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Chapter One.The Law of Nature 

––––––––

Outnumbered...

Aye, that was the way of it; outnumbered several dozen or more, to one.

One man, one sword, and surrounded on all sides by foes, many of which had been put to the test of the blades many a time; most of them seasoned veterans from old and new wars.

But then again, the young eventually overcame the old, did they not?

For to deny this obvious fact was to deny the cruelty of progress, a cruelty that could not, would never be, given anything other than free purchase in fate's pages.

Without considering his next actions, the man clad in the black Hakama and silver Sugegasa, a conical straw hat from his culture that hid most of his features. The silver, coming not from straw, but the abundance of silver wolf's hair woven into the straw of the hat in question. The kanji 神,　for God, painted into the top in black letters, raised his weapon to defend himself. The symbol of his God not washing away, despite the blood and rain that poured over it.

It was intended as a nonchalant, almost passing symbol of his faith, but this day it was less about faith and more a statement of refusal; the refusal to bend his knees to the old.

He refused to give in to the notion that the old would always outweigh the young, in terms of ability.

All the young had their test of strength and skill, and underneath this rainy night, with a village burning down around him—his own doing, the young lone wolf clashed with the countless elders of his former clan, a clan he'd renounced years ago.

His return alone had incited this, though his aims had been to challenge the village elder, the death of the elder had brought with it the flames that now surged forth, tearing apart the village and inciting the warriors of that village to slay him.

They had all been formidable, he thought to himself as he brought his Katana up to avoid an overhead strike; followed by the expected stabs from seven different angles that came from those thinking an advantage was upon them.

Spinning wildly, he both broke the weight of the primary attacker's blow and cut the throats of all seven, no... nine, for two more had joined in the fray; attackers that had tried to stab in while he was preoccupied, the blood from their throats spilling over his silver hat and Kanji for God.

“Oh the bitter irony,” he whispered as a javelin came surging forth through the smoke to strike at him, the red threads dangling forth from the head of that spear as it flew in for him. But he side stepped.

The javelin swung to the side and he cut the shaft, once, twice, thrice, before rushing through the smoke and stabbing the wielder, who choked on his own blood as Ogami Yamano's sword slid from his neck, slowly.

“The roots of evil are deep.” he lamented.

This whole affair had spiraled out of control, and now Ogami was little more than another criminal, a man slaying fool who would be hunted to the end of time for his treachery.

Treachery... The word alone was laughable, and he did indeed laugh, for it had all gone so violently awry, an honorable duel spat upon by an elder so desperate to preserve a hollow state of being that he'd burn down his own village just to incite the villagers against him!

The ridiculousness of the situation alone had Ogami laughing like a madman, and his laughter only made him laugh harder, for surely he must look all the more wicked while defending himself!

That old fool was clever for a corpse; Ogami had to give him that.

A sickle tied to a chain roared in, coming to strike the fire-warmed mud before Ogami's feet;  a lone figure slowly drew it in, the scythe cutting through the rainwater and blood soaked mud, his form a mere silhouette from the firelight.

“Ogami, why have you returned?” a dry yet curiously noble voice said.

“To become a villain,” Ogami lied, for why even bother denying the damage the elder had done?

“We both know that's not true! Don't you dare lie to me!” the warrior protested, the feathers lining his red samurai helm being worn down by the rain; rain that did little to disturb the fire that engulfed the town.

“It's true now, why bother denying it?” Ogami laughed.

“You always were the rebel, always eager to separate yourself from the crowd, always determined to be left alone!” the warrior accused.

“Well it seems I get my wish now.” Ogami lamented, looking at his Katana, the blood of his own tribe coating it.

All of this due to a misunderstanding...

He shook his head angrily at that. “Better and more fitting that the unnecessary past burn down around us!” he shouted.

“Fool...without the past, the future cannot exist!” the warrior shouted, spinning the chain-sickle as he ran at Ogami, his eyes speaking volumes of his bloodlust.

The two clashed; Ogami leaping over him before he could put that chain-sickle to use, and lopping his head off with a single strike.

“The past shackles the future. Sometimes...it's best to just let it go.” Ogami quietly replied, wiping the blood off his weapon as still more warriors from the fox clan surrounded him.

“Traitor!” they shouted, drawing their weapons and preparing them for the fight at hand.

But Ogami was shutting them out, shutting out the reality of what he'd done.

For there was no repairing it.

He could only move on and pray that the future he'd forged was better than the one that he'd tried to make here, one the village elder was so intent on preventing that he'd risk the annihilation of his entire clan for it.

Though the fox tribe didn't die in their entirety that night, they lost all their warriors and a good number of their women and children were taken by the fires.

*******

The next day, Ogami, seated atop a haphazard pile of bodies and weapons, tilted his crimson Sugegasa and stood, the killing having long since been over with hours ago.

