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The two weapons clashed with a loud clunk and Atsuko stepped back, forced to cede ground. She had anticipated the move and pivoted on her right leg to return with a tsuki,1 a low and long blow that should have hit her brother in the throat but slipped past him despite his defensive stance.

“This time, I’ll…” she started.

She had no time to finish before he struck her sword faster than she had anticipated and she had to jump backwards to avoid being hit. She dove to the side, rolled over, and adopted a defensive position, just in time to avoid being spiked in her side by the bokken.2 As soon as her shoulders hit the walls of the dojo,3 she knew he had manipulated her. The weapon came towards her skull, she closed her eyes… and felt a gentle tap on her forehead.

“You talk too much,” said Ibuka, dropping his guard.

Atsuko pushed aside the strand of hair that had fallen out of her bun and into her eyes, and stuck out her tongue.

“I hate you.”

“’Course you don’t. You love me.”

“One doesn’t prevent the other. I’ll never beat you or even hit you. I’m no good.”

The young girl slid to the floor in a sulk. After a moment’s hesitation, her brother followed suit. His mischievous grin disappeared, replaced with a seriousness that seemed out of place for his age of seventeen.

“Don’t say that. You’re the most skilled girl I know.”

“Yeah. The most skilled girl,” she pouted.

“OK, OK. You’re the most skilled person of sixteen I know. Hmm, or maybe the second; Hoshi is doing really well.”

“But that’s not enough to beat you.”

Ibuka leaned against the wall, his hands behind his head, with an indolent expression like a Cheshire cat.

“Because I’m a genius, little sister. Everyone says so, so it must be true. It’s not that you don’t have talent; it’s that I have too much.”

“Oh, you’re impossible,” groaned Atsuko, punching him on the arm.

The worst thing was that he was right. Her brother was the golden boy of all the samurai4 of Aizu, who had no hesitation in seeing him as the reincarnation of great legends of history like Miyamoto Musashi or Sasaki Kojiro. Everything Ibuka did seemed effortless: his blows were always precisely measured, his dodges perfect, his feints untouchable. He possessed phenomenal agility, stupefying reflexes, impressive coordination, and an intuition that was almost mystical.

In short, he was infuriating.

“One day I’ll beat you,” she promised quietly. “One day you’ll make a mistake and I’ll breach your defenses.”

“One day, but not right now, little sister.” He laughed as he ruffled her hair. “That being said, I was serious when I said how skilled you are. You’re the one who’s come closest. You almost put me in danger just now.”

“Really?” gasped Atsuko, full of hope.

“No, not really, but I thought it might make you happy.”

The teenage girl rolled her eyes. But it was difficult to stay mad at her brother for too long. He was so bright, always full of good humor. Plus, he had done so much for her.

After all, it was thanks to his support that she was allowed to train with weapons despite being a girl. When he realized that she had been sneaking into the dojo to secretly do her exercises at the age of six, he had begged his father to let her join in his lessons. She had been able to learn not just kenjutsu,5 but also kyujutsu,6 bajutsu7 and jujutsu8 at her brother’s side and with the most eminent instructors of Aizu. Bless her father for permitting her such an enriched childhood.

As though the mere thought of him conjured his arrival, the stocky shadow of Shiba Tanomo appeared in the entry of the dojo. He was as massive as his children were skilled, with arms as big as a normal man’s thighs and hands the size of anvils. But when he was not on the battlefield, he was the sweetest of men and the most tender of fathers.

“So who won?”

“You know very well,” sulked Atsuko.

“But she did give me trouble,” her brother gallantly defended her. “She has a real talent.”

“Of course she has talent. She’s my daughter.” Tanomo gave them a huge smile. “I’m so proud of you both. Ibuka, you will become a great samurai, I’m sure of it. Your adventures will spread throughout Japan and will even reach the ears of the Emperor of Edo.”

Despite the sincere compliment, the young girl was crushed.

