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  Chapter 1

Master Sakuma sat across from his daughter.  Kimko's long brown hair was a delight to see.  She sat kneeling across from her father and to the right of Jonathan, her husband.

Ohno, Ito and Sato sat behind Master Sakuma and said nothing, as was their place.  They sat concentrating on the moment.  They felt respect and honor for Jonathan.  They liked America and its Wild West.  They liked the challenge of the rugged west and the discipline it invoked in them to survive.

Master Sakuma said, "My daughter, it is an honor to see you.  Your mother would have loved to see you.  She remains in Osaka.  I bring you her love and best regards."  Kimko silently began to sob.  Her pretty, brown eyes were red from tears flowing down her cheeks.

"You have become a woman.  I am proud of you."

"Not all is well in Japan.  The Nakumura family felt disgraced at the breach of agreement in the arranged marriage.  There is tension, but that is not why I am here.  The conflict did not drive me from home."

Master Sakuma was a trained Shinto priest.  He did not wear the priestly robes, hat and belt.  Instead, he wore a cowboy hat, jeans, button up shirt and boots.  However, he still carried himself like a master and walked with a certain measure of reserved dignity. 

Trouble had followed the group since their arrival in America.  Master Sakuma's lead students became his disciples and followed in his path to America.  Their fierceness and lack of fear had clashed with the rougher elements of San Francisco.  The town was a becoming a booming city.  It was rich in commerce with shipping ports bringing goods into the city and transporting goods and commodities to foreign lands.  The word of gold created a rush to arrive.  It didn't take much.  Soon, salons and brothels were taking the money and gold of the miners and attracting a rough element.  It was one such element that clashed with Ohno, who killed a man's horse, in self defense.  He punched the horse's heart causing it to fibrillate.

Master Sakuma's primary role was to defend the emperor.  The emperor had heard the disappointing news about his enemies.  The emperor had enemies in the mountains, a secret, ninja clan.  They seemed to have some sort of future technology preventing their destruction.  The emperor knew that Master Sakuma was a resource in America he may someday need to use. The emperor planned to make a shocking request.

The emperor requested his presence.  The request was a great honor.  The priest went alone and walked up to the castle entrance.  The castle guards admitted him within the gates.  The emperor was seated in the inner chamber on the top floor of the castle.  The guards escorted him up the wooden steps to each level.  At the third level, they opened two, sliding doors that led into the room where the emperor sat waiting for him.  Even for a priest, it was not proper to gaze directly upon the emperor; he was divinity in the flesh.  He was a god.  Master Sakuma kneeled before the emperor with his head bowed and waited.  The emperor was dressed in a silk kimono, wearing a black, square hat.  He had a dark-colored vest over the top of his flowing loose clothing. 

The emperor got right to the point.  He needed help.  He confided in Master Sakuma that he secretly planned for his grandson, who was just an infant and his eventual heir to the dynasty, to be hidden away in America.  The plan could not spoken or leaked out to anyone in order to protect the heir from the enemies of the throne.  He would be given money and loyal soldiers to help protect the infant in Ameria.  He asked Master Sakuma to take an imperial party with entourage to America for safekeeping of the royal heir. 

Master Sakuma expressed gratitude for the confidence the emperor placed in his abilities, but he graciously requested that the soldiers not be sent along, because they would attract attention and further endanger the heir.  Instead, he desired for his students and he to take upon themselves the sacred responsibility and duty to protect the heir, with the school as their cover.  The emperor at first thought it would be folly to not have soldiers protecting them, but the idea distilled upon his mind, and he had to agree that the plan had merit and could just possibly work out for the best.  He expressed gratitude that the heir would be protected by the master's family.  Out of a show of gratitude, the emperor gave him some things he might need to accomplish this most-important task from his emperor.  Master Sakuma departed the castle to tell his wife of his new assignment.  He knew she would cry at their separation.  Each had become fond of the other and counted on being life-long companions.  She never questioned her husband's devotion to serve.

