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The Origins of Japan 
The Mythical History 

April Grace Petrascu 

 

 

At the beginning 

The universe was chaos 

The heavens and earth 

Just existed side by side 

Like a yolk inside an egg 

 

When heaven rose up 

The kami began to form 

Four pairs of beings 

After two of genesis 

Creating the shape of earth 

 

Izanagi, male 

Izanami, the female 

Kami divided 

By their gender, the only 

Kami pair to be split so 

 

Both of these two gods 

Emerged from heaven wanting 

To build their own thing 

Upon the surface of earth 

That was unique amongst others 

 

Thus the male god pierced 

The earth’s ocean with his spear 

Thousands of islands 

Formed from the water droplets 

That fell from his divine spear 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Izanagi and 

Izanami descended 

Upon these islands 

And began to wander them 

Separately, the first time 

 

When they met again, 

Izanami called to him: 

“How lovely to see 

A man such as yourself here!” 

The first-time speech was ever used. 

 

The male god, upset 

That the first use of the tongue 

Was used carelessly, 

He once again circled the land 

In an attempt to cool down 

 

Once they met again, 

Izanagi called to her: 

“How lovely to see 

A woman like yourself here!” 

The first time their love was matched. 

 

Amaterasu 

The kami pair’s first daughter 

The goddess of light 

The symbol of purity 

And good in the world 
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‘Twas this goddess’s 

That ran through the veins of the 

Emperor’s family 

The first mortal being of 

This newly created land 

 

The second daughter, 

Born the goddess of the moon, 

Tsuki no kami, 

Governed this land at night time 

When Amaterasu slept. 

 

The third born a son 

But was considered crippled 

When he could not walk 

Placed in a basket to die 

In the ocean at age three 

 

The fourth was healthy 

Sosanoo no mikoto 

Born to be their true first son 

Grew up to cause much trouble 

Only to be banished away 

 

He loved to play pranks 

On the goddess of the sun 

But he went too far 

When he threw skin of a horse 

While she was weaving 

 

Amaterasu 

Frightened, went into hiding 

In a cold, dark cave 

And covered the entrance with 

With a bolder that could not move 

 

Without her sunlight 

The earth was engulfed in night 

Letting Susanoo 

Run as free as he wanted 

Causing even more trouble 

 

 

 

 

The male god cared not 

What happened between his kin 

For Izanami 

Was his reason for living 

All things he did was for her 

 

Their fifth and last child 

God of wild fire 

Brought Izanami 

Great pain and injury, she 

Fled to the nether regions. 

 

The male god followed 

Not wanting to be away 

From the female god 

But when he saw her body 

It had already decayed 

 

He surfaced to earth 

And cleansed himself in the sea 

Which created gods 

From the impure essences 

Created from the nether 

 

It was then he saw 

The world covered in darkness. 

Amaterasu? 

He wondered where she could be. 

He thought she would never leave. 

 

That is how he learned 

Of what his son, Susanoo, 

Did to his sister 

Of the eight hundred thousand kami 

All, trying to lure her out 

 

Infuriated 

Izanagi went to her 

To try and save her. 

Only to find his daughter 

Smiling and laughing again 
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Banished, Susanoo 

Placed on top of a catfish head 

Sent away to sea, 

Him, cursing at his father, 

Swearing his revenge on him. 

 

Amaterasu, 

Must protect the sun goddess 

So the land that he 

And Izanami had made 

Can prosper under her light 

 

So he rose her up 

Placed her on a pedestal 

Up in Heaven’s clouds 

So she can safely govern 

The land of the rising sun. 
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Studies Major, with a concentration in Japanese. April loves to learn 
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she is also currently learning Mandarin Chinese and Korean. She fell in 

love with Japanese culture while learning about Japanese history and 

myths. Her goal is to become a multilingual person who is able to tell 

many stories in many different languages. 
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   Journal of an Unnamed Samurai 
Myles Kristalovich 

 

 

1268年 XX月 XX日 

Word has come from the bakufu today.  An emissary of the Yuan arrived 

in the capital with a message for the emperor. The message he delivered speaks of 

unity and friendly relations between our people. However, the truth behind this 

message is clear, “Submit and send tribute or face our wrath.” The emperor’s court 

would have us negotiate, to pay heed to these barbarians. The shogun, Hojo 

Tokimune, however, is not so weak-willed as our cowardly emperor. They found 

no quarter with him and were sent back, without so much as even a glance to show 

for their efforts. Our country may be “small”, as the Yuan say, but we are strong, 

and we will not be “fathered” by any other. The Yuan will surely not be pleased 

with our response and, as such, the preparations for our defense have already begun. 

