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            Who am I?
   

         

         Bright light. Light and pain. Those were the first things he noticed. Light, pain, nausea and cold. He was freezing. Shivering.

         Something was moving in the grass. His heart pounded faster, until he realized it was only his hand. He grinned, relieved, but then he was frightened again. This time by the sound of his own voice.

         He was laying in wet grass. Surrounded by trees. Pine trees. The grass he lay in was in an open space in a dense pine forest.  

         His head hurt. A throbbing pain. He touched his forehead. It felt wet and warm. On his hand there was a sticky, warm substance.

         Blood.

         He screamed.

         A bird took off from a nearby tree. He tried to recall. How did he end up here? But his mind was blank. He couldn’t even remember his own name.

         Nor his mother or father, where he lived, or where he came from. He couldn’t even remember what he looked like.

         He got up, slowly. His head was spinning and hurting, but he needed to stand up. To see if he could.

         He swayed back and forth before finding his balance.

         He looked down at himself. He was wearing a kimono. Nearby, almost hidden in the grass, lay a katana.

         With his bloody hand he reached for the sword. As soon as his hand closed itself around the hilt, images of fire-breathing dragons, grotesque, contorted demons and giant snakes flashed before his eyes. And then, finally, the very last image was that of a golden eagle silhouetted against a clear blue sky.

         His legs gave in. They gave way beneath him, and he fell down onto the wet grass.

         He looked up at the sky. Somewhere, far up above, something was circling. He looked at the sword next to him. The scabbard was black, and on the hilt, something was written in gold: Gôsuto Mêkâ – The Ghost Maker.

         Okay, so he could read. Good to know.

         Slowly he reached for the sword again. His hands grasped the scabbard… nothing happened. No visions. No dragons or demons. Relieved, he placed the cool blade against his forehead.

         At once, the pain was gone. It felt like all the pain was wiped from him. Something took away the feeling of dizziness. 

         His mind was clear.

         He touched his forehead. The blood was gone. The blood on his hands was also gone.

         Strange.

         He suddenly felt revived. He felt fresh and rested.

         He leapt to his feet and looked around.

         Then he heard a scream. It came from the sky. He looked up into the clear blue slice of sky between the trees and saw the eagle from his vision.

         It was circling him, its claws gleaming dangerously in the sunlight.

         He was frightened and tried to draw the sword but couldn’t. It was stuck in the scabbard.

         The eagle flew away but then came back and started to circle him again. He had an odd feeling that the bird wanted him to follow it.

         He walked into the dense, dark, pine forest. The smell of resin was overwhelming. He couldn’t see the eagle in the tree-choked forest, but he could hear it scream, as if it were calling out to him.

         The further he ventured into the woods, the darker it got, the pines pricking him like needles, and the forest floor seemed alive. But he kept following the sound of the eagle.

         After a while he reached a small clearing where there were blackberry bushes and a creek.

         The eagle was sitting in a nearby tree, watching him.

         “Thanks” he whispered, then he ran to the creek and drank its clear, cool water.

         After he had quenched his thirst, he ate as many blackberries as he could.

         He lay down in the sun for a while, full and happy. Then he remembered the eagle.  It was no longer in the tree. He spotted it by the bank of the creek, studying its reflection in the water.

         As he reached the water, the eagle flew back up into the tree.

         He looked at his reflection in the creek. He was about 12, his hair was black and messy.

         He looked at the eagle.

         “Who am I?”

         The eagle tilted its head and looked at him. Then it took off with a chilling cry, and flew in the direction of the setting sun.

         He stood a while and watched it. Then he grasped the sword, jumped across the creek and started to follow the golden eagle. 
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