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The Fisherman

 


The salt-licked boat bounced in the dismal
embrace of Daimrem Rock, a once proud luxurious fishing community,
now just as eroded as the lone boat which caressed her wake.
Hundreds flocked once the fishing proved ineffective and without
further economic gain. Yet one man refused to leave; his soul
thrived in these waters. A pair of hands littered with scars, some
stretched to the blood-stained wrists, wrestled a fish in cardiac
arrest from the water. His weathered fingers snapped loose the hook
from the fish and dropped it back into the water.

The man’s chapped lips split from the
unforgiving sun. His rancid teeth gnawed against the nape of the
squirming fish. A spittle of blood erupted from the gills before
the man delivered the final snap with a hard twist of his head.

“Ah, the sun’s burning
heart delivers its emotional tirade over these rocks.” The man’s
smile, although genuine, made his guest uneasy.

“How much longer?” the
young man asked. “We’ve been out here since daybreak.”

“Ah, son, there’s no limit
to their lazy climb to the surface. They will draw close to our
world, and then within a moment’s notice will you see the beauty of
Daimrem Rock.”

“I’m starving, and
thirsty.”

“Have some of the
wildlife,” the man offered the remainder of the fish. “A bit raw,
but that’s how I like it.” His neck swelled with a breath of air. A
series of small scars could be seen beneath his jaw line. “Here,
have some water as well.” He handed over a thermos.

“You have a lot of scars
old man.” The young man took the fish and scowled. “Really, you
expect me to eat this shit?” His blond hair cut close to the roots.
His face still absorbed the sun and singed tan. He took a hard swig
from the well-aged crimson thermos. The water tasted odd, but his
thirst was overwhelming and his thoughts were taken over by the
basic need for water.

“I’ve been through many a
battle, many fights against these aquatic wonders. Sharks, whales,
squids, even the lobster has caught me off guard at times. They
love to pinch!” He held up his right hand: the right ring finger
severed above the knuckle. “Never saw the fucker. He clamped down
and snapped off the finger at the bottom of the reef.”

“This boat seems to have
your same history.” The young man snapped off a piece of the boat.
“Brittle and unreliable.”

“Reliable is boring,” he
sighed. “By the way, my name is Manson Sparks.”

“Chris, my name is
Christopher.” His eyes squinted from the sun’s spreading light.
“Damn, it’s bright out here today.” He drank another round from the
thermos. “This water tastes a bit weird. You sure it’s okay to
drink?”

“Tell me Christopher, do
you like fishing?” Manson asked, refusing to answer the question
about the water.

“I’ve always had the
desire to experience it.” Chris reached for the hook that was
submerged in the water. “You?”

“Ah, I’ve been a part of
the sea for quite some time.” Manson gazed out across the inlet.
“Ever since the dawn of my birth.”

“Do you always have to
speak with such agonizing drama?” Chris dangled the hook. “Are we
attempting another round?”

Manson took the bloodied hook from him. “You
are starting to turn crimson from the sun’s bath.” He rummaged
beneath his bench. “Here, borrow this. It’ll keep you
fashionable.”

Christopher snapped the powder-blue
fisherman’s hat from Manson. “Are you joking? This looks
ridiculous.”

“What’s ridiculous is the
story I’m going to tell about the dumb ass who turned red.” Manson
snorted. “That would be a funny story to tell her.”

“Her?” His interest
piqued. He placed the hat on his head. “This does look ridiculous.”
He reached for his phone. “Do you mind if I take a
selfie?”

“Yeah, no phones are
allowed here. It’s in the contract.”

“I read the contract,” he
said. “Come on, one picture. My crew on Instagram will love
this.”

Manson sighed. “No. What is it with you kids
today? Rules are written for a reason. Especially my rules.”

“Okay, okay,” Chris said.
“I won’t do it.” He put the phone back in his pocket. “So, tell me
about this chick of yours.”

“Chick?” Manson was
amused. He took off his beige hat and ran his hand through his
silver hair. He returned the hat and cradled the hook in his left
hand. His fingers stroked the piece of metal. A small prick from
the hook drew blood from Manson’s left index finger. It trickled
down the finger and stained his palm. “It’s an excruciating
exercise to recall the lengthy story of our tribe.”

“Tribe?”