Hoko Masamura has been placed in charge, I could think of few a wiser general for 

the job. I wait now for when I will be called to the frontline, so that I may defend 

my country with honour. Japan has never faced a threat like this before and, though 

I am filled with dread at what the future may hold, my will as samurai will not 

allow this threat to pass unabated. 

 

1272年 XX月 XX日 

 The Yuan army is advancing ever further with their preparations and the 

bakufu is answering in kind. All Kyushu vessels have been ordered to return to 

their estates and send their armies to man the country’s western defense. Not only 

this but, another emissary recently arrived and was again sent back without reply. I 

am sure we have sufficiently tested Kublai Khan’s patience at this point, but Japan, 

nor I, will be not deterred. My lord calls and I now move to answer. For this, I must 

leave my family behind, my wife and our young son.  Will this be the last time I 

glance upon their shining faces? I know they will be in good hands should I not 

return, my family will support her and ensure our child grows to be a proper man. I, 

at least, have this small comfort to keep me focused as I march into battle and an 

uncertain fate. 

 

1272年 11月 19日 

 The reputation of the Yuan surely proceeds them. Today, they landed in 

Hakata Bay aboard hulky warships as barbaric as their army itself. Our enemies 

poured out and quickly subdued the town of Hakata. My heart is filled with sorrow 

and rage thinking of the fates of the town’s citizens. We’ve all heard of the barbaric 

practices of the foreigners, only the gods know what I would do if such a fate befell 

my own wife and child. We quickly moved to engage them but their methods of 
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war are unlike anything I have ever seen before. They fight without honour, as our 

strongest warrior walked into the middle ground and attempted to call out for a 

dual as one would against an enemy from our own land he was quickly shot down 

in a manner one can only call disgusting and brutal. They cowardly hid behind 

their shields as they pushed forward with their spears, refusing to clash blades in a 

manner befitting a true warrior. Their archers used short bows that were unlike any 

of those found in Japan. Again and again they would let loose waves of arrows so 

great that, at times, it seemed as if the sun disappeared from the sky. Sometimes 

they would unleash bolts of fire and others would not unleash their flames until 

impact, maiming any man unlucky enough to be close. The savages even employed 

the use of poison. One of my dearest friends barely avoided taking an arrow to the 

shoulder, only to collapse, writhing in pain minutes later from the most seemingly 

insignificant of scratches. When we were not being volleyed by arrows, we were 

being bombarded with balls of fire-filled stone. These not only possessed the 

power to easily kill multiple men but also had the unfortunate effect of sending our 

cavalries’ horses in disarray. It is a small grace that their own massive cavalry 

force was hindered as well, without enough room to be used to the utmost of their 

ability. 

 This is not to say we did not put up a fight. Though we may have been 

thrust into an unfamiliar form of combat, our men rallied in a manner befitting that 

of an army from the great nation of Japan. We took the lives of many of our 

enemies, striking them down with our blades and arrows. I put an end to many of 

the barbarians with my own hands, though it was not an easy task. Their armour 

was thick and strong, and landing every strike was a grueling exercise. I even lost 

my own blade to their hides as the battle came to a close. As night fell, we were 

ordered to retreat to the dikes we had labouriously constructed near Dazaifu, 

though my legs could barely carry me there after all they had endured throughout 

the day. Exhausted, we spent the night nervous and ready for Yuan pursuit but, 

curiously, it never came. We waited and waited but, by dawn, most of their ships 

had left. Whether they had returned to their homeland or been consumed by the 

brewing storm, I do not know, I was simply thankful for the reprieve, and more 

than grateful I would be able to return home to my families loving embrace. Those 

ships that remained were quickly overrun by our own, as we were easily able to 

board them with our smaller, elegant ships. The battle was won, but it remains to 

be seen whether or not the war is really over. 

 

1275年 9月 XX日 

 Much as happened in the time since the Yuan invaded. I returned home 

to the joyful tears of my wife and the unceasing smile of my son. I was even 

rewarded by my lord for the valour I showed in the face of the barbarian threat. We 

have experienced relative peace since then, though the thought of a second 

invasion has never left any of our minds. Our nation is more united than it has ever 

been under the threat of this new enemy, and everyone is contributing in some way 

to the war effort. Much of this effort is being put towards the rebuilding and 

reinforcement of the area around Hakata.  The Hakozaki Shrine that was so 
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blasphemously burned down is being rebuilt and pray is becoming an evermore 

present part of the people’s lives, my own family not being an exception. The coast 

is constantly under observation and a great stone wall is being built around Hakata 

Bay. 

