Bunny Princess Koko

Who knows when or how it started. But the fact is that it did, and since it did, rarely is the time that I can entirely forget about the consequences of these events in my life. Improbable they may seem, and the characters may seem unanimously drunk, but nevertheless these events really did happen, and that's a fact. Want proof? Why, I'm the living proof of it - a nervous wreck! - and if you don't believe me, why then you can go ask - 

   "Musa-shiiiiiii! What's the twelfth root of negative seventeen?"

17i! Stop asking me stupid questions! Oh, sorry, that was Koko, the one I was just suggesting that you could ask if you wanted back-up to my claims. She's a little clueless, but she's nice… I guess. Without her, though, my life would have taken an entirely different path, as would the history of Ancient Japan. Of course, certain later rulers have taken measures to see that this particular period of Japanese history (the Joge-Kamo Period, during which the Fukona family sat upon the throne) was kept hidden from the history books, and if it ever was mentioned, always said to be something quite different than what it really was. But here it is - the truth, the whole truth, of this particular (and particularly strange) period of time. I set it forth here that people of later ages may know the truth of my misfortunes. Yes, I may seem a little bitter, but rest assured, inside I'm really quite - 

   "Musashi, could you explain personal color theory to me again?"

OOOOO! Darn it, I'm bitter! So what? YOU try living with her for a few months! Egad… well, enjoy the book. SOMEONE has to.

· Musashi Wabishii, we pretend he's the real author but it's really -

*OOMP*

Episode I: The Wanderers

It was a dark room. 

Now, that said, it should be observed that not all dark rooms are the same; each is unique. Their plethoric variety ranges all the way from the seclusion sought by the brooding son seeking inspiration to greatness, to the repression of the room under the stairs where Harry lived (we can perhaps assume that it was dark, anyhow), to the creepy, where the small child at heart lies in his bed, the last one up, all the signs of the day coming together into one disturbing whole… and, was that just the crack of a twig outside? Is someone… out there? He cowers in his bed, hoping - desperately - that he will live to see the morning.

There are possibilities for things that can happen in dark rooms, too. I mean - you could turn on the light. Or you could just lie there in the dark and be scared. Or, for that matter, you could get the high-ranking members of secret pseudo-governmental organization and plan your clandestine takeover of the ENTIRE WORLD. You know, whatever floats your boat.


"Mr. Ichi, I trust that you are aware of the current status of your project?"


"Yes, I am, thank you, Jagaimo. Kumosaru has already informed me of the situation, and I'm most pleased by the results. In fact, Jagaimo, I have called this meeting for that very reason. Gentlemen and gentlewomen of the Celestial Council - " the tall man turned in his fancy swiveling chair the large circular table away from Jagaimo, who sat to his left, until he was facing straight across the entire table, " - you have all been previously informed of my plan to bring order to the lower world through the strategic placement of a single celestial avatar, Project Ushi. Let me tell you this day that this plan is in fact a reality, and in fact has recently been brought into fruition. And I must say, I'm very pleased with the results of the search. Miss Hitomi?"


"Thank you, Mr. Ichi." A small, pretty young lady stood up, her face covered in shadow. "Now, if you'll all kindly refer to the information provided you by Mr. Jagaimo - " there was much rustling of papers, "you will see a printout on the results of the search, as well as information on the selected candidate. I think you will all be quite pleased with her qualifications. Mr. Jagaimo?"


Jagaimo stood up. "She is fast. She is strong. She is extraordinarily resilient to injury. Her potential for energy channeling is beyond and normal standard, and upon questioning, her commitment to the High Ideal seemed flawless. In short, she was perfectly qualified for the job."


"I object!"


All eyes turned towards the speaker, a man apparently in his twenties with a sharp pointed evil nose and evil-looking eyebrows, eternally curved downwards into a look of resentment.


Mr. Ichi turned in his chair towards the offending councilmember. "Mr. Roberts, you have something to say?" A titter of high-pitched laughter ran through the council.


"I do!" replied Mr. Roberts, annoyed. He was quite used to encountering this kind of scorn by now, but it irritated him nonetheless. "The qualifications laid out here are quite ridiculous! The candidate is no upholder of the High Ideal, she is a nitwit!" The council collectively held their collective breaths.


"And what do you base this accusation on, Mr. Roberts?" Mr. Ichi's voice was cold as a bag of ice.


