
 

 

Fūrin no Mononoke 
 

  A Traditional Ghost Story  

 

__________ 

 

 

Andrew S. Cioffi 

 

 

 

 

  



 

 

Fūrin no Mononoke 

  

Copyright © 2014 by Andrew S. Cioffi/Mokkou 

House Publishing 

 

Fūrin no Mononoke is a work of fiction.  Names, 

characters, places, events and occurrences are either 

the product of the author’s imagination or used in a 

fictitious way.  Any resemblance to actual persons, 

living or dead, or actual events is purely 

coincidental. 

 
All rights reserved. No part of this work may be 

reproduced or transmitted in any form or by any 

means without written permission from the author. 

 

First Edition 

 

 

 

 



 

Dedication 

 

For Junko 

 

  



Preface 

 

Fūrin no Mononoke is the second in a series of 

short stories and folk tales to come out of the 

world of The Painted Shōgun.  Read this as a 

ghost story that would be told to children of the 

Hayashi. 

 

Sakura Sakura is a traditional Japanese folk 

song to mark and celebrate the Spring.  Sakura 

refers to the song as well as the cherry trees and 

blossoms of the same name.   

  



  



hey say a special silver moon hangs over 

the house that sires twins.  Master Fujin 

himself was there, and he spoke his 

blessing on a wind for the two born into the Kumori 

home that night.  But sometimes even the blessings 

of an Elder can do little to change the fates. 

 

Young Junichi was born a warrior son of a 

warrior's son.  His way would be made by the Yoru 

sword.  Like every other girl at that time, Junko was 

to learn the makings of a home.  In her mother was 

the finest of instructor's. 

 

Every morning, Kano Kumori, the greatest and 

strongest swordsman of the Hayashi, would spar 

with his boy.  Junichi's sister was always watching.  

After most sessions, he was sent to the school house.  

Junko always listened when he recounted his daily 

lessons.  She learned all of his new words, his 

counting, the songs they sang of history and the 

Tengu, and the tales of O'Morimoto, the fearless first 

Yoru who defeated the Senshin.  What she really 

wanted to learn was how to write with brush and 

ink.  She practiced every day with her stirring spoon 

and ladles.  At times, she seemed more studious than 

her brother.  And she was an awful cook.  Junko 

spent so much time dreaming of Yoru that she'd 

burnt her weight's worth of dashi! 

T 



 

After every sparring session, Junko worked to 

wash the floors and mend the linens.  Her brother's 

robes were more patch than cloth once he started at 

the dojo.  She stitched haphazardly, and he often 

corrected her work.  Her fires below the rice kettle 

mostly went out.  When mother was away, Junichi 

would help to turn and stoke the embers.  Koko's 

hand was sharper than Kano's across the girl's 

bottom, and her brother felt it more for her.  Junichi 

could tell from outside if there was too little bonito 

in the broth or if she hadn't prepared the kombu 

right.  From the look on his face, or his upturned 

nose, Junko welcomed him to sneak a dash or pinch 

or shift the lid. 

 

Before long, they were teaching each other to 

master their trades.  The boy who cooked and his 

sword-wielding sister had to keep their secrets safe.  

They called themselves the backwards twins and 

their parents never knew. 

 

For every spare moment, they became 

inseparable.  When he was forced to train, she would 

beg to watch.  Truth be told, she fixed his forms.  

When she was forced to clean, he would keep her 

company.  Her brother scrubbed the clothes so she 

could practice calligraphy.  The more they learned, 



the more they taught; the more they taught, the 

more they mastered; the more they mastered, the 

closer they grew.  In every way, they were perfect 

opposites.  Until the age of nine, when something 

came between the two, and upset the balance they 

crafted with care.  That was the day when he earned 

her blade. 

 

A Yoru is not made by a mother giving birth, 

but by the earning of his living blade.  His training is 

not begun until he can wield his folded steel.  Of the 

rites of the ancient world, it is second only to the 

binding of Dragons in magnificence, but equaled in 

importance.  To say that Junko was slighted was 

beyond an insult.  And to say that Junichi earned his 

honor alone was the same.  Their spinning top was 

weighted on one side with steel and was pulling 

them wildly from center. 