 Recently, it was proven that these preparations were not conducted 

without merit. The Yuan once again sent emissaries demanding surrender, this time 

they were not allowed to return with their heads. I fear war again draws ever closer, 

though I will conquer this fear and defend my country and my lord without 

hesitation, should I need to. 

 

1281年 8月 16日 

 It has been months since the Yuan first landed with an army that must 

have been at least four times the size of their previous force. However, this time we 

were ready. I was a part of the first force to engage the Yuan, who had landed 

beyond the defenses we had prepared. This time, we did not give them a chance to 

ransack our homes and cut them down until they were sent scurrying back with 

their tails between their legs. Multiple more landings were attempted and again and 

again we denied them a foothold. Especially in Hakata Bay, an area which they had 

once so easily overrun, we kept them back. The wall proved to be greatly effective 

and we repelled their cavalry with ease. I assisted in attacking their ships at night 

by boarding them with our own. While attacking an enemy in their sleep may lack 

honour, I feel no pity in doing so to an honourless enemy. 

 A month ago, the remainder of their massive army arrived and mere days 

ago they began preparing to attack. However, the gods have again shown that they 

are on our side. The kamikaze swept through the sea and devastated their forces. 

We stood shouting at the shore in the wind and the rain, yelling to the heavens as 

their hulking ships were slammed against each other and dragged to the bottom of 

the ocean. Within two days, almost the entirety of their fleet was destroyed and we 

capitalized by slaughtering thousands and taking many thousands more prisoner. 

The long battle is over and Japan now stands victorious. I will now return to my 

home in the invincible nation of Japan, able to greet my family knowing that the 

gods will forever show us their favour. 

 

 

 

 

 

 

Myles Kristalovich is a zoology major and Japanese minor in his final 

year at the University of Calgary. Myles is primarily interested in 

Japanese pop culture, language, and cuisine. Outside of studying 

Japanese, he has a passion for entomology and Pokemon. 
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Holdout at Yoshino 

Zachary Adrian 

 

  

 

 

It was but a few months until he would be thirty years of age, the atmosphere 

was unusual; this was no boy of four or seven, dwarfed by this Chrysanthemum 

Throne he was to fill—a throne impressive and grandiose, yet ultimately, nothing 

but a symbol. This was a man. He thought of those early days, when his ancestors 

resisted those who would try to subvert their power, and moved north from Nara to 

where he found himself now, Heian Kyo. Much had changed in those five hundred 

years, now the Emperor had to stand, had to sit, had to bow, had to move wherever 

the men with swords pleased, but he had a plan. Go-Saga, his great grandfather, 

had bowed lower than anyone before, leaving even the choice of his successors to 

the bakufu. Japan needed someone to put their foot down, to put those who thought 

themselves great because of their land or their swords in their rightful place, his 

family had guided Japan since Emperor Jimmu, grandson of the sun, Amaterasu, 

descended from heaven. He despised the Hojo for their manipulation, for their 

dealings behind the curtain of bureaucracy. He would make them pay. For now, 

though, he simply followed the ancient movements of ritual and the exchange of 

power. His time would come. He, Takaharu, would be a return to the Japan of old. 

He would not abdicate after a decade of rituals and pass his role to a spineless 

Jimyoin heir, of his great uncle’s kin, seeking only favour with Fujiwara, Ashikaga, 

Minamoto, Hojo and whatever other daimyo sought power hungrily. He would not 

retire to a monastery to secretly influence a weak child to rule in his place, he 

would make Japan great again. He would make Japan greater than even China. 

Now he just had to bide his time while he found the right allies and the right 

moment. He declared himself Go-Daigo. He chose the name by which he would be 

remembered, this name from the time which he would cause to return. They 

presented to him the sword, the mirror and the jewel, with these three sacred 

treasures he would forge his future. 

 He had always known it would not be easy, the time was not right yet, 

but his life and his legacy were already at stake. He had been emperor for thirteen 

years, already surpassing the expectations of many, perhaps attributed to his 

maturity, but other had grown suspicious, and rightfully so. He had been making 

allies, the ruffian monasteries around the capital were in communication with him. 

He had found the leaders who despised the Hojo clan just as he did. He was 

gathering strength. In the past few years it had all looked so promising, his 

numbers were growing, there was hope for his cause! But others had caught scent 

of his plotting, and he knew time was short. It was around three in the morning, the 
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roads outside were quiet, the wind was brisk. He bound his coat tightly and picked 

up the bundle he had laid out in anticipation. Before he left he stole a glance inside. 

He gazed at what so few eyes had seen, treasures harkening from times 

immemorial, guaranteeing his right to rule, drenched with value and meaning. He 

stole away into the darkness. By the time the early morning sun began to turn the 

rice paddies red he was already far away from the city. He walked in secrecy 

through the morning’s light, and as the sun began to set, he saw his destination, the 

castle of Mount Kasagi.  

