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  From the Author


There are days when we all need an escape from a terrible job, a terrible day, or a terrible life. 
Join my newsletter and get an escape from the real world, stories, and lore designed to entertain and delight.
You’ll also get Stories from the Deep, an exclusive, unpublished anthology chock full of extra epilogues, short stories, and lore from the Patmos Sea Fantasy Adventure Series.
Join now at erickercher.com.
Enjoy the book.
-Eric Kercher
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They didn't catch them by surprise this time. It was the uncharacteristic track the reflection had that made Christos sit up, alerted by the Listener. A green streak came right for them. 
"Everybody on alert, it looks like we have company," he said after staring at the Listener for a few minutes, enough to see that it was coming fast and straight for them, a blazing line of green aimed for their heart. "Get the crew to quarters."
The crew shifted at once, alert and ready for action. Nicanor, the shipwright for this watch, sounded the alarm. There was a healthy tension in the air now, not overwhelming but present. Christos waited and watched until it was time, letting them think they had caught them.
"Right hard rudder," he ordered calmly from his place at the Listener. "Shipwright, give us some light." He watched as the reflection changed, trying to alter course, but he knew it was too late. Their maneuver at this speed would keep them clear. "Steady on course 060."
He was rewarded as the ship blasted by, a momentary streak in the ship's eyes. For a moment he caught his breath, his pulse already pounding from the burst of adrenaline the reflection had given him. It can't be.
"That was golden, sir," Nicanor said from the shipwright station. 
Christos gritted his teeth. He picked up the communicator and tied it to the Folau. "Tobias, we've got company. Follow my lead, and if we get lost, you'll know where to meet." Christos hoped he heard them, because they were about to get crazy and chaos was coming. The alarm for quarters sounded, the only noise in the control room. People streamed in the door now, going to their assigned stations.
"What's going on?" Andonis said, slipping over to Christos' side. He was bedraggled, like he had just gotten out of bed and thrown on something that was close. Probably last night's clothes. He looked serious, and his face was strained. Christos thought he wasn’t much better.
"An attack, someone tried to take us by surprise. We've learned that lesson once already," Christos said. The memory of it was still heavy, and he looked to the place Captain Damask had fallen, shuddering at the thought of it. They would not take the ship again. He wasn't going to let them harm another member of his family.
"Who would do something like that?" Andonis furrowed his brow, buttoning his shirt the rest of the way.
"I'm afraid I know the answer." Christos felt heavy, and his shoulders sagged. He couldn't understand why this was happening, and the same ship. It was no coincidence, they had to have done it on purpose. But there was no time to think, the ship was coming around again. "Find us something we can use," he said. Andonis rushed to the chart table to look as Christos turned his attention back to the fight.
The reflection was coming in, following them. They were almost within range.
"All ahead flank, make your depth 100 fathoms." The ship took a sharp up angle as Alexander pulled back on the ship's wheel. Christos licked his lips, tasting the sweat on them. Like he thought, grapples shooting were heard from the other submarine's reflection, but they fell far too short as the Alopias ascended.
They were staying out of range for now, but the Golden Kraken was bigger and faster. If she caught them in a fight toe to toe the outcome would not be good for the Alopias, whatever her intentions were. And they weren't good, Christos could see that. This wasn't a friendly chat type of attack. Frankly, he was surprised to see the ship ever again, he thought it was done went the Alopias and Amir had beaten it. It seemed like so long ago now.
The ship evened out as Alexander brought her to the ordered depth, she sped up to full speed. The whole ship shook as it went, ever so slightly, a small tremble running through his body from his feet. If he turned now he would bleed off speed, and it would be easier for the Kraken to catch them.
Christos looked back to the chart table. "Andonis, help me out here." Using his dividers, he walked a track. The reflection closed the gap.
"Brace for high speed turns," Christos said in the announcer, his voice echoing back in from the corridor. "Left full rudder, steady on course north." 
