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Once Upon A Misty Sea

Chapter 1
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It had been ages...well...years since Eddy Tall had visited his cottage on Lake Of Mists. Too long in fact. Not since Sarah died, oh some six or so years earlier. 

When Eddy awoke from a night’s sleep that morning he decided the time was perfect to drive up to the cottage once more. Maybe he would get a sense of his beloved wife there because the cottage was where they were the most happy during their 55 years as Mr. and Mrs. Tall. It had been their hide-away from the world of business, family and a crowd of friends that were more interested in...well...That didn’t matter anymore. Eddy had locked all that out when none of those friends took the time to see Sarah off into the nether reaches of the afterlife....  where-ever that was.

Eddy’s life had changed again when at the age of 80 the government decided he was no longer fit to keep a driver’s license. He laughed that morning when he got in the car and drove off into what he was thinking of as oblivion, the cottage, that no one knew about...not even Eddy Jr. their no-count delinquent son who hadn’t even showed up to his mother’s funeral and only visited his father when he needed money. And...there is another part to the story of Eddy Sr’s. Son that will come to light at the end of this tale.

Eddy discovered he could drive just as well as he ever could and navigated the streets of the city easily remembering every turn on the way until he reached the highway. Once there it was clear sailing all the way to the lake and the cottage, with only one stop for a bite to eat and to buy up some food for the visit to Lake of Mists and the quaint, pioneerish log cottage and of course the boat he and his Mrs. had gone out in to fish up supper. He’d do the catching and scaling and she’d do the cooking. Their life together had always been just that balanced....just that perfect.

Eddy worried for a minute, well a small minute, probably seconds, that he had forgotten to lock up the house. But then he thought, “What does it matter? I am not going back and eventually someone will figure out I have gone and abandoned the place and...well...None of that matters now...it will all be explained when they find the kid.

The drive to the cottage, as always, took a perfect three hours and Eddy had his usual conversation with Sarah though Sarah was a little quiet, but then she never had much to say anyway, always happy mostly just to listen. Still Eddy could imagine her responses when she might have put in a word or two and of course one of her sweet endearing smiles. “That’s what I miss most my love. Your smiles. I don’t think I ever saw anyone else who could smile so beautifully and lovingly as you.” He recalled in a whisper as he turned the car into the cottage drive, a little over grown and “In need of a trim. I’ll do that tomorrow, maybe, or not. First a little fishing then well,”
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Chapter 2
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The cottage had a quietude to it that reached into Eddy’s heart with three senses, one of joyful memories, one of loneliness and one of emptiness. Opening it up and letting the sun in helped a little but without Sarah there with her smile a shadow of sadness lingered in the corners, especially in the breakfast nook where she often sat starring out over the water...dreaming...of something she never spoke about...except in her final words on her death bed...words that resounded ever after in Eddy’s memory. “It’s a happy place here in our little hideaway. Sometimes I wish we had someone to share it with.”  Had she been lonely all those years?

Indeed there was a mist upon the lake. A very fine one lingering in the late morning. It would stay on all day like it was...late summer...cool air and a pale sun. Eddy removed the silver urn with Sarah’s ashes from the travel bag, opened it and poured the contents on the table in the breakfast nook. “There my dear.” Eddy whispered lovingly then turned away and shuffled contently to the boat house where the little boat they had cherished waited for just one last row upon the lake. “Well maybe the second or third last.” Eddy said over a chuckle. “Maybe there is time for one last good vacation, or maybe not...who knows.”

The boat was sound Eddy determined after a thorough inspection which was his custom every year before trusting their lives to its float, .and the oars were just as solid as ever and the oar-locks to. He decided against taking the fishing pole and tackle box since Sarah would not be cooking any fish today...or tomorrow or any day after that.

Eddy climbed into the boat, cast off the line and pushed out onto the still waters of Lake of Mists. A warm, cozy feeling came over him and then appearing in a shimmer of pale golden light came Sarah all dressed up in her boating dress and the kitchen smock she used to wear to cook up the fish. She said not a word but sat there smiling sweetly as she always did, waiting to cook the lake trout her Eddy would catch. When he did reel one in she always said in a loving whisper, “My Eddy. You are such a fine fisherman. We would never starve if it ever came to that.”

