The Tragic Past

Kei:


To the best of my recollection, it was raining on that day. 

As usual, my father was always practicing his martial arts. He was always trying to perfect himself. My mother, also a skilled martial artist, was teaching my sister how to cook some dishes for lunch. My brother helped my mother and sister by cleaning the plants and vegetables.

I, on the other hand, was just getting up. I jumped out of bed and dressed up in my training outfit, because my father was going to show me a new technique.

As I finished dressing, I could smell the aroma floating from the kitchen. I ran to get a little snack. As I grabbed an apple from our refrigerator, my mother told me to fetch my father, because lunch was almost finished. I dashed away with the apple in my mouth.

I remember wiping the juices off my chin.

I ran as fast as I could; I almost slammed into some of the corners. As I got closer to the dojo, I could here some commotion from within.

I slid the door open, and I saw my father in battle with a man. The man looked a lot like my father, yet I knew I knew him in some other manner. 

They fought ferociously, in a way I never saw my father fight before. They even used their "blood abilities". The surge of black energy was unbelievable. As the fight continued, I could feel a pain in my heart.

Suddenly, in a flash of light, I saw my father's figure flying in the air. He landed right before my eyes. I opened the door and jumped to my father's side. The tears in me just flooded out as I saw him beaten. With his last dying words, he told me to be strong, and stop that man's quest. His quest to gather the "medals". At that moment, within my small arms, my father died.

The man had found what he was looking for; he turned away and began to walk out. Anger filled my heart, and the darkness within my blood burned for revenge. Like a wild animal I attacked, only to be blasted back. Dazed from the blast, I gradually got back on my feet, that day I wanted my revenge. As that man got to the exit, he glanced back at me. The anger in me was washed away by the horrible disbelief that I felt. The man that killed my father was... my uncle.

I crawled back to my father's side and I cried. I wept until my family came to check up on us. They were horrified. My mother and sister broke down into tears. My brother's kind heart was taken by anger. When I told them of the culprit, my brother swore revenge. That was the day... the day... my life was altered forever.