The ship’s wheel spun as Alexander pushed it forward, compensating for the turn. The ship lurched over to the left and slowed, but the turn was done within a few seconds and they were steady once again.
The Kraken followed, overshooting them. Like he remembered, the Kraken might have been faster and bigger, but it couldn't turn as quickly. They were the minnow here, and the only advantage they had against the shark was that. Christos smiled. They might be able to make it.
A clang on the hull brought him low again though, then another. Grapples. They had shot them off before the turn, and it looked like they had at least two hits. Not good. The short hope he had evaporated. One of the grapple held fast, the other bounced off.
"Right full rudder." The ship swung right with a jerk, losing some depth. The grapple held. They were attached now, and the bigger ship was launching more grapples. More hit home. "Make your depth 500 fathoms." Christos was desperate, they had to break the grapples.
"We've got an idea," Andonis said, clinging to the chart table as the ship angled far down. They would be getting on depth quickly. 
Christos climbed the now uphill path to the table, grabbing on to anything he could use as a handhold. Adonis pointed to the east with one free hand.
"What do you have?"
"If you come east, we can use that sea mount to hide behind, disappear. There's a current just on the other side, or should be. That will give us a momentary advantage and we might be able to go quiet into the stream and lose them." Christos considered it. He thought it might be the best idea they could get so far. He nodded.
"We'll do it. How far away?"
"Ten, maybe twelve miles at most." That was close enough, but first they had to shake their grapples.
"Good, get me a course once we get into the current. We'll take it." Christos had learned some tactics since their last encounter, knowledge shared from Niru and books they had found, and he was hopeful one in particular would work. "I'll get us free long enough to get there."
The reflection was bearing down, it was now or never. "Helmsman, full dive." The ship went into a steep angle. "Reverse planes, full rise." It wasn't a sudden jerk, but there was a quick reversal that made his stomach churn, and the nose flipped up, a severe up angle. The depth gauge flew up as they rose.
With a satisfying snap the grapples broke free. A buzz of excitement rippled through the control room, now packed with bodies at their stations. The next move, though, would put all their lives at risk.
“Left full rudder, steady on course west.” 
Alexander complied, the ship picking up speed from the release. The reflection was just a moment too late in its turn. Christos smiled, the maneuver had confused them just enough. They still followed though, turning to pursue even though the gap had opened. Sweat trickled down Christos' brow and he wiped it away, the stress energizing him.
"She's still following, sir," Ioannis said, a young boy who had taken his place at the Listener. Christos had been training him for weeks now, before they even went to the Place of the Deep. He was momentarily proud, but let it pass.
The bodies around him reminded him of the stakes he worked under. He looked around at the faces. Men and women he had grown up with, worked side by side with. They were depending on him to survive. Some of them were even related by blood, his mother's brother Athanasios, and his cousins.
They were whispering now, on edge. It wasn't right,  there was another element there. He heard Golden Kraken in the whispers, and it stabbed into his heart. They remembered, they knew. It was a ghost ship, coming back to haunt them.
Christos didn't like it either, of all the miles in the sea they had to find them in their little area. He thought about the torpedo they had retrieved from the Place of the Deep, but it was useless. They didn't know if it could work or if it even was usable anymore. But Christos knew the real reason they couldn't use it. They didn't know how.
That knowledge would have helped in a situation like this. No amount of swordplay or combat knowledge would help them know. It was just ship on ship, and they were at a distinct disadvantage.
The time had come, the gap between them and the Kraken was closing. They had at most a few hundred yards. 
It's enough. Christos said it to convince himself.
"This is the wrong way, Christos," Andonis said. 
Christos shoved him aside, and instead belted out the command. "Left hard rudder, steady on course east." 
Fractions of a second later Alexander complied, throwing the rudder over. Christos held onto his seat, and others scrambled to grab something. The ship flew over to the left, knocking some members to the ground. Somewhere on the ship he heard a crash, some piece of cargo breaking free no doubt.