“In a sense of the word.
We were very tight, a lucid kinship if you will.” Manson tinkered
with the hook once more. “Our community thrived on fishing.
Millions on millions of schools entered these very waters. Our
economic status also benefited from the fisherman’s daring jaunts
against the mighty breast of the sea.”

“Again, you spin a
dramatic top.” Christopher gazed out across the inlet. The rocks
were eroded to humps on the various islands, the water splashed
with fragile energy against the shores. “This place has seen better
days. Brittle as your soul, old man.”

“There would be a time I
would sever your head for spewing such filth. Yet, as time
progresses, I fear my once-proud community has
regressed.”

“What happened exactly
here that destroyed the vibrancy of the area?”

“I was part of a unique
tribe. A tribe that spent most of our days and nights in the water
searching for food and wealth, and at times enjoying ourselves. We
were young and naïve back then. If we ransacked a chest left bereft
by scathing pirates, we soon depleted the wealth on food and
drink.” Manson’s wrinkled, deformed hands closed around the hook in
a wave of emotion. His sunken eyes stared with desolate remembrance
across the quiet water.

“My friends and I can
certainly sympathize with that. We also enjoy a good time in the
company of women and drink.”

Manson snickered. “These weren’t just women,
they were goddesses.”

“We all say that,” he
said. “Once they spread their legs, they are all
goddesses.”

Manson uncorked his fist and punched
Christopher in the face. The edge of the hook sliced the lower
lip.

“What the fuck was that
for?” Chris bent over the tattered starboard side of the boat to
collect himself and spit out the warm blood. His eyes caught
several shadows swirling beneath the water.

“Never disrespect a woman
like that. Your language offers no redeeming quality.” Manson
returned to his side of the boat and settled back down with a deep
breath.”

The shadows breathed in the drops of blood.
Their nostrils swelled with the sweet scent.

“Morgana was a goddess.
Her father defined the word. He built our world on the back of his
labor and wealth. Many died for our tribe, many sacrificed for the
greater good. I am in the midst of that sacrifice. I have become
the sacrificial lamb lost against the erosion of a mighty
city.”

“Fine,” he grumbled. “I
guess I deserved that for being out of line. Next time you hit me,”
he said shaking his fingers. “I’m pressing charges.”

Manson ignored him. It had been a lengthy
solitude since someone actually inquired about his tumultuous past.
“I attended a party one night and had my fair share of wine and
lobster.” He smacked his lips. “I can still taste the butter and my
nostrils still bathe in red wine.”

Christopher kept silent. His eyes kept a
watch on something else. The shadows snuck closer to the idling
boat. What looked like a fin broke the surface with an innocent
slap. He was going to alert the old man, but figured he’d wait for
him to finish the story. He certainly didn’t want to get punched
again.

“It was a regal gala
thrown by Morgan’s father. I was a lieutenant officer in his naval
army. My responsibility was reconnaissance. I remember spending the
day with his daughter, and it was splendid. We were in love and
frolicked everywhere and soaked in the sun and splashed in the
water. We ransacked sunken chests and bathed in
avarice.”

“Sounds like our
modern-day teenagers.”

“There’s a definitive
thread of correlation, yes.”

“What
happened?”

“An underwater earthquake
split apart our kingdom and the responsibility fell on my shoulder
and my naval team. Her father blamed me for the disaster and killed
my team.”

“But spared
you.”

Manson grinned. “Yeah, ain’t that the kick
in the nuts?” He buried the hook in the starboard with a furious
imprint. “His daughter pleaded for me, but ultimately my fate would
be decided.”

“Which was what, a
fisherman?” Christopher laughed.

“My fate was determined to
be stripped of my rank and live out my life as a fisherman. Yes, I
lost my aquatic rights, no longer could I see my lovely
lady.”

“So what are you doing
here? Just fishing?”

Silence.

A real uncomfortable silence rocked the
boat.

“You feel that?” Manson
reached beneath his bench and pulled out a knife.

“That bump,
yes.”

“They are
here.”

“Who?” Christopher looked
over the edge of the boat. The shadows were now appearing to the
young man. “What the fuck?”

Manson clutched Christopher’s hand and
slammed it down upon the bench. He pulled over the silver pail and
positioned it beneath Christopher’s left hand.

