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Chapter 3

It has been more than seven years since my last battle with Masshu. We haven’t encountered him since then, either he gave up, or he’s just having a very hard time finding us. But nether less we continued to live on. Sakura and I are well…married; one would never think that a ronin like me would actually settle down. I look at Sakura; the sun seemed to be only beaming down on her making her even more beautiful. During these times she seemed to radiate happiness all around her, touching the hearts of all those she comes around, especially me. I feel a tug on my pants leg; I look down and see a little girl with cute brown eyes staring up at me sheepishly. I picked her up, “What’s up Mizumi, something wrong.” She nodded her head, “I’m hungry daddy.” Sakura laughed, “Sounds like someone else I know” I looked at her with a irritated, but happy glance, “Yea, we can eat as soon as we get home.” During the past seven years, Sakura and I obviously had a little girl named Mizumi Kurimu. She was seven and she had her mother’s eyes and my fighting spirit. The perfect offspring of two masters of some of the last known fighting styles to have escaped Masshu.

Of course I still carry around my sword. During these peaceful times, I haven’t had much need for it, but it doesn’t hurt to play it safe. I take no chances when my wife and daughter are concerned. Maybe I’ll finally get to pass down my Kuro Ryu style to Mizumi. I was expecting to give it to my son if I ever had one, but Mizumi, much like her mother, is a talented fighter from what I’ve seen. I remember the day she was playing in the park and that boy pushed her. She didn’t even cry, she just stood up brushed herself off and jabbed the bully right in his gut. I laughed and reprimanded her for her victory, but Sakura was worried that that behavior was un-lady like. Then when I said that she was the same way, she playfully hit me in my stomach. She didn’t mean for it to hurt, but it did; I had to act as if it didn’t hurt until I was alone. Mizumi was five at that time, so Sakura wouldn’t allow her to practice with us yet. Now she carried around a wooden training sword.

We stopped at the park to allow Mizumi some time to play with her peers. She’s only made a couple friends here and there. We don’t leave our house often to avoid being located. But I always feel as if we’re being watched. I sat on the bench beside Sakura, she put her head on my shoulder, and I put my arm around hers. Even though it’s been seven years we still act like newly weds, who were still madly in love. Now that I had time, this seemed to be the best time to think. Mostly about Masshu, who from what I’ve heard had never stopped taking over schools all over Tokyo. By now, he could be way better than me, while I just sit back and remain at the same skill level. That would be the case if I were an idiot. Sakura and I have been training daily for any unexpected returns of the evil Akuma dojo leader. I looked over at Mizumi and I could see that the same boy from two years ago was approaching her from behind with a couple of other boys that looked about his age. I prepared to get up, but I felt a sharp tug on my sleeve. I looked down and saw Sakura holding my shirt, she didn’t look worried at all, “Leave her alone Aisu, if you interfere in all her battles, then she’ll never learn how to fight efficiently.” I looked at her bewilderedly, “But you’re the one who said that her behavior wasn’t that of a woman.” She didn’t answer back; she just turned her attention to Mizumi just when the boy and his crew stopped behind her.
The boys stopped behind Mizumi, Sakura and I looked on ready to jump in if she got into too much trouble. The boy’s face was twisted in an angry snarl. “Hey girl, I remember you, you hit me two years ago, nearly breaking my ribs.” Mizumi never turned around, she just stood up from the sandbox she was playing in. “So what do you want, can’t you see I’m busy here.” The boy looked at his two associates and they nodded. It seems that they were intent on trying to hurt Mizumi. The guy pulled back his hand, I attempted to get up again to help her, but once again Sakura applied a death grip to my clothes. The guy flung his fist forward, aimed at Mizumi’s head. Mizumi ducked with speed that even I didn’t know she possessed, or maybe she looked fast, because the guy was moving so slow. She flung back her bokken (wooden sword) backwards jabbing the boy in the stomach. He dropped to his knees gasping for air, and his young posse looked around like they were lost. 

I guess they decided that since it was two of them, that they could take such a small girl, because they cautiously took a step forward, preparing for a double team attack. Before they could take action, Mizumi unsheathed her sword which was fashioned just like a real sword, but the point was dull was that she couldn’t accidentally kill anybody with it. She took it in her right hand and turned her body around swinging her sword. She hit the first one in the side, but the other boy was still coming towards her. She turned to her left and ran into his chest with her left elbow causing him to fly backwards towards the ground. She was about to hit him again, until Sakura said, “Stop Mizumi, that’s enough. I don’t think they’ll be bothering you anymore. She put away her sword, and smiled at her accomplishment. The first boy was recovering, “What are you smiling about, this isn’t over b****.” Mizumi’s smile disappeared, “What did you just call me?” 