 He had been to this castle before, when he was a boy he had gone there 

with his father to explore this ruin just within walking distance of the capital. He 

followed the winding path inwards towards the keep. He recalled how he and his 

father had seen a small bird fly seemingly straight into the wall! They had dragged 

a log over to stand on and he climbed on his father’s shoulders. He peered through 

the crack in the walls and found that there was a large empty space in the side of 

the wall. The stones were loose, so he pulled a few away and saw that the bird had 

made a nest in the space, it was bringing back food for its chicks. Go-Daigo found 

this space exactly were he remembered that beautiful sight from his childhood. He 

looked inside the bundle one more time before hiding it for safe keeping. The 

sword was old. It had gathered rust in its years of secrecy. It was scarcely cleaned, 

only at the time when a new emperor was to assume the throne. The hilt was worn 

from the many royal hands that had held it. The mirror, while still shining, was 

scratched by time. The large piece of jade with which it had been kept had rattled 

against it many times, but harder than steel it had kept its soft beauty. His 

admiration was cut short by the far off sound of marching footsteps, he knew his 

time was short. He quickly rebound the three items and cached them in the gap in 

the wall, filling it in with loose rocks that were there. He climbed down and waited. 

 So much had come to pass, hopeful and hopeless. The bakufu had found 

him in his mountain fortress, and had exiled him, just like Go-Toba had been, to 

the far away, beautiful, serene, yet lonely, Oki Islands. He had lost hope for a 

season, believing his purpose of restoration of power to the royal house to be 

thwarted forever; yet in the moment when his hope was the lowest he had seen the 

sails on the horizon. Those who were loyal to his cause, those who also hated those 

in Kamakura had come to his rescue. Later when the bakufu sent Takauji to 

recapture him, he had changed sides and seized the capital in his name! This was 

the opening of floodgates and supporters flowed in. Before long they had burned 

Kamakura, cleansing it of the corrupt Hojo family, hungry for power. He had 

announced the beginning of the Kemmu Restoration, he had been working for this 

moment his whole life, the healing of Japan could begin at last. Once again the 

power was restored to the old ways, the emperor and his ministers held the power. 

It seemed too much a dream, for it was not to last. His old ally Takauji had grown 

selfishly hungry for more, and now when not yielded the power he craved, he took 

it. Perhaps Takauji was never on his side after all, perhaps he had only used him. 

Takauji had installed his own puppet emperor to suit his needs, this unsightly 

Kogen from the other line. Go-Daigo found himself once again preparing to leave 
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in the middle of the night. He would bring his family with him this time, somehow 

he knew that this journey would be much longer than the last. 

 They had all left early in the morning, emperor, wives, children, 

attendants, guards, those few still loyal to his venerable cause. Their small party of 

some mere fifty had left the capital in secrecy, clad not in their magnificent robes 

but merely the garb of humble merchants. They knew Takauji’s men would be 

everywhere. On their way they had passed by Mount Kasagi once again. Go-Daigo 

retrieved those things he knew would validate his actions. This Kogen, did he hold 

the thousand years of power that he held right now? Did he hold the mirror that 

held the sun in place? History would prove him right. Later that evening the party 

caught a glimpse down the road of what they feared, a patrol of the shogun’s men, 

heading to the capital in the opposite direction. Go-Daigo thought fast and did the 

unthinkable, and on that day alone did the common eye behold those sacred 

treasures. He gave the sword to his guard, the mirror to his wife and the jewel to 

his daughter. The party approached, “Who goes there, and to where does your party 

go?”, “I am Yamamoto Hiroshige, a merchant of Kyoto, my family, company and I 

intend to travel to Nara to buy goods to sell at home in Kyoto” replied Go-Daigo, 

disguised in his common clothes. “We are on the lookout, explained the head of the 

shogun’s company, for an imposter emperor, fleeing the justice that is due, have 

you heard anything of such a man? We are heading to the castle on Mount Kasagi, 

he has hidden there in the past and we expect to trap him there. We have heard that 

he is carrying a bundle of three treasures, a sword, a mirror and a jewel. Ashikaga 

Takauji has instructed us that it is very important to recover these items”. Go-

Daigo shot a nervous glance at his guard, standing next to him, wearing this same 

sword on his hip. He glanced back at his wife, this same mirror held in her hand; 

and his daughter next to her, the jade hanging around her neck. Go-Daigo replied to 

the man as calmly as he could, “We have heard of this incident, but we know 

nothing of it, may we be on our way?”. The leader of the company whispered 

barely audibly to his assistant, inquiring if he too had noticed that such a small 

child of a simple merchant would be wearing such a large jade on her neck, that his 

wife would simply carry a mirror in her hand rather than in a bag, and why would a 

guard carry such a worn sword with a worn hilt; why would they travel in such a 

large company? But his assistant reminded him that is was almost sundown and 

there was a long way to go still until mount Kasagi. The leader of the company 

granted them the right to pass, and once they were out of sight Go-Daigo and his 

company rejoiced, and vowed never to speak of the treasures that their eyes were 

granted the right to see. 

