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The old samurai had taken in the little orphan girl when he found her starving on the streets of Kanazawa, Japan, on a very cold day in the year 1546. He treated her as if she was his own daughter, and she grew straight and tall, but slender. One evening, the old man well on in years, and the girl approaching womanhood, he strapped on his swords, his longest, the katana, the shorter wakizashi, and his tanto, the shortest of the three, dagger like in length, and ventured out to his favorite sake house, where he was wont to spend long hours trading stories with all who would listen.

Much later that evening, the girl grew worried, and went out to see if she could find him returning to the home they shared, a fine home indeed, as the old samurai was quite wealthy. She dressed all in black, for the streets of any large city, in any era, can be dangerous for a young woman, and she stayed in the shadows as she made her way towards the sake house. She found him, but three robbers had found him first, indeed she watched as the man behind him delivered the killing blow to the back of his head with a heavy club. The thieves took his short swords, the wakizashi and the tanto, but they were unable to move the katana. They struggled and pulled, but it was as if it was a part of the cobbled street beneath him, and they could not budge it. 

After a minute or two of fruitless effort, they gave up the struggle, fearful of discovery, as well as the obviously haunted sword, and headed off down the narrow street. The girl slipped along the wall in the shadows and bent over the body of the old man who had saved her life, who had, indeed, been the only father she ever knew. She was weeping quietly, but she heard the soft but strong voice she knew so well and loved, not from his lips, for they were stilled forever, but clearly, in her mind. 

“Take me, for I am yours and you are mine”, said the Katana. 

She did not question, how could such a thing be, but she slipped the sword out from under his body, and it came easily, even eagerly into her hand.

Without another thought she slipped back into the shadows along the walls of the houses on the side of the narrow street, the walls dark and silent at this late hour, and followed the brigands. When she came upon them, they had entered a warren of tiny streets, more like alleyways, very old houses in poor repair bordering the narrow lanes. They had to proceed in single file here, and the first notion they had that anything was amiss was a quiet snicking sound, followed by a thud as the head of the thief at the rear hit the packed dirt of the alley. The other two bandits turned to see what the sound had been, and barely had time to register what they saw, a slim black clad form, wraithlike in the darkness, long black hair swirling, and the terrible flashing light of the sword blade as it sliced into them, the blade whirling and flashing as  if possessed, which indeed it was.

The work finished, the girl wiped off the blade of the katana on what dry parts of the robbers’ clothing she could find in the dark of that alley, for most of it was soaked with their blood, and retrieved the two short swords, the wakizashi and the tanto. She returned home as she had left, a slim dark form, clad in black and keeping to the shadows. She did not sleep further that night.

The next day, late morning, the Machi-Bugyo, the City Magistrate, came to call on her. He was ushered in by the household retainer with a deep bow, and bowed himself, less deeply, to the retainer as well as to the slim figure that sat on a pillow, the katana in her lap, the shorter swords hung on the wall behind her. She bowed in return. The City Magistrate, who had already investigated the previous evening’s murders, took all this in, the swords, as well as her bare bloodstained feet, and smiled, with another short bow, 

“I see justice has been done, Milady, and done very well. This is a good thing in a sad time. He was a good friend of mine. I will disturb your grieving no further, Milady”.

She raised her head slowly, her long black hair, unbound, hanging about her face, her eyes hollowed with weeping and lack of sleep, “Milady?”, she asked him, for she was but a young girl still.

“Yes, Milady”, the magistrate replied, “He left you everything in his will, this house, his lands, his businesses, his authority, all is yours. When you feel ready, come and call on me, I will explain it all in detail.”, and he left her presence. 

Over the months and years that followed, the Mach-Bugyo proved to be as good a friend to her as he had been to the old samurai. There were those who quietly questioned the propriety of a young girl, still in her teens, having the authority of a samurai, but she had the full support of her new friend and mentor, who ruled the city, no authority higher than he, save the Shogun himself, and those who openly questioned her rights were, oddly enough, found cut to pieces. The word spread, and there was no more trouble.

The magistrate was a wise advisor to her in many matters, but it was the Katana that spoke to her most often, sometimes a quiet voice in her head, sometimes a faint melody or song that provoked a new train of thought, and sometimes simply a flash of intuition. She invested heavily and well, in shipping interests doing business with China and Korea, and large tracts of harbor front land, both in Kanazawa itself and other cities nearby. Her wealth grew, quietly and steadily over the years, but she kept her business matters to herself. As time went by and she grew into adulthood, she took lovers as she felt the need, and these matters she kept to herself as well.

In time, she felt the need for a child and she chose the father, with the guidance of the Katana of course, as wisely as she had chosen her investments. There was a Karo in the district she controlled, that title being the closest thing to an economics professor in modern western terms. He was a quiet, but brilliant man, many years her senior, and he was rather afeared when he was summoned to the home of the woman samurai with the fearsome reputation, as she had never asked for his counsel before. He was ushered into her presence by her retainer, who then left them alone. 

She sat at a low table, surrounded by damask pillows, incense burning. A bottle of sake and two cups, as well as an assortment of fruits and grilled fish and vegetable tempura sat on the table. They ate and drank, and she questioned him as to what he thought of this and that business trend, and what he predicted for the near and far future. He found her questions most interesting, her insights most remarkable, and he relaxed and spoke freely and inventively and





d2d_images/chapter_title_above.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_left.png





d2d_images/cover.jpg
MelChéZlﬁ/ K S
- * ‘





d2d_images/chapter_title_corner_decoration_right.png





d2d_images/chapter_title_below.png