Eddy rowed gently, steering the boat toward his favourite fishing spot where it was most likely he would catch a lake trout and as he moved further from the shore and closer to the deepest part of the lake the sun paled to late afternoon and the mist once only on the water’s edge drew toward Eddy, and the air cooled. A fish jumped. A breeze whispered. Sarah slipped away a crow cawed and....
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Chapter 3
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“She’s a fine day with a fair wind Mr. Tall. Keep us steady on our course and we’ll find the Easter’s long before we need them.” Said Captain Leonardo to the steersman.

Eddy smiled. “The rudder makes no complaint Cap’n and the yards are shoutin for joy. Naught will give us trouble this day and his Lordship will have a fine sail and her Ladyship will have a steady stomach. And look aport sir...I spy a whale....such a creature of beauty...not meant for killin I think.”

Eddy didn’t flinch at the change. It seemed as right to be at the helm of a tall ship as it seemed right to be rowing out to the middle of the lake and to make the moment even more right he knew that below deck his Sarah was busy in the Galley cooking up a feast of fish and fritters. “All’s well and couldn’t be better Cap’n Leonardo. Leave the steerin to me and we’ll be watchin the nauts whisper by with a hearty song.

In a cheerful whisper Eddy chanted his own version of a shanty. “Come get your gear in order. For we'll be a-leavin tomorrow. Heave away, me jollies, heave away. Come get your gear in order. For we'll be goin  across the water. Heave away me jolly mates, we're all bound away.

“Not quite the way I recall it.” Said the Captain with a chuckle.

“No sir it Taint but it’s how I remember it and it suits me fine.” Eddy replied.

“Then chant away Mr. Tall at your loudest voice and we’ll all join in with our best to keep up.” 

Then all at once 29 voices on the deck of the Mist of Dreams resounded. “Come get your gear in order. For we'll be a-leavin tomorrow. Heave away, me jollies, heave away. Come get your gear in order.  For we'll be goin  across the water. Heave away me jolly mates, We're all bound away.

And so it all seemed just as it should be. Eddy remembered the row boat on the Lake of Mists as clearly as clear could be and if he closed his eyes he could even see the rustic log cabin hide-away...and...himself sitting quietly in the boat with his beautiful Sarah.

“All is well.” He thought with a smile then took a better hold on the ships wheel adjusting the course that had wavered just a hint...easily righted.

And the Mist of Dreams rode the languishing swells of the south Atlantic ever nearing the southern tip of South America and the always challenging waters off the ragged shores of the Falkland Islands.

In fact Eddy veered his gaze westward and there etching a thin shadow above the surface of the sea, seeming to rise and fall with the swells was and island and certainly one of the Falklands, “East Falkland I’m sure.” He said aloud.

At the same moment as he drew in and excited breath he could feel the cold air that swirled about the tip of South America. Cape Horn even though the wind was hailing from the north east.

“The winds we face will not be kind.” Said the Captain as though reading Eddy’s mind.

“Down right mean Cap’n.” replied Eddy. “But rested I will be fit for the challenge sir.” He added.

“Aye Steersman...Aye...You know your way well....that’s easy to tell.”
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Chapter 4
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And before the good ship Mist of Dreams was but an hour’s sight off the Falklands the sea and the wind began a new song, sweet for a moment but hidden behind the sweetness was lament and beyond that whispers of rage.

And with the passing of hours to days and near on a week the swell of the Atlantic as it faced challenge with the Pacific grew shorter and deeper and the wind changed from tack to tack by the hour so that the steersman...not Eddy was taxed to his limit for he had but short experience upon the sea and none in the sea and wind of the cape.

So Eddy was beckon on deck and soon it began....and soon both steersmen were waiting for the raging winds of the Dark Passage...

“A storm comes Cap’n.” Eddy warned and the rudder is complaining. Afore long we’ll need a third set of hands to hold our course.”

“I am not above lending an old skill. Beckon me when the time is upon us.” Captain Leonardo replied in earnest.

“And what of our passengers Cap’n?”

“We’ve tucked them safely below and out of our way and the crew below deck is tightened down as well, including that wonderful cook.”

“Then we are in fair shape and no wind or wave or thunder breaker will spoil our course.” Cheered Eddy.

And the hours passed. And the winds twirled and twisted and the sea bound lifting the ship on high and dropping it into the valleys ever growing deeper as the watery mountains grew higher.