 Those years at Mount Yoshino were the hardest years in his life, and it 

was not the first time he had experienced exile either. The winters were cold, the 

summers were hot, his family was sick, his men were hungry, and all in all the 

feeling of failure and loneliness hung over that mountain holdout. Go-Daigo died, 

just after passing his charge to his son, to maintain the true branch of the royal 

household, and to guard those treasures with his life just as he had done for so long, 

and to take back the Chrysanthemum Throne when the time was right.   
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 The ghost of Go-Daigo hovered quietly over the room, and for the first 

time in five hundred years, he smiled. This room full of scholars had examined the 

accounts and reached a decision, his cause was made just. Go-Daigo-Tenno was 

declared the rightful ninety-sixth emperor of Japan, his son the ninety-seventh, his 

court at Mount Yoshino was declared the true court of Japan, those in the north 

under the eye of Takauji, imposters. Go-Daigo breathed a sigh of relief, and rested 

in peace, knowing that he would be remembered, knowing the treasures and their 

memory rested in the right hands. 
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Memoirs of Ieyasu 
Selena Yu 

 

  

September 2nd , 1579 

I have received some very disturbing news earlier today. My lord has been 

informed by Tokuhime that my wife, Lady Tsukiyama, has been conspiring an 

attempt at my lord's life with Takeda Katsuyori. The legitimacy of such claim is 

questionable as I do not believe the woman is capable of strategizing to this caliber, 

nor would she be interested in doing so. However, I must not allow any opportunity 

for my lord to question my loyalty. Lord Oda's rising power is key to the success of 

our familial line, my lord must not doubt the integrity of any member of our family. 

Thus, all suspicious individuals must be persecuted. Tonight, I will inform my lord 

of Lady Tsukiyama's execution. Due to Lady Tsukiyama's influence on our eldest 

son, Nobuyasu, her death could possibly stir up thoughts of vengeance against my 

lord and I, so it is perhaps unwise to leave him completely unharmed. As a warrior, 

Nobuyasu has proven himself worthy to be my successor, so it is not my wish nor 

in my best interest for Nobuyasu to be persecuted; however, his sacrifice is 

necessary. To honor the life he has lived and the contributions he has made, I will 

grant him the right to seppuku as a dignified warrior. To avoid any unnecessary 

suspicions, I shall see their persecutions carried out before the end of the year. 

 

October 5th, 1579 

 The river is harsh tonight, as if protesting against an innocent man's 

untimely death. The desperately rushing waves remind me of Tokuhime's plea for 

Nobuyasu's life, but alas, it is now too late. Life is like unto a long journey with a 

heavy burden.* From now on I will surely be haunted by my wife and son every 

night in my dreams, but this is the path I've chosen to take, so I will bear all the 

burden that comes with this decision; for those who are capable of obtaining great 

power, must also experience great suffering. 

 

June 22nd, 1582 

 Inconceivable! I've just been informed that Lord Oda has been 

assassinated at Honno-ji by Akechi's army! How dreadful! After everything my 

lord has done for him, to betray his trust in such a way... His actions shall not be 

forgiven! I must make haste to avenge my lord. The traitor shall not be allowed to 

live any longer. Akechi, up until now you've lived as a honorable warrior, now, 

you shall die as a shameful traitor.  

 

July 4th, 1582 
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 Akechi has been defeated, by the hands of Hashiba Hideyoshi. It is a 

shame that I could not claim the head of the treacherous man myself, but I am glad 

my lord's spirit could finally find peace. Hashiba Hideyoshi, what a fearsome man! 

Within a few weeks, not only was he able to make peace with the Mori clan, he 

also easily defeated Akechi's army; it is no wonder Lord Oda had always spoke of 

him highly. I must be cautious, as nothing is more frightening than a man with tact, 

power, and the ambition to use utilize them together. Now that Lord Oda is no 

more and Akechi is eliminated, there will surely be a power struggle between the 

Generals to determine the successor. While I currently do not have the power to go 

against Hashiba, I must lay low and find other ways to expand my influence 

without provoking Hashiba. The strong manly ones in life are those who 

understand the meaning of the word patience. I am not as strong as I might be, but I 

have long known and practiced patience.* 

 

February 19th, 1584 

 The time has finally come. I have publicly given Lord Oda's second son, 

Oda Nobukatsu, my support for him to succeed his father in becoming the new lord. 

