
The sky is as clear as the morning star, no cloud in sight. Though there is a slight breeze, it's still 
nothing more than a whisper. One should know that the weather of the Grand Line can be tricky at 
times, and now is such a time. The sky darkens, clouds appear out of nowhere, wind blows like it 
was angry—a storm is coming, one that will blot out the sun in the middle of the day and make the 
ocean rage.

In this storm, there's one unlucky boat floating idly as the ocean is turning into a graveyard of 
ships. The boat is being hammered by the waves and a thunder roars some distance away. Though 
the situation looks grim for the boat, the sole passenger aboard is still sleeping soundly like nothing 
out of the ordinary had happened. One can only wonder whether this passenger cares for her life or 
not. Once a huge wave causes water to splash upon the passenger on-board, she finally opens her 
eyes but only partly.

She sits up swiftly once she realizes that there's a storm raging after surveying the surroundings. 
She can only see a dark scenery around her where flashes of thunder are the only source of light. 
Once the passenger has thoroughly grasbed the situation, she starts working on her suvival. She 
tries to stabilize the sail, however, the nature's wrath does its best to obstruct her.
Although it's true that the storm alone is enough to sink her boat if she makes even the slightest of 
mistakes, it's still the least of her problems, for when a thunder flashes nearby, a shadow can be seen
beneath the waves, one that'd make even the experienced sailor shiver in terror.

It's a serpent.
The passenger on-board has no idea what's behind her, rising from the ocean. This serpent isn't 

stupid, it knows how to sneak on its prey, and thus the passenger is unaware of the imminent threat, 
until a thunder behind her makes a shadow of the serpent.

The serpent lunges at the passenger, knowing that the shadow had given away its presence.
The passenger turns around, kicking up a stave from the floor of the boat, catching it midair. The 
stave has long sword-like blades on both ends.

The serpent is being stared at by the passenger, the eyes gleam, two fiery rings of gold.
The serpent is now aware of its prey. It knows who the passenger is.

It regrets its own actions.
Just as the serpent is about to consume the passenger, a thunder roars near the boat, causing a 

flash of bright light. Once the flash is gone, so is the head of the serpent as well, its body slithering 
back into the depths to be locked away in the Davy Jones' Locker.

The passenger resumes her operation to stabilize the boat, but once she realizes that the head of 
the serpent happened to drop onto the deck, she can't help but pout unhappily in this raging storm.


