of the Bo

bokken: wooden sword

bushido: the Way of the Warrior
Butokuden: Hall of the Virtues of War
Butsuden: Buddha Hall

cha-no-yu: literally, “tea meeting”

chiburi: to flick blood from the blade

chi sao: sticky hands (or “sticking hands”)
Chi-no-ma: Hall of Butterflies

chudan: middle

daimyo: feudal lord

daisho: the pair of swords, wakizashi and katana, that

are the traditional weapons of the samurai
Dim Mak: Death Touch
dojos training hall
dokujutsu: the Art of Poison
fuudoshin: literally, “immovable heart,” a spirit of unshak-
able calm
fuksvarai: children’s game like “pin the tail on the
donkey”
futon: Japanese bed: flat mattress placed direetly on
tatami flooring, and folded away during the day
gaijin: foreigner, outsider (derogatory term)
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In Japan, sensei is usually added after a person’s name if
they are a reacher, although in the Young Samurai books a
traditional English order has been retained. Boys and girls
are usually addressed using kun and chan, respectively.
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Bushido
Bushido, meaning the “Way of the Warrior,” is a Japanese

code of conduct similar to the concept of chivalry.

Samurai warriors were meant to adhere to the seven
moral principles in their martial arts training and in their

day-to-day lives.

Virtue 1: Gi—Rectitude
Giis the ability to make the right decision with moral
confidence and to be fair and equal toward all people no

matter what color, race, gender, or age.

Virtue 2: Yu—Courage
Yu is the ability to handle any situation with valor and

confidence.
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Ganjitsu: New Year festival
gi: training uniform

bai: yes

bajime: begin

hakama: traditional Japanese clothing

Hakuhojo: the Castle of the White Phoenix

m viewing party

hanetsuki: a taditional Japanese game similar to bad-

hanami cherry-bloss

minton

bashi: chopsticks

hatsubinode: the “firsts” of the year: e.g., the first vi
a temple in the New Year

inros a litele case for holding small objecrs

irezumi: a form of tattooing

itadakimasu: lecs eat

kami: spirits within objects in the Shinto faith

kamon: family crest

kanji: the Chinese characters used in the Japanese

writing system

kata: a prescribed serics of moves in martial arts

katame waza: grappling techniques

katana: long sword

kendoka: sword practitioner

kenjutsu: the Art of the Sword

ki: energy flow or life force (Chinese: chi o i)

ks literally, “concentrated spirit”—used in martial arts
as a shout for focusing energy when executing a
technique
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mokuso: meditation

momiji gari: maple-leaf viewing
Mugan Ry: the School of “No Eyes”
musha shugyo: warrior pilgrimage
mushin a warrior’s state of “no mind”
nage wazas throwing techniques

nas

eggplant, aubergine
ninjutsu: the Art of Stealth

Niten Ichi Ryi: the One School of Two Heavens

nitwa: garden

obake karuta: Japanese card game (monster cards)
obanyaki: sweet bean-filled pastry

obi: belt

ofiro: bath

obajii: a game using small, coin-shaped playing pieces
origami: the art of folding paper

ozoni: traditional soup served on New Year’s Day
randori: frec-sparting
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reiz call to bow

roji Japanese garden

Ryanji: the Temple of the Peaceful Dragon

sado: the Way of Tea

sakés rice wine

sakuras cherry-blossom tree

sashimi: raw fish

sasori: scorpion

satori: enlightenment

sayas scabbard

sayonara: good-bye

seizas sit/kneel

Senbazuru Orikata: One Thousand Crane origami

sencha: green tea

sensei: teacher

seoi nage: shoulder throw

shaku: unit of length, approximately equal to one foot or
thirty centimetres

shamisen: three-stringed musical instrument

shi: the number four, or death

shinobi shozoku: the clothing of a ninja

Shishi-no-mas Hall of Lions

Shodo: the Way of Writing, Japanese calligraphy

shoji: Japanese sliding door

shuriken: metal throwing stars

sobei: wartior monks

sushi: raw fish on rice

taijutsu: the Art of the Body (hand-to-hand combat)





