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When our daughter Amy was born, it was perfectly clear to both Marqueta, who is of Cuban descent, and me, descended from a long line of New Englanders, that the katana had had a little something to do with it. She was a beautiful baby, with jet black hair and obviously Japanese features. 

Marqueta, lay in the hospital bed nursing her. She looked up at me with a wry smile, and said, “That doggone katana.” I could only nod my head in agreement. 

The katana in question is possessed by the spirit of the Japanese samurai who owned it back in the 15th Century, or perhaps it's me who is possessed by the spirit of the katana, or perhaps the ancient samurai was also possessed by the spirit of the katana. It's hard to tell with this paranormal stuff, hard to pin things down exactly. 

In any case, it had a mind of its own. 

The katana and I had enacted street justice, or retribution, as it were, on a couple of occasions, one an abused puppy thrown out of a car window, another a lecherous youth pastor. Shortly after our daughter was born, the katana stopped talking to me, but I'm pretty sure it started talking to Amy. 

From an early age she had an affinity for Japanese culture, both ancient and modern. As an infant, her favorite stuffed toy was a Domo doll. Our neighbor Ana’s daughter, in her early teens, was taking karate lessons, and she would practice her moves in our living room when she came over to babysit Amy. Marqueta would return from shopping, or lunch with a friend, to find little Amy practicing karate moves right alongside the older girl. 

When she turned three, we enrolled her in a local preschool. She did fine there, and picked up reading amazingly fast. There was a brief issue, when a boy teased her for her obviously different looks, but when she broke his nose with a well-placed kick, all that business stopped.

She also got into computers, big time. She had a Nintendo 64 ,which she re-programmed to do all kinds of amazing things. She had friends all over the world from an early age, and I'm pretty sure she got into some low level hacking, but I don't know much about that stuff, and I figure the less I know about my daughter’s potentially illegal online activities, the better. 

Deputy Hernandez dropped by and grew quite fond of our little Amy, as she had no children of her own. We’d become friends with Hernandez, in the course of her investigations into those acts of social justice, or retribution, that I had administered with the katana, which have been recounted in a previous collection of stories by this author.

Now we had a patch of brush out back of the house, a fiendish mixture of Bougainvillea and Laurel, all tangled together. I’d been putting off tackling it for a while. The thing about Bougainvillea, if you’re not familiar with it, is, it's got beautiful pink blossoms, but it grows like crazy and it has absolutely vicious thorns. You get a fast growing Laurel mixed in with it, you've got quite a mess. I’d really been procrastinating on the job for quite a while. 

I got back to the house one day, after a shopping trip to Home Depot for a fresh pair of heavy duty gardening gloves. I’d resolved to do something about that pesky patch of brush. I parked the truck, put on the new gloves, got my gardening shears and a pruning saw and headed out back. 

I heard her before I saw her, she was screaming, “Hai!” and “Yah!” I hurried up, and when I got around the corner of the house, I saw she was attacking the nasty brush patch with the katana, darting in and back, the blade flashing in the sun. She was only seven years old at the time, so my first concern was for her safety. 

“She really shouldn't be doing this,” I thought, “Bougainvillea is dangerous in and of itself, and the katana is one of the sharpest blades ever made by man.” 

I rushed forward, yelling “Amy! Stop!”, and I reached to take the katana from her hands. She started to hand the katana to me, shamefaced, but then the katana twitched just a bit and gave me a little nick on my arm. 

Amy turned pale, shocked, her tears coming quickly. 

“Daddy, Daddy! I'm so sorry! I don't know what happened, it moved by itself, are you OK?” 

I knelt down and took her in my arms. 

“I know it did honey, I know it wasn't you. Don't worry, Daddy's fine. Look, see?, it's just a little cut.”  

I inspected her for any scratches from the thorns, which are definitely poisonous. 

“Wow, you're doing a great job here Amy, the Bougainvillea hasn't even scratched you!” 

“I know Daddy,” she replied, “The katana won't let it!” 

Well, I should have known that, I thought to myself. 

“I’m sorry I interrupted you honey,” I said, “You’re really helping Daddy a lot here, carry on. I’m just going to go get us a couple of cold drinks.” 

I went in the house, and fetched an iced tea for myself and a Gatorade for Amy, then went back outside, and had her take a short break to rehydrate. Then I sat down in a lawn chair in the shade of the avocado tree, and watched her work. It was like watching a martial arts movie, Amy jumping, twirling, and letting out those short karate yells, as the thicket gradually faded away before her relentless onslaught.

As it turned out, I did need the gloves anyway, later that afternoon, when I borrowed a neighbor’s chipper and ground up the hacked up thicket into mulch. That cost me a few scratches, but that’s what you get when you mess around with Bougainevillea. 

That done, I moved the mounting bracket for the katana from the living room to Amy's bedroom, then covered up the holes in the living room wall with a nice oil painting that Marqueta had recently finished. That made both of them very happy. 

When Amy was 12, she started doing little brush clearing jobs for the neighbors, with me along to supervise, of course. The neighbors took videos of her at work, some of which went viral on social media, and by the time she was 16 she had a profitable little business going. She branched out into topiary, carving bushes into various shapes, and she was very good at it. 

Amy was still in high school of course, so we were careful to limit her business activities, and make sure she got her homework done. She had no interest in college at this point in her life, she preferred being outdoors in nature. It was also about this time, that she took a strong interest in ecology, and grew quite passionate about global warming, and its effect on the planet. She joined the Internet chat groups discussing the problem, and then, as she already had quite a presence on social media, she attracted many followers.

In the course of these online activities, she grew rather radicalized. When she turned 18, she announced to her mother and I, that she intended to go to Europe to participate in the protests over there. Marqueta was worried about this decision, and was
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