"How can you DENY that she's a nitwit? Look at her personal information form! She gives her favorite pastime as 'plum fishing', and in the space in which she was supposed to give her Social Security number she gave her full name, written backwards in Norwegian! And look, her age is given as a probability spinner, and her name as a series of random numbers! I doubt that she could even string a coherent sentence together, let alone protect the interests of the Celestial World!"


"Mr. Roberts," Mr. Ichi began, but the irate speaker cut him short.


"I know what you're going to say. 'Oh, it's only Akabaka Roberts, his opinions don't matter!' You hate me because of who I AM, because of my position in the Celestial Bureaucracy! Your respect for me is lessened because I am only the merest Celestial Garbageman ~ !"


"It's awfully hard to take someone seriously when they're wearing a red Hawaiian T-shirt and Bermuda shorts… and no shirt," Jagaimo pointed out.


"Ha! You're all fools, every one of you! The Celestial Bureaucracy has forgotten its roots, right down among the common - "


Mr. Ichi stood up. "Mr. Roberts, you have overstepped every boundary in the Celestially Big Book of Proper Behavior Around the Celestially Bigger Enchilada, insulted the entire Celestial Council, and furthermore challenged MY judgement repeatedly throughout your tenure within this Celestial Council. If you were anyone else, I would immediately sentenced you to the Amnesia and send you down to the Lower World, as you probably deserved long ago. However, seeing how you are the Celestial Garbageman - "


"FINE! Sentence me to the Amnesia and banishment for all I care! As if it would make any difference… my place in this dying Bureaucracy is already clear to me! I can no longer make a difference here, and so I officially resign! Do with me as you - "


"But your position is quite important, Mr. Roberts. We cannot afford to be without you. No, if you were to leave your post, it would not be on those terms… if you do that, you will be disposed of appropriately." Mr. Ichi narrowed his silver eyes. "Amnesia and exile would be far too kind for a deliberate desertion of the High Ideal. Do you maintain your resignation?"


The man looked at Mr. Ichi with a look of intense-looking hatred. "Good, good, Mr. Roberts, I knew you would make the right choice. Now, leave this meeting immediately. Your opinion is no longer needed here in this project."


The man known as Mr. Roberts left the room in disgrace. If only the Celestial Council knew what they were starting.


It was a quiet summer's day in Ancient Japan. The indigenous flowers blew lightly in the light summer breeze, and the cherry trees rustled gently with the same. The land here spread long and rolling, mostly fields awaiting the planting of indigenous crops, with small farms scattered here and there. It was quiet… no lawnmowers broke through the light summer haze, no sound but for the lazy buzzing of summer bees, the rustling of the breeze through the trees, and the occasional lowing of indigenous cattle. That is, until…


"AAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAAHHHHHH!!!!!!!-!!-!!!!!!!!!!"


A young red-haired roving samurai strolling innocuously down a small dirt road meandering through the fields going from here to there throughout the pleasant terrain of Ancient Japan suddenly looked up just in time to see a golden chestnut-haired girl of a svelte, attractive build holding a small knapsack and what appeared to be some sort of staff or walking stick falling apparently out of the sky towards him, white travelling outfit somewhat scorched from some unknown flame. The young samurai had just enough time to wonder whether she had just fallen off the sun before the girl landed on top of him. POW! Both fell backwards off the path, and landed in a small clump of soft puff-bushes a couple feet to the side.


When the puffs, dust, and remaining trails of smoke cleared from his vision, the samurai sat up. The girl was sitting stiffly straddle-legged on top of his chest, staring vacantly and looking entirely frazzled from her experience. As gently as he possibly could, the samurai rolled the girl off into the grass and got to his feet. "Wonder what happened to her…"


Slowly, ever so slowly, the girl relaxed into a more natural position, with her arms and legs obeying the force of gravity instead of sticking stiffly out in every direction. Her eyes closed. For a moment it occurred to the samurai that she might be dead, but a sudden jerk of movement in her right eyelid reassured him. Slowly, painfully, the girl sat up. She stared up at the samurai with wide, bleary eyes. She looked very nearly drunk.


"Uh… h… wh-who are you?" the girl stammered at last. Closing her eyes suddenly, she shook her head in irritation and rubbed her arm vigorously across her face. Blinking, she looked up at the samurai with wide, blue-green eyes, clear as the ocean.