Turning, he viewed the village as it was now, what was once an assortment of proud buildings and dojos set at the foot of a great mountain had been reduced to little more than black charred stumps jutting out of singed and muddy foundation stones that rose like stairs up the mountainside.

Few buildings had survived the flames, and the few that had had been vacated during the panic of the night, leaving Ogami Yamano, the mountain wolf swordsman, very much alone to his thoughts.

And the first thought that crossed his mind, one that certainly wouldn't be the last, was, I need a drink.

Mumbling that to himself, he turned and left for the nearest city where he might find work as a Yojimbo, or bodyguard, in the hopes that perhaps he could somehow repair the considerable damage dealt to his reputation by his elder's dishonorable actions.

Moving past the roadways, he took off the Sugegasa, running his hands through his black hair as his silver eyes considered the symbol for God on the face of it.

Though his black Hakama hadn't shown the blood he'd spilt, this silver Sugegasa had, and he was left considering his actions, the sheer gravity of what he'd done finally catching up to him as he stood there, while horsemen and travelers passed by him under the now blue skies.

The wind blew cold, shifting his hair in front of his face and narrow nose, looking down to his Katana. One set with a white hilt with silver fox symbols, Ogami couldn't help but to feel as though his use of fox clan articles marked him in some way.

Shaking his head, he left for the banks of a nearby river and spent the day bathing and washing his clothes free of blood, his Hakama itself having been torn from several different sword cuts.

“What now?” he muttered.

Getting dressed once more, he left for the capitol, determined to have that drink.

As he left, the river he'd bathed in began to turn black, darker than night in fact, and as soon as it had done so, it returned to its normal state.

Only a passing meadow lark noticed the change, flying off in terror.



Chapter Two. Skirmish
 

Ogami found himself in Karahon City by evening, having taken to the forests to avoid patrols of Ronin who'd been actively seeking him due to the slaughter of his village.

The city streets were very empty this time of day, and the sun sinking into the horizon while puddles of rainwater filled small potholes, didn't bode particularly well.

No, it was the emptiness itself that had Ogami on edge as he drew his blade, the light of the sun reflecting on its surface, an orange glint in his peripheral vision.

Just as he took a single step, an arrow flew at him, and he jumped to the side, several more racing toward him as he backpedaled in retreat; taking up his katana to cut a few down as they raced toward him, his weapon doing wonders to deflect them.

In truth, cutting down arrows was relatively simple if one knew how.

But cutting them down from so many angles and from God only knew how many sniping positions, was going to be quite difficult.

Racing toward one of the buildings, he climbed its surface, the building itself offering shelter from the arrows while the archers who were firing upon him likely expected him to rush from building to building.

Ogami was no fool, however, and he picked himself up with all speed, making it over the wall and to the roof, where an archer stood waiting in his position.

The man was dressed in the attire of an “official”, meaning that word had spread of the massacre, and judging from the immediately hostile reaction, that could only mean one thing.

“I'm not getting my drink, am I?” said Ogami.

The archer wheeled around in shock upon hearing Ogami's lament, and the tip of his blade rushing into the fool's skull was the last thing the archer saw.

Wiping his blade clean, Ogami took up his bow, narrowing his eyes as he tried to pick out the archer's positions in the sunset.

He had to admit, they'd taken some good precautions, most if not all of their positions were set against the sunset itself, meaning they'd planned for him to be in the village by evening and were using the waning orange light as cover.

Even from this vantage, with the many triangular roofs of the various shops and houses, it was difficult to see them.

Arrows flew, but not at Ogami, rather, at the archers, as he picked off the ones he determined to be far enough away not to cause any alarm, and silently killed them from a distance, taking care to place throat-shots to ensure minimal shouting.

A few did cry out, but those who noticed fell shortly after, ensuring that the alarm couldn't be raised in time.

Once Ogami had finished, the quiet settling into the village did the rest of the work, and he leaned next to a chimney, sword set in his sash and calmly watched for the swordsmen as well as any leftover bowmen he might have missed to slowly investigate.

To his amazement, a few did begin walking around the streets, picking their way to each position and trying to find their comrades after they'd assumed that an arrow had struck Ogami and he'd merely bled out behind one of the buildings.

A few archers remained, indeed one noticed him, or came close to it, but Ogami was a professional at stealth as well as a masterful archer, and the arrows he had left in the quiver made their way into the skulls of the remaining archers, leaving only the swordsmen.

They took to the streets, glancing about wildly as the last of the archers, and thus the last of the threats to Ogami, fell beneath his arrows.

Tossing aside the bow, he made his way down and came to stand before the seven Samurai officials.

“You!” one of the men shouted, his tea-colored robes speaking of his station.

“You will die for what you did at Gingitsune village!!” he shouted, his bald head beginning to perspire as he drew his blade.

Ogami considered telling him the truth of the situation, perhaps he could reason his way out of this nightmare.
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