The Moon gently graced the sandy beaches of the island as the wolf like swordsmen gently walked down it. The white tropical sands moistened and cooled his paw like feet as he approached another. This man, with the cat ears was his opponent a Samurai form a distant land, who had challenged him earlier that day to a duel by moon light, the cherry blossoms blew between the noble wolf swordsmen and the ocelot boy samurai. This was it the time had come, only one would……

“Gallen get on with it, and why are you talking to yourself.” The cute little half changed dolphin boy stared up at the half changed ocelot young man with his big green eyes, “And why do you say it is at dark, it is only noon?” Gallen sighed as he looked down at his young friend, Cody Archer, the two stood there on the beach waiting for Amberos to join them in what Gallen called al little contest in swordsmen ship. With some luck and a lot of begging to Aubery and Sabin, Gallen had received two bokens, hakama and a gi top, with the feral lab insignia. Though he appreciated the outfit, everything they got on this island had that damn insignia. A constant reminder of who was there new god and where they where trapped. For the past week since Gallen first changed, he had locked himself up in his Duplex. Only allowing Cody in and finally Amberos, who had one day tagged along with Cody to meet eth new islander and help cheer him up. It was during that first meeting the two learned of each others interest in swordsmanship. Amberos leaning to the traditional western style of fencing, while Gallen, though Irish in blood, liked the Japanese sword art of kendo. 

As Gallen brushed his foot in the most sand enjoying the feel between his toes and setting his hand on Cody’s head, so to once again ruffle the boys white blond hair; something that he knew annoyed the boy and found funny; he reflected on the day that they agreed to this mock duel.
“Fencing vs. Kendo? Sound interesting but they are totally different styles, like Soccer vs. Basketball.”  Amberos sat there in his duplex, tail swooshing behind him in his chair which he reclined in. Before Gallen had come by, Amberos had decided to once again try and finish reading his Harry Potter book. No such luck as the heavy, Knock, knock, knock came from his door.

Gallen sat on his bed, his small tail swooshing as well as he excitedly explained his idea, “ Yhea, ah know they be different. But id be fun.” The Irish ocelot boy 