Once again she raised her sword. All the children and parents who had stopped to watch the fight were now all silent, Mizumi had the temper of your mother, and neither tolerated being called anything out of their name. “Die you jerk!” Sakura started to stand up to stop her, “Mizumi, don’t do it!” Mizumi swung her sword down aimed at the boy’s face, even though it was wooden, the impact at which she was swinging it would completely smash in his head. She stopped centimeters from the boy’s face, he was in complete shock; he fainted from terror. Mizumi smiled again, “What a coward, always trying to pick on girls. Let that be a lesson to you.” She put away her sword once again, and walked back towards us. “Mommy, I’m hungry, can we go eat now?” Her fighting face was gone and was replaced by her normal cute little girl expression. Sakura picked her up and smiled at her, “Yea, sure. You did well today; it took serious control to do what you did. Right Aisu?”

These two have been double teaming me on the issue that they were both ready to learn some of the Kuro Ryu’s technique. I’ve been trying to tell them that they had neither the discipline nor the spirit to learn my techniques. But since I’ve said that they’ve been trying to prove their worth. Well now I think that they’re proven themselves worthy. “Ok, I’ll start teaching you when we get home ok.” Its kind of easy to give in when your outnumbered.

After a few hours of training with Sakura and Mizumi, I decided to take a break and work in our small garden. We live in a small house in the countryside of the Okutama region where I run a food stand to make money. Food is getting a bit harder to come by with the cold season approaching. And since we live on the best soil in this area, many people come to us for their food needs. I had just finished checking on the potatoes and lettuce when my attention wandered off to Mizumi. Her skills are gradually increasing day by day. And I think its safe to say that she’s doing better than I was when I was her age, maybe because I spent most of my time hanging out with Sakura, and with Masshu when I was a bit older. It still disturbs me that easy going and care free Masshu, who used to be my best friend would turn out this way. I blame it on his parents mostly, they neglected him in every way, the only time they spent time with him was to teach him the Aku Kaji style, which was very gruesome training for the young Masshu.

I had stopped the garden work and went back inside our small training dojo. Sakura and Mizumi sat in the same spots from which I had last saw them when we were training earlier. They seemed anxious to learn more, but they still seemed exhausted from the first learning session. “You know, its not that important that you learn this stuff all at once, this doesn’t all have to be taught in one day.” Sakura looked up at me, “But we need to be ready if Masshu ever returns once more. You of all people know just how persistent he is.” She was right; Masshu never gives up on anything he’s set his mind to. Like when we saw that 1000yen bill starting to go over a waterfall, he jumped in despite my efforts to stop him. He did get the money, but couldn’t escape the water’s current, which sent him hurtling down the side. It was ironic that the same free money he received was used to cover his operation for his eye

Sakura looked at me weirdly, it was then that I noticed that I’d been daydreaming for a good five minutes. “ Earth to Aisu, are you in there or what? Come on, I want to learn more of the special techniques, you’ve been trying to teach me the Kaeru ippai kenkoo and I appreciate that.” In actuality, she hadn’t even mastered that technique yet. “But aren’t there some secret techniques that you haven’t told me about. I’ve taught you the Kataku Tora Nami, and that’s one of the Tora Enkou style’s best attacks.” I smiled, “Well it may be the fact that you’re holding out on me. Notice that you said it was one of your best attacks. But seriously, there is one technique that I have yet to show you. One reason is that I myself have not been able to use it. I heard that those who’ve attempted it have either died in the process or gone insane. Therefore by not teaching it to you, I’m probably saving your life.” I walked to the kitchen to get the meal I prepared early in the afternoon. Sakura crossed her arms, “He’s just lazy that’s what it is. Saying that to scare us just so we won’t bother him. Well he’s got another thing coming doesn’t he Mizumi?” Mizumi stood up smiling the same cunning smile, “Yea, he won’t get away that easy. I’m pretty sure you’d know a way to convince him.” Sakura looked at Mizumi with a surprised look, “Nothing a seven year old girl like you should know about. Come on let’s go eat.” Mizumi placed her sword on the rack near the far wall, “I may be only seven, but I’m not dumb. I know the real reason you two moved me into my own room on the opposite side of the house. You think you’re so slick.” Sakura could only stare blankly at Mizumi at her as she walked away, “She’s very perceptive, that’s for sure. Maybe there is such a thing as being too smart for your own good. Nothing gets by her, that girl is something else. Reminds me of my self when I was her age, vibrant, energetic, and full of questions.” She put her practice katana on the rack with the others and quickly went to join Aisu and Mizumi, before they ate all the food before she got there.


We had just finished dinner and I went outside to train by myself while Sakura and Mizumi worked on a few origami projects. I used to be able to make a swan, but that was ages ago. Origami is just like swordsmanship, without practice, the skill could be lost. And I haven’t done any serious training in a while since I got married; I guess I’ve grown soft a little. I went near the lake where a giant oak tree stood tall, proud of its many years of life that outnumber my own years on this Earth. I saw a large group of rocks sitting next to the side of the lake like students sitting quietly waiting for the teacher to hand back the graded final exam. I took out the rope that I brought with me and began tying it around some medium, sized boulders that were about two times bigger than my head. After I had enough rocks, I tied them to the strong tree branches. It was time to test how good, or bad I’ve become.

