
Memories from a Ronin 

 

My name is Munehisa Kazutaro, I‟m from an old samurai dynasty who owns a place 

on the outskirts of Kyoto.  

Some people may know me for my executions against an infamous undercovered 

Japanese crime organization, the Eleventh Order. But, in fact, I have way many 

reasons for committing these actions against them. If you want to take a sip by the 

side of this solitary ronin I could guide you through one of those old memories. 

[…] 

It all started 21 years ago right at my home, in Kyoto. I was only 9 years old when 

this happened. I remember that my father, Munehisa Kenzou, used to tell me some 

old stories about the battles he had beside my grandfather and all his glory days as a 

samurai. I couldn‟t wait for the day I was old enough to start fighting next to my 

father, too. But, unfortunately, the day never came. On September 25, 1795, 

Munehisa Kenzo was assassinated right in the garden of his house. 

‘Why?’ and ‘How?’ you say? I‟ll explain. 

 

Many years later I discovered my family had a centuries old treatise with the 

Eleventh Order. What was agreed was very simple: The Order would provide my 

family with wealth, prestige and power and in exchange, the „Head Samurai‟ of the 

family had to obey the Order. That implied who they had to fight against or who they 

had to slay without asking questions. Well then, the problem comes when my father 

was asked to kill a youngling, we never knew why, but the order wanted that child 

dead as soon as possible. Kenzo was a fair man; he knew well what was right and 

what was wrong. That day, he made a decision; he wrote his will, sharpened his 

sword, prepared his armor and faced the Order. He knew well what was going to 

happen, he was going to sacrifice himself for the kid. Maybe it was just justice, or 

maybe he thought the next could be me and empathized with the father of the child, 

we will never know. He sent a note to the Order and 30 minutes later one of the most 

skilled assassins of the order, Azumai Soshi, was on the front door of our house 

prepared for his job to be done.  

 

My grandmother was entertaining me, I was too young to see my father die that way, 

but I have a really good sense of hearing and in a moment I realized the sound of the 



katanas colliding. I got up and slammed the door open, I ran as fast as I could and 

grabbed one of the tantos that were above the sideboard. My father was on his last 

but I was determined to help him even if Azumai killed me. Fortunately or not my 

mother, who was sitting on the door watching with a desolate face, stopped me 

before I jumped into the garden. Then we both watched as Azumai Soshi cut off my 

father‟s head.  

The grass was turning red as the blood was spreading through the ground, Azumai 

approached my mother, lent her my father‟s katana and told her “he was such an 

honorable warrior; I hope this sword will continue his legacy”. I was shocked and 

couldn‟t stab him with the tanto, but in my mind it was the only thing I wanted to do. 

I just couldn‟t figure out why he was talking of honor, the man that snatched a father 

and a husband from his son and wife.  

 

I was too young, but now that I‟m older, I think I‟m beginning to understand. 

However, that doesn‟t change the fact that tonight I‟m going to slay Azumai Soshi 

with the same katana he gave my mother in that honor speech.  

 

 

 

 

 