The samurai looked inscrutably down at her. "I am Musashi," he said, after a pause. "Musashi Wabishii, samurai. You seem to have just had a very traumatic experience. Do you feel okay?"


The girl blinked, and started testing out each joint. After a minute she stood up. "Yeah, I'm a little sore, but I'm alright."


The samurai looked at her for a long moment. Finally he raised a single thin eyebrow. "Should I see about getting you some medical assistance? There are farmhouses nearby… I could carry you there if you'd like…"


"Musashi-chan!" the girl exclaimed suddenly, suddenly leaping forwards and throwing her arms around Musashi in an overwarm embrace. "You're so sweeeeeet!"


The samurai blinked, and then looked down at her with something approaching distaste. "Come on, girl, get off me. I'm a samurai of a noble sect. What do you expect?"


"Ooh, and so modest, too!"


"Ech!" Musashi extracted himself from the girl's grip, and stared at her darkly for a long time. Finally he said, "Well, are you going to just stand there for the rest of your life?"


The girl shook her head vigorously. "Oh, no, I'm not going to do that. That would be silly. I'm going to follow you everywhere you go, forever!"


Half an hour of fruitless arguing later, Musashi was back on his way down the road through the rice fields. Except that now, the girl was following him, keeping exactly one step behind him at all times. One soft footstep of his foot… one loud thudding plump of her foot. One soft footstep of - oh, you get the idea. It was not her unusual weight, however, which made the sound… it was her strange way of walking, which seemed determined to slouch back 'respectfully' behind Musashi as much as it could while tromping forwards with arms dangling, her whole body lunging forwards with each step, constantly staring at the unwilling object of her apparently quite spontaneous affections. Finally Musashi had had enough of this synchronism (and the girl's odd 'following' plompy footsteps), and he whirled around on the girl in annoyance.


"For heaven's sake, stop that at once and walk like a real person! And why are you following me around, anyway? You still haven't given me a good answer!"


The girl stopped, looking at Musashi with large round eyes. She blinked. "Oh, I'm sorry, Musashi, sir - " Musashi made a mental note reading "'Sir'?", "…it's not through my own free will that I am following you. You see, Musashi, it is our destiny to be together!"


"What?" Words cannot accurately describe either Musashi's facial expression or his tone of voice at that moment.


The girl nodded sagely. "Yes, yes, I, too, was amazed at first. But so the fates and prophets have decreed! The fates are never wrong!"


"What's this?" Musashi was intrigued. While this girl irritated him to the extreme, it is true that he had a profound respect for matters of the spiritual world, and anything that was related to a prophecy could hardly be wrong.


The girl closed her eyes, and intoned in a soft, lyrical voice, as if reciting something from memory. "'Before this week has run its course, you will know in your heart that you have found your one true love.' That was the prophecy!"


"And there was nothing else?" Musashi gazed at her with great curiosity. Truth be told, he was waiting for the escape clause.


"There wasn't anything else. Not even an escape clause."


"D'oh." Musashi sat down on the edge of a nearby well. "Well, I guess that's it, then. The two of us are destined for… each other." He shuddered slightly. Turning, he gazed down at his reflection in the clear water, tinged purple from lack of light in its depths and from the stone lining its perimeter.


The girl came to stand beside him, and together they gazed at their reflections in the pool. Together. Oy.


Musashi sighed. "Incidentally, just how did you come across this prophecy? I suppose I might as well know the whole truth of the story, if I'm going to be stuck with you forever."


The girl blinked, staring at Musashi with a look of surprise. "What? Don't you want to be with me forever and ever and ever?" Her eyes started to well up with tears, which could have either been from the thought of Musashi's reluctance to love her or the sudden strong smell of onions that had just filled the air. "Hey, do you smell onions?"


"Yes. No. Never mind," Musashi said hastily. "Forget what I said, and tell me about the prophecy."


"Oh, right, the prophecy. Thank you, Musashi, you're so helpful!"


"Don't mention it."


"Okay! Well, let's see, now…" The girl stroked her chin thoughtfully. Musashi turned slightly from staring at his own reflection so that he could watch her from out of the corner of his right eye. She stood there thoughtfully for a long moment.