 

Still she watched, and still he listened.  Her 

advice ended, though she saw his every flaw.  Kano 

was harder on him, and sparring sessions and bokken 

practice doubled with his lack of progress.  She sat 

silent for every strike.  They were fitting since she 

started taking her own again inside.  Things were still 

equal and things were still opposite, but her want for 

the sword grew stronger. 

 



Junichi struggled to learn his kata.  It was a 

shame that the son of such a swordsman was lacking.  

He started missing full school days to train.  Junko 

couldn't watch while she washed and mended, so she 

stretched her hearing.  Before long, she learned to 

listen beyond her father's kiai, and the slapping 

strikes on her brothers back. She could hear his 

footwork and the swishing of his blade.  When she 

was scolded, she heard only the scrapings of her 

brush, but finding him again honed her ears even 

more. 

 

Finally, ending months of tortured, lonesome 

listening, Kano gave Junichi something that his sister 

was excited to listen for.  It took her some time to 

hear it clearly, but the boy began his cutting practice.  

He cut rolled tatami mats, branches, hanging fruits 

and swinging gourds.  Junko could hear the 

difference when her father demonstrated, and she 

would shake her head at her brother's clumsy 

attempts.  She fantasized about the weight and 

balance of the blade, the wind she would create, the 

un-resisted slicing through her enemy, and the sense 

of power and pride re-sheathing it.  Her mind 

wandered to where she would take it away from him 

one day.  The rush it gave was unlike any other. 

 



Above all else, her ear favored the bamboo.  The 

cut was crisp and clean.  When she concentrated, she 

could hear a fell piece hitting the ground.  The sound 

was so delightful, like a satisfying sort of plunk.  But 

there was something more, something musical, like a 

wind flute being played by an old story teller.  Junko 

kept an ear out for her brother always, but in the 

blink of an eye when he would cut one, it stopped 

her in her tracks. 

 

Before long, she developed the keen ear of a true 

Yoru warrior.  It made her wonder about her twin.  

She started dropping spoons and bowls and asking 

Junichi to listen for them.  He couldn't.  He didn't 

believe that she could, either, and it frustrated him, 

like she was mocking, like she was jealous of his 

blade.  But Junko could tell him on which cut he 

was gripping too tight, or whether his feet were too 

wide apart.  Only when her advice echoed father's 

did he begin to believe. 

 

One evening, over rice, a wind like from Fujin, 

one like the Hayashi had not seen since the eve of 

their birth, started blowing, bending the trees.  The 

lantern in the entryway was blown out, dimming the 

room.  In the glow of a tea light candle, Kano saw 

she was listening.  He hushed her brother and he 

listened with the wind.  At first he heard nothing 



besides leaves and whistling roof thatch.  He listened 

high and then he listened low, and then when she 

smiled, he heard them too.  Junichi was jealous with 

what they shared, however wordless.  He stormed 

away.  Any other night, he was scolded for leaving 

rice.  On this night, it was understood. 

 

Junko made a mess of cleaning the bowls and 

Kano made a celebration of cleaning the blades.  

After all was finished, save for prayer, father sat with 

daughter and he spoke forbidden songs.  Only special 

girls with highly special senses could ever carry the 

Yoru tradition.  He spoke freely without fear for 

Junichi overhearing.  She learned that only once 

before a girl was gifted rites, and only once before a 

blessing came from Fujin.  A song once sung by 

Tengu told the way the girl would ask.  She begged 

with him, and pleaded, to tell her, but laws older 

than the wind forbade him.  He promised a clue but 

made her swear she'd never tell. 

 

Another Yoru trait graced young Junko that 

night.  It was her first of many sleepless, howling 

nights to come. 

 

In the morning, there were chores.  Namely, 

rewashing the pots and bowls and scrubbing the 

floor of soot and the leavings of splashed rice water.  



She was hoping for her hint, but there was nothing 

out of place.  Tending the floor and mending the 

robes, Junko worked, and she listened.  Kano chose 

to spar with Junichi that morning, and the swords 

stayed on the altar.  For however hard were her 

morning's chores, her brother's were tenfold.  Koko 

made the call most days to tell the men of lunch.  

But there was something in the way she asked Junko 

to call that pricked her ears up and flushed her face. 

 

The inside slider opened to the entryway where 

they stored their shoes and rain gear.  Junko threw 

the doors apart and something hanging surprised her.  

