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High on the Seven Seas sailed a galleon with her crew. The ship, Dark Waters, fought through a violent squall well into the wind-filled night. A storm on the eastern edge brewed as the ship traversed the moonlit path to a place of legend and lore. 

The captain studied at his desk the maps of his prolonged voyage. As he stared at the aged parchments, he took their hand-drawn images into account. He traced the longitude and latitude lines, while land lain silhouetted- he digressed, a yearning he felt without. 

With his quill in hand to mark their course, his mind harkened to the past. Patchwork memories colored his thoughts. Murky images bewildered his psyche until his daydreams reverted to his home and family. 

He glanced at a brown leather purse beside his pipe and sextant. He looked inside at the gold coins he had reserved for his boy’s education. A fine inheritance he had saved as he waited for the day to pass along these possessions. 

The captain mussed his graying beard. Long had he sailed. He needed to find a homeward port. His family’s faces began to fade; thus, it was deemed a landing was of great import. Although, he felt a familiar angst of an erstwhile complaint that accompanied his overdue plans.  

Soon, he surmised, a fateful destination would be reached for he knew neither penance nor peace. He recognized the signs, even if his crew remained nescient. In the meantime, his orders were simple: skirt the ship between the storm and land, hoping to trick fate with a slight of hand. He felt there was no room for inner debate and refused to admit that the hour was, indeed, growing late. 

In the glass of his compass, the truth revealed itself. His eyes were worn with age. His skin dried with leathery thickness and his brow furrowed in sadness. His life at sea was long and hard, training new crews for a score. He was tired. He wanted to go home, but the drive to be a shepherd beckoned him onward even more.  

Another truth from his younger days stared back at him. In the depths of his soul, he acknowledged, destiny could not be short-changed. The toll was a hefty one for his past crime. When you are labeled a Jonah, your actions are self-defined. In his case, his failure to tie off a rope for a second time meant he had to walk the plank. 

The weakest link on a ship endangers the crew, he reminded. A lesson was learned, but almost too late. He accepted that he was a chance his captain could not take. He was removed from the vessel and left to tread water. In the deep blue sea, he eventually sank to the dubious Locker.  

In the Depths, a sailor has no friends. The images of his ordeal were clouded with some type of parallax. To and fro, past and present, two different points of reference. Which way should his vision go?  

Beautiful singing lured him even further away-

With a lurch, the ship jumped forward through time and space. A huge wave did the Dark Waters climb until the ship’s motion stopped mid-slide. The captain felt certain the end of their journey was nigh. 

Through the porthole, he did peer. The night became tranquil with neither wind nor rain. The distant storm had vanished as did the westward coastline. Their course had been diverted into an unknown domain. With a sigh, the captain decided to meet his fate. He pocketed his purse and pipe, as he exited his cabin into the mysterious night. Amidst the stern he trod, up the stairs, he then stood above, staring destiny straight in the eye.  

Under the starlight, the ship’s activity did bustle. The deck hands swabbed as part of their duties. Other crew members threw over seaweed and retied the lines. Over in the corner, the cook used a bucket to gather wayward fish for dinner. Everyone seemed aligned. 

The earlier energy of the sea had been grave, but this all-seeing eye remained placid. Somehow Dark Waters was swept up in the current and remanded into the calm. Only an incantation could have left them stranded in such perfect condition. 

“Captain on deck.” The first mate called. 

The captain waved off the attention. “As you were.” 

He knew the ship’s crew had heard of this magic before, and might wonder how he would counter this apparent adverseness. For an enchantment like this one smelled of memory, mystery, and rancor. Still the men knew not to question evermore the fathomless.  

The first mate scurried to the captain. “Sir!” 

“Report.” 

“Another one has come aboard. Small and scrawny, would you like to throw this one overboard?”

“You know we do not do that here.” He noticed his first mate’s visible fright. “Something else weighing on your mind?” 

He gazed upward and his voice lowered to a whisper. “Captain Houston, we’ve somehow ended up in the eye of the storm.” 

“I know.” 

His second officer stared at him. “What witchcraft is this? We are safe for the moment in a storm we never sailed, and a puddle of black water sits at the foot of the steering wheel, and reappears even after it has been swabbed. A whirlpool, no less. Are we cursed?”