Master Sakuma stopped his reflections and looked up at Jonathan.  The master asked his disciples to leave.  They did not oppose and quickly jumped to their feet and departed from the room with a reverent bow.

"Jonathan, as you know, I am a Shinto priest., What you don't know, as a young man, I was one of the few priests who cared for a golden ark.  I was one of the priests in the Tabernacle of the Congregation in Japan that served to care for the Holy of Holies.  This fact brought me attention before the emperor."

"Our family serves the emperor.  We are loyal to him.  We defend him from his enemies.  We were unable to destroy a secret clan known as the Yobe Clan.  They have strange futuristic powers.  The emperor asked me to find refuge in America for his own purposes.  I am here by assignment.  Can you help?"

Jonathan replied without consideration for his own safety, "Of course, master, it would be my honor." 


  Chapter 2

Kimko prepared Japanese food for her father and his three disciples.  She kept her long black hair wound up in a tight bun.  Kimko worked quietly cutting steak strips into morsel, bite-sized chunks of meat cooked in sugar, soy sauce and ginger.  She quickly swirled the rice while rinsing with water, hand-pumped from the faucet.  Next, Kimko prepared miso soup, with chopped green onions, salt and water.  The steam from the soup rose high above the wood stove.  She felt grateful to have such a nice convenience as the water pump and this wood stove.

The table was set with black lacquer bowls for hot, miso soup, white plates for rice, teriyaki and diakon radish.  Kimko cooked the tempura vegetables on a small hibachi stove.  Master Sakuma was pleased his daughter remembered the cooking customs of Japan.  He did not visibly smile, but Kimko could see the warmth in his eyes--he was laughing inside.  Kimko felt relief that her father approved.  She remembered his tears of sadness when she departed Japan with Jonathan to come to America.  Kimko had become a beautiful woman, graceful and well-mannered.  Master Sakuma closed his eyes and felt the harmony and peace in the home.  He sensed the deliberate movement of the cooking ritual.  Everything had its place.  When ready, Kimko placed the food at the center off the table. Master Sakuma did not move.  He waited in traditional discipline for Jonathan, the head of the house, to invite the men to eat.  Women would eat later...

Jonathan offered the prayer over the food.  He asked that God would bless his mother in Japan.  He prayed that the lust of the flesh would not overtake them in their weakness.  He thanked God for reuniting father and daughter in such pleasant circumstances.

"Please, eat."

Dinner was a time to talk freely.

Ito spoke first, "I see you take good care of yourself.  Perhaps after dinner we could do some physical training?"

Jonathan remembered the past contentions at school with Ito.  He laughed at how quickly his temper had flared up as a youth.  The death of his father had made him an angry youth.  He needed a father figure.  Master Sakuma was like a father to him.  He had helped Jonathan grow up, believed in his abilities and watched as he became his number one student.

"I would be happy to train again with my old classmates."

Ohno replied, "The days of school were a long time ago.  We are not students anymore."

Sato added to the conversation, "The Gai Jin are rough opponents.  They are rude, push their way around, and think they are tough.  The west is different from the east.  Everyone seems to be doing their own thing here in the west."

"The Americans don't see us as equals.  They are often aggressive and rude.  They don't seem to trust us because we are different.  It is interesting they assume we are different.  Our generals in the military think the same way as their American counterparts.  Our soldiers fight with rifles like the America militia.  Americans hang criminals by the rope; we use a sword to execute criminals.  Our women are educated in the arts, literature and sciences.  American woman are beautiful.  They have a fascination with beauty and style.  Why do they assume we are so different?"

Sato had been a friend of Jonathan's for a long times.  It was Sato who brought Jonathan to the temple, after the thugs beat him mercilessly.  It was a pleasure to see Sato had been selected as a disciple.  It meant his skill was superb.  Sato had a round face and a light demeanor.  He liked to have fun, relax and talk.  He was very different from Ohno, who was serious, direct and projected his opinions.  Sato was a clever fighter.  He knew the importance of footwork and hand striking.  Whereas, Ohno used force and brute strength to overcome his opponents.  He was like a human batterram when he charged forward.  If one were not careful, he would be looking up at the stars, having been knocked out.  Ohno used his strength to knock his opponents down.  He was not in a hurry to do that.  He kept the pressure on until he could apply his strength.

