
Soul Edge 

Episode 1  

 

 The wind roared from every direction.  The great waves shook the ship, 

which seemed to groan in pain.  The fog was so thick that the young boy Nathaniel 

William Adams was unable to see the top of the mast.  When he tried, his eyes 

would reflexively shut when they were immediately hit by one of the countless 

drops of rain.  The flash of lightning and booming thunder, mixed with the 

dangerous swaying of the wooden ship, brought to him a fearful discomfort. 

 His father, however, expressed no worry at all.  Instead, he was gleeful.  

The English curio dealer specialized in rare weapons, and he had recently 

acquired one of the rarest weapons in the world. 

 “Let it be known,” he called triumphantly, “that on this day,” the wind made it 

difficult for Nathaniel to hear, “of the year 1562, that the legendary swords,” a boom 

of thunder drowned him out, “have now taken their place in my collection!”  He 

continued his speech, to which Nathaniel’s mother somehow managed to find 

comforting in the storm, but Nathaniel shifted his attention to a sailor who was 

calling him. 

 “Hey, Rock!” the sailor called him over.  He looked to be a teenager, 

probably only recently having entered the labour force. 

 Rock was Nathaniel’s nickname.  Though he was only thirteen years old, he 

had a physical strength that would be considered impressive to a full-grown man.  

Almost everyone called him by this name, to the point that some didn’t even know 

his real name. 

 “I need to bring these barrels down to the storage rooms, lend a hand?”  

The sailor grimaced at the dozen-odd barrels behind them.  A number of them 

were tipped over.  Rock agreed to help; it would give both of them a chance to get 

out of the rain and noise, at least temporarily. 
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 While the sailor heaved a barrel with both arms and slowly made his way 

below deck, Rock picked up his own barrel and lifted it onto his shoulder with one 

arm, and strode down the stairs and repeated.  After a number of minutes, they 

were both in the storage room, as soaked as ever.  Rock had brought down the 

majority of the barrels, but it was the sailor whose sweat mingled with the rainwater 

that covered him. 

 For a short while, the two engaged in small chat, but the sailor said to Rock 

he had more work to do.  After thanking him he, he returned to top deck and left 

Rock alone in the storage room. 

 Rock didn’t particularly have a curious nature, but he idly walked around the 

room and examined the various supplies that had been stored there with little 

regard to organization.  An assortment of questionable materials and attractive 

sculptures, as well as standard naval equipment, took the bulk of the room.  Rock, 

however, only skimmed through each of them.  His short, brown hair had mostly 

dried, but his clothes still clung to his skin.  He sniffed every few seconds; no doubt 

he was going to catch a cold from this weather. 

 As he was thinking that, Rock spotted something that did interest him.  It 

was wrapped around a green cloth, but he instantly it for what it was. 

 Under that green cloth were the two swords his father had been, and 

perhaps still was, boasting about.  His father had participated in a secret auction, 

like a number of the passengers on this ship, and it was the origin of some of the 

more estranged items Rock had just recently examined. 

 His father’s glee over these swords had certainly perked Rock’s curiosity, 

however, and so he carefully picked up the swords and placed them on a nearby 

desk.  He untied the knots and pulled back the cloth. 

 One of the swords was shaped like a standard broadsword, while the other 

was shorter and had a wicked curve in its blade.  But what truly caught Rock’s eye 

were the hilts.  They were a deep violent in colour, and looked like the flesh of a 

monster.  It wrapped around the hilts and over the guards, and spread just under 
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halfway up of either blade.  Protruding from the flesh nearer the hilt were what 

looked like the sharp, curved teeth of a beast, arranged such that if wielded either 

blade, it would look at though you had inserted your hand into its maw. 

 Rock felt a strange temptation to pick up the swords.  He knew he shouldn’t; 

his father obsessed over keeping his weapons clean and would surely scold Rock 

if he smudged the blade.  In spite of that reasoning, however, Rock had lifted one 

of his hands and began to reach for the longer blade. 

