
      



      

   
      
      
      PUFFIN BOOKS

      
              [image: image]

      
      
      Praise for Young Samurai: The Way of the Warrior:
      

      
      ‘… a fantastic adventure that floors the reader on page one and keeps them there until the end. The pace is furious and the
         martial arts detail authentic’ – Eoin Colfer, author of the bestselling Artemis Fowl series
      

      
      ‘Bradford comes out swinging in this fast-paced adventure … an adventure novel to rank among the genre’s best. This book earns
         the literary equivalent of a black belt’ – Publishers Weekly

      
      ‘I promise you will hold your breath until the end … this is a super novel’ – First News
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      PROLOGUE 
DOKUJUTSU

      
            
      Japan, August 1612

      
      ‘The Deathstalker is the most poisonous scorpion known to man,’ explained the ninja, taking a large black specimen from a
         wooden box and placing it into his student’s trembling hand. ‘Armed, silent and deadly, it’s the ultimate assassin.’
      

      
      The student tried in vain to control her shaking as the eight-legged creature crawled over her skin, its stinger glistening
         in the half-light.
      

      
      She knelt before the ninja in a small candlelit room crammed full of ceramic jars, wooden boxes and little cages. Inside these
         containers were an array of poisonous potions, powders, plants and creatures. The ninja had already shown her blood-red berries,
         bulbous blowfish, brightly coloured frogs, long-legged spiders and coils of black-hooded snakes – each specimen lethal to
         humans.
      

      
      ‘One sting from a Deathstalker and the victim suffers unbearable pain,’ the ninja went on, observing the fear flare in his
         student’s eyes. ‘Convulsions are followed by paralysis, loss of consciousness and finally death.’
      

      
      
      At this, the student became still as stone, her eyes fixed on the scorpion crawling up her arm and towards her neck. Paying
         no attention to the imminent danger his student was in, the ninja continued with his instruction.
      

      
      ‘As part of your ninjutsu training, you must learn dokujutsu, the Art of Poison. When you’re sent on missions, you’ll discover that stabbing your victim with a knife is messy and there’s
         a high chance of failure. But poisoning is silent, hard to detect and, when administered properly, guaranteed to work.’
      

      
      The scorpion had now reached her neck, having crept into the inviting dark of her long black hair. She turned her head away,
         trying to distance herself from the creature’s approach, her breathing shallow and rapid with panic. The ninja ignored her
         plight.
      

      
      ‘I will teach you how to extract the poison from different plants and animals, and which ones you should apply to your weapons,
         mix in food and lace your victim’s drink with,’ the ninja said, running his fingers over a cage and making the snake inside
         strike at the bars. ‘You must also build a tolerance to these poisons, since there’s nothing to be gained from dying by your
         own hand.’
      

      
      He turned to see his student raising her arm to brush away the scorpion nestled in the crook of her neck. He gently shook
         his head.
      

      
      ‘Many toxins have an antidote. I will show you how to mix these. Others can be overcome by taking small amounts of the poison
         over time until your body has built a natural defence against it. There are others, though, for which no antidote exists.’
      

      
      
      He pointed to a tiny blue-ringed octopus, no bigger than a baby’s fist, in a trough of water. ‘Beautiful as it is, this animal’s
         venom is so powerful it will kill a man in minutes. I recommend using this one in drinks like saké and sencha, since it is tasteless.’
      

      
      The student could no longer bear the scorpion on her. She swiped at the creature, dislodging it from her hair, and screamed
         as it sank its barb deep into her hand. The flesh round the wound immediately began to swell.
      

      
      ‘Help me…’ she moaned as searing pain exploded up her arm.

      
      The ninja gazed unsympathetically at his convulsing student. ‘You’ll live,’ he replied, picking up the scorpion by its tail
         and dropping it back into its box. ‘He’s old and large. It’s the small female ones you have to watch out for.’
      

