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            The shadows

         
The branches hit his head and tore at his arms, drawing blood.  Daigoro was galloping at a breakneck speed.  Faint sounds came from the trees behind them.  The sounds came from the sinister shadows that were pursuing them.  The shadows moved from tree to tree with incredible ease.
Ronin had no idea what they wanted.  But he was pretty sure that whatever it was, it wouldn’t be good.  They hadn’t said a word since they had suddenly appeared a while back.  Every now and then, a shuriken whizzed through the air and struck a tree close to Daigoro’s head.  The horse would immediately change direction.
Ronin tried to get rid of the shadows but it was impossible.
Like the night itself, they were constantly right behind him.  Every time he turned the mighty war horse, a shuriken whizzed past its head, so the horse changed course, whether Ronin liked it or not.
It had started at sunset.  His shadow had suddenly come to life, and with an eerie sound, a prolonged hissing, it had summoned more.  Shadows had come out of the darkness from all directions and had started to pursue him.
 
Ronin looked at his arm.  Two shuriken were stuck deep into the flesh.  He had tried to draw his sword and then, like two bolts of lightning, they had shot out of the darkness and struck his arm.  His arm had gone numb immediately.  Useless.  He had turned Daigoro around and tried to flee.  He didn’t like fleeing but it would be foolish to get captured now.  He was on an important mission.  He needed to save Azami’s life.  When he closed his eyes, he could see her in the cave, dying.  He had to find that flower.  He had to go to Meifumadô and find the flower that could restore life.  And he had no time to waste.
Another shuriken slammed into a tree.  Daigoro neighed and changed direction once more.  Ronin had lost all sense of direction.  He was heading towards Okami, but now he had no idea in which direction he was riding.  He just knew that the shadows were a constant.  No matter which way he went.
With his left arm, he reached out to remove the two shuriken in his right, but as soon as he started the movement, another shuriken whizzed through the air and Daigoro jumped to the left.  Ronin was almost thrown clear off the horse, and had to use all his thigh muscles to stay on.
But he smiled.  He had learned something.  They didn’t want him to draw the sword.  And probably for a good reason.  They feared it.  Like everyone else, they were afraid of Gôsuto Mêkâ - the ghost maker. 
He glanced over his shoulder and could just make out three shadows. They were still leaping from tree to tree.  He knew they wouldn’t tire.  But he would.  He had.  And Daigoro was soaked with sweat.  But every time the horse slowed down, another shuriken tore into its flesh which made it neigh with pain and pushed him even faster forward.  Ronin knew his horse.  He could tell it was a matter of minutes before it would run itself into the ground.
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