 “Nathaniel!” his father’s voice broke the silence.  Rock, surprised, quickly 

drew back his hand and looked over his shoulder.  By the smile on his face, his 

father didn’t notice that Rock was about to touch his new sword. 

 “Just couldn’t wait to take a look, could you?” he said, walking up beside 

Rock and looking down at the twin swords.  “Your mother and I wondered where 

you went, so I came below decks to look for you.  Wet outside, eh?” 

 Rock suppressed a hesitation.  “Yeah.  I was helping one of the sailors, then 

just wanted to stay dry.” 

 His father smiled again.  “Yeah, Nature is really trying hard to dampen our 

spirits.  But with beauties like these?  We’re invincible!” he laughed, and then let 

out a fake sigh.  “I spent a lot of money on these.  Think everyone will be jealous if 

I show it off a little?” 

 “I think you’ve been talking about it long enough that you’ve scared all the 

jealous people to the stern.” 

 His father let out another hearty laugh.  “You may be right.  Great!  Let’s go!” 

 

 Although the storm raged rampantly around him, the Dread Pirate 

Cervantes de Leon stood at the bow of his ship, the Adrian, as though there were 

only a light breeze.  He peered into the thick fog, his arms folded across his chest 

and his white hair blowing chaotically under his tricorne. 

 “Captain,” said one of his crewman in a low voice, “we’re approaching 

them.” 
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 Cervantes let out a small smile and a chuckle.  “Good.  Sail up beside them 

and open fire as soon as possible,” he commanded. 

 “Yes, captain!” 

 The pirate captain’s smile faded.  Well, Vercci, I may well have found your 

prize.  

 Vercci was an Italian weapons merchant, known to Spaniards such as 

Cervantes as the “Merchant of Death.”  It was him who had outfitted the Adrian 

with its current artillery, and so when he approached Cervantes with his proposition, 

he had to accept it. 

 That was slightly more than a year earlier, and now, Cervantes was about to 

attack a ship ferrying an antiques dealer and his so-called “strange article.” 

 There had been no evidence that this was the prize he, and Vercci, sought, 

but Cervantes was the Dread Pirate, and as such whatever was on board the 

vessel would likely prove useful in one way or another. 

 He turned and walked toward the centre of the deck with a widening smile 

on his face.  Cervantes could hardly control his anticipation for a coming battle, and 

ordered someone to bring him his swords. 

 One of them kneeled down in front of him, the two swords held above his 

head.  Cervantes took them both, dismissed the crewman, and looked at his 

weapons with fondness. 

 His swords were Acheron, a long sword, and Nirvana, a pistol sword.  

Nirvana’s blade was shorter, and its hilt was that of a pistol.  He checked the 

magazine; it was full.  These two swords had served him well for many years, and 

they would do so for yet another night. 

 “Captain, the cannons are ready and aimed.  They haven’t noticed us.” 

 Cervantes grinned malevolently again, and raised Nirvana into the air.  He 

pulled the trigger, announcing his presence, and soon followed it with the order to 

fire. 
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 “Get ready, me hearties!  There she blows!  Helmsman, hard to port!  Ready 

the cannons … fire!” 

 

The sound cut through the storm, and everyone aboard the ship froze.  

Rock’s father stood with his swords still partially wrapped in the cloth, the prideful 

smile completely evaporated.  Rock himself was also frightened, but he didn’t fully 

understand what was happening. 

“That… that was-“ one of the sailors stuttered, but could not finish the 

sentence. 

Then a much heavier gunshot erupted into the air, followed soon after by an 

explosion of splintered wood and debris. 

“Pirates!” many people called, and many more burst into a panic.  Some 

drew swords, some cowered behind crates and in corners, and others fled below 

decks.  The taunts and jeers of the pirates began, and increased in volume with 

every passing moment, only to cut off by another deafening cannon blast. 