“What the fuck are you
doing?” He squirmed, but it was no use. He now felt the true
effects of the water. “That was salt water you gave me, wasn’t it?”
He began to feel lightheaded. He didn’t feel the numbing pain of
Manson slicing off his fingers.

Crimson splashed against the inside of the
pail and streaked Manson’s face.

“Hello girls,” Manson
invited them to the surface. “These usually bring them right to the
surface.” He grinned while he finished off the right
hand.

Christopher’s severed fingers quivered
against the ice in the pail.

Morgana appeared first. Her skin was green
and scaly, yet beautiful beyond the definition of the word. Her
emerald eyes flickered at the sight of her true love. A slithering
tongue appeared between her needle teeth.

Manson reached down to the pail and dropped
a severed finger in her waiting mouth. He smeared the blood against
her cheeks and kissed her forehead. “I have some more appetizers
for the others.”

Morgana splashed her tail against the
surface, inviting her sisters to join.

Manson emptied the pail’s contents for his
tribe.

He reached down and grabbed the fishing
line.

Christopher stumbled back off the bench and
to the floor of the boat.

“I never said
what we fished for.”
Manson pulled taut on the line and wrapped around Christopher’s
neck. The man struggled for a few moments. The sharp line gouged
deep in his skin and severed the jugular vein. “The only trick
here, Christopher, is you still have to be somewhat alive. I have
one more to bring my Morgana until my punishment is lifted. I’m not
going to let you fuck it up. Morgana has to bring your body to her
father to prove my loyalty to his punishment.”

Chris coughed up blood. The liquid saturated
his body.

Manson bent him over the starboard side and
his tribe drank heartily from their prey. Manson gripped
Christopher’s hair and bent his head back, allowing the blood to
flow freely for the tribe.

 


 


Three weeks and two days
later.

 


Bait Shop.

Manson trudged his way through the pebble
walkway. The morning sun cut a swath of brightness against the
summer horizon. The shop soon came into focus.

Bait Shop. The sun-bleached wooden sign
peeled from years of abuse. The red letter bled from erosion’s
heavy breath.

The sign swung against the lazy sneeze of
wind.

Manson pushed his way inside. His right hand
held the tackle box with firmness. He was old-school and decided to
pull out all the stops for his final victim. He waved to the shop
keeper. “Kory,” he said. He kept his hat close to his eyes. He
fought the hard fight last night against the sweet smell of the
local bar’s spirits. His throat still begged for more, his breath
deep and full against the fabric of the powder-blue ribbed
turtleneck.

“Manny, what’s up with the
geek squad look?” Kory took stock of Manson’s
appearance.

“Ah, yes, that.” Manson
adjusted the turtleneck. “I’ve suffered some nasty sunburn over
these last few weeks.” He knew that wasn’t the truth, but why
bother cave in to the questions now? He was a few hours away from
freedom. “When are you going to shave that damn beard? It covers
your entire neck.”

“Yeah, well, my wife likes
the rugged look.” He grinned. “I’ve rustled up some trail mix for
you, if you want it.” Kory shook the plastic bag in front of him.
He was a few years younger than Manson. No one knew Manson’s true
age, for he appeared in town some decades ago. Kory never prodded.
He surmised Manson was well inside his eighties.

“Nah, I’m good. I’m
bringing some food and water with me.” Manson stared at the cracked
glass of the black television. “This world’s a catastrophic
hemorrhage. Isn’t it, old friend?”

Kory shook his head as the newscasts
televised Baltimore suffering from the hammer of rioters.

“Have the new tourists
arrived yet? You said the twenty-fifth of the month,” Manson
checked the store’s clock.

“Actually, that’s them
right over there. They haven’t quite decided which energy drink to
purchase yet.”

“You know my rules, only
one.”

“Well, take it or leave
it. They both want to go fishing. They also are very rich, and if
you ask me, that’s always a good thing.” Kory tapped the counter.
“And the girl’s pretty cute too. I like the multi-colored
scarf.”

“Hmm, as I don’t need the
money where I’m going, I’ll divert it you, my old friend.” Manson
placed his tackle box on the counter. “On second thought, I’ll take
that bag of trail mix.”

The boat danced against the wave’s rocking
embrace.

Manson rowed the boat deep inside the inlet.
His usual spot. The sun stretched out across the sky.