      
      The student collapsed unconscious to the floor.
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      KNUCKLEBONES

      
      
      ‘You’re cheating!’ said the little girl.

      
      ‘No, I’m not!’ protested Jack, who knelt opposite his little sister in the back garden of their parents’ cottage.

      
      ‘Yes, you are! You’re supposed to clap before picking up the bones.’

      
      Jack stopped protesting; his look of mock innocence didn’t fool Jess one bit. As much as he loved his sister, a slight girl
         of seven with light-blue eyes and mousey-blonde hair, he knew she was a stickler for the rules. Most days Jess was as harmless
         as a buttercup, but when they played Knucklebones, she became as strict and severe as their mother was about the household
         chores.
      

      
      Jack picked up the five sheep’s knucklebones from the ground and started again. They were the size of small pebbles, their
         edges rubbed smooth from all the play he and Jess had subjected them to during the summer. Despite the oppressive heat, the
         white bones felt oddly cold in his hands.
      

      
      ‘Bet you can’t beat my twosies!’ dared Jess.

      
      Taking up the challenge, Jack cast four bones on to the ground. He then threw the fifth bone high into the air, clapped and seized a knuckle out of the grass before catching the
         falling bone. He repeated the process with practised ease until he had all five back in his hand.
      

      
      ‘Onesies,’ said Jack.

      
      Unimpressed, Jess plucked a daisy out of the grass in pretend boredom.

      
      Jack recast the bones, completing the second round in a couple of easy swipes.

      
      ‘Twosies!’ he announced, before tossing the knuckles back on to the grass. Then, throwing one up in the air and clapping,
         he grabbed three before capturing the falling bone.
      

      
      ‘Threesies!’ exclaimed Jess, unable to contain her astonishment.
      

      
      Grinning, Jack recast the knucklebones a final time.

      
      In the distance, the sound of thunder rolled heavily across the darkening sky. The air was becoming thick and muggy with an
         encroaching summer storm, but Jack ignored the change in weather. Instead he concentrated on the challenge of picking up all
         four bones at once.
      

      
      Jack tossed the single knuckle high into the air and clapped just as there was an almighty crack! A shaft of jagged white lightning scorched the sky, striking a distant hilltop and setting a tree ablaze. It burned blood
         red against the blackening sky. But Jack was too focused on the game to be distracted. He snatched up the four knucklebones
         before catching the fifth only a hand’s breadth from the earth.
      

      
      ‘I did it! I did it! Four in one go!’ enthused Jack.

      
      He looked up triumphantly and saw that Jess had disappeared.

      
      
      So too had the sun. Thunderous clouds as black as pitch now raced across a boiling sky.

      
      Jack stared in bewilderment at the sudden ferocity of the weather. Then he became vaguely aware of something crawling inside
         his clasped hand. The knucklebones felt like they were moving.
      

      
      Tentatively, he opened his hand.

      
      He gasped. Scurrying across his palm were four tiny black scorpions.

      
      They surrounded the remaining white knuckle, their deadly tails striking at the bone, each of their venomous barbs dripping
         lethal poison.
      

      
      One of the scorpions turned and scuttled up his forearm. In a wild panic, Jack shook it off, dropping all the scorpions into
         the grass, and ran headlong for the house.
      

      
      ‘Mother! Mother!’ he screamed, then immediately thought of Jess. Where was she?

      
      Large drops of rain began to fall and the garden was cast into shadow. He could just make out the five knuckle-bones lying
         discarded in the grass, but there was no sign of the scorpions or of Jess.
      

      
      ‘Jess? Mother?’ he cried at the top of his lungs.
      

      
      No one answered.

      
      Then he heard the soft singing of his mother coming from the kitchen:

      
      
         
         ‘A man of words and not of deeds

         
         Is like a garden full of weeds

         
         And when the weeds begin to grow

         
         It’s like a garden full of snow…’

         
      

      
      
      Jack darted along the narrow corridor towards the kitchen.