Rock’s mother had wrapped her arms around him in an almost-painful 

embrace.  Rock’s father looked them for a moment, then down at his swords. 

“I can’t…” he muttered, “I can’t let them find them!”  He hastily wrapped 

them in the cloth and, after staggering from another explosion, turned and started 

to run for the storage room. 

Rock’s mother tried to stop him at first, but he didn’t seem to hear her over 

the screams of everyone else.  Trembling, she looked around for a moment, then 

ushered Rock to a small, unoccupied corner near the bow of the ship. 

“Wait for us here.  Don’t leave this spot until we come back!” She said, her 

voice full of distress.  She then turned and started to dash in her husband’s trail. 

Rock looked to the far side of the ship in time to see the pirates begin 

boarding their ship, their cutlasses drawn and slaying whomever they met.  His 

eyes were drawn to the man laughing the loudest; he wielded two swords that 

reminded Rock of his father’s swords.  He looked to be the captain of the attackers. 
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He slew the few sailors that managed to attack him, and with his smaller 

blade, locked weapons with one other.  Rock saw him sneer, then heard the 

gunshot and saw the man fall back.  The pirate captain laughed uproariously again, 

and walked with confidence below decks. 

The slaughter continued in front of Rock, who remained unmoving and 

terrified for his parents. 

 

Cervantes could almost smell the treasure he sought.  He walked through 

the steps without hesitation until he arrived in the doorway of what he assumed 

was the storage room.  A man spun around at the sound of Cervantes’ heavy 

footsteps.  Cervantes shot him.  He toppled to the wooden floor, and two swords 

fell from the cloth he was carrying and sprawled across the panels.  The Dread 

Pirate didn’t doubt their identities for a moment; this is what he had been searching 

for. 

The room had become silent, and the massacre above seemed distant as 

Cervantes stepped towards the two swords, sheathing his own.  The violet-

coloured flesh could not have been natural, which Cervantes’ took as further proof 

that these were the two swords he sought. 

He bent down and gripped both swords, and instantly he felt their power 

flow through him.  It was unlike anything he had ever felt; an ecstasy that easily 

outmatched any other experience he had ever felt in his forty-eight years of life.  

He started to laugh.  Quietly at first, but it soon escalated into the darkest 

laugh he had released yet. 

Someone screamed behind him.  Cervantes turned around - his malevolent 

smile still spread across his face - and merely glanced at a woman, screaming at 

the sight of her dead husband, before stabbing her with one of his new weapons. 

The sword seemed to pulsate as the woman’s blood covered the sword, and 

the feeling, that he could only darkly relate to a delicious meal, spread to 
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Cervantes’ body.  He felt immensely satisfied, and hungered for more.  Breaking 

out into an insane laughter, he began searching for more souls to consume. 

 

 Rock watched as the pirate captain reappeared from below decks with his 

fathers’ weapons in his hands, and his heart clenched.  The pirate immediately 

charged and slew several sailors, bursting out in a delighted cackle each and every 

time.  It was not long before nobody, aside from the hidden Rock, to have been 

slain. 

 “Captain!” called one of the other pirates, “the ship is startin’ to sink!  Let’s 

get out of here.” 

 The pirate captain completely ignored him, continuing to laugh as he raised 

the two swords into the air. 

 “This is it,” he said.  He sounded truly insane.  “This is what I’ve been 

searching for!  I’ve found it! 

 “Soul Edge!!” 

 The other pirates roared in triumph and started to return to their own vessel.  

The pirate captain remained staring at his swords with glee. 

 Soul Edge? Rock repeated in his head.  He did not recognize the name, but 

those were surely his father’s weapons.  Rock turned his gaze from the pirate to 

the stairwell his parents and ran down what seemed like an eternity earlier, and he 

wondered how much longer he’d have to wait.  His eyes were stained with tears, 

but they continued to patiently and obediently stare at the stairwell, waiting for his 

family to return to him. 

 

 