"You don't remember, do you?" Musashi said finally. "Oy…"


"No, no, I know it, I know it, I'll remember…" The girl kept stroking her chin in a thoughtful manner. In fact, she looked so entirely thoughtful that Musashi almost pulled his father's pipe and Sherlock hat from out of their safe-keeping place in his hakama (samurai overpants) pocket to aid in her thought process. Almost.


"Weeeeeeeeelllllllll… I'm pretty sure I heard that prophecy somewhere… somewhere… That's right! I remember!"


"What? Tell me!" Musashi was uncharacteristically somewhat eager to hear this.


The girl pursed her lips. "Well, it was just the other night… I was feeling a bit hungry… so I stopped at a fire temple to pray to know my fortune and where the next gourmet restaurant was."


Musashi stared. "And the spirits told you?"


"Heck no! See, they had his little buffet where wandering travelers could pick up some good Oriental food on their journeys…"


Musashi's face did something indescribable. When he had recovered sufficiently… "Okay, so you got your gourmet dinner. What next?"


"Well, after dinner…"


"Yes, yes, after dinner!"


"After dinner…"


"Yes, YES, tell me what you did after dinner!"


The girl blinked. "After dinner they gave me a fortune cookie. And I ate it… and inside was… the prophecy! That's how I knew we were destined to be together!" *SPLASH* "Musashi?"


"Gargle gargle-gargle," expressed Musashi.


"By the way," said the girl after a few minutes, as Musashi was at last done hauling his dripping / sorry self bodily out of the well, "my name is Koko. Koko Egao, child of Japan! How do you do?"


It was about four hours later when the pair finally made camp for the night. The sun was just falling beneath the horizon as Musashi prepared their dinner, heated over a fire made out of relatively dry rice stalks, and soon after that the two were snuggling down comfortably for the night. Well, not quite.


Musashi tossed irritably on the soft (but unfortunately itchy) grass lining the path. He had a bedroll, of course, some soft blankets and a pillow, but Koko had complained of bug bites and so he was forced to relinquish his blankets. Luckily, though, he got to keep his pillow… Koko had assured him that she had packed several in her bag before she left to go on her 'journey' (he still didn't quite know why she was travelling in the first place), along with a few other necessities. These 'necessities' proved to be a giant teddy bear, a queen-sized inflatable waterbed, and, of course, her three years' supply of hot cocoa powder.


"I packed it just in case I ever have trouble sleeping for three years straight," Koko explained, though Musashi noticed that she helped herself to a cup anyway (using the hot water that he had intended for tea, at that).


But, Musashi reflected, he really wasn't so badly off. A samurai had to be prepared to make any sacrifice for the samurai code of honor, and in Musashi's particular sect, it just so happened that yielding to the needs of young women was part of the law. And besides, he reasoned, he needed to get used to hardships like this again. His training in China had been difficult, of course, but ever since he had had the vision telling him to return to Japan, his path had been considerably easier. No more difficult trials since he had left… a straight path all the way. Not even a band of roving bandits had bothered him… sure, things had been a little rough at times, but through it all he had persevered, and here he was now. And beyond all that, of course… he still had his pillow…


"Musashi-chan, I think I must have left my pillows at home by mistake. You wouldn't happen to have a spare pillow on hand, would you?"


Yes, Musashi reflected, he really was pretty badly off. He lay there on the itchy summer ground, staring up at the stars, with neither blanket nor pillow. An ant crawled slowly up his chin and onto the tip of his nose, where it stood surveying the lay of the land for a moment before scurrying down again. Musashi watched it go out of the corner of his eye. Small creature, he thought thoughtfully. Bet it doesn't have to deal with this kind of nonsense. Turning over, he watched another ant meandering up the side of Koko's waterbed. Reaching the top at last, it seemed to turn about a couple times, as if unsure of where to go next. Suddenly it stiffened, and seemed to hop a few times. Exultation?, Musashi wondered. Jubilance? Elation? The ant gave a triumphant squeak and took a running dive-tackle off the side of the waterbed and several feet through the air - landing, Musashi noticed, on top of the very same ant that had surveyed so anxiously atop his nose only a moment before. He sighed.


Koko rolled over until she was looked down at him over the rim of the waterbed. "Musashi, I have a question for you," she said.


"What is it?"


"Well, I was just kinda wondering… you said you were a samurai, right?"


"Yeah…"


Koko looked at Musashi plaintively. "Promise you won't laugh?"


Musashi blinked at her. "Um, okay…"


"Musashi, what's a samurai?"