The submarine swung around, bearing down the same bearing as the Kraken. The exterior lanterns were still lit, showing nothing but bubbles of their own wake and dark black water.
Then a flash. Gold.
"Pull up," Christos cried out, but it was too late. 
Alexander had already pulled, but the Kraken was right in their way. Time slowed to a crawl and Christos knew they would hit.
The ships met with a crash and a roar. It was a glancing blow, and they careened off to the right. No member of the crew kept their feet, all thrown down. The ship kept moving, descending and running off course.
Christos struggled to his feet, his ears ringing from the blow. No one was at the helm, so he limped over to it. The depth gauge descended deeper and deeper into dangerous territory. Christos grabbed the warm wood and pulled, his left shoulder protesting. Vaguely, he thought he might have hit it in the fall, but his mind was too focused on survival.
The depth gauge slowed, then hands grabbed the open wheel beside him, helping to pull. Alexander and another brought the ship up, slowed its descent and stopped it. They were still headed east, but not exactly.
"Bring the ship to 115, we'll get to the sea mount." Andonis was bleeding from a cut on his forehead.
"Right full rudder, steady on course 115," Christos said, croaking out the order. The ship regained control and they steadied on the course.
The ship's status glowed red once again, all along the starboard side. I've seen this before. He remembered the fall, the kick. Pirates streaming on through the hatch.
"One minute to the sea mount," Andonis said. The wounded were helped to their feet if they could. Some older crew members were laying on the deck, crew members picking them up and carrying them. Avina would be busy tonight.
"We're there," Andonis said.
"All ahead one third, left full rudder steady on course 010." Christos limped over to the Listener, his left ankle tender. The reflection was behind them, but it was following and picking up speed.
The ship steadied on its norther course, slowing down to a crawl. He watched Alexander pull up, struggling to keep on depth. The temperature had risen and the current reversed. The reflection faded, then disappeared. They were in the current, now they waited.
"We've made it," Christos said. "Sound for quiet."
Nicanor, bandaged but on his feet, marked one bell through the ship. The flurry of activity slowed to a crawl, they still worked but slowly and quietly.
Christos leaned back into his chair, sitting on the edge of his seat. His eyes were glued to the Listener, waiting to see if the reflection would reappear.
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They waited expectantly, watching the Listener for any sign of the Kraken. Christos felt his stomach turn, hoping that they had escaped. They were going slow, less than five knots, and although he wanted to speed up to get away he knew that if he did the likelihood of creating too much sound would give them away.
So Christos stewed, gripping the arms of the Captain's chair and waited with the silent crew. Minutes ticked by, and they saw no reflection. They opened range from the sea mount. Ten miles, then twenty.
"They're searching for us." Christos realized it almost before he spoke the words. It caused a ripple in the crew of whispers and chatter. They wouldn't be able to see them, they were going too slow for the Listener to pick up a reflection, or if they did it would look like fish or some other biological life form.
"Then we are both looking for each other. They won't find us without luck," Andonis said.
"And we damaged her, I hope as much as we got damaged." Christos glanced up at the ship's status and cursed himself. He should have anticipated being in the same depth and changed theirs. It was too late for that, but he still nursed it. "Shipwright, get me damage reports."
"They've been coming in, sir. Twelve injured in the collision." Nicanor paused, struggling to get the next words out. "Two dead." Christos' stomach dropped, and he balled his hand into a fist, slamming it down on the armchair.
"Who?" he asked, a wave of numbness washing over him.
"Eleni, and Michalis." His uncle, and Eleni who could mend anything. He looked down at a tear in his shirt. She had fixed it, a neat row of stitching running down the cut. Two more members of the crew he did not protect. He lurched to his feet. It can't be true.
"I'll be in the mess if you need me." The crew parted, watching him go. He expected Andonis to say something, but he didn't. He was glad, he didn't feel like a joke right now.