To train myself I try attacking, and blocking the rocks as they swing without getting hit for five minutes. If one does touch me, I start over again for another five minutes. I’ve been out here for at least an hour now, and I was pretty beat and tired. “This is some bull****. This used to be so easy before.” With less than thirty seconds left until I would end my training session, I didn’t want to take any chances. I swung my sword at all the rocks at once making them go back at nearly the same time. Then I put my sword at to my side. Just like Sakura’s technique, my sword began to glow, but it wasn’t just the top part, it was the whole blade that was illuminating with energy. The rocks began their descent back towards me. I sliced three times in the air in front of me, to the untrained eye, it would have looked like one attack.

As the rocks neared my body they crumbled into huge chunks of gravel and debris mere inches from me. I smiled, “Variation of the Tora Enkou style’s Kataku Tora Nami, the Kataku Ryu Kiritsukeru (Burning Dragon Slash (es)). Well it seems very effective, but against Masshu at the level I’m at…it might not be much use. But I’m sure that with practice, anything can happen. I think it’s about time that I go in. Sakura is probably worried about me, and god knows that her worry can change to anger in a heart beat.” I begin to walk towards my house when I suddenly felt that something was wrong. I looked around quickly, I couldn’t sense anyone else’s presence, but the feeling of uneasiness wouldn’t leave me. Maybe I was just being paranoid, but to be safe I’ll make sure to lock up the house from now on.

Later that night we sent Mizumi off to bed. Sakura tucked her in and I read her a story about the “Invincible Assassin”, it’s been her favorite since she was very little. I kissed her on the forehead when she fell asleep. I went through the house and made sure all the windows and doors were locked. “Better safe that sorry I always say.” I went back to check on Mizumi’s room, and then went towards my room. Standing in the room’s doorway was Sakura who always seemed in a good mood, which symbolized that if I said the right thing that it could lead to an interesting night. “Is she asleep?” I nodded my head. She was standing in the light of the moon which seemed to reflect nothing more than perfection back to my eyes. “She looks like and angel doesn’t she?” I replied, “Of course she does, she gets it from you.” She kissed me, looked at me slyly and said, “Now that she’s asleep, I say it’s about time you and I have a night to ourselves.” I asked a rhetorical question, “Oh, and what exactly do you have in mind my love?” She just continued to smile and dragged me by my wrist gently into our door and closed it behind us.


A few hours later I was lying in bed with my hands behind my head unable to sleep. Sakura was fast asleep, but I just couldn’t seem to get my damn eyes to close. I was reminded of the feeling I had earlier, the feeling that something…something just wasn’t feeling right that’s disturbing my semi peaceful existence. I got out of bed as quietly and softly as I could so to not awaken Sakura, who looked even more beautiful as she slept. I slowly walked down the hall to Mizumi’s closed bedroom door. I thought occurred to me, “I don’t remember closing this door when I left out, or did I.” Maybe she closed it herself to block out any noises that may have been coming from outside of my room that may have waken her up. Maybe I’ll just look in to see how she’s doing, that way I can get to bed without being so worried over nothing. I slowly turned the knob and quietly swung the door open. I looked at the condition of the room and was frozen with fear at the horrible sight before me.

Instead of seeing Mizumi sleeping peacefully in her bed, I saw that her bed was totally covered in blood, it was too much to be her own, but I was scared regardless. But what scared me the most, was that Mizumi wasn’t in her bed at all. When my eyes finally peeled away from the blood soaked bed, I saw a message was written sloppily on the white wall in blood.

It read:
____________________________________
If you wish to see your daughter alive again,
come now, to the Masaki Forest in the east.
I won’t be waiting all day for you. It’d be so
kind of you to bring your sword, you wits,
and your wife. And don’t try anything funny,
you know, like contacting the police. You
know how I get when I don’t get my way. I
think that it’s about time that we settle this
silly dispute once and for all. To see which
of us is really worthy to live, and teach our
style. Hope to see you soon my friend.
-Masshu Poteto
____________________________________

I clenched my fist so hard that my knuckles turned white. From behind me I heard a glass shatter. My brain at once recognized it as danger, and since I was already in my mood to kill, my instincts were sharper. I quickly turned around with my fists up ready to fight any intruder that had a hand in this insidious act, but instead I saw Sakura was standing there staring at the room with her eyes wide with terror. I walked over to her, being careful to step over the cup she had dropped, and put my arms around her to comfort her. For a while she didn’t say anything. Then finally she spoke, “Its Masshu isn’t it? He’s using our daughter to lure us out.” I slowly nodded; it seems that she hadn’t even read the note yet. I said, “Don’t worry, we’ll get her back. I promise that with my life.” I looked at Sakura’s face; her shocked expression was replaced with a fierce look of anger, which could also be seen in her eyes. “Well, what are we waiting for, we have a daughter to save.”

END OF CHAPTER 3

