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Before you read on…

This story is originally written in October 15th, 2007
Many facts and details aren’t as realistic as it can be, besides, the main character is originally from “One Piece” and this anime is way too far from real.
Character introduction:
Zoro: Originally from “One Piece”
Jingler: Made by Fey
Sanji: Originally from “One Piece”

Chopper: Originally from “One Piece”
This is it; thanks and please do enjoy the story!
All the way in the small town filled with different peoples, on an island of uneasiness. The sun hung above his spiky green hair, the breezy wind blow through his muscular arm…


This afternoon isn’t just any afternoon.


Zoro is the one, walking through the bustling town. Watching people shouting out cheapest prices for their freshest apples, meat stands chopping their pork into pieces, and women gossiping on the other side of the vendor.


“Hey, you heard of the disaster that happened 3 years ago?” One of the women asked, hands on her waist, she doesn’t look pleasant.


As they kept talking, Zoro stopped and listened. He would love to ask them where a sword shop is. Because as a traveling swordsman, he need his swords polished. He is penniless, and capable of having a bad sense of direction. But before he can open his mouth and say “Excuse me,” a tiny shake from the ground made him frown. The ground… is shaking?


Zoro clutched onto his swords, and started running.


“Yes, I did,” the other women replied, “and there will be another one… 
very soon.”


Where is Zoro headed? He has no idea but his instinct tells him it is going to be something very repulsive. So he runs for it. As the shake got harder, Zoro lost his balance, but he kept running, while trying to balance himself.


Zoro stopped. The earthquake had come to a close.

It’s the green trees that stood before him. He looked to his right, some rocks with wild mushrooms growing from the cracks, to the left, a field of green moss, just like his hair, his friend Sanji used to say. Looks like this is not where I should be going. Zoro thought, scratching his head. It should be this way. He continued and started walking.

It was then he heard something nearby. CRACK! Looking up and behind him, a tree was falling down at a distance. But another sound struck him; it was something very high pitched, that is, a girl screaming for dear life.

Knowing what’s needed to be done, Zoro headed for the fallen tree. He dashed foot by foot, light but quick. It’s the aftershock. He thought. To be honest, that tree isn’t just any tree; it was the widest and the tallest, the tree among the trees. Wondering and worrying about what will happen to that girl, Zoro speeded up his paces.

Got to head for the big tree. Zoro panted, his chest pumping up and down, his swords bounced at his right waist. It was then he came to a stop, but in front of him isn’t what he expected to see. It was the river, flowing slowly but peacefully. But its serenity did not calm him down. There’s a girl in danger and he got to do whatever it takes to save her! Zoro turned around, understood of his lack sense of direction, and picked up his footsteps. I know where I am going, but not the direction I’m going! He scolded himself. Suddenly a fierce sting drilled into him; it was a long, sharp poisonous spike of a plant that pierced through his left arm. Zoro growled in pain, but kept running and never glanced at his injured arm. Because he knew, he knew someone needed his help. And it’s going to be even more painful for that person, more than him, and everybody else.

Finally, he got there.

What Zoro saw was least expected. The girl is not standing up; she is not sitting down, but lying down. The tree is not flat on the ground, but on top of her, making her exhausted and unable to breathe properly. The girl looked at him, trying to speak but couldn’t. “Help me,” her eyes told him. Zoro seemed to know what to do. He slid his hands under the heavy tree trunk, lift his hands with a long, heavy manly grunt…

But the tree did not move an inch.

Zoro couldn’t move the tree! What is wrong with me? He stared at his hands. I could do 3,000 push-ups with a thumb. Where’s all that strength? What Zoro did not realize is that he is weakened by starvation; Zoro hadn’t had a bite of food these days. Now he had collapsed with zero energy. Besides, the pain in his arm had stung him even more.

Zoro glanced at the girl, who had passed out. Due to the lack of air she’s having. Hands crossed together, Zoro thinks about what to do. Suddenly Zoro startled, he stared under the tree—blood. Blood was leaking from her side, making her clothes all reddish-looking. He didn’t know where it came from, but he knew he’d have to hurry. Before he knew it, he had already pulled out two of his swords, ready in a slicing position.

Zoro was only 16 when he left his hometown, a small village with a sword dojo. That’s how he became a swordsman. His teacher is very ordinary, but he sure taught Zoro a lot. Three years passed and now this 19 years old young man is making something out of himself. He is thankful of him, at least, for teaching him know how to use these fine blades.

Zoro unleashed his precious swords, and stared at the tree trunk. He can feel the pain in his arm, the spots were purplish now, his skins were coming off, and blood was dripping down his fingers. Ignoring the pain; he slowly closed his eyes, still able to concentrate. As when the tree trunk’s position was soon in his head, he slid open his legs—so the left is in front of the right; he raised and shaped his arms into a C, tilted slightly to his right. Now the swords are forming an appearance of an X. Zoro lowered his left arm, quickly, his arm moved across the trunk, and it split open in half with a SPLAT. Then the other move from his right, left, right…

Soon Zoro found out that he did it.

Zoro watched the trunk pieces on the ground, and grinned. It is not like it is the first time he cut something open, it is just… the pride that he lend a hand out to save a girl, the one that lie in front of him peacefully. Suddenly, a long rumble of his stomach stroked him, and he fell right to the ground. There, on his back in the middle of the forest.

The sun was up in the air, now it had called this an end for a tiring day. It climbed down and passed by the moon, which was ready to climb up the ladder of the night, they smiled at each other, making the world shine admirably in its own way.

“That was a nice meal,” Zoro said to Jingler, who was smiling at him. “Well, I gotta get going.”

Jingler recalled to what had happened this afternoon. “Thank you so much for saving my life!! If it weren’t you, I would’ve been squashed! That tree is like a giant’s arm crushing my body! It’s not like I seen a giant… Oh yeah! Now I remembered, I did get a few broken bones or so, but thanks to Doctor Chopper! Man, he’s the sweetest doctor on earth! When I told him that, he starts dancing and stuff—”

“—I’m not trying to interrupt you, but I gotta get going.” Zoro repeated.

“Wait, you’re leaving already? No way! You are not going!”

“What?”

“You gotta stay!” Jingler commanded. “You got no money on you and I couldn’t stand to watch you starve again!” She fixed her hands onto her waist; she is frowning so much that her face now looks like an old lady. “Besides,” she continued, “where do you think you are going with that injury of yours?” Zoro stared at the injury; it was wrapped neatly by Dr. Chopper. “Stay!”

“No thanks,” Zoro refused. “I saved you, you thanked me, there’s nothing more to it.”

Jingler and Zoro ended up arguing, who knows that she is a great debater? Jingler was only 14, but she sure can argue like a 70 years old woman. Zoro scratched his head, telling her there’s no way that he is staying. But all he saw were her lips moving like a motor. What a blabber mouth, he thought, and stubborn too. Jingler finally gave up, she told Zoro that he may leave, but he will have to take her money to go on. “So you won’t starve again, I hope,” she said, smiling.

The sky is now layered with an orange skin, making the world calm...

Jingler watched her hero’s tall back shadow moving away from her cabin. Slowly, she raised her hands to wave at him. “Good luck, Zoro!” she shouted out loud. “Don’t starve again!”

All she saw was Zoro’s left hand up in the air, gesturing a sweet good-bye.