“Take me to this mystery and keep the men on task. We need no talk of curses or witchcraft. Everything under Heaven is his dominion, even this captain’s fate. Is that understood?”

“Yes, sir.” Up the steps to the wheel, the first mate led the way. “Captain Houston, what do we do? If it’s not magic, then are we in the realm of sirens... and, mermaids?” 

With a hand on his first mate’s shoulder, the captain did console. “Stay in the eye of the storm until I return, Mac. Make sure a feast is prepared and the men satiated. I will deal with the evil that has maligned our ship and be back before daybreak.” 

With a nod, Mac acknowledged his orders. 

After the other’s confirmation, the captain slipped one foot into the vortex. In an instant, he fell straight into the blackhole. Myths and memories collided in a magical realm with which he plunged. Without chart or compass, his mind splintered in a million directions, then returned back as one. 

Did he hear a musical voice? 

Light blinded him at first, as he appeared before a woman in an underground cave. Her countenance in decades hence saw no age. Her navy satin dress seemed unnaturally fluid with the sparkle of sapphires along the bodice. 

Was this the magician herself, or the Depth’s malignant accomplice? 

As his mind cleared, he recognized her from the Locker. She was inhuman. Out of the water, as she was at present, she donned two legs. With a splash of liquid on them, he recollected, did her true nature take center stage. Underneath the facade, her hideous face could only be ascertained, if she lifted her spell, and he waited to discover that glimpse into hell.  

Her glamorous appeal also sung to him a siren’s song from antiquity. A note from her glorious voice is how she reined: “You summoned me, Christopher? 

The man folded his arms over his chest. “I could ask you the same, Aetheshella. You now have the courage to call me by my Christian name? You hadn’t when I was a lad. I demand to know why you swallowed my ship so near the shallows and into a storm?”  

The mermaid simpered. “I have not. I did not. Life has brought us to these crossroads... your faith will not save you from this weight. Our lives intersect again, but this time, not because I called you. You are here because the Fates made it so. Are you ready to pay your price to the Depths?”   

The captain’s angry stance did not change. He knew some deception was afoot. “My heart is pure and in balance. You cannot make that claim. I am no longer that scared boy you absconded with-”

She cleared her throat. “You mean: saved?”  

The captain bobbed his head. His memory seemed clouded, but a few instances still endured unscathed. “Even at fifteen, I beat you at your own game. I owe you nothing, Okeanos declared, but my disdain.”  

The mermaid appeared not to like his answer as she clasped her bosom. “Well, I need nothing from the mortal world, but a soul. Everything else is just the same. Maybe you would like to make a wager? Your soul is tainted with the actions of the past. Did you not walk the plank?”  

Her innocent act made him grin. “No thanks to you. You thought I was of age. Able to make a deal, you soon discovered the rules, as applied, can be changed. I uncovered your plot and that was the save. I owe you nothing treacherous nymph. I expect to be on my way.” 

As he turned to leave the way he came, she stepped forward with an outstretched hand. “Not so fast, Captain of the Dark Waters. You still lied. You were the weakest link and my right.” 

He backed up, whilst he observed that he stood on an isle inside a massive cavern. The land mass was sparse. No more were they ten feet apart, encircled by black water with foam and blue tributaries swirling around them. Flashes of mermaid tails protruded from the stygian seascape. Hungry the horde was for a taste of flesh and bite of soul. He knew where he was forevermore. The Depths cried out, and there were no one to feed upon. 

“No, Aetheshella, the moniker no longer sways. Call someone else your Jonah for I am Captain Christopher Houston, and nothing can take that away.”  

The angelic-looking creature’s face distorted in her rage. “I have and I can. He is on another’s ship, and this time, he is of age. I will take this Jonah, and it will curse you for the rest of your days.” 

Christopher laughed. “There is no such weakness that I am privy to that taints me in anyway. You lie. What curse would malign me?”  

The mermaid gestured with her hand and the whirling black pool that he arrived through elevated from the middle of the sand. Rocks from the island formed a chest high receptacle for the
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