Still three men grasping the wheel held the ship a right or righted it when it turned or listed and the rain drove into their faces and the prow hung over their heads frighteningly near the point of floundering.

“There’ll be no vitals this night Mr. Tall.” Said the captain.

“But we ate well for breakfast and luncheon sir, so we’ll do well until all this blows by. Then we can all feast and rest until the strange winds of the Easter Islands challenge us again.” Came a cheerful and frightened response from Eddy Tall.

“From where you came Mr. Tall I know not but where ever it was I am glad you came to this vessel for you are our grace.” Complimented the Captain.

“I hail from the Lake of Mists is all I can say. How I came to be here is beyond my know. And sir I am glad to be in your company for you are a good skipper.” Replied Eddy.

Then.........
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Chapter 5
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A storm exploded...rain, wind, and finally hail that hammered the sheets relentlessly until two of the foresails were torn and the mizzen was nearly ripped completely from the mast. The mountains of wave tossed the great ship about like a toothpick yet for all the beating the Mist Of Dreams held together and the crew bravely kept her righted for long...long hours, but time proved to be an enemy none could withstand and it was certain the sailors would soon have spent their strength. And just as that moment seemed to be upon them the storm abated and the Mist of Dreams found itself in irons and not a breath of wind to be found.

“Well now tossed and twisted or lollygagging in irons!” Exclaimed the Captain. “Which is worse would you say Helmsman Tall.”

“For a time dead air is suitable, but not for long. Just enough for a good rest for the crew and passengers and a moment to mourn seaman Crans who was thrown from the nest minutes before the storm abated. But now I think the sea owes us a fair wind all the way to the Easters.” Eddy Tall answered. An answer that was received with a hearty bout of laughter from the Captain, mates, and crew.

“The sea will give no quarter to the likes of us if she wills it not. She takes....and takes and rare have I heard that she gives and, I see on the horizon another mast and in these waters that can only mean trouble, especially if it is a Spaniards mast I see.” Said the Captain...Then... “All hands to stations. Open the gun ports and load your canons. Better that we be ready even if our guest is friendly rather than caught asleep and vulnerable.”

And it was best that the Captain so ordered because the ship that came, though no Spaniard hoisted and even greater threat upon its mast. “A Pirate’s banner!!!” Cried the first mate.

“There’s a wind. Set sails abound and if we can before they are upon us. Flee for we are a pleasure craft not a warship and with but 10 canons we should put up a meager fight for one ship let alone three.”

And then...The Mist of Dreams crashed upon a stand of rocks barely beneath the surface of the calm sea and she sank...with all hands and crew...

“But is it not strange Cap’n that none perished and all found a way to this island seemingly casting up from the bottom of the sea to collect us?” Eddy Tall inquired. “And all being cast ashore on the same beach.” He added.

“Tis indeed strange!” Said his Lordship as he approached and a damn fool place to be when all rests on my attending business on the Easters.”

“Well my Lord Larkenwhite. It seems we’re all here stuck with other important places to be and it seems unlikely any shall find us soon or even later. And I might think that here as a matter of order Cap’n Leonardo has the rank and command....not you.” Belted out the first mate whose name was Alderfen...Sonny Alderfen.

The look on his Lordships face would have made an excellent cartoon for a political tabloid. He turned and stumped away.
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Chapter 6
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Sleep. 

It came with sunset and was good because beside Eddy lay his beloved Sarah though in the hours they had been together on that beach far from nowhere and marooned with 50 others she had had not spoken a word to him or anyone. It was as though she was mute, and it seemed, deaf as well for she did not respond to his or any others words directed toward her. She just stood or sat staring with that familiar sweet smile upon her lips.

But when they laid on the sand Sarah curled up at his side folding into his arms and together fell asleep in bliss.

And the sun rose, bright against a clear blue sky with the golden rays glinting off gentle waves edging into shore, a shore that was much smaller than the night before.

Eddy woke to see the island had grown smaller and to his utter dismay there remain but he and his silent Sarah who continued to stare and smile.

Though distressed by what had occurred in the night Eddy was plagued with hunger and thirst and nothing to quench either for the five trees left on the island bore no fruit and the pool of fresh water had been long swallowed by the sea.

And where had the others gone. Gone. Abandoning his wife and himself left to die of thirst long before starvation could claim them.

But a gruesome, morbid thought passed into his mind that would at least give sustenance
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