The Daimyo’s Ghost

Long ago, in a secluded mountain province, there lived a noble family. Haru, the young son of the daimyo, returned
home from a pilgrimage to find his father had died suddenly. Though his father’s retainers murmured of iliness, Haru
sensed something darker beneath the surface. The halls of his home were colder, the servants’ voices were hushed,
and there was an unease that followed him like a shadow.

To Haru’s shock, his uncle, Lord Masayori, now sat upon his father’s seat, ruling in his place. Masayori had also
married Haru’s mother, Lady Yoshiko, only days after his father’s death—a union that struck Haru as both hasty and
unseemly. Lady Yoshiko, once spirited and strong, now wore an expression of sorrow that did not fade, and her eyes,
though silent, seemed to plead with her son to leave the matter alone.

But Haru could not forget. His sleep was restless, and he found himself wandering the family shrine late into the
night, seeking comfort from the ancient trees and stone lanterns. One night, under a ghostly moon, a chill descended
over the shrine as a figure emerged from the mist. It was a spectral form clad in the battered armour of his father, his
face gaunt and sorrowful, his eyes filled with a cold fire.

“My son,” the ghost whispered, his voice a rustle like dead leaves, “I was not taken by illness. Poison was slipped into
my sake by my own brother, Masayori. He envied my power and craved my wife. Now he sits in my place, but my
spirit cannot rest. | beg you, Haru—avenge me.”

Haru’s heart quaked with fear and fury. Yet he knew tales of spirits who cursed those who sought vengeance,
trapping their souls between worlds. He returned home torn by doubt, haunted by his father’s plea but wary of the
path that retribution might open. But as he watched Masayori assume his father’s authority with a cold smile and
noticed his mother’s growing pallor, he knew he could not ignore the truth.

To test his uncle, Haru organized a Noh play in honour of his father, inviting performers to enact a story from their
family’s history—a tale of a murdered lord whose spirit haunted his killer. Masayori watched from his seat of honour,
his face a careful mask, but his eyes betrayed a flicker of fear when the actor playing the murdered lord spoke of
poison.

Days passed, and Masayori, his suspicions now sharp as knives, began to worry that Haru knew too much.
Determined to silence his nephew, he ordered that a flask of poisoned sake be prepared for Haru. But on the night
that Masayori’s servant was to deliver the flask, Lady Yoshiko happened upon her son’s chamber. Unaware of the
deadly plot, she entered, weary and anxious for her son’s well-being. Seeing the untouched sake, she poured a cup to
calm her nerves.

When Haru returned and found his mother lying cold and still, the cup empty beside her, he realized the extent of his
uncle’s treachery. Grief and rage filled him, and his sorrow turned into a dark resolve.

That night, in a cloak of silence, Haru confronted Masayori in the family shrine. The only witnesses were the ancient
trees and his father’s spirit, who hovered in the shadows like a flickering flame.

Sword drawn, Haru stood before his uncle, accusing him not only of his father’s murder but also of his mother’s
death.

Masayori, driven by his own desperation and fear, drew his blade. The two circled each other under the pale
moonlight, locked in a battle not only of steel but of destiny. Their swords clashed, and the air grew thick with the
echoes of spirits. At last, Haru struck true, and Masayori fell to the ground, his final breath cursing his nephew’s
name.

In the eerie silence that followed, Haru looked up to see his father’s ghost watching him, sorrowful but at peace. His
father nodded, his form slowly fading back into the mist, leaving Haru alone under the moonlight. A victor but a
haunted one.

The servants and retainers found no trace of Haru the next morning. Haru had left with the dawn. He took no
pleasure in his revenge, for he knew it had cost him dearly. Lady Yoshiko was gone, and his heart, once pure, was now
tainted by vengeance.

From that day on, Haru wandered the province, a spectral figure in his father’s old armour, rarely speaking and
forever marked by his encounter with the spirit world. And long after he passed, his legend became a ghost story of
its own. It was said that on cold, misty nights, his silhouette could be seen guarding the family shrine—a restless soul,
forever haunted by the shadows of duty, loss, and the terrible cost of justice.