Of twine and twigs and clipped bamboo, her father 

hung a wooden wind chime.  It was strung up using 

the cut ends they heard rolling around the night 

before.  She gave it a flick with a smile and when she 

heard it she knew how she would ask. 

 

In the commotion of coming for rice and pickled 

vegetables, Junko snuck to hang her hint outside.  

Kano winked, but let her listen.  He spoke softly 

with Junichi about technique, not to disturb the one 

he was really trying to train.  He even asked his boy 

if he heard anything outside.  Junko laughed and they 

dismissed it as probably nothing. 

 



For the rest of the day and all through the night 

she listened.  Fujin shaped the sounds she heard.  She 

studied, training her ear to the plunks and clacks.  

She had nearly named every stick.  Harder he blew, 

splashing the leaves like waves through the canopy.  

The chime's rattle hastened.  Harder still, he blew, 

shifting their house against a wall of fury.  She held 

her ear to the chime.  He blew his hardest and Junko 

learned her first lesson.  She was not listening for the 

chime, she was hearing the wind.  Her Elder seemed 

angry, though.  His final breath blew the chime from 

its branch, ending his wind, silencing her night.  The 

quiet brought no peace; she wondered what angered 

him.  Until morning, she played the chimes over and 

over in her head, and was anxious to bring them 

back to hang. 

 

For each of the next three nights they battled.  

Junko rehung what Fujin blew down.  Branches were 

broken and roofs were shaved of thatching.  The 

rattle of the chime stayed in her mind long after 

stopping every night.  He was working quicker and 

quicker to blast it away. 

 

On the fourth morning, Kano brought back the 

blades and set out the stands to cut bamboo.  Junko 

was exhausted and she struggled to listen over her 

scrubbing of the floor.  But then she heard it.  With 



the familiar rattle of her chime, she heard her father 

make one perfect cut.  Every one of Junichi's cuts 

brought discord, just as the wind chime's song was 

far from sweet.  Kano's played the perfect sound; a 

sweeter pitch fit for an Elder.  She knew why he was 

angered, and she knew at once what she was to do.  

She would honor her Elder with the most beautiful 

sounding chime, from perfectly tuned bamboo, and 

he would have to hear her plea to become Yoru. 

 

For days Junko listened, but her father rarely cut.  

Junichi made a mess of things.  Every small piece of 

bamboo he cut was imperfect.  When he gripped too 

tightly, the edge was uneven and the sound was 

swollen.  Too light, and the bamboo split.  Those 

ones sounded flat and empty.  Some made knocks 

and some were too thin.  He never quite cut what 

she wanted to hear. 

 

Junko finished her chores as quickly as ever to 

be out and overseeing his work.  When he cut off a 

small piece of pole that was remotely musical, she 

ran to collect it, but the pile was very small.  Junichi 

did not take her advice so well, and some of his cuts 

were wild and angered.  It took days to collect 

enough to make a second chime, and the space 

between the twins grew wider. 

 



Kano helped her punch holes for the twine and 

showed her how to tie her knots.  She worked 

sincerely and she found the strongest branch to hang 

her chime.  Night couldn't come fast enough, and 

Junko was first to bed. 

 

That night brought a new howl.  His wind was 

strong and full, but he wasn't angry; he was 

exploring; he was listening.  Junko heard her chimes 

with pride.  Every note was sweet.  Gone were the 

rattles and gone were the clunks.  But something 

didn't please the wind.  He grew stronger, and then 

stronger still until his anger flung her chime from the 

tree.  She worked so hard and proud and for the rest 

of her windy night, she cried. 

 

Junko was up with the sun and she skipped on 

her chores.  There would be a heavy burden to bear 

for doing so, but there were more important things 

to be done.  The chimes were blown three houses 

away.  All of the twine was tangled.  She tried to 

shake it loose, still proud of the notes she found, but 

what she heard again was discord.  The notes were 

nice, but together they sounded wrong.  Her anger 

made her smash the chime and start again. 

 

She listened for days, skipping chores and 

snapping commands at her brother.  For three more 



days he cut, and three more nights she battled the 

wind without a chime to pay him tribute.  Junichi's 

forms grew strong, and he started catching up with 

Kano in their bokken matches.  But he couldn't cut a 

single note to please his sister's discerning ear.  In 

fact, he meant to only work on strength and he 

stopped listening to her commands altogether.  They 

were spinning further and further apart. 