      
      The cottage was all shadows, as murky and dank as a catacomb. A glimmer of light seeped through a small crack in the kitchen
         door. From within, his mother’s voice faded and rose like the sighing of the wind:
      

      
      
         
         ‘And when the snow begins to fall

         
         It’s like a bird upon the wall

         
         And when the bird away does fly

         
         It’s like a hawk up in the sky…’

         
      

      
      Jack put his eye to the crack and could see his mother sitting in her apron with her back to the door, peeling potatoes with
         a large curved knife. A single candle lit the room, making the knife’s shadow upon the wall appear as monstrous as a samurai
         sword.
      

      
      
         
         ‘And when the sky begins to roar

         
         It’s like a lion at the door…’

         
      

      
      Jack pushed at the kitchen door. It grated over the stone-clad flooring, but still his mother did not look round.

      
      ‘Mother?’ he asked. ‘Did you hear me…?’

      
      
         
         ‘And when the door begins to crack

         
         It’s like a stick across your back…’

         
      

      
      ‘Mother! Why won’t you answer me?’

      
      The rain was now falling so hard outside it sounded like fish frying in a pan. Jack stepped across the threshold and approached his mother. She kept her back towards him, her fingers working feverishly with the knife, stripping the skin off
         potato after potato.
      

      
      
         
         ‘And when your back begins to smart

         
         It’s like a penknife in your heart…’

         
      

      
      Jack tugged on her apron. ‘Mother? Are you all right?’

      
      From the other room, Jack heard a stifled scream, and in that moment his mother turned on him, her voice suddenly harsh and
         grating:
      

      
      
         
         ‘And when your heart begins to bleed

         
         You’re dead, and dead, and dead indeed.’

         
      

      
      Jack found himself staring directly into the sunken eye sockets of an old hag, her oily grey hair crawling with lice. The
         figure, whom he had believed to be his mother, now raised the knife to Jack’s throat, a sliver of potato hanging from the
         blade like freshly peeled skin.
      

      
      ‘You’re dead indeed, gaijin!’ rasped the shrivelled witch, her rotten breath making Jack gag.
      

      
      She gave a callous laugh as Jack ran screaming for the door.

      
      Jack could hear Jess’s anguished cries deep within the cottage. He burst into the front room.

      
      The large armchair, where his father always sat, faced the fire in the grate. The flickering flames silhouetted a shrouded
         figure seated in it.
      

      
      ‘Father?’ enquired Jack tentatively.

      
      
      ‘No, gaijin. Your father’s dead.’
      

      
      A gnarly finger protruded from a black-gloved hand and pointed to the prone body of Jack’s father, who lay broken and bleeding
         on the wooden floorboards in the far corner of the room. Jack recoiled at the gruesome fate of his father, and the floor began
         to heave like the deck of a ship.
      

      
      With a single leap, the shrouded figure flew from the chair to the latticed casement window. The intruder clutched Jess in
         his arms.
      

      
      Jack’s heart stopped.

      
      He recognized the single jade-green eye glowering at him through the slit in the hood. The figure, dressed head-to-toe in
         the black shinobi shozoku of a ninja, was Dokugan Ryu.
      

      
      Dragon Eye. The ninja who had killed his father and hunted Jack ruthlessly and was now kidnapping his little sister.

      
      ‘No!’ screamed Jack as he flung himself across the room to save her.

      
      But other ninja, like black widow spiders, materialized from the walls to stop him. Jack fought them off with all his might,
         but every faceless ninja he defeated was immediately replaced by the next.
      

      
      ‘Another time, gaijin!’ hissed Dragon Eye as he turned and disappeared into the raging storm. ‘The rutter is not forgotten.’
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      THE RUTTER

      
      
      The pale light of dawn filtered through the tiny window and rain continued to drip sluggishly from the lintel to the sill.

      
      A single eye stared through the gloom at Jack.

      
      But it was not Dokugan Ryu’s.