Her father had not mentioned her on purpose. She may have been skilled with a katana9—less so than her brother for sure, but who could top him?—but she would never become a samurai. Tanomo had already proved his incredible open-mindedness in letting her train as a man. No doubt he had had to smile and endure the acidic remarks of his friends and their comparisons with their daughters.

She knew the majority of fathers expected their daughters to be well-presented, smiley, docile and ready for a good marriage, if possible into an influential family in the court. The samurai were respected, but their prestige was in decline and their fortunes were diminishing in the age of mercantile trade. More and more, the bourgeois were winning over the favor of the Emperor, and the warriors had little influence in times of peace. This trade-off worked perfectly between the commoners seeking respect and the depleted samurai.

Moreover, Atsuko was well aware that she had few friends. The girls her age did not share the same types of interests and didn’t stop talking about boys. Oh, she had tried so hard to integrate. She had even gone to the effort of combing her hair and wearing a furisode10 for the occasion of the Setsuban11 just like all the other single girls in her town. The result had not been what she had hoped for.

Yasuhime had mocked the scar on the left side of her temple, the result of a misjudged dodge two weeks prior; Tomoe couldn’t maintain her stern posture amidst the laughter of the other girls; and even though Munemi pretended to be more understanding than the others, it had only been to casually ask Atsuko if her brother was seeing anyone at the moment.

Yes, Atsuko’s father was incredible; but even he could not go against tradition. Long ago, female samurai existed and were even particularly well respected. But that era was definitively over.

Which, she concluded petulantly in her head, wasn’t fair at all.

“You didn’t come here simply to compliment us,” stated Ibuka, seeking out his father’s gaze. “What’s the real reason for your visit?”

Tanomo boomed with laughter as big as his shoulders, just as huge as his arms.

“So I can’t keep even the slightest secret from you? Very well. We have been invited to Matsudaira Katamori’s house in a week. He has heard about your exploits and wishes to meet you. I don’t want to give false hope, but it’s possible he’s looking for new hatamoto.”12

Ibuka leapt to his feet, and in his excitement, dropped his bokken onto his bare toes.

“Ow!” he cried, blushing right up to his hairline.

“That’s exactly the type of behavior that must be avoided during the feast.” Tanomo chuckled. “Our daimyo13 is expecting a young man of legend, a new Musashi, and not a teenager gone to seed who cannot control his emotions.”

Despite his cordial tone, Atsuko could detect an undercurrent of worry. Her father was not at ease in the high society of Aizu; one did not refuse an invitation from their daimyo, but he would probably spend the week ruminating and worrying about what could go wrong and potentially bring dishonor on the family. Tanomo was a fearless warrior, proven by all the scars on his chest—and none on his back, he would insist proudly—but he knew that his bear-like manners did not make him popular at ceremonies and official dinners. His son had the opportunity to make a good impression, and perhaps there would not be another.

“I will do my best not to embarrass you, Father,” replied Ibuka, rubbing his big toe.

“I am certain of it. Atsuko, you are invited too, of course.”

The teenage girl looked at her father, her mouth wide open. Was she dreaming?

Had she been mistaken from the beginning about his intentions? Was he really ready to defy tradition? Could she too be chosen to protect the daimyo? After all, if anyone could bring a woman into his personal guard, it would be Matsudaira Katamori. No one would ever question his decisions.

“Really?” she whispered, ready to cry.

“Of course,” confirmed her father, smiling at her tenderly. “It will be the chance to bring out that magnificent furisode you wore to the festival. You wouldn’t believe the number of compliments it brought you. Whatever you might think, you’re a very attractive girl when you make a bit of effort.”

Atsuko felt her heart break. Suddenly, she could hardly breathe.

“What do you mean?” she barely managed to spit out.

“Dad, you’re so tactless,” protested Ibuka. “Atsuko looks incredible even when she doesn’t make an effort.”

“Ah, right, of course! I’m sorry, you know me, I’ve never been good at finding the right words,” apologized Tanomo, with another fit of laughter. “All I meant was that you looked wonderful in your dress, and that I’m sure you’ll make just as big of an impression as your brother at the daimyo’s reception.”