He strode from the control room and into the corridor, keenly aware of the eyes that followed. This is no time to break down, he told himself. For a moment he wished it was all a dream, that he was just an executive officer again, waiting until Captain Damask was too old to Captain the ship and he could rest easy passing the reins along. Maybe to him, maybe another, but decades in the future.
He walked, his legs feeling stiff, and he pounded on them to feel something. His muscle absorbed his blow, but it felt like something. He paused outside the entrance to the crew's mess, catching his breath and trying to recover his dignity. The smell of blood and alcohol drifted out of the open doorway, mixed with the sounds of the temporary hospital.
Avina was busy when he walked in, working to bandage and care for the wounded. It was chaos. There they were, two sheets in the corner covering something. Pieces of wood, not their bodies. He went to them and lifted the sheet.
"Death follows me," he whispered. He let the sheet fall back onto what once was his uncle. He walked out, his ears ringing. Blood rushed to his head, and he walked as fast as he could back to his stateroom, collapsing into a chair and sinking his hands in his head.
Anger bubbled up inside him, replacing the numbness. At the Golden Kraken, at whoever was on it, at himself for being too weak. He just wanted to be back with his uncle, fishing off the edge of the bridge as the sun went down, or sharing a meal and laughter with him one more time.
That was over now, hopeless. His past would remain there, and he would have to deal with the present. There was no time to mourn now thought, they were still after them, not a little touch of fear following him.
Collecting himself, he used his anger to push every other feeling that threatened to overwhelm him away. Now was not the time to get soft and fail the rest of the crew, he had the survivors to look after now. He would give them a good life, free of worry and care, but there was still work to be done.
After several deep breaths he was confident he could hold the mask in place and returned to the quiet control room.
"Any signs of pursuit?" he asked.
"None," the boy at the Listener replied.
"Good, shipwright call the Council, we have work to do." He joined Andonis and the Quartermaster at the chart table, watching as he added to their track, one more leg. It would take time to gather them, and he suspected they had more than enough work to do. He hated to bring them out of it, but they needed to talk. "Make sure they know they can finish up what they need first." He added in retrospect.
"Aye, sir," Nicanor replied.
"How did the Kraken find us?" Adonis asked, his voice quiet enough for only Christos to hear.
"I don't know, but I suspect it may be related to our recent work at the Place of the Deep." His leg still hurt, and he rubbed it now, aware of the reason it did.
"We'll get away this time, but what about next time? Will we be as lucky then?" Andonis' eyes were wide, and his voice hinted at distress.
"Let's deal with the problems as they come Andonis, we're not in a good state and we need somewhere to recover." He didn't want to think to the future, he wanted the past to be different. Both of them he tried to studiously ignore and live in the present.
"Did we have a big target on us that says, please attack us?"
"We should talk about this later," Christos said firmly. 
Andonis took the hint, and turned to the chart. "Well, Teruel is out, unless we want to go to jail and be executed." It was close, and Andonis tapped it on the chart.
"And the rest of the Empire too, we can't risk it." That knocked the rest of the islands out of consideration. Andonis nodded.
"They probably told everyone they know to look out for us. I doubt that their allies would be willing to harbor us." Andonis was right, but Christos wished he wasn't. They were quickly running out of available islands in the south.
For the next half hour they discussed options, talking through different ideas until Lino arrived. A few minutes later Avina joined them, covered in dried blood. Her shoulders sagged and her eyes were weary.
"Nadia?" he asked her, hands gripping the chart table too tightly.
"She's fine, seeing to the rest of the wounded. That girl has picked it up quickly, she knows how to care for people and not give a damn about what they think." Relieved, Christos returned her smile.
Christos brought them to his stateroom, convening the council so that they could all sit around the table. It helped rest his leg too. Lino was aggravated.
"What happened?" he asked when the door had closed.