      
      It belonged to the Daruma Doll that Sensei Yamada, his Zen teacher, had given him during his first week of samurai training
         at the Niten Ichi Ryū, the ‘One School of Two Heavens’ in Kyoto.
      

      
      More than a year had passed since Jack’s fateful arrival in Japan when a ninja attack upon the trading ship his father piloted
         had left him stranded and fighting for his life. The sole survivor, Jack had been rescued by the legendary warrior Masamoto
         Takeshi, the founder of this particular samurai school.
      

      
      Injured, unable to speak the language and without friends or family to look after him, Jack had had little choice but to do
         as he was told. Besides, Masamoto was not the sort of man to have his authority questioned – a fact proven when he adopted
         Jack, a foreigner, as his son.
      

      
      
      Of course, Jack dreamed of going home and being with his sister, Jess, the only family he had left, but these dreams often
         became nightmares infiltrated by his nemesis, Dragon Eye. The ninja wanted the rutter, his father’s navigational logbook, at any cost, even if that meant killing a boy Jack’s age.
      

      
      The little wooden Daruma Doll with its round painted face continued to stare at him in the darkness, its lone eye mocking
         his predicament. Jack recalled the day Sensei Yamada had instructed him to paint in the right eye of the doll and make a wish
         – the other to be added only when the wish came true. Jack realized to his dismay that his wish was no closer to fulfilment than when he had first filled in the eye at the beginning of the year.
      

      
      He rolled over in despair, burying his head in the futon. The other trainee warriors were bound to have heard his cries through the paper-thin walls of his tiny room in the Shishi-no-ma, the Hall of Lions.
      

      
      ‘Jack, are you all right?’ came a whisper in Japanese from the other side of the shoji door.
      

      
      He heard the door slide open and recognized the dim outlines of his best friend Akiko and her cousin Yamato, the second-born
         son of Masamoto. They slipped inside quietly. Dressed in a cream silk night kimono, her long dark hair tied back, Akiko came
         and knelt by Jack’s bed.
      

      
      ‘We heard a shout,’ continued Akiko, her half-moon eyes studying his pale face with concern.

      
      ‘We thought you might be in trouble,’ said Yamato, a wiry boy the same age as Jack with chestnut-brown eyes and spiky black
         hair. ‘You look like you’ve seen a ghost.’
      

      
      
      Jack wiped his brow with a trembling hand and tried to calm his nerves. The dream, so vivid and real, had left him shaken
         and the image of Jess being snatched lingered in his mind.
      

      
      ‘I dreamt of Dragon Eye… He’d broken into my parents’ house… He kidnapped my little sister…’ Jack swallowed hard, trying to
         calm himself.
      

      
      Akiko looked like she might reach out to comfort him, but Jack knew Japanese formality prevented any such outward displays
         of affection. She offered him a sad smile instead.
      

      
      ‘Jack, it’s just a dream,’ said Akiko.

      
      Yamato nodded in agreement, adding, ‘It’s impossible for Dragon Eye to be in England.’

      
      ‘I know,’ Jack conceded, taking a deep breath, ‘but I’m not in England either. If the Alexandria hadn’t been attacked, I’d be halfway home by now. Instead, I’m stranded on the other side of the world. There’s no telling
         what’s happened to Jess. I may be under the protection of your father here, but she has no one.’
      

      
      Jack’s vision blurred with tears.

      
      ‘But isn’t your sister being looked after by a neighbour?’ asked Akiko.

      
      ‘Mrs Winters is old,’ said Jack, shaking his head dismissively. ‘She can’t work and soon she’ll have run out of the money
         my father gave her. Besides, she could have become sick and died… just like my mother! Jess will be sent to a workhouse if
         there’s no one to care for her.’
      

      
      ‘What’s a workhouse?’ Yamato asked.

      
      ‘They’re like prisons, but for beggars and orphans. She’ll have to break stones for roads, pick apart old ropes, maybe even crush bones for fertilizer. There’s little food, so they
         end up fighting over the rotting pieces just to eat. How could she ever survive that?’
      

