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Prologue: The Storyteller and the little Monkey
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Nakamura, Owari Province. That day, the dry sound of hammering echoed through the poor, desolate village, filled with the smell of mud and straw. 

"Not yet! You're not putting your all into it, peasant!" 

A high-pitched, mocking voice. The voice belonged to a young boy. 

His mouth jutted out like a monkey's, his eyes darting restlessly. He was dressed in rags, almost like a beggar, but the oak club he held in his hand was wellmaintained and gleaming black, like a beloved sword. 

Tōkichirō. A leader of the village, he commanded the children as his 

underlings, and would mercilessly wield his club, even against adults, if he displeased them. He was the most hated man in the village. 

That day, he had thrown two young men to the ground on their way home from farm work. These were turbulent times. The weak were robbed. To Tōkichirō, using violence was a simple survival instinct, like breathing. 

"Ugh, I'm so weak, I'm yawning. Is there anyone with a backbone somewhere?" 

As Tōkichirō spat, a strange shadow suddenly appeared before his eyes. A lone traveler was walking down the heat haze-filled road. 

A deep straw hat was pulled down over his eyes, and his kimono had faded. He wasn't even wearing a sword. He looked like a simple drifter. But Tōkichirō's wild instincts sent a chill down his spine. 

(...What is this thing?) 

There were no footsteps. The sound of sandals on the ground seemed to be absorbed into the sound of the wind and disappeared. "Hey, traveler!" 

Toukichirou shouted loudly and jumped out, as if to overcome his instinctive fear. 

"If you're passing through this village, leave a toll!" 

Without further ado, Tōkichirō slashed sideways with his signature oak stick. With speed beyond what one would expect from a child. A sure-fire blow strong enough to break even an adult's bones. 

—He hit it. The moment he was sure of that, the impact disappeared. 

"Huh?" 

The traveler's form blurred. No, he didn't move. Like a willow swaying in the wind, he simply sank a few inches to match the path of the stick. Overwhelmed by momentum,

Tōkichirō's body lurched forward. The traveler's index finger gently touched the back of his head, a vulnerable spot. 

"—!?" 

There was a slight thud. With just that, Tōkichirō's vision was turned upside down, and he suddenly found himself face-first into muddy water. "You're not putting your hips in." 

A surprisingly calm voice came from above. 

"Plus, you're exuding too much murderous aura. ...You won't be able to hunt any animals like that, kid." 

Tōkichirō looked up, and the traveler was smiling faintly from beneath his straw hat. 

There was no hint of contempt. His eyes were mysterious, as if he were admiring a stone by the roadside. *** That night, at an abandoned temple on the outskirts of the village. The crackling of a bonfire accentuated the silence. Tōkichirō, with a sulky face, was munching on river fish grilled by a traveler. Trying to avenge the humiliation of the day, he had tried to attack several times, but each attempt was easily fended off, and in the end, he ended up being treated to dinner. 

"So, old man, who are you?" Tōkichirō asked, spitting out the bones. 

"You're no ordinary traveler. The way you carry yourself, you're no ordinary person." 

"I'm just a storyteller." 

The traveler answered, still staring at the campfire. 

"I tell old stories, and in return I'm given food." 

"Old stories? That's ridiculous." 

"Would you like to hear... the story of Genzō?" 

The traveler's tone suddenly changed. It took on a deep, unfathomable resonance deeper than the darkness of night. 

"Genzo?" 

"Yes. It's the story of a man who defeated every swordsman, from all over the world and throughout history, but never left his name behind." 

The traveler began to recount. One time, he told the story of how he walked through an army of 10,000 without a drop of blood. Another time, he slashed through a bolt of lightning that struck with thunder. Another time, he cut down a giant boulder with a single slash, and the boulder stood there for a hundred years, unaware that it had been cut. 

"Hahahaha! What's that!" 

Tōkichirō laughed his head off. 

"Slashing lightning? Rocks don't even notice? Stop telling those lies! There's no way someone like that from a manga actually exists!" 

The traveler wasn't angry at Tōkichirō's ridicule. He simply narrowed his eyes nostalgically and looked up at the moon floating in the night sky. 

"You're right. It's no wonder you can't believe it." 

"Right? Besides, why is such an amazing guy unknown? I've never even heard of a name like 'Genzo'." 

"...A name would only be a burden." The traveler's words made Tōkichirō stop laughing. For just a moment, he felt as if a shadow of deep loneliness, something he shouldn't have seen, had fallen across the traveler's profile. "Hey, kid." 

The traveler suddenly looked at Tōkichirō. 

"You have talent. The ability to lead others and the instincts of a beast. But don't take the path of the sword." 

"Huh? Why not? I'm going to rule the world with just this one stick!" "The path of the sword is the path of carnage. A path where you cannot even protect those you love." 

With that, the traveler stood up and pulled his straw hat over his eyes. 

Before dawn. Under the pale moonlight, the traveler began walking silently. 

"Hey, wait a moment! This story isn't over yet!" 

Tōkichirō shouted. 

"Tell me more about this 'Genzo' guy! ...And tell me the old man's name!" 

The traveler didn't stop, but waved with his back. A faint voice carried on the wind. 
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