It is known to me, the risk I am taking by supporting Oda Nobukatsu, but this may 

the best opportunity to take out Hashiba and his growing power. Many may not 

understand my support of Nobukatsu, as he is an incompetent man, unworthy of 

succeeding Lord Oda. Indeed, I do not disagree with their concerns. There are tens, 

perhaps even hundreds of warriors in this country who are more capable than 

Nobukatsu, but that is exactly why I have chosen Nobukatsu to be the successor. 

Only a fool would give up their throne to a more capable man; the title of a lord 

means nothing if Nobukatsu does not have the power and skill to maintain it. 

Nobukatsu's fall out with Hashiba is a gift send to me by the gods, and this gift will 

bring me victory. 

 

December 4th, 1584 

 Many months have passed since the beginning of my war with Hashiba. 

During these months, both sides have suffered immeasurable losses, but we were 

able to hold strong despite our major disadvantage in numbers. Yesterday, Hashiba 

offered a truce to Nobukatsu, and Nobukatsu accepted. Perhaps this months-long 

war has taken a toll on old Hashiba, he has also requested a hearing from me, 

possibly to discuss terms of reconciliation. Admittedly, it is not to my best interest 

to continue this war, as time will only be in Hashiba's favor. However, I am very 

confident that withdrawing now will result in our victory, as Hashiba is known by 

the entire country to be the most powerful daimyo; for my troops to force a draw in 

a war with such a powerful leader, that could only fortify the position of our family 

within the country. This war will end in our victory! 

May 25th, 1590 

 That cunning Toyotomi, to remove my support, has offered the eight 

Kanto provinces that we are going to capture from the Hojos for the five I am 

currently holding. Mikawa, Totomi, Suruga, Shinano, and Kai have been the bases 

of my military career for many years now, trading them for eight captured 
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provinces full of Hojo samurai is absurd. However, I do not have a choice in this 

matter, as Mikawa and the other four provinces lie directly between Toyotomi's 

region and the Hojo's region. To have Toyotomi control land both to the east and 

west would be akin to handing him my head directly. Comparatively, trading 

would be the wiser decision. I am aware that the Hojo samurai may not be fond of 

me due to the rough relationship I've had with their leader, Hojo Ujimasa. Thus it 

will be a challenging task to pacify the Kanto region. However, the Hojo samurai 

are no different from other samurai; what they seek are honor, fame, and most 

importantly, a lord who will lead them to victory. Through my experience and 

knowledge, I will become the lord that they will happily offer their heads to.  

 

January 23rd, 1592 

 Today, I was summoned by Toyotomi to discuss his plan on capturing 

the western country called Korea. Perhaps it is due to his old age, or his recent 

illness, Toyotomi is more hungry than ever for power and land; so much so that he 

is willing to invade another country. He is not alone in his desperation, however, as 

many lords from the west also share his desire. This may be the opportunity that I 

have been patiently waiting for. Conquering another country requires time and 

energy, of which Toyotomi has neither, given the state of his health. Concerning 

the western lords, after their limited resources have been expended onto this 

invasion, they will be weak to any in land assaults. To avoid any suspicions, I have 

suggested to Toyotomi that some of my troops will stay in Kyushu as reserves for 

the Korean campaign. The time has finally come for the tables to be turned against 

Toyotomi. 

 

September 18th, 1598 

 With Toyotomi's death, comes the death of the Korean campaign. The 

promise I have made to Toyotomi regarding his son, Hideyori: they're all just 

meaningless words now. The death of the strongest lord and the collapse of the 

strongest household in Japan, there is no better time to strike than now. 

 

October 21st, 1600  

 We've done it! We've successfully captured the entire country and I have 

secured the future for the Tokugawa family! Oda and Toyotomi were fools to reject 

the title of Shogun. Their power lied only in their fists, and not their brains, which 

is one of the vital factors behind the fall of their families. I am different from them; 

soon, I shall secure the title of Shogun and bring about wonderful changes to this 

country. Today, Japan begins a new era! 