 

The nights grew wild and Junko grew desperate.  

She had entered into a contest with an Elder and she 

was losing.  His winds were taunting, calling for her 

next chime.  It grew to be too much.  Her want to 

please him surpassed her want to be Yoru.  On her 

way out the door in the middle of that fourth night, 

she grabbed her brother's blade, the one she felt she 

helped him earn. 

 

The wind had stirred the clouds and the moon 

was out of sight.  Every lantern was long ago blown 

away.  She couldn't keep a length of bamboo in the 

ground for long enough to cut.  Besides, she didn't 

want her father hearing.  Junko ran.  She ran to 

where her feet would carry her, away to the edge of 

Endo to where the bamboo forests grew thick and 

buffered the wind. 

 



She slowed her pace and walked through, 

chopping, listening, until she came to a clearing away 

from the main path.  She took her time tapping and 

thumping on the thicker stalks, imagining where to 

cut.  Junko drew her blade and threw away the 

sheath.  It was the first weapon she'd ever truly 

wielded.  Just like she instructed, she gripped the 

tsuka.  There was no room for practice.  Her first 

three cuts flashed through the stalks, separating the 

tops.  Their higher, bushy branches slid down her 

perfect diagonal slice and the fell away into the night.  

She cut two more, making a circle of five around 

herself. 

 

Junko blew out her breath and she centered her 

mind.  If she could have tamed her heart, she would 

have.  Time slowed all around.  A cold sweat 

tumbled down her temple.  She struck once.  The 

note was perfect.  She struck again and it, too, was 

perfect.  She stepped to take her third piece and 

something whistling punched her shoulder from 

behind.  Her breath was stung and shuttered and 

tears forced out from her eyes.  Junko watched the 

arrow head pierce and exit her chest before she fell. 

 

❖ 

 



She felt at the same time like forever and an 

instant.  The wind's touch on her face was gone.  She 

could hear it had muffled and she watched it turn 

grey.  Something on her face felt wet, but it was 

neither warm nor cool to her touch.  There was no 

sensation of lifting, but her eyes followed the turn 

and she felt the branches whipping past the moon.  

There was tension all around, growing, gnawing, but 

she could only hear the wind.  Her spirit had a 

feeling of something unfulfilled. 

 

❖ 
 

The scarecrow soldier from the border of town 

brought Junko's bloodied body back to her family.  

His tears were sincere and his pain was searing.  He 

tried to explain the chopping sounds and kiais he'd 

heard, and that his arrow was only meant as a 

warning.  He knew his mortal mistake.  There were 

no words that could balance the suffering he brought 

to their home.  Junko's spirit was painted with rage 

and she left that place in search of something quiet. 

 

❖ 
 



Days passed, and mourning, and her body was 

burned and laid to rest.  Junichi was returned to 

school, finally; his sword training was put on hold.  

Kano untangled and rehung her chime and they 

spoke prayer for her safe passage.  But on that night, 

a wind like no other came down like a Dragon 

swarm.  The chimes brought suffering to her spirit 

and she was desperate to make it stop. 

 

There, again, was a battle in the wind.  Trees 

were downed, houses, even, were toppled.  Her 

spirit and the wind wanted the same end.  There was 

nothing else.  Even in death, she sought the Elder's 

song.  If only she could speak to him, or play her 

perfect chime... 

 

❖ 
 

Junichi was too afraid to sleep alone.  He hadn't 

learned the words for something stronger than a 

hurricane, but he knew the way his heart pounded.  

A storm that scared his father and made his mother 

pray was one to make him cower and cry.  Somehow 

he knew it was her.  He called for her. 

 

And then everything went dark. 

 



Junichi could hear the wind chimes chiming, and 

the leaves and branches, and the screaming, howling 

wind ripping through shrines and stables, even down 

to a horse's hair.  He could hear his mother's heart 

beating fast and the cries of the young girl next door.  

His senses flooded, but his breathing began to steady.  

He looked at his hands.  He could see them in the 

dark.  He watched them wipe away his tears.  

Junichi stood, much calmer, and without words, he 

walked out into the storm. 

 

He was un-waivered by the wind.  It worked its 

worst to stop him, clawing his robes and pushing 

him off course.  His eyes couldn't open for more 

than a blink, but something blind was guiding him, 

forcing him forward.  One foot beyond the other; for 

every three ahead, he was pushed back two.  