      
      Jack buried his head in his hands. He was powerless to save what remained of his family. Just as he had been when his father
         had needed his help fighting the ninja who had boarded their ship. Jack punched his pillow, frustrated at his inability to
         do anything about it. Akiko and Yamato watched silently as their friend vented his anger.
      

      
      ‘Why did the Alexandria have to sail into that storm? If her hull had held, we wouldn’t have been shipwrecked. We wouldn’t have been attacked. And
         my father would still be alive!’
      

      
      Even now Jack could see the wire garrotte, slick with his father’s blood, Dragon Eye wrenching back on it harder as John Fletcher
         struggled to get free. Jack remembered how he had simply stood there, his body paralysed with fear, the knife hanging limp
         in his hand. His father, gasping for breath, the veins in his neck fit to burst, desperately reaching out to him… 
      

      
      Angry with himself for his failure to act, Jack threw his pillow across the room.

      
      ‘Jack. Calm down. You’re with us now, it’ll be all right,’ soothed Akiko. She exchanged a worried glance with Yamato. They
         had never seen him like this.
      

      
      ‘No, it’s not all right,’ replied Jack, slowly shaking his head and rubbing his eyes in an attempt to clear his mind of the
         nightmarish vision.
      

      
      ‘Jack, it’s no wonder you’re sleeping so badly. There’s a book under your futon!’ exclaimed Yamato, picking up the leatherbound tome he’d spotted.
      

      
      Jack snatched it out of his hands.

      
      It was his father’s rutter. He’d kept it hidden under his futon since there was no other place he could conceal it in his tiny featureless room. The rutter was his sole link to his father and Jack cherished every page, every note and every word his father had written. The information
         it contained was highly valuable and Jack had sworn to his father to keep it secret.
      

      
      ‘Easy, Jack. It’s only a dictionary,’ said Yamato, taken aback at Jack’s unexpected aggressiveness.

      
      Jack stared wide-eyed at Yamato, realizing his friend had mistaken the rutter for the Portuguese–Japanese dictionary the late Father Lucius had given him the previous year. The one he was supposed to
         deliver to the priest’s superior, Father Bobadillo, in Osaka when he got the chance. But it wasn’t the dictionary. Though
         they both had similar leather bindings, this was his father’s rutter.
      

      
      Jack had never told Yamato the truth about the rutter, even denying its existence to him. And for good reason. Until their victory and reconciliation at the inter-school Taryu-Jiai contest that summer, he’d had no reason to trust Yamato.
      

      
      When Masamoto had first adopted Jack, Yamato had taken an instant dislike to him. His older brother, Tenno, had been killed
         and he saw Jack as his father’s attempt to replace his eldest son. To Yamato, Jack was stealing his father from him. It took
         a near-drowning experience for Jack to convince Yamato otherwise and to bind them as allies.
      

      
      Jack knew it was a risk to tell Yamato about something as precious as his father’s rutter. And Jack had no idea how he would react. But perhaps now was the time to trust his new friend with the secret.
      

      
      ‘It’s not Father Lucius’s dictionary,’ confessed Jack.

      
      ‘What is it then?’ asked Yamato, a perplexed look on his face.

      
      ‘It’s my father’s rutter.’
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      THE DARUMA WISH

      
      
      ‘Your father’s rutter!’ exclaimed Yamato, confusion turning to disbelief. ‘But when Dragon Eye attacked Akiko’s house, you denied all knowledge
         of it!’
      

      
      ‘I lied. I had no choice at the time.’

      
      Jack couldn’t bring himself to meet Yamato’s eyes. He knew his friend felt betrayed.

      
      Yamato turned to Akiko. ‘Did you know about this?’

      
      Akiko nodded, her face flushing with shame.

      
      Yamato fumed. ‘I don’t believe it. Is this why Dragon Eye keeps coming back? For a stupid book?’