Selena Yu is a third year Computer Science student studying at the 

University of Calgary. Selena is introduced to Japanese pop culture at a 

very young age. Since then, she has also developed interest in other 

aspects of Japan's unique culture. Selena had a chance to visit Japan 

almost two years ago and it was one of the most amazing experiences of 

her life. 
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Sword Tales 
Adam Cohen 

 

 

 

Kami. God. Those Above. Deity. These are the names given to the spirits, 

multi-faceted beings manifested from the interwoven spiritual energy of the 

universe, mutsubi. Residing on a plane of existence complementary to that of man 

and known as Shinkai, they are the embodiment of natural phenomenon: from the 

mighty earth and the treacherous sea, to the fierce flame and the life-giving rain. 

The venerable kings and heroes of man in harmony with the land and kami are also 

permitted to wander the mirror world of Shinkai. The Kami are born from the 

union of the Father and the Mother, Izanagi and Izanami. Although they are free 

and ruled by none, there is one that stands above the rest. For she is Amaterasu, the 

“Great Spirit who Shines in the Heavens”; the Goddess of the Heavenly Sun, and 

birth mother of the royal blood. It is through her that our story begins in the times 

when man had yet to stand upon the earth.  

 Amaterasu and the Gods of the Heavenly Plains have sent the God of 

Thunder Takemikazuchi and his partner Futsunushi-no-kami down to the middle 

country, to pacify the Central Land of Reed Plains. It is here that Futsunushi first 

steps foot onto the eventual lands of man. The terrestrial gods were no match for 

the duo as they conceded defeat, with Takemikazuchi using his mighty strength to 

wrestle Takeminakata, while Futsunushi slays the primordial chaos and God of 

Stars Amatsu-Mikaboshi. 

 Through Amaterasu’s heavenly guidance Futsunushi was first placed 

into the hands of man in the form of Takemikazuchi’s sacred sword Futsu-no-

Mitama. The blood of Amaterasu and the God of Storms Susano’o, Heavenly 

Sovereign Emperor Jimmu, was struggling in his conquest of the East to capture 

Yamato. Besieged by the poisonous fumes emitted by the Gods of Kumano, Jimmu 

could not advance further. Takemikazuchi sent down his brother-at-arms, and with 

Futsunushi’s strength Emperor Jimmu cut down the evil gods of Kumano and 

continued his campaign. This was the first time Futsunushi was used by man for 

war and violence. He revelled in the show of his strength as his sharp edge 

seamlessly cut through the enemies of his wielder. 

Even though man now rules the lands, there is no peace as they now struggle 

for power between themselves. In the history of Yamato, the Land of the Rising 

Sun, Futsunushi-no-kami, the Kami of Swords, is born into the hands of man. 

Forged in the extreme fires of Kagu-tsuchi, the Jewel Steel, Tamahagane is drawn 

and folded countless times to create blades of incredible strength and skill. It is 

here, within the hands of the mortal race of man that Futsunushi resides. Through 

the tools of man he bears witness to their capacity to utilize him for their own 
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deeds. He has seen honour and glory, love and passion, treason and tragedy; all 

through blades of steel. It is here that he would recount these tales. 

 In the late Heian period of man’s calendar he witnessed the thunderous 

charge of the heroic, yet tragic tactical leader of the Genji, Minamoto-no-

Yoshitsune. Together with the loyal and demonic warrior monk Benkei and three 

thousand Minamoto soldiers he watched as they raced down the mountain on 

horseback into the chaotic Taira encampment. Cutting through the flesh of the 

Taira enemy; Futsunushi’s steel body was bathed in their blood. On the beach near 

the battlefield, Futsunushi was used to take the head of the young Taira Prince 

Atsumori. At the time he could not understand the all too human emotions 

Kumagai-no-Naozone felt as his tears wet the sand at his feet. The Kami of Swords 

then followed the now betrayed Yoshitsune as he fled north. At the end of this 

journey, beneath the shadow of the arrow riddled body of Benkei, Yoshitsune used 

him to pierce his flesh and end his story. As he fell from the lifeless hands of the 

forsaken hero dripping tears of blood onto the floor like Kumagai-no-Naozone, 

Futsunushi-no-kami first felt regret as he was used for so tragic a purpose and then 

he rested. 

 At the walls of Hakata Bay, it had been a long two months for the 

soldiers defending against the Mongol horde from the west. Futsunushi-no-kami 

could feel it, as what began as strong grips on the hilts of the soldiers’ swords 

began to slacken. The cacophony of bells, drums, and savage war cries wore on the 

outnumbered troops as the arrows of their enemies blotted out the sun. 

Compounding this strain were the dishonourable ways in which the barbarians 

fought. Thrown out were the honourable ways of the samurai that Futsunushi was 

accustomed to; where warriors fought one on one, steel blades clashing in harmony 

with one another. This had been replaced by pure chaos, the Kami of Swords was 

swung wildly in all directions as soldiers desperately protected their lives. As what 

Futsunushi could only describe as the barbarians magic exploded all around, 

shattering his many bodies, he no longer knew whose blood stained his edges. 

