The Death of Sango?!?

Part I


“…it has been 3 days since we lost Sango on our journey. That damn Naraku. It’s like he doesn’t care for anybody but himself. Oh diary, so many have happened since she has been gone. Miroku spends several sleepless nights keeping watch, hoping she’ll come back somehow. Kirara left to go find her, and has yet to return. Shippo got stung by one of Naraku’s poisonous wasps. He’s not dead, but his life hangs on the edge of a knife. And Inuyasha…”


It’s the middle of the night. We find our friends in a dark, dense forest. Inuyasha and Co. went here to seek shelter from the passing rainstorm from their travels to find Naraku’s lair.  Miroku and Inuyasha had set up camp while Kagome tended to Shippo’s dying life. His tiny body seems to be slipping away every day. Later that night, everyone rested for he night. Kagome and Miroku were now the only one’s awake. As Kagome finished her entry in her diary, Miroku, as Kagome said, made his post and watched for any sign that Sango had returned.


“Damn you Naraku,” he thought to himself. “Damn you to hell. I swear on my life, I will personally kill you. I’ll slaughter you like the demon you are.”


“Miroku,” Kagome said, making Miroku come back to reality. He was glad to be interrupted, and he didn’t know anyone else was up. As Kagome stared into his eyes, her look had changed from frustrated that he wouldn’t answer the previous two times to saddened and worried for him. His eyed were so weak from hardly any sleep. His thin stomach showed he hadn’t eaten a lot in a while.


Oh, Kagome, I didn’t know you were awake.” He tried to hide his sadness from Kagome, but it was no use. He couldn’t help but cry.


“Oh Miroku, You need to get to sleep. We’ll be there soon.”


“I can’t, Kagome. I can’t sleep. Every time I try, that horrible moment when Naraku took her haunts my dreams. She’s all I can think about. Kagome, I don’t know what to do.”


“Oh Miroku…” Kagome started to cry. She too missed Sango, but she knew it was nothing compared to what Miroku was experiencing.


“Please don’t cry, Kagome,” said Miroku after he softened up and went to Kagome to try to cheer her up. He couldn’t have her crying, too. “You’re too precious to cry. I’m sure she’ll find her way back. You’ll see.”


Kagome finally calmed down. She could tell Miroku was trying his best, so she held back her tears and went to sleep. Meanwhile, Miroku continued to take watch.


“Oh, Sango,” he thought, “I hope you’re OK, for all of our sake.”

Part II

It was morning. The Co. was ready to leave. Kagome wrapped Shippo in a blanket and set her in the basket of her bike. Miroku, as every morning, waited a few minutes more, to make sure they wouldn’t leave Sango in case she had come back. Afterwards, he gave up, and they were on their way.


“Dang,” said Inuyasha after a ways off, “ I left Tetsuiagi back at the campsite.”


“Oh just leave it. You look dumb-looking when you carry that thing around.”


Inuyasha then pulled out a fan and started slapping Miroku up side the head. What the heck did you just say?!?” Inuyasha yelled out in rage.


“Yaaah! I was just kidding, Inuyasha.”


Inuyasha finally ceased the slapping. “Rrrrr, don’t kid like that!”


“Would you two quit fighting?” Kagome interrupted. “We need to head back and get the sword. Who knows if it’s still there?”


“Kagome’s right, Inuyasha. We need to hurry.”


“Right,” agreed Inuyasha.


The party raced back to the campsite. When they finally got there, they were greeted 