But not for the same reasons, thought the young girl sulkily.

Her father was full of good intentions but had no idea how much his words wounded her. The blessed period of her life was most certainly over. Even though she had followed the exact same training as her brother, their paths were about to separate. He would become a samurai while she would marry some Imperial paper-pusher who had the good sense to find her appealing in a kimono.

Now was the moment to talk to her father, right this second, now. She would never again have as much courage as she had in the dojo where she had spent so much of her life. She once again sought out the spark in his eyes, and was struck by inspiration and began:

“Father… I wanted to ask you—”

He turned towards her, so big, so gigantic, with his loving look and unfailing confidence in his children.

“Of course,” he interrupted with a generous wave. “If you want a new dress, I can try to arrange it. You know we are not as rich as we were before, but nothing is too good for my daughter. How would you feel about going to see old Hanae tomorrow? They say she gets fabrics directly from the capital.”

Atsuko tried to dry her eyes discreetly on the sleeve of her training tunic. A good daughter of a good family did not cry in public.

“Of course,” she sniffed. “I would love that.”

1 Attack to the throat, with the aim of hitting the carotid artery.

2 Japanese sword made of wood to imitate the shape of the katana, usually used for training.

3 Practice room for the learning of martial arts.

4 Members of the warrior class who ruled feudal Japan from the beginning of the Edo era.

5 Traditional Japanese sword art of the samurai.

6 Traditional Japanese archery, practiced by samurai.

7 Traditional Japanese art of war on horseback.

8 Art that brings together combat techniques developed by the samurai in the Edo era.

9 Sword of more than twenty-four inches, symbol of the samurai caste.

10 Type of kimono, and the most noble traditional Japanese wear.

11 Japanese national festival celebrating the arrival of Spring according to the ancient lunar calendar. Today, it is celebrated on February 3 each year.

12 Official guard of a daimyo or Shogun (master), in feudal Japan. The hatamoto were often used as an elite force or rapid reinforcement in the direct service of the Tokugawa shogunate.

13 Japanese title for a noble, which means a master, a governor from the military class, who acted under the orders of the Shogun in feudal Japan.
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Summer in Edo could be stifling. It had not rained in two months and the city baked under the scorching sun. The daimyo families could shelter under the shade of the trees in their large gardens around the castle, but the commoners could not afford the same luxury. The cherry trees that adorned the Imperial route dropped their branches during the heatwave and the merchants had moved their carts to the Buddhist temples to benefit from the shade of the frontispieces. As soon as they could, the residents flocked to refresh themselves on the banks of the river Sumida, sometimes forgetting that they did not know how to swim, and the treacherous waters had already claimed several careless people.

Under the heavy atmosphere, tempers were quick to flare, and despite the efforts of the guards, crime rates had never been so high. Tavern disputes often ended in deaths or injuries, so much so that the bodies of the losers were found abandoned on the streets.

Edo was the capital of the Empire, the center of cultural, political, and economic life in Japan. However, the situation would not worsen there, but in another more modest town at the other end of the archipelago, Nagasaki. It was one of the only places on the island where Westerners were allowed and where their ships could moor.

That night, two British sailors disembarked and headed for the downtown area to enjoy the pleasure sector. They had spent several months at sea, had full pockets, and expected to fully enjoy their night.

They were found dead the next day.

And the destiny of Japan was shaped.

*   *   *

“You can’t let this go! If you say nothing, the situation will repeat itself and the British Empire will become the laughingstock of the world!” gasped William Lloyd.

In one gulp, he emptied the glass the server had just brought him.

Lloyd loved tea, like every British person blessed to be so, but he could never get used to the ceremony arranged by the Japanese around it. Served quickly, drank quickly, that was how he liked his drink. That left him more time to attend to important affairs.

And this affair was particularly important.