Despite all this, the men of this land succeeded in holding back the hordes of the 

invaders. Futsunushi was thus greatly relieved when the god Raijin came down 

from the heavens, beating his thunderous drums, and wiped out the barbarian army 

with such a godly wind. As the storm subsided, and victory set in, Futsunushi was 

happy to be sheathed for a time. And so he rested.  

 The Fool of Owari was a man Futsunushi-no-kami paid particular 

attention to. Utilizing the mysterious magic from the west, now known to him as 

gunpowder, to decimate his enemies, and wielding Daihannya, an exquisite 

personification of Futsunushi’s power; he sought to conquer the land thus 

reminding him of the First Emperor Jimmu. 

 Under the cover of Susano’o’s storm Oda Nobunaga and his small force 

positioned themselves amongst the trees near the Imagawa clan’s encampment. 

Paying no heed to the rainwater threatening to rust many of their swords, the men 

waited patiently with their swords drawn, for the storm to pass. Oda Nobunaga was 

confident in his offensive strategy despite the large force arrayed against them. 

With the sounds of drunken revelry, the enemy celebrated their recent victories. As 
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the rain let up Nobunaga led a fierce charge into the Imagawa encampment. Taking 

advantage of the disarray of the enemy, the Oda forces were quickly able to cut 

through the neck of the Imagawa leader, Yoshimoto. The battle had been won and 

the Oda men raised their swords with the strength and vigour of the victorious. 

This solidified Oda Nobunaga’s rise to power, but the hearts of man, so often 

mysterious to Futsunushi, would soon lead to his downfall. 

 Having sent the Monkey against the Mori clan, and calling for Akechi 

Mitsuhide to assist him; Oda Nobunaga was resting at the temple of the Lotus 

priest Nichiren, Honnou-ji. Futsunushi could tell as Akechi Mitsuhide’s men drew 

towards the temple that they gripped their swords like men on the verge of battle 

and betrayal. They approached with tight grips, trying to counteract the sweat 

threatening to loosen the hold on their blades. Many times when Mitsuhide was 

around Nobunaga, he felt the hands of a man not at rest for some reason. Now he 

recognized that feeling as a man prepared to do violence against one he was sworn 

to serve and protect. Futsunushi knew not why Mitsuhide would betray Nobunaga, 

for the complexity of those feelings could not be conveyed through grip alone, and 

the Kami of Swords could not so easily understand the heart of man. As 

Mitsuhide’s forces approached Honnou-ji, Nobunaga’s forces maintained a casual 

hold on their sheathed swords making it ever so easy for them to be cut down by 

the treacherous Mitsuhide and his men. Nobunaga knew this was the end of his 

ambitious quest as the enemy had surrounded the temple. He cursed his trustfulness 

and his own failings, swinging his sword through a dressing screen. Futsunushi 

sensed this frustration in his wild swings and uneven grip. When Nobunaga had 

calmed down he gripped his sword with renewed determination. With his loyal 

vassal Mori Ranmaru at his side, Nobunaga performed one last Noh act and 

prepared himself for the end. Futsunushi felt his blade wrapped in cloth and 

positioned before Nobunaga’s belly. With Ranmaru standing over him as his 

second, Futsunushi pierced the belly of the ambitious would-be conqueror of Japan. 

As the blade sliced through his stomach and blood coated the blade, Nobunaga 

muttered to his loyal servant not to let the enemy through. And with that, Ranmaru 

took the head of his master to end his most honourable suffering. As Nobunaga’s 

body slumped to the floor, Ranmaru set fire to the temple and joined his master in 

death. As Futsunushi lay in the fires so akin to the forge he pondered why this had 

transpired. The blood he had been used to spill over the countless years, the 

countless deaths. It all certainly meant something to those who wielded him in his 

numerous incarnations. Maybe he could be happy with that. Someday though, he 

wished to be appreciated for the beauty of his craftsmanship, and not his ability to 

take lives.  

 Now we arrive in modern times, and while Futsunushi and his many 

incarnations continued to spill blood; after many years things became progressively 

more peaceful for him and his land. As techniques are passed down generation 

after generation he continues to manifest in the blades of man, but now he is an art 

form, appreciated by many. When he is wielded it is in magnificent displays of 

skill reminiscent of those of the past, but only for show and rarely as a form of 
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violence. Perhaps one day, the hands of man will wield him for warfare and death 

again, but for now he is content with his peace. And so he rests. 
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Karla Montilla is an undergraduate student at the University of 
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