      
      ‘Yamato, I would have told you,’ said Akiko, trying to calm him, ‘but I promised Jack I’d keep it secret.’

      
      ‘How can a book be worth Chiro’s life?’ he said, rising to his feet. ‘She may only have been a maid, but she was loyal to our family. Jack’s
         put all of us in danger because of this so-called rutter.’
      

      
      Yamato stared in silent rage at Jack, the old hatred flaring in his eyes. To Jack’s horror, Yamato turned to leave.

      
      ‘I’m going to tell my father about this.’

      
      
      ‘Please don’t,’ Jack pleaded, grabbing Yamato’s kimono sleeve. ‘It’s not just any book. It must be kept secret.’
      

      
      ‘Why?’ Yamato demanded, looking down at Jack’s hand in disgust.

      
      Jack let go, but Yamato didn’t leave.

      
      Jack wordlessly passed him the book and Yamato flicked through its pages, glancing at but not comprehending the various ocean
         maps, constellations and their accompanying sea reports.
      

      
      Jack explained the significance of its contents in hushed tones. ‘The rutter is a navigational logbook that describes the safe routes across the oceans of the world. The information is so valuable that
         men have died trying to get their hands on this book. I promised my father I would keep it secret.’
      

      
      ‘But why’s it so important? Isn’t it just a book of directions?’

      
      ‘No. It’s much more than that. It’s not only a map of the oceans. My father said it’s a powerful political tool. Whoever owns
         it can control the trade routes between all nations. This means that any country with a rutter as accurate as this one rules the seas. That’s why England, Spain and Portugal all want it.’
      

      
      ‘What does that have to do with Japan?’ Yamato said, handing the book back. ‘Japan’s not like England. I don’t think we even
         have a fleet.’
      

      
      ‘I don’t know. I don’t care about politics. I just want to get back to England one day and find Jess. I’m worried about her,’ explained Jack,
         caressing the leather binding of the logbook. ‘My father taught me how to use this rutter so I could be a pilot like him. That’s why, when I do leave Japan, the rutter is my ticket home. My future. Without it, I have no trade. Much as I love training in the Way of the Warrior, there’s little
         call for samurai in England.’
      

      
      ‘But what’s stopping you leaving now?’ challenged Yamato, his eyes narrowing.

      
      ‘Jack can’t just go,’ interjected Akiko on his behalf. ‘Your father’s adopted him until he’s sixteen and of age. He would
         need Masamoto-sama’s permission. Besides, where would he go to?’
      

      
      Yamato shrugged.

      
      ‘Nagasaki,’ answered Jack.

      
      They both stared at him.

      
      ‘That’s the port my father was piloting us to before the storm blew us off course. The port might have a ship bound for Europe,
         or even England.’
      

      
      ‘But do you even know where Nagasaki is, Jack?’ asked Akiko.

      
      ‘Sort of… there’s a rough map in here.’

      
      Jack began to flick through the rutter’s pages.
      

      
      ‘It’s in the far south of Japan in Kyūshū,’ said Yamato impatiently.

      
      Akiko rested her hand on the logbook, stopping Jack’s search for the map. ‘With no food or money, how would you get there?
         It would take you more than a month to walk from Kyoto.’
      

      
      ‘You had better start walking now then, hadn’t you?’ Yamato said sarcastically.

      
      ‘Stop it, Yamato! You two are supposed to be friends, remember?’ said Akiko. ‘Jack can’t simply walk to Nagasaki. Dragon Eye’s
         out there. At school, he’s under your father’s protection and Masamoto-sama seems to be the only person the ninja fears. If Jack left here alone, he could be captured…
         or even killed!’
      

      
      They all fell silent.

      
      Jack put away the rutter, padding the futon back over the top. It was such a poor hiding place for something so precious and he realized he needed to find a more secure
         location for it before Dragon Eye returned.
      

      
      Yamato slid open the door of the room to leave. Glancing back over his shoulder at Jack, he asked, ‘So are you going to tell my father about it?’
      

