Korean Attack

  The fog of early morning had not yet left the field.  The sun was rising in the east, a signal to the weary Japanese troops that the assault was about to begin.  Naginata’s tilted back in forth in the wind, and the clank of blades added to the feel of danger.

  Poised upon the hill ahead, the Korean army readied their bows.  It would be a challenge for the Japanese to mount the hill and slaughter the Koreans.  The Korean bow, a weapon rightly feared by the Japanese, would strike long and far, but the key to victory lay in the speed, durability, and skill of the Japanese Ashigaru infantry, the crack troops of the eastern world.

  The deadly lines of the Korean archers were protected by lines of armored spearmen, slow, but powerful, three ranks deep.  The hillside was studded with mud holes, sharpened stakes, and pits hidden from view by grass.  

  But the military might of the Ashigaru, combined with the legendary Samurai, would not be withstood, with who the Divine wind blew.

  The Samurai Leader in charge raised his arm.

  Glancing back to look, and then back to stare with deadly intent at the enemy, was Nakamaro Daishi, an Ashigaru.  At the age of seventeen, he had been called to war, to fight the Korean menace.  

  The Samurai glanced around, then pointed at the hill top and cried out “Attack!” in Japanese.

  Nakamaro lowered his six foot naginata and began to run.

  The Korean archers opened fire.  

  The lines of Ashigaru faltered, bleeding from the loss, caused by the deadly bow of Korea.

  Nakamaro jumped a mud hole, stumbled past a stake, and continued.  A pit’s mouth revealed itself to his left, and a fellow Ashigaru fell in, only to be pierced by the spears mounted in the bottom.  

  Nakamaro pushed the thought of pain and defeat from his mind.  He was a loyal Ashigaru to the military might of Japan.  And to die in battle was a goal worthy of living for.  

  The Ashigaru line regained itself and clashed into the line of Korean spearmen.  The Samurai, gathered into a tiny column, headed the attack, and charged headlong into the spears, hacking a way through.  The Korean spearmen, though not as durable as the Ashigaru, knew how to reply.  Waiting for the Samurai to plunge through, they cut them off from the main body, and surrounded them.  

  Nakamaro raised his naginata, blocked a blow, and slashed at the enemy’s stomach.  The Korean spearmen dropped, clasping what was left, and was replaced by another spearmen.  

  Two volleys of the Korean archers had passed, and now another reared before the might of the Japanese Ashigaru.  Several Ashigaru fell, but the Ashigaru were in full blood now.  The Samurai, though their numbers were dwindling, were proving a match for the Korean spear. 

  Nakamaro stabbed the spearmen, and stepped forward before another could.  He looked to his side, only to realize he was the farthest ahead.  He slashed backwards, then forward again, killing the spearmen on his sides, allowing for more Ashigaru to climb into the gash in the Korean line.  

  Nakamaro hacked forward again, and suddenly pushed forward out into a small open.  The triangle of fifteen Ashigaru followed.  Nakamaro glanced around.  He could easily push the flanks of the Korean spearmen into confusion, but the Korean bow would still reign.  With a wave forward, Nakamaro charged ahead to the weak group of spearmen, who had reassembled to protect the archers.  

  Nakamaro dashed headlong into the spears, and slashed at the first Korean he saw.  The triangle of Ashigaru warriors easily slaughtered the Korean spearmen.  The archers saw the new danger, suddenly arisen at their flank.  The arrows turned towards them, but led by Nakamaro, who it seemed, had no fear, the Ashigaru triangle charged into them.  

  The left flank, pierced by Nakamaro and his warriors, finally collapsed and routed. The Ashigaru who had pushed so long there, dashed forward, to help Nakamaro destroy the archers.  

  Nakamaro stabbed forward, then left, then he stepped forward again.  The triangle had lost three members, no, now four.  Nakamaro spun and slashed three archers apart, and then he saw the Ashigaru dashing up to join him.

  With renewed vigor, the remnants of the triangle banded together and charged ahead again.  The archers fired as fast as the could, but the day was the Ashigaru’s.  

  The archers routed, then stopped.  Nakamaro halted.  The archers were defeated, the had nobody to save then, unless…  

  Nakamaro turned.  A hidden regiment of Korean cavalry had flanked him.  Nakamaro dashed forward, jabbed his blade into a Korean, then mounted the horse.  

  “Attack!!”  He cried out loud in Japanese.  The Ashigaru turned to meet this new danger, and charged.  The horses dashed into the Ashigaru, as water would on a rock.  The Ashigaru hacked the first wave of cavalry to pieces, and charged the second wave, destroying it completely.

  The third wave halted, and turned and escaped from the Japanese military.  

  The Ashigaru then turned and fell upon the Archers, surrounding them and slaughtering them.  

  Nakamaro rode at the head of the triumphant Ashigaru, to the salvation of the Samurai.  

  The right flank of the Korean spear, oblivious to all that had happened, had withstood attack after attack from the Ashigaru.  And all attempts of the Samurai to escaped the circle of spearmen had been repelled, with heavy losses for the Samurai.  

  Nakamaro’s infantry attacked the circle first, to free the Samurai.  The spearmen, surprised by this deadly force which was supposedly still fighting the left flank, routed and were destroyed.  Then the right flank of the Korean army was attacked, by the Japanese Ashigaru.  

  The Koreans, surprised and scared, fell into a square, and attempted to cut their way out.  

  Nakamaro dismounted and charged them.  He slammed the butt of his spear into one, slashed another’s head, and stabbed a third.  He was now inside the weak square.  The Samurai charged in, and with their long swords, finished the Korean Army.

  The day, won by the daring, and courageous Japanese Ashigaru, the pride of the East, was ended by a triumphant return to the villages of Japan. 

  The Korean military, defeated by the Bushido code of Japan, regrouped, preparing for an invasion which never came, acknowledged the use of Japan’s teachings, and sought style for their own.  But they thought twice before invading Japan again, and didn’t for a long time afterward.  