Ito asked, "Why haven't you returned to Japan to review your progress with the master?  Why are you alone?"

Jonathan replied, "I like my freedom.  I am forced to think about the value of what I know.  I ponder the techniques and search meaning in my own path.  I like what I have discovered."

Ito wondered outloud, "Do you train your students in the same way you were taught in the temple?"

Jonathan knew his version of karate was athletic.  It included leap kicks, twisting jump kicks and rapid hand striking.  It would look different.  He used techniques that worked. 

"I found the old kata and techniques are effective.  They have been tested over time.  I practice the old kata with the students.  I also have added my own interpretations and revisions."

Master Sakuma replied, "I am sure you have added your own style of circular motion, the tiger.  It was your favorite animal form combined with your lightning-fast kicks.  I still remember you possessing some of the fastest kicks to the head, of any of my students."

Sato laughed, "Yeah, you could feel Jonathan's round house kick to your arm, but only see a flash before his foot hit your head.  His reach and flexibility were amazing.  Plus, Jonathan had a great back flip to his kata--no other student had ever tried that before."

Master Sakuma continued, "Jonathan, you brought creativity and personal style to our school.  Your creativity made you unpredictable."

Kimko brought dried sea weed sheets to the table.  They had been lightly toasted by the flame.  A sushi mat was exchanged, and the men rolled their wrap.  The rolls were carefully cut into round segments displaying the egg, fish, and cucumber within.  Sushi was a treat.

Ohno thanked Kimko for preparing the delicious meal.  Kimko played the guitar for her father.  The guitar was a stringed instrument like the Japanese koto, but the forthcoming sounds were different.  Kimko laughed at the surprise on her father's face as she played Sakura on her American guitar.  She sang the song in Japanese.  The men listened and relaxed to the familiar harmony. 

Kimko handed the guitar to her father.  Master Sakuma examined the instrument and spoke in Japanese to his students.  The guitar was light to hold.  It was made of fine woods, dried and polished.  The string combinations were similar to the koto, but on much smaller scale.  A koto was multiple times in length and weight.  Kimko received back the guitar from her father's outstretched hands.

"Can we go to your dojo to practice?" suggested Sato.

Jonathan replied, "Absolutely."

The men stood up and thanked Kimko for the traditional dinner and musical entertainment.  The American way was intriguing.  Now, it was time to return back to the Japanese way. 


  Chapter 3 

The men stretched their legs and warmed up their muscles with calisthenics.  The men seemed to approve of the fine, hardwood floor and the generous size of the room.  Master Sakuma watched as his students prepared to spar.  Jonathan had wooden staffs on the wall to be used for sparring. 

Ohno would be the main fighter.  Ito prepared to spar.  Both men bowed in the traditional gesture.  Master Sakuma observed the contest.  He instructed, "Let this be a friendly match."  Ohno squared off with Ito.  Ito inched forward, preparing to make the first move.  He punched at Ohno's body.  Ohno pivoted out of the way of the punch and grabbed the arm.  Stepping forward with his right leg, he brought the arm up to shoulder height, and then pressed down forcing Ito to the ground on his back.  Ohno then moved Ito to his stomach and locked his arm.  Ito slapped the floor, and Ohno released the grip.  Ito quickly jumped to his feet. 

Ohno moved around Ito.  He punched at Ito's chest.  Ito intercepted the punch with an upward block and struck out with an upper cut punch to the mid-section.  It was a fast punch.  Ohno reacted by stepping in with his right leg and grabbing Ito's body with his right arm and throwing Ito over his right hip to the floor.  He finished the technique with a shuffle knee strike to the ribs and a right reverse punch to the body. 

Jonathan signaled he was ready to
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