Lightning cut the sky.  If he didn't stop this, the 

Hayashi would be naught but ruin. 

 

The boy fought and dragged and pulled his way 

along, finally finding the bamboo along the edge of 

Endo.  Junichi was driven there by something angry, 

something determined.  He didn't know why, or by 

what, but once he pushed through to the glades he 

knew her purpose.  His blade was still buried half in 

the dirt and Junko's blood was all around.  That was 

impossible.  The blade had been recovered and too 



much time had gone on for the blood to still be so 

red, but there they were, clear as day, even in the 

dark forest night.  The wind wasn't pushing him 

anymore, but was gushing all around the small 

clearing. 

 

Junichi heaved the blade, flinging fresh earth 

away, and he spun it over to wipe clean across his 

robe.  His stance felt loose, but supported; natural; 

not muscled like he practiced.  He stepped, and then 

his hands were guided through the first cut.  The 

wind broke loose as a typhoon through a levy.  And 

before the perfect piece of bamboo fell, playing the 

perfect note, he was continued through a second 

stroke.  The falling flutes together filled with air and 

whistled louder than a steaming kettle.  They fell 

beside their brothers.  It was so clear.  He knew what 

she was trying to teach him all along.  He could see 

the cut before the blade pulled his hands and flashed 

through the final stalk. 

 

A last and powerful push from the wind held 

the cut end of bamboo in place, howling a call 

through its hollow center.  Its song was what he was 

after.  When the wind ceased, the bamboo spun and 

then fell like a feather.  When it hit the ground, it 

was with the weight of an oak.  The sky was quiet, 

but there was something building, like a deep inhale. 



 

Junichi picked it up with the others and he 

wiped away the dirt.  With care, he inspected each 

piece.  Five different pieces, all five different lengths.  

They rattled in his hands, but he held them like 

porcelain, giving only small taps to test their sounds.  

His face flushed and it forced him to smile.  What 

was angered inside had found its secret weapon. 

Only, there was no string to bind them. 

 

He returned her blade half dug in the ground and 

left for home.  Before running, he tucked the pieces 

of bamboo into the front overlap of his robes and 

held them tight to his chest.  Pushing his hardest, he 

ran, trying to outrun the return of the wind.  He 

didn't make it. 

 

From the sky came a silver, swirling vortex and 

it stole the air out from his lungs.  Fujin's whispering 

breath was on the wind.  Flesh would be ripped 

from the bones of the one to touch the solid sheets 

of gust.  It made the boy dizzy, but somehow she 

held him still.  He was lifted, pulled from her hold, 

and his robes began to tatter and shred.  Once he 

started spinning, he finally felt her call to him. 

❖ 
 



Junichi awoke in the center of the storm.  His 

body was stunned like a warm blanket, or even a 

layer of himself, was stripped away.   Bamboo pieces 

were wedged against his chest, but he couldn't reach 

them.  The wind nearly spun him sick and the poles 

started slipping.  One by one, she pulled them into 

the tornado, and one by one, they sang their sound.  

In perfect key, they played the song of the Sakura. 

 

❖ 
 

When he fell to the ground, he could hear again, 

far and wide.  His father was calling; his mother 

wept.  From waking and falling, he felt that she was 

with him.  She brought warmth, and tears to his 

eyes, for there was beauty before them.  Not in the 

five simple stalks of sliced bamboo, nor the simple 

song she played, but beauty in the one last time they 

were together, and that together, they were Yoru. 

 

Kano helped Junichi tie the chimes to a small 

board with Junko's named inscribed.  They burned 

her favorite incense at dusk on the altar to offer her 

blessing before hanging her chime from a sturdy old 

cedar. 

 



Lying to bed under a calm sky, Junichi could 

hear the Sakura.  Slowly and gently as he wandered 

towards sleep, her sweet song faded. 

 

❖    ❖    ❖ 
 

What had only been days grew like longer over 

that place beyond the bamboo.  Yellow wild flowers 

scattered the path and fresh, turning tendrils of 

bamboo curled all around.  A flowering, green spiral 

grew up and over the tsuba on Junko's blade. 

 

❖ 
 

From then on, the Morihito of the Hayashi took 

pride in the crafting of their bamboo wind chimes.  

For Junko.  

 

 

- OWARI -  
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