In front of him, Harry Parkes lowered his gaze, unable to maintain his fiery glare. The British consul was an experienced and competent man, but he did not have the stomach to make difficult decisions. He remained convinced that a bad peace was worth more than a good war, and that the most efficient change was brought about slowly by extensive cooperation.

In short, he suffered from an incorrigible sense of idealism.

This was why the Order of the Templars had operated in the shadows to assign one of theirs to act as his right hand. In this prestigious post, Lloyd could follow the political cogs between the British Empire and the archipelago in real time.

And, sometimes, even influence the events—with or without the consent of the consul.

“Rest assured, I do not intend to remain inactive,” concluded Parkes with a grimace. “I have already requested an audience with the Emperor to express my displeasure and that of the whole Commonwealth. I expect to carry out a thorough investigation in Nagasaki and ask to have the city put under curfew until we have found those responsible. And when we get our hands on them, justice will be swift. The residents must understand that we are untouchable.”

Parkes clearly expected congratulations—after all, it was a pretty firm reaction—but Lloyd snorted in derision.

“Oh, an investigation? Fantastic, the murderers will be trembling in their boots. The questioning will lead to nothing, or they’ll find some poor scapegoat to put to the sword to appease us. Might as well spit in our faces. Young men are dead, Harry. British citizens who we swore to protect. They were twenty-three years old, their whole lives ahead of them, and someone massacred them. What will other sailors think on their vessels, knowing that we barely lifted a finger? What will they think of us? It’s this cowardice that…”

The consul furrowed his brow and Lloyd stopped himself in the middle of his tirade, conscious of pushing too far. Parkes was an excellent consul in the political sense, known throughout the world, and angering him would be counterproductive.

However, instead of reprimanding him, the consul fell into his armchair, his head lowered.

“I know,” he sighed. “But my hands are tied. The Shogun1 Tokugawa is far too powerful and has no intention of helping us in our task. Look how fast he accepted French aid to modernize their army. He has clearly chosen his side—and it isn’t ours. If we try to defy him directly, we will not necessarily come out the winners.”

Lloyd poured himself another glass of tea and grimaced while he took a swig. Parkes wasn’t wrong. Emperor Mutsuhito was only fifteen years old and had but a ceremonial role. The real power belonged to the samurai, to the daimyos and to the most important of them all, the Shogun Tokugawa. Installed in the palace in Edo, he reigned as a monarch, and no one could go up against him. His alliance with France had only solidified his position.

The Templars in London had been very clear in their instructions. The institutions must be respected, the authority of the Emperor reinforced, so that the central power would allow for the implantation of the Order on the island.

And Tokugawa was a sizable object.

Lloyd subconsciously stroked the hilt of the katana he wore on his side. He was one of the only Westerners to have the privilege of carrying the curved sword. The weapon had been forged by the most famous blacksmith in the Imperial court, in recognition of his talent. In the twelve years he had lived in Edo, he had abandoned traditional European weapons to embrace the way of budõ2 with the same brutal efficiency he brought to all situations. He had triumphed in countless duels and the courtesans murmured behind his back that he was not human, that he must have made a pact with an oni3 to become so dangerous.

If only politics could be so easily resolved. If only he could defeat the Shogun in single combat. But no, it was only fantasy.

“We aren’t in the best situation,” he responded in a reasonable manner. “The Japanese are in the wrong. They should have protected our men while they were on land. That was one of the conventions we signed with them. We have the right to claim compensation. As Nagasaki depends on the Tokugawa clan, that would embarrass him in the face of the Emperor.”

“And what would that do?”

“Maybe nothing. Maybe something. More than doing nothing, in any case. If we could create a schism between the Emperor and the Shogun, we could eventually benefit.”

“The Emperor is fifteen,” disagreed Parkes. “He would never dare to go against the Shogun.”

“For the moment, no.” Lloyd confirmed. “But he will grow up. I don’t know if you remember your adolescence, Harry, but it’s a time when you don’t appreciate limits, or orders, or restrictions, or bullying. Maybe Mutsuhito will start to realize he is only a puppet Emperor. Maybe he ends up asking himself if the Shogun isn’t a bit too powerful.”