Musashi stared for a moment, then nodded. "That's a perfectly fine question… though I'm kind of surprised you haven't met one before."


"Oh, I've met samurai before. Back when I was just a little girl, samurai used to stop in at Dad's inn all the time."


"Your father owned a bar?"


"Yeah… he used to, anyway… but that was before he… he…"


"Before he passed away…?" Musashi offered quietly.


"Nah, before he got a better job and moved away."


"He left you and your mother?"


"No, Mom went with him."


Musashi blinked. "Uh… they left you all alone running a bar?"


Koko gave her best attempt at a reclining shrug. "Well, it was a bit more complicated than that… see, it all started when…"

!!!FLASHBACK!!!


Little Koko ran back and forth across the empty bar's floor. Two burly movers (named Ted and Bob, no doubt) were busily hauling the last piece of furniture from out of the bar. Koko's father, a man of about forty-three and a half years, was dancing across the floor with Marilyn Monroe, who of course happened to be Koko's mother.


   Marilyn Monroe: "Koko, be a dear and fetch your father and me a nice romantic giant cabbage from the gardens outside, would you, sweetie?"


   Little Koko: "Okay, Mom, sure thing!"


Little Koko ran outside through the back door and into the cabbage gardens, where many cabbages were growing.


   Little Koko: "Gee, this looks like a nice romantic giant cabbage! Mom and Dad with love it!"


Little Koko was about to bend down over the cabbage patch to retrieve the giant cabbage when all of a sudden she tripped over a rock and fell head-first into an empty cabbage-plot.


   Little Koko: "Oops… mumph!"

A few minutes later, her father came outside to see what had become of her.


   Koko's father: "Sweetie, we're leaving now. Where have you got to? Oh, there you are! Oh, always getting into trouble! Here, I'll get you out."


Koko's father grabbed the giant cabbage and uprooted it.


   Koko's father: "Well, come along, sweetie, now we've got to move to the Upper World to be near my new job. Say goodbye to all the nice cabbages, dearie!"

!!!END OF FLASHBACK!!!

Musashi blinked. "Your father confused you with a giant… cabbage?"


Koko shrugged. "I don't think he had his glasses on at the time. No biggie, it could happen to anybody."


"Um, riiiiight." Musashi scratched his head, determined not to ask whether her dad ever realized his mistake and come back for her. Maybe whatever Koko was ran in the family. "Oh, that's right, you wanted me to tell you about the samurai, didn't you?"


"Right! Please tell me!" Koko sat up eagerly to listen. Musashi, not used to having an audience, looked a bit frazzled for a moment but quickly regained his trademark composure.


"Well," he began, "the samurai* (*as they appear in this tale, any resemblance to real samurai is mostly coincidental and therefore please don't feel insulted if you're a samurai and I got it wrong because I'm not talking about you or your code of honor, please don't kill me) are a class of semi-noblemen who dedicate their lives to serving a master or an ideal. They are masters of law, self-control, and trained extensively in defending themselves and others who their code calls them to protect. Sometimes someone who was a samurai but became disenchanted, or someone more concerned about their martial prowess than their code of living, will become a wandering, masterless samurai, a ronin."


"Are you a ronin?" Koko asked.


Musashi shook his head. "No, I am simply a samurai who has lost his path. I suppose some people might call me a ronin, but I am not a loose cannon by any means. That is… I don't mean to be a ronin… I only seek to find what I have lost, and then I will be as faithful as anyone ever was."


"Oh." Koko turned, staring up at the stars. After a moment she said, "I want to know everything one day."


"Oh?"


"Yeah." She sighed, staring dreamily into space. "Maybe it's just silly, but I'd kind of like for someone to be able to come up to me and ask me what something is, and then I'll tell them because I know and knowledge is fun to share."


"Ah," said Musashi. He turned over. After a minute he turned back a little bit. He was smiling. "Do you really think knowledge is fun to share?"


"Why, don't you?" asked Koko, turning part-way to look at him.


"Perhaps," said Musashi. He grinned.


Koko smiled back. "Goodnight, Musashi-chan," she said.


"Goodnight, Koko."


Musashi turned over, settling down into the grass. He could get used to this, he thought.


After a few minutes… "Musashi?"


Musashi rolled over. "Yeah, Koko, what is it?"


Koko turned to look questioningly at Musashi with her large blue-green eyes. "What's Webster's definition of 'antidisestablishmentarianism'?"