      
      They held each other’s stare, the tension between them growing.

      
      Jack shook his head. ‘My father went to great lengths to keep it hidden. On-board ship he had a secret compartment for it.
         Not even the Captain knew where my father held his logbook. As his son, it’s my duty to protect the rutter,’ explained Jack, knowing he had to get through to Yamato somehow. ‘You understand duty. You’re samurai. My father made me
         promise to keep it secret. I’m bound to that promise.’
      

      
      Yamato nodded ever so slightly and slid the door shut again, before turning back to him.

      
      ‘I now understand why you haven’t told anyone,’ Yamato said, unclenching his fists as his anger finally died down. ‘I was
         annoyed that you hadn’t told me. That you didn’t trust me. You can, you know.’
      

      
      ‘Thank you, Yamato,’ replied Jack, breathing a sigh of relief.

      
      Yamato sat back down next to Jack. ‘I just don’t understand why you can’t tell my father. He could protect it.’

      
      
      ‘No, we mustn’t,’ insisted Jack. ‘When Father Lucius died, he confessed that someone he knew was after the rutter and would kill me for it.’
      

      
      ‘Dokugan Ryu, of course’ said Yamato.

      
      ‘Yes, Dragon Eye wants the rutter,’ agreed Jack, ‘but you told me ninja were employed for their skills. Somebody’s hiring him to steal the rutter. It could be someone Masamoto-sama knows. Father Lucius was part of his entourage, so I can’t afford to trust anyone. That’s
         why I believe the fewer people who know about it, the better.’
      

      
      ‘You mean to say that you don’t trust my father? That you think he may want it?’ Yamato demanded, offended at the implication.

      
      ‘No!’ replied Jack quickly. ‘I’m saying if Masamoto-sama had the rutter, he might be murdered for it like my father was. And that’s a risk I can’t take. I’m trying to protect him, Yamato. At least, if Dragon Eye believes I have it, he’s only after me. That’s why we must keep it secret.’
      

      
      Jack could see his friend weighing the options and for one horrible moment he thought Yamato was still going to tell his father.

      
      ‘Fine. I promise I won’t say anything,’ Yamato agreed. ‘But what makes you think Dragon Eye will come after it again? We haven’t
         seen him since he tried to assassinate daimyo Takatomi during the Gion Festival. Maybe he’s dead. Akiko wounded him pretty badly.’
      

      
      Jack recalled how Akiko had saved his life that night. They’d spotted the ninja entering Nijo Castle, the home of Lord Takatomi,
         and followed him. However, Dragon Eye overcame Jack and was about to sever his arm when Akiko had flung a wakizashi sword to stop him. The short blade pierced Dragon Eye’s side, but the ninja had barely flinched. Only the timely arrival
         of Masamoto and his samurai had prevented the assassin from retaliating. Dragon Eye escaped over the castle walls, but not
         without promising he’d be back for the rutter.
      

      
      The ninja’s threat still haunted him, and Jack didn’t doubt that Dragon Eye would return. The ninja was out there, waiting
         for him.
      

      
      Akiko was right. While he was at the Niten Ichi Ryū, he was under Masamoto’s protection. He was safe. But he was dangerously exposed outside the school walls. Travelling alone,
         he would be lucky to make it beyond the city outskirts.
      

      
      Jack had no option but to remain in Kyoto, training at the Niten Ichi Ryū. He had to learn the Way of the Sword if he was ever going to survive the journey home.
      

      
      While the choice wasn’t his, the idea of perfecting his skills as a samurai gave Jack a sharp thrill. He was drawn to the
         discipline and virtues of bushido and the thought of wielding a real sword was exhilarating.
      

      
      ‘He’s out there,’ Jack said. ‘Dragon Eye will come.’

      
      Reaching across the room, Jack picked up the Daruma Doll. He looked it squarely in the eye and solemnly remade his wish.

      
      ‘But next time I’ll be ready for him.’
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