“So, what’s the deal? When
will you teach us how to fish?” the young man asked.

“Yeah, what’s up, old
man?” the girl asked. “I’m not staying out here all
day.”

“We will stay here as long
as it takes.” Manson peered out over the starboard side. Off in the
distance he sensed their presence.

He cradled the hook and attached a fresh
squirming worm to the glistening silver metal. Its edges were still
caked in Christopher’s blood. He dipped it in the water. “Are you
guys thirsty?”

“Yeah, but we forgot the
water.” The young man shrugged his shoulder.

“What’s your names?”
Manson held the line firm.

“I’m Henry, and this is my
girlfriend Rain.”

“Where from?”

“Out of state. We’re
visiting some relatives.” Henry took a sip from the thermos. His
eyes winced from the odd taste. “This is water?” He drank another
round.

“It’s aged.” He
laughed.

Rain grabbed the thermos. “I’ve tasted Vodka
that would curl the hair on your balls, Henry. Gimme that.” She
took a longer swallow. “Jesus, that’s rancid shit, old man.” She
kept drinking. “I dig it.”

Manson was a bit skeptical of two people in
his boat. He was a man of obsessive planning. “So, what are you
into?” He brought the fish to the boat and slammed it down on the
bench between them. “Look at that fucker squirm hmm?” Manson held
the fish and gnawed away at the neck.

“What the hell is that?”
Henry was caught off guard.

“I’m not your typical
fisherman. This is adventure.”

“Hardcore fishing? Just
like those nature shows?” Rain asked.

“Sure.” Manson culled the
hook from the fish.

“That’s awesome. Give me a
bite?” She reached for the mauled fish.

“Gladly,” said
Manson.

Henry felt another bump from below. Did you
feel that?”

“Turbulence.” Manson
smirked.

Rain chewed through the fish with delightful
intent. “This shit’s right up my alley.” The edges of her lengthy
purple hair became soaked in the remains of the fish.

Manson pulled over his silver bucket. He
placed the hook between his fingers.

“Are we going to catch
some fish or not?” Henry barked.

“What about the mermaids?”
asked Rain.

Manson held back for a moment. “What?”

“These parts are
historically known for mermaids. In fact, there’s a story about a
fisherman who feeds them.” She chewed the final remains of the fish
and spit out the bones.

Henry nodded. “Yeah, tell me about them. Can
we catch them?”

Manson began to become infuriated. “No, we
cannot. They are myth. The mermaids are a sacred tribe and should
not be ignored, nor agitated.”

Rain leaned in closer. “Tell me, why are you
wearing that turtleneck?” She tugged at the collar.

“I cut myself shaving.
Let’s move on.” He clenched his fist hard. The hook cut against his
fingers. Blood seeped through to the floor below.

“No you didn’t. You’re
that fisherman. You’ve been out here feeding those mermaids.” Rain
tore at the turtleneck, ripping it down and exposing Manson’s
scarred neck.

He launched his assault. Rain ducked and
Henry absorbed a hit to the lower lip. His head coughed out the
drizzle of blood to the water below. His eyes observed the lurking
shadows beneath the surface.

“What was that for?” Henry
hollered.

“Your girlfriend assaulted
me.” Manson fumbled for the knife.

“Are you looking for
this?” Rain waved the knife. “Tell him Mr. Fisherman. Tell him the
truth about what you really do,” she threatened Manson. “Those
scars on your neck. They are not from shaving. Are
they?”

Manson felt their strength from below. “No.
They are not from shaving.”

“What are they then?”
Henry asked.

“Gills.” Manson didn’t
want to reveal his true nature.

“You’re one of them?”
Henry became excited. “Kill him, honey. We’ll make a
fortune.”

Another rock of the boat. The threesome felt
the violence of the hit.

Rain held the knife high. The blade
glistened against the crystal skies. “Is that what you want to do,
baby? Kill him because he’s different?” She withdrew her scarf with
her free hand. A series of scars became visible to them.

“You’re one of them?”
stammered Henry. “You told me those scars were from a boating
accident. Propellers.”

“Them?” Her mouth
tightened. A row of spider teeth clacked together. The edge of the
knife spliced Henry’s abdomen.

“Is this how you do it,
Father?” Rain plunged the knife further inside Henry’s body. His
coughing increased. His body convulsed against the wrath of the
cherry-stained blade.