"Go to sleep, Koko."


"Okay, Musashi-chan! Goodnight!"


"Goodnight, Koko."


"Goodnight, Musashi-chan!"


"Goodnight Koko."

"Goodnight - "

Musashi rolled over on his back, covering his ears. "Oy…"


The next few days were occupied by a great deal of travel from here to there. Despite Koko's best efforts, she could only convince Musashi to stop once every four hours or so, and then only for a few minutes. Finally all the travelling got too much for Koko, and she plopped down in a nearby patch of dry earth to rest.


Musashi turned halfway round. "Come on, Koko. We've only been travelling for two hours since our last stop. You can't possibly be tired now!"


"But I AM tired," Koko wailed. "We've been travelling nearly all day long for the past three days! I want to rest." She looked up at Musashi curiously. "Incidentally, where are we going anyway? It must be important from the way you've been insisting that we hurry…"


"It is," assented Musashi, getting a faraway look in his eyes.


"Where is it, then?"


Musashi turned away. "We're going to Mushi-Mushi, Imperial Capital of Japan," he declared impressively.


"Why?"


"Oooh… you ask too many questions!" Musashi fumed. "Come on, get - oh, never mind! We'll wait." He stomped off towards a small nearby grove of cherry trees to sulk.


"Ahm… I hope I haven't offended him…" Koko said, staring after Musashi perplexedly.


"Oy vey…" muttered Musashi wearily. "Why did this all have to happen? It would have all been so very simple for me to reach Mushi-Mushi if it hadn't been for her… but her coming complicates things immensely… oy…" He leaned heavily on the smooth trunk of a cherry tree, facing away from the place where Koko sat. For several moments he stood in peace.


"Excuse me," said an unfamiliar pastoral voice.


Musashi started, and turned slowly around to face the newcomer. "Yes?"


A strong, rugged farmer of medium height and build was leaning on a nearby tree. Musashi inwardly slapped himself for not having heard the man's approach.


"I see you are standing there, quite as if you are depressed about something," the man observed. "Is there a reason for that?"


"Well… yeah…" Musashi stood up, sighing. "You're an observant farmer guy," he observed.


The farmer smiled. "Yes, so I am, samurai." Musashi started slightly. "My name is Nojohito. And yours is - "


"Musashi. Nice to meet you."


"A pleasure to meet you, too, Musashi." The farmer straightened up. "So, that girl over there… is she travelling with you?"


"Yeah. Unfortunately."


"And she is your trouble?"


Musashi nodded. "Well, yeah. She got a funny fortune cookie and now she thinks we're destined to be together for all eternity."


The farmer nodded. "Hey, it happens." Musashi blinked. "Well, okay, not often."


"Right." Musashi turned to see how Koko was faring. As far as he could tell, she seemed to be lying on her back in the grass, tossing a pebble up into the air. "Ack, that's just like her," Musashi fumed.


The farmer glanced at Musashi. "She's waiting for you, you know… she's quite done resting."


"What?" Musashi turned to face Nojohito. "You can tell that?"


Nojohito smiled. "Well, I should think so, anyhow. You left her in enough of a huff, she probably thinks you're still angry with her. Miss Egao probably doesn't want to disturb you if you don't want to be disturbed, and who can blame her? Like I said, you left her thinking you were angry."


"Maybe you're right," sighed Musashi. "Oh, very well, I guess I'll go… go reassure her." He felt a little funny saying this, as he actually was somewhat annoyed with Koko, but somehow he couldn't think of anything else to say.


"Very well," said Nojohito. "Do as you like."


Musashi turned to go, then stopped. "Oh, and by the way… do you happen to know how much farther it is to Mushi-Mushi from here?"


Nojohito nodded. "You will reach the town in about nine hours of steady traveling, if you continue at the rate you've been going. You could easily make it there fairly early tomorrow if you start early."


"I… er, we usually do," said Musashi uncertainly. A thought had just struck him.


"Is that all?" smiled the farmer, looking at Musashi with keen, gentle eyes.


"Er… er… yes," said Musashi. He turned to go. "Sayonara, Nojohito-san," he murmured.


"Sayonara, Musashi-san… I wish the two of you luck on your journey!"