“So? Even if that were the case? What could he do against the power of Tokugawa alone?”

Lloyd gave a sinister smile.

“Alone? He wouldn’t be alone. Several clans don’t appreciate the omnipotence of the shogunate and would be ready to support the Emperor. And I am certain that Her Gracious Majesty Queen Victoria would support the occupant of the throne against his usurper.”

“You aren’t suggesting—” gasped the consul.

Lloyd waved his hand over Parkes’ worries.

“No, of course not. No one would come out a winner, except the blasted French. But the simple fact that we could imagine doing so would make even a megalomaniac like Tokugawa think twice about it. He knows he is in the wrong for not protecting our men. If he thinks we’re ready to go to war to get compensation, he will no doubt do the honorable thing.”

“And if he doesn’t?”

“In that case, the Queen will know for sure who are allies of the Commonwealth and who are not.”

*   *   *

Tokugawa stopped his pacing when he heard a knock on the door. He had insisted that he must not be disturbed, and the simple fact that the servants had let someone in showed it was someone important. He readjusted the folds of his kimono, took a few seconds to smooth the frown lines on his forehead and, satisfied, granted the visitor entry.

The man who entered the room walked with the grace of a warrior despite his fifty years. Numerous medals adorned his uniform, but he somehow managed the feat of walking without having them click. He moved like a shadow.

He could give lessons to some of our shinobi,4 thought Tokugawa icily, before turning to look out of the window.

“Capitaine Brunet. I was expecting you earlier in the day. It is very late for a visit.”

“I came as quickly as I could,” apologized the man. “I was with your troops on the other side of Edo when your messenger contacted me. I can come back tomorrow, if you prefer?”

“No, stay, now that you’re here. I suppose you are aware of the situation.”

The captain nodded. He had lived in Edo for almost twenty years. He had been named to the post by Napoléon III to assist the Japanese army in modernization, and even though the French Emperor had long since abdicated, Brunet remained at his post. He knew the goings on of the city by heart, and few rumors escaped him.

“Two British sailors were killed in Nagasaki. The English are furious and believe that their protection was your responsibility. They demand compensation.”

“Well summarized. Consul Parkes met with me at midday. He demands—demands!—the resignation of the governor of Nagasaki, and requests five hundred police be sent to protect the foreign sector. He would consider any refusal of these terms to be a declaration of war.”

Brunet frowned. He knew Parkes well, a likable and sympathetic politician, and while he did not have the same objectives as Brunet, he always seemed to be reasonable and sought to gain British influence on the archipelago by any means. Such a demonstration of force wasn’t like him; Japan was still demoralized from the terrible humiliation of the bombing at Shimonoseki.

“Don’t back down,” suggested Brunet. “The Brotherhood will support you discreetly, as always.”

“The Brotherhood, eh?” repeated Tokugawa, disaffectedly. “A Western organization that has no influence on this island. In any case, why would it be concerned about what happens here?”

Brunet broke into a large grin.

“You are mistaken. Our influence is bigger than you could imagine—and we are here to help you.”

“But, why? Don’t tell me it’s out of simple altruism.”

“Let’s say I like you a lot,” continued Brunet. “Okay, that’s not enough. So, let’s say instead that the situation in Japan is fragile at the moment. Your Emperor is feeling caged-in by his honorific robes and position, and it is only a matter of months before he decides to take the real power. Your feudal organization does not appeal to him, and he considers that the daimyos and yourself, the Shogun, belong to the past. We do not agree. We believe that power belongs to the people, the peasants, the samurai, the regions—not to a faraway Emperor in his isolated palace.”

Tokugawa took a moment to consider what his opposite was saying. He had tried to gather intel on the Assassins these last years—what general did not take the time to know his enemy?—but had found very little. What he did understand was that the Brotherhood had played a role throughout the history of Europe, whether through the Crusades or the French Revolution.

Powerful allies for sure, but were they trustworthy?