“I don’t understand?”
Manson scrambled to the starboard side. They were breaking the
surface.

“I was sent to you. A gift
for your loyalty.”

“Is this your first kill?”
Manson was delighted at the sight of his kin.

“For you, for something
this great, yes. Mother craves your return. Grandfather also
beckons your presence.” Rain seethed hate for Henry. Her hand
soaked in his blood. “I must keep him alive for them.”

“Yes.” Manson felt
different. His neck crackled and an expulsion of air exploded from
within. The scars receded. A full breath obliterated the remaining
filth inside his lungs.

Rain also inhaled a breath.

Nothing.

Manson reached for his daughter. “Why are
you…” his words were lost.

Rain’s eyes swelled with tears. “I’ve been
sent to relieve you.”

“No, that isn’t
fair.”

“Grandfather has spoken. I
now carry this weight. I’ve underscored his authority. Mother made
the deal. It’s only for a little while.” Her tears sizzled against
the wooden boat.

Manson stood there silent. Morgana broke the
surface.

“His fingers, we need to
sever them. It’s part of my ritual.”

Rain dragged the cationic boyfriend to the
bench.

Manson brought the silver pail over.

“When you bring them in
the boat, what I do is give them salt water to dehydrate their
senses, then a puncture with the hook to draw the sisters in. After
that,” Manson continued, “comes the fun part. The appetizer to the
main course…” He held down Henry’s left hand.

Rain cradled the knife. “I understand,
Father. I will not fail you.” She severed the fingers. She then
repeated the process with the other hand. “The screams aren’t as
loud when they are in shock.”

“Yes, it allows for a
quieter, more subdued fishing trip without drawing
attention.”

Rain dropped the fingers overboard for her
tribe to enjoy. “I will rejoin you in time, Father.”

“My sweet daughter.”
Manson leaned in and kissed her forehead. “You make me proud. I
will wait an eternity for you.”

Morgana’s eyes found his. “Come home,” she
whispered. “Our new world awaits you. Much has changed since your
absence.”

Manson stared at his daughter once more. She
sent Henry’s comatose body overboard with a hammering splash of
crimson. The red spray showered them. Rain leaned in and rested her
head on her father’s shoulder.

*****

Bait Shop.

Rain trudged up the pebble walkway. Her
small feet kicked a few pebbles along the way.

Her diminutive frame fooled no one. She
could hold her own.

“Morning,” Kory greeted
her. “Where’s Manny?”

Rain smiled. “He went back home. Family
business.”

Kory nodded.

“You shaved your
beard.”

“Yeah,” he
said.

Rain noticed the series of small scars on
the right side of his neck. “Well, I like it.”

“Trail mix for your
fishing trip today?”

“Fuck yeah, I’m
starving.”

“That middle-aged man over
there…well, he digs the attractive blond, you know?”

“Yeah, and the purple
hair.”

Rain walked over and tapped the man on the
shoulder.

“Hi, my name is Rain, and
I will be your fishing guide today.”
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Echoes

 


The aging laptop weathered better days, yet
its stubborn battery remained intact, the keys worn from years of
fingers caked in dirt, sweat and grime. The cracks in the screen
converged in odd, eccentric angles, knifing a prism of fractured
images.

William “Tank” Cadman kept watching the
viral video repeatedly. A group of hikers and their guide Hamilton
Grimlord disappeared inside a nearby cave, never to be heard from
again. The sixteen-year-old’s differences from others were visible
and at times a challenge to overcome. His older sister, Bailey, at
twenty-years-old, had her own life and friends to contend with and
a younger brother posed consistent challenges. Her understanding of
Down syndrome was never complete, yet she still loved her younger
brother and routinely watched over him, if not for the guilt then
for the obligation of being an older sister.

She knocked with a heavy
pattern on his bedroom door. The ‘Bad’ poster of Michael Jackson
remained taped to the door’s front, years of erosion and tear left
behind a faded image of the pop star. “What are you watching now?”
she demanded. The volume on the laptop soared with the addition of
extra speakers.

William lay on his bed, flat on his stomach,
and stared at the video again. He was a sturdy young man, a little
overweight but he loved his athletics. His desire to be a baseball
star and marital arts expert consumed his free time. His high
functionality provided him with the leverage
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