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         Ronin halted Daigoro. The horse was tired. They had been on the road all day. Now the sun had set and had been replaced by its younger brother, the moon. In this light, Ronin could clearly see the village of Musa. It was a cozy village, the same size as many of the other villages he had sped through earlier in the day.

         Daigoro trotted down the abandoned streets. Outside the huts, sleepy candles were dozing off in the rice lamps, and in the yellowish glow from the lamps, Ronin's shadow danced on the walls.

         The peasants had long since gone to bed after yet another long day in the rice fields.

         Down behind the inn was a house unlike any other house in the village. It was bigger and had no windows. Above the door a sign read: Wakayama-ryû.

         Ronin dismounted Daigoro and tied the tired horse to a post.

         “Took you long enough.”

         Ronin spun around. It was the toothless old man, Okami. The same man who had sent Ronin to Musa.

         “But… how… where… why?” stuttered Ronin.

         The old man grinned. “I told you I would see you again.”

         Ronin looked from the tired horse to the old man.

         “Impossible. You couldn’t have arrived here before me. I took the fastest route around the lake.”

         Okami got up on his shaky, old legs. “If you want to be a great samurai, it is important that you realize that nothing is impossible. Come on, inside. My legs are cramping from sitting here waiting for you.”

         The old man doddered into the house, supported by his walking stick. Baffled, Ronin followed.

         The house was no ordinary house. It was a dojo, a place for training.

         “How the heck did you get to the village before me?”

         “Wakayama-ryû is friends with the water I did not go around the lake, I went OVER it.”

         “WHAT?!” exclaimed Ronin.

         The old man put his hand over Ronin’s mouth. “You need to train hard, do my dishes and then, maybe, just maybe, you can learn to do the same someday.”

         Ronin looked around, puzzled. “Where is he? The one you were talking about, the one who’s supposed to train me? Rasumusu?”

         Okami put the stick away and took a katana from the wall. “He is standing before you.” He drew the katana and pointed the sharp sword at Ronin.

         “Fight!”

         Ronin looked at the old man. “But your name is Okami, is it not?”

         “What?  Yes, sometimes. Depends which village I am in.”

         “What should I call you?”

         “Call me teacher, call me sensei. Are you ready?”

         “What?”

         Okami sighed. “Draw Gôsuto Mêkâ.”

         Ronin drew the mighty sword that was hanging by his side, and, at once, it started to hum. It was a long time since it had drunk blood, and it was thirsty. 

         “Your task will be twice as difficult as the other students’. Not only shall you master the art of Wakayama-ryû, you also need to master Gosuto Mêkâ. Your sword is not from this world. It is from somewhere… else. But you can control it, and it will help you master the Wakayama-ryû. If the two of you cooperate, you will be invincible. If not, the sword will drink you dry.”

         Ronin glanced nervously at the sword. It was still humming and vibrating.  It was as if the sword stared back at him. As though something INSIDE the sword was staring back at him. And then, without warning, the sword swung itself through the air. And with sparks and ruckus it crashed with Okami’s sword. Close, all too close, to Okami’s head.

         “Heh, heh. Your sword is thirsty. And right now, it thirsts for my blood.”

         Ronin tried to force the sword back into the scabbard, but it was impossible. It had a life of its own. Once more it lashed out at Okami, and once more he parried. 	

         “Concentrate, boy. You control the sword.”

         Ronin tried to pull the sword back but it was impossible. It refused to obey.

         “Do not use your body, use your mind. Focus!”

         The sword hit the floor just in front of Okami. He just barely managed to spring to safety.

         “Close your eyes. Let go of your body.”

         Ronin closed his eyes, relaxed his body.

         SWING!

         Once more the sword cut through the air.

         “Empty your head.”

         Ronin tried again to think of nothing. Absolutely nothing.  Everything went quiet in the dojo. Ronin opened his eyes once more. The sword was back in the scabbard, and Okami was sitting leaning against the wall, greedily eating a small bowl of rice.
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