"How did he know Koko's last name?" muttered Musashi to himself, walking slowly back through the rice fields to where Koko was lying. "'Miss Egao'? You'd think he was some sort of mystic fire-priest or something, the way he seemed to sense things…"


Koko sat up as Musashi approached. "I'm ready to go if you are, Musashi-chan…"


Musashi nodded.  "I talked with the farmer over there. Nojohito, he said his name was. Said we were only another nine hours from Mushi-Mushi if we keep up our steady pace we've been going… can you handle that?"


Koko nodded slowly. "Yeah, I think I can manage. I'm sorry I upset you earlier, Musashi-chan…"


Musashi smiled as warmly as he could manage. "Don't feel bad, Koko… it's just that I've been on this journey for many weeks, and now that I'm so near the end, I feel a bit impatient to get there. I'm sorry I was so irritable. And I feel better now," he added suddenly, for in fact he did.


"Musashi…?"


"Come on, Koko," he smiled. "We can still make it a ways further tonight, if you feel up to it. We'll reach Mushi-Mushi tomorrow, and then… well, come what may! We'll face it together."


"All right, Musashi-chan!"


The pair walked forwards towards the setting sun and the capital of Ancient Japan. Soon his journey would be over, Musashi thought. Soon he would have reached his goal.


Next time, on BUNNY PRINCESS KOKO!… Koko and Musashi make their way into Mushi-Mushi, but SOMEONE seems to be waiting for them there! Ambushes and crazy ninjas wait around every corner, as a mysterious someone seems to wants their quest to end right here… but who? Plus, Nojohito explains how to be a good Samaritan… all this and more, next time on BUNNY PRINCESS KOKO~!!!
Episode II: My Favorite Ninja

Akabaka Roberts, the simultaneously rejected, required, and repressed garbageman of the Celestial World slowly walked down the sinuously winding steps of the Royal Celestial Tower. It was a long walk, and even though the tower was made of beautiful crystal and fine silver linings, he hated it. He had made this walk so many times before - always on his way up to that stupid corrupt Celestial Council. MISTER Ichi… huh! He'd show them all for what they were - just a privileged bunch of worthless, shiftless pigs, trying to rule the world from the sky. He stepped into a side-corridor, and then around a bend. There it was! His personal elevator. He got in. No need to press a button, it was already set to his mental frequency, it knew where to take him.


WHOOSH! That was one thing that Roberts liked about the Celestials. They had nice elevators, and they always kept them in tip-top condition. But, other than that, he could take them or leave them. They never really did much, now that he thought about it - just sat around in dark rooms formulating plans to increase their hold upon the world, and occasionally went bowling.


But now Akabaka was headed down to the middle world, for there was someone down there he needed to talk to. A special someone. Someone who would know just how to handle the situation.


"We made it."


Musashi walked slowly through the proud wooden gates of Mushi-Mushi, Capital of Ancient Japan, Koko stumbling breathlessly in behind.


"Is this… it?" Koko breathed.


"This is it," Musashi assented solemnly. "Mushi-Mushi. Capital of Ancient Japan. It is… the place where I belong."


"What?" Koko stared blankly at him. "But… I thought you said you didn't remember your past…"


"I don't." Musashi turned grandly around to face her, every bit the imperious man who knew something that SHE didn't, then sighed and sat down on a nearby bench. "You see," he began, "I do not remember my life before a certain point, about four years ago. The only memories that I have are of the eastern continent, China, training in the mountains. I have been training there for four long years - four years in which I did not know who I was or why I was there. But then… I had a vision. A dream that told me what to do… namely, to come here… so I did. And," he said, leaning back on the bench, "here I am today."


Koko nodded approvingly. "Dreams are good."


"Oy." Musashi wearily turned his head about to pear throughout the city. He could see a good deal from where he sat, on a bench near the entrance, with small gardens of marigolds sitting nearby and cherry trees interspersed sparsely throughout the streets. Actually, there wasn't much to see. Around this end of the city, the huts were all small and simple, built for function instead of form. There were plants, yes, but the aforementioned marigolds and cherry trees made up the majority of the demography… and as one went further in, the trees seemed to dwindle vaguely in number and size, while the marigolds grew more abundant. Down one nearby street, that looked to go straight for some ways, Musashi could see this more dramatically… there was definitely something funny going on with the gardening. He'd know for sure when they got further in… but still…


"Odd…" murmured Musashi, a thought suddenly striking him.


"What is it, Musashi?"