“That’s not all,” growled the Shogun. “The English were not content with just knocking at my door. They also went to see the Emperor directly. Of course, they told him their version of events, and Mutsuhito is convinced that I’m in the wrong and that I wasn’t up to protecting guests on our land. He is pressuring me to accept the British demands and that I make a public apology.”

This time, Brunet shook his head. While he had worked on excellent relations with the shogunate, the British had progressively succeeded in winning the ear of the Emperor. Any difference in opinion between the two would destabilize Japan. What were the English playing at?

“What will you do?”

“What do you think? I won’t alienate myself from both the Emperor and the British in one swoop, especially because they have a legitimate reason to accuse me. I will accept the demands of the consul and swear to do everything in my power to find the murderer of the two British sailors.”

“Aren’t you afraid of what your daimyos will say? Some will take this as a sign of weakness. They’ll think you won’t hesitate to sacrifice the governor of Nagasaki in order to protect your own position.”

Tokugawa clenched his fists and advanced towards Jules Brunet. The French captain was particularly large, and the Japanese man only reached up to his shoulder, but that didn’t stop him crumbling under him.

“My daimyos obey me. Besides, they understand honor. They know that the English demand justice for their dead.”

“Justice, yes,” corrected Brunet softly. “But blind vengeance, that’s not…”

He broke off mid-sentence and stared. Tokugawa opened his mouth to speak, but the captain put his fingers to his lips to dissuade him. Without warning Brunet leapt towards the large castle window that led to Edo Bay and pushed aside the curtain.

The moon was in its first quarter and barely illuminated the walls, but in the flickering candlelight, the Shogun thought he saw a shadowy figure, folded in on itself like a hideous gargoyle on the roof.

Brunet let go of the curtains and slipped his hand under his military doublet to draw a dagger with the fluidity of a movement repeated thousands of times. The blade struck in the direction of the intruder, who kicked out, and it missed by the slightest width. The captain leaned over the window ledge but could only stand and listen, powerless, to the scratch of steel against the walls. He wasn’t stupid enough to believe that the stranger had succumbed to the fall. The shinobi were capable of the most impossible acrobatics and could find a hold on the smoothest surfaces. The rubble walls of the Tokugawa residence were like a blessing for them.

“What was that?” gasped the Shogun, who still hadn’t moved an inch, even in his surprise. “Or rather, who was that? As assassin?”

“A spy,” responded Brunet simply, stowing his weapon as though nothing out of the ordinary had happened. “Someone who absolutely needed to know what we were talking about, and what your decision would be over the two sailors.”

“If he had wanted to kill me, he could have,” observed Tokugawa, leaning over the threshold and looking up and down the court below. “Tens of guards, and not one of them capable of stopping the threat.”

“I would have protected you, sir,” stated the captain, gently bowing his head. “France could not permit the loss of one of its greatest supporters. Plus, I really do like you.”

Still in shock, the Shogun gave a weak smile. At that moment, he did not feel like the most powerful man in the country, but more like a child, afraid of the dark and wondering whether the monsters under his bed were real. It wasn’t the first time that Brunet spoke the truth; Tokugawa was a brilliant man and fine politician, but he was no soldier. He had no taste for combat or violence, which put him in a delicate position in directing the elite warrior class of the country.

“I must retire,” said Brunet. “Should I ask the guards to come and secure your living quarters?”

“Yes,” started the Shogun, before frowning. “No. I cannot show any weakness. Not now. I’ll be okay with one bodyguard, and I’ll sleep in my wife’s bedroom for once. That will make her happy, for sure.”

“I am sure, sir,” confirmed Brunet diplomatically.

“But who could have sent a spy this way?”

“What do you think? I could never accuse them without proof, but I imagine the British were particularly interested in our reaction to their pressure strike.”

“They would never dare. If the spy had been captured and denounced them, it would be war.”

The captain shrugged his shoulders.

“Maybe that’s what they want, after all. As you said, they seem especially aggressive at the moment. With that, sir, I’ll leave you to sleep. I’ve already taken enough of your time.”