"We got hit. The Golden Kraken followed us somehow and attacked us." Christos didn't try and sugarcoat it, Lino was going to need to know, even though he wanted to hide that he had caused the damage. He swallowed before continuing. "I tried a maneuver, it didn't work out like I planned and we collided. We managed to escape into a front and are trying to get away like a silent fish.
"Those damn pirates! We should have killed them when we had the chance." Lino quivered, his hands and neck turning red. Christos realized his uncle must have been in the core room with him, and it all clicked. Lino had seen him die.
Avina reached over and put a hand on his shoulder, comforting him. Lino reached up and put a big hand over his eyes.
"Side by side, every day for decades. I'll never see him again." His voice broke with grief, and it affected them all. Christos was threatened to be overwhelmed by it, but he had to stay strong. For all of them.
Avina and Lino wept, Lino turning to embrace her. Andonis and Christos watched on with watering eyes. They finished, still embracing, and wiping their eyes, returned to the table.
"We're too weak to fight them now, and outnumbered once again."
"I'd never thought I'd have a day I might miss Niru and the Amir," Andonis said begrudgingly. Christos had to agree with him.
"We need to rest and recuperate, once again, and give the Alopias the change to recover and fix herself. We can't go back to Teruel." He said it with a final note, but did not get any push back. He expected that he would have had some, so he continued. "We've looked around for anywhere that might be friendly and we think a deserted island might be the best choice. We can anchor and rest there." Lino shook his head.
"No, we can't. The anchor is damaged, we can't let it go." The news was a shock to Christos, and blew up their plan.
"So, we have to find a mooring," he said. This complicated things greatly, not that many islands had berths deep enough for a submarine.
"Is there anywhere that would let us moor?" Avina asked.
"Celle might be our best bet, I know it’s far," Christos said, cutting off arguments before they raised them, "but we have to assume anywhere neutral or friendly to the Terulian Empire will be ready to arrest us. That means we leave and go someplace farther away."
"That's far to the north, what about Gardur?" Andonis said.
"It’s on the way to the Place of Stone, and I'm not sure there is a closer option."
"Celle is a good choice, they were always welcoming in the past. I can't see them changing that much in a few years," Avina said. She nudged Lino, who had drifted his attention elsewhere.
"Hmm?" he grunted.
"We were discussing going to Celle to rest and repair, what are your thoughts?" Christos asked.
"How far away is it?"
"About a week." Lino rubbed his chin and scratched his cheek.
"I think the ship will hold out, we've taken some bad damage down the side, but the hull is holding. I wouldn't go too deep and test our luck, but we aren't in danger of sinking. She'll get us there if we take it easy on her."
"I still think we should find a deserted island." Adonis shook his head. "Nothing about the world makes sense to me anymore. Just as I started to figure it out."
"You can work with me on the torpedo, we've got to figure out how to use it. Besides, it will be something you can use your brain for, for once." Christos said.
"We'll rest at Celle and then head for the Place of Stone," Avina said, standing up to end the meeting. "We can use some provisions there, we're running out of fresh food. It would be good for the crew to eat something nice for a change, if we can get it."
"We'll pick up what you need," Christos said. Lino and Avina left, but before she did she gave Christos a hug.
"You've done well," she whispered in his ear, and then kissed him on the cheek. His heart broke as he watched her leave. He wished it were true, that he could protect her. Instead he had messed it up again.
"The Kraken won't give up you know," Andonis said as he stepped up to leave.
"I know."
"So what are we going to do about her?" Christos considered the question for a moment, then responded. His heart was hard as stone, and he knew what needed to happen.
"I'm going to destroy the Golden Kraken. Once and for all."
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He shivered in the night, and clutched his coat closer around his body. The spray from the sea didn't help as it sucked the heat out of his body even more than if he were dry. Still, they had to continue as much as he didn't like it. 
He looked up at the night sky, blacked it in blackness with lights shining through as pinpricks that twinkled and wavered. The man holding the sky was shaking the blanket gently, making it move ever so slightly.
