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The Samurai Deal with the Sakura

By Ted

 
It’s Kyoto Japan five hundred A.D. A war was brought out in Japan and samurais’ are against one another in a dangerous war between life and death. 
 The smell of bodies and blood lay on the floor in a battle field of cherry blossoms’ and death as many still continue to fight. One man named Spirit tries to continue his bloody rampage in his fathers honor to defend his family name of samurai. His opponent won’t give up as their swords clash. The sword struck… blood was just spilled. 
He cries in pain as the sword continues to slide into his side, the man then slowly pulls it out. Spirit falls down towards the ground. “ I don’t need honor to win… so I want you to suffer,” the man said looking down towards him. He walks away as spirit loses blood slowly on the ground. An hour later the field is in blood as spirit consciousness. 
 A bald man in a brown and orange kimono with blue beads around his neck starts to dig around to see if there are any survivors from this catastrophe, he hears a slight breath and goes towards him.
Spirit jumps as if he had a nightmare. Pain and blood comes to his side so he covers it up by placing his hand to his bloody wound. From a hand, drip water falls from a rag into a bowl. “ it seems you are awake… you have a slight fever from being exposed to that coldness out there… it’s quite chilling I say.” while soaking the rag with water, Spirit looks around and notices that he is in a monk temple, by proof he sees a statue that has many hands, some jewelry and some make up. 
The monk points at him telling him to lie down. “Fine,” said spirit obeying him. The monk sits down with his thighs sitting on his shins. With the rag he moves it around Spirit’s naked chest and notices a certain mark on his left side of his body, right underneath his heart that looks like a leaf pebble. He removes the rag and slowly walks away towards the statue. 
“It’s been a long time Mr. Hitsugaya-san or should I say junior-san,” said the monk. 
“ What! How do you know me?” 
I don’t know you, but I know your father, I treated him years ago, in fact seventeen years ago. That is when you were born, he told me about the same birthmark that you and your father have. Spirit looks at him strangely. 
“Oh?” the monk said “ how’s your older brother,” Spirit jumps as if he’s mad “what are you talking about!”, “never mind, underneath his left eye there is a big scratch mark,”  Spirit has a back flash back about his opponent’s face, he was battling and remembers that one big sword mark. 
The monk looks back at spirit and says, “ goodnight.”  before he went out of the room he looked outside at the scenery of temples with cherry blossoms’ underneath a full moon. “The Sakura are beautiful tonight, under the night sky.
Spirit remembers a real legend about the Sakura and laughs. The monk glances back at him.  The light glimmers like a light of hope through the windows into a room. Foot steps go into that same room and he notices the samurai is gone. “what a stubborn samurai,” the monk said.