He left the room, but before closing the door he added:

“Of course, if it did ever come to the worst, you should know that the Third Republic will be at your side—or at the very least the French forces already on the island will be.”

“How reassuring,” murmured Tokugawa.

But his gaze never left the ripped curtain lying on the floor, and the black night that threatened to engulf him.

1 Military chief who wielded the real power in feudal Japan, with the Emperor occupying a more honorific and traditional role.

2 Practice grouping all Japanese martial arts like karate, judo, etc.

3 Creatures of Japanese folklore, a sort of malicious spirit, a demon, comparable to a yokai.

4 Traditional name given to ninjas, who form a certain category of spies and mercenaries.
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Atsuko was far removed from the courtyard and the power struggles between the Assassins and the Templars. She could not stop replaying the conversation with her father and the way she’d been rejected without the slightest exception to her being a girl. As though all these years had never happened. She would get back in her place, back into the shell, and that was it. And the worst thing was that she couldn’t even hold it against her father who, at the very least, had given her an incredible childhood. What he did, he did for her own good, she was sure of it.

It didn’t make it any easier to accept.

“Hey, hurry up!” complained Ibuka. “I’ve been waiting for you for twenty minutes! We have a two-hour journey and I want to be back before sunset. Plus, I have no desire to get lost in the mountains… the sooner we leave, the sooner we’ll be done.”

Snapped out of her melancholic thoughts, Atsuko tried to put on a brave smile. Her brother was right: she was spending so much time ruminating that she was neglecting her duties. The situation wasn’t Ibuka’s fault. He hadn’t asked to be born a boy, just like she hadn’t chosen to be a girl.

“I’m coming!” she yelled, quickly tying up her hair in a bun.

Their father had purchased a prize cow from Kokan, the farmer who lived on the other side of the hills. It wasn’t the closest farm, but he offered fair prices and never tried to lie about the quality of his beasts, which was more than could be said for most of the farmers of Aizu. However, his prices did not include delivery, and Tanomo had asked his two children to take care of the details, which involved a long trip over rocky terrain. The outward journey would be mostly okay because the sun that covered Edo in a heatwave was more bearable up here, but the return, guiding a cow by the neck, would be a real ordeal.

“We can’t hold it against Father,” insisted Ibuka. “He absolutely must offer the whole household a feast to celebrate the invitation from our daimyo. If you want to know what I think, he’s putting the cart before the horse—or the cow, in this case. I’m not a hatamoto yet, and you’re not married yet.”

“No, right,” replied Atsuko more tersely than she had intended. “But that’s what he wants, and we won’t disappoint him. If he wants a cow, then we bring him back a cow.”

Ibuka looked at her with surprise. She had always seen him as a perceptive boy, but he was acting surprisingly immovable to her mood. Maybe he had always known what she was only just discovering: her lessons had only been an inoffensive pastime and not preparation for a life of combat.

No, she’d promised herself to stop thinking about it. It was a nice day, and she might as well enjoy the walk.

OEBPS/images/cover.jpg
OLIYIER GAY

i

HE BLADE OF AIZU









OEBPS/images/tit.jpg
ASSASSING

CREED
FRAGAMENTS

THE BLADE
OF AIZU

OLIVIER GAY

TITAN BOOKS











OEBPS/nav.xhtml


Table of Contents



		Cover


		Contents


		Also in the Assassin’s Creed – Fragments Series and Available from Titan Books


		Title Page


		Copyright


		Map


		1


		2


		3


		4


		5


		6


		7


		8


		9


		10


		11


		12


		13


		14


		15


		16


		17


		18


		19


		20


		21


		22


		Epilogue


		Characters







Guide



		Cover


		Start of Content


		Table of Contents








OEBPS/images/cy.jpg
@©) usisorT





OEBPS/images/c.jpg





OEBPS/images/map.jpg





OEBPS/images/half.jpg
0

ASSASSINS
FRAGMENTS

THE BLADE OF AIZU