He turned to face his curious companion. "Well, Koko, I was just thinking how strange it is that I had this big dream about coming here and finding something big or something, perhaps rediscovering my past, and then I come here and there's not even a welcoming committee to say, 'Hi, Mr. Samurai, we're so glad to see you've finally made it'. You know?"


"Fate works in mysterious ways," Koko declared sagely.


"I guess so," said Musashi without much conviction, but it was just then that they had a visitor.


He was a thin, lanky man with a face like a weasel… er, like the FACE of a weasel, that is. He was dressed mainly in a sort of lilac-colored overtunic, with tauter black robes beneath, with a sort of baseball cap sitting backwards on his head. He smelled faintly of peaches.


"Greetings! Friends! Mr. Samurai, Miss Egao, how GOOD to see you!" His weasel's-face-like-face lit up in a broad, all-encompassing smile that seemed ready to take hold of anything friendly and grin at it forever. "It is my HUMBLE privilege, Miss Egao, to be the first to extend our HUMBLE welcome to your NOBLE selves. Miss Egao, Mr. Samurai, WELCOME to Mushi-Mushi."


Koko rubbed her hands with excitement at a sudden realization. "Ooh, are you the gerrymandering society - no, snorkeling committed for life - er, thing that Musashi was talking about?"


The man smiled patronizingly at Koko's enthusiasm. "Why, of COURSE I am. In fact, it is crucial for you to know that you are some of the MOST welcome visitors our HUMBLE town has had for quite some time! On behalf of the entire Ninja Socie - I MEAN, on behalf of the entire humble population of Mushi-Mushi, welcome."


Musashi stared at the happy, lilac-robed, peach-scented weasel-faced man for a long time. Finally, his voice almost shaking with disbelief, put forth this question. "Do you mean to t-tell me that you foresaw our coming? Y-you mean that we've been EXPECTED? By the whole TOWN!?"


"The whole town," the man smiled, bowing slightly.  "Even the Emperor is awaiting your presence."


"Koko," said Musashi, his eyes wide. "You know what this means, don't you?"


"Um, we get nice rice cakes?"


"This was all foreseen, planned by the Celestial spirits above. Koko, this is fate."


Koko scratched her head. "Um, that's nice, Musashi-chan."


The man smiled at her. "It is more than simply nice, Miss Egao. Follow me and I will take you through the streets to the Emperor's palace. Perhaps he can enlighten you as to why you've come here.

Handy translations of character names (for your information and personal betterment):

Musashi Wabishii ('Miserable Musashi')

Koko Egao ('Smiling Arc-child)

Princess Fuku-Fuku Fukona ('Disobedient Happiness Clothes')

Emperor Hashi Fukona (The Grand Imperial Rich Guy) ('Disobedient Chopsticks')

Akabaka Roberts (Archbob) ('The Scarlet Fool Roberts')

Nojohito the Random Farmer ('Farm Guy') (who happens to be a VERY skilled fighting farmer, albeit a farmer, and well read)

Ninjahito the Secret Ninja Agent ('Ninja Guy')

Smokey (well, it's not exactly Japanese…)

Jimbo Janitoira (Gaelic for Jimbo the Janitor, of course!) (SECRET INFORMATION: He's really a wise fire monk who occasionally helps the cause of good by speaking to Musashi in dreams or something… I don't know… but Musashi does not at first realize that he's really a janitor)

Cousin Margaret (proposed cousin of Princess Fuku)

Master Egao ('Smiling Master') (Koko's father, who used to be just an ordinary barkeep, but who now works in Archbob's favorite hangout, Archbob's secret 'underground' (and very nearly underground, for 'tis hidden in the basement of a Karaoke bar in Mushi-Mushi) Celestial Beer Bar of Doom)

Marilyn Monroe (Koko's mom??? Was I drunk when I wrote this!???)

Frou-Frou!

Angus Aberdeen! For wherever…

Lucan! Or is his name Larry? Only the 'L' medallion that he wears knows for certain!

Disclaimer: I do not know Japanese. All Japanese names herein used were taken more or less directly out of my brother's pocket-sized Japanese dictionary, and therefore probably really don't mean what I think they mean. So don't go blaming me if you go to Ancient Japan and ask for Musashi Wabishii and everyone thinks you're threatening to kill their pet goldfish Frank-san. Consider yourself warned.

