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I’m going to
be a samurai!
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Day One

Mother thinks I'm practising my writing. I do
it every day and she never reads it. So while I
kneel here in my silk robe, dabbing my brush
onto the paper like an obedient daughter, 'm

going to reveal my true destiny.

I, Suki Akiyama, am going to become a samurai
warrior. My father is one, and my brother is

training to become one. It’s in my blood.
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It is my
d’esliny.’

Yasutaro laughed, and I had to stop myself
from throwing my bowl at him. I don’t know
much about the code of the samurai, but I'm
guessing that attacking your own brother

during a meal probably isn’t part of it.

Mother told me to stop talking nonsense and

get on with my chores.

I was expecting Father to say something
similar, but he didn’t. He froze with his rice
bowl in his hand and peered at me in silence.

Then he asked why I wanted to be a samurai.

I told him I was from a great samurai family,
and it wasn’t fair that Yasutaro got to be one

and I didn’t.

Father nodded and asked if I had any

other reason.



I said I was better at fighting than Yasutaro,
and if I could be sent to Yoshihiro I would

emerge as the true warrior of our family.

Father nodded and asked if I had any

other reason.

| said I was better at tactics than Yasutaro, and
one day I could become a great commander and

lead troops to glorious victories.

Father finished his rice in silence. When his
bowl was empty, he said he refused to send me

to samurai school.

I tried to keep my anger in, but it was no use.
I said it was ridiculous that he wouldn’t let me

train just because | was a girl.

Father laughed. He said that wasn’t the

reason, and there were many stories about

female samurai who'd commanded armies of
thousands. He said the reason he wouldn’t send
me was because I wasn’t thinking like a true

samurai should.

Mother repeated her demand for me to get back
to my duties, but Father said I could be excused
for one day. He told me to take the time to
think and then answer the question again

tomorrow morning.
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Female samurai were rare, but some became
legendary figures whose stories were repeated
long after they died. An epic account of 12th
century battles called The Tale of the Heike
describes a female warrior called Tomoe
Gozen. It says she was fit to confront a demon

or a god’and ‘worth a thousand warriors’.



I would never have believed anyone could move

that fast, never mind someone so thin and old.

Yoshihiro said we’d try it the other way around.
He handed me the pebble and told me to stop
him from grabbing it. I placed it in my palm
and took a deep breath. This didn’t sound too
hard. All I'd have to do was clasp my hand as

soon as | saw him move.

I told him to go ahead. His hand moved in a
rapid blur, and my fingers slapped into an

empty palm.

We tried again. I snapped my fingers shut

sooner this time, but they still closed on thin air.

[ asked Yoshihiro to give me one more chance.
He agreed, and this time I smacked my hand

shut even faster.
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I gasped. There was something inside my hand.
On just the first day of training I’'d beaten his
test. Here was proof that I was destined to be a

great warrior.

[ opened my hand. In the centre was a small
pebble that had been painted red. For a
moment, I wondered how it could have changed

colour. Then Yoshihiro opened his own hand to