The sight of it made him withdraw into himself, considering his own thoughts and actions. There had been so much that had happened in the last few years that he thought his mind was going to burst. His dreams accomplished, his ambitions realized, and a family through in all above it all. The creaking of the ropes straining against the wind, the sails shivering as soft as he was in the cold. He thought it would bring him satisfaction.
But it did not, there was a hole inside him, something that could not be filled, gnawing at him all the time. What it was he did not know, and he had thrown anything and everything into it to try and satisfy it. Gold, liquor, adventure. Nothing would help, and nothing could help.
A sudden shift in the sky wrenched him from his thoughts, casting him into the sea like a fisherman's line. Waves started to appear, small at first, but then growing, that shimmered in the sky. This was no sunrise, the sky still as black on the horizon as it had been, but instead as a wonderful display of lights.
Green and blues mixed together with reds and oranges, twisting and turning like a river in the sky, slow moving but channeling itself through the sky. Like he had channeled his efforts and built his fleet.
"The ghost lights," a man said beside him. 
Joseph had not heard him come up, but his words did not startle him. He barely heard them.
"What?" he asked in return.
"Those are the ghost lights. We only see them when we come this far north, rivers of light that channel the dead to the afterlife. The boats are invisible, but they're there." The man's voice was gruff, and his body hardened after years of work on the ships. This was not idle talk from a bright eyed seaman's apprentice.
"It’s beautiful."
"Aye, and haunting. It gives me the shivers every time I see it, but I can never look away." Joseph considered his words, thinking on them. How often had he done the same thing in his life? His own eyes were riveted to them as well. The lights continued, snaking their way overhead, until they faded into oblivion.
"Bless them and keep our bodies whole," the man said, then crossed his heart.
"Bless them," Joseph murmured in return. He took a deep breath as the man turned to depart, a wave of emotion washing over him. His fleet was out there, creeping over the oceans and collecting money for him, his coffers growing every day.
"What is it all for?" he whispered, staring off into the blackness. He reached up one hand and ran it down his face, feeling it on his skin and catching the stubble that had grown there that day. Without another word he turned and returned to his own cabin deep in the heart of the ship, throwing his coat off when he got inside.
Joseph slipped into his nightclothes and under the covers, slipping an arm around the sleeping form and snuggling close to her. She stirred under his touch, wriggling closer to him in her sleepiness. He just wanted to feel her warmth, neither said a word.
It was hours before his wandering mind let him step in to the dream world and into a troubled rest.

    
  "I heard you saw the phenomena last night, hell of a show I hear." The captain of the ship knifed his pork, sawing into it with gusto. Joseph cut his with more grace, slicing off small cubes of almost exact proportions.
"I did," he said after finishing what was in his mouth.
"Rivers in the sky, it’s a dangerous omen, I tell you." Clytus spoke with a half chewed mouth, sending bits of ham flying across the table. As brash as the man was Joseph could not but admire the skill he had with his ship though, an uncanny habit of picking up men and matching them to the right position.
"Rivers in the sky? It was just a mere light show, nothing more." The ship took a particularly large roll, and everyone at the table grabbed their settings. They only lost one glass.
"No matter, the sailors have been talking about it." Clytus waved a serving boy away who had rushed forward to take care of the mess.
"What do they say about it?" Joseph asked.
"Some view it as a blessing, the more superstitious among us as a warning. The souls of the dead ride that sea, and we sail at our own peril this far north."
"Are you suggesting we turn around?"
"No, no, not at all. We're only a few days sail to the island, with seas like this we can make it there and back before anything happens. I only suggest that we look at increasing the lad's pay, give them something else to talk about for a few days. A bonus would ease their concerns and keep them right on sailing with the crew to come for a few days."
Joseph knew it was easy enough to grant, but it grated on him. The risks they were taking for this particular cargo were more than unusual and he had to pay more just to recruit the crew. Something in the old captain's eye made him think that it wasn't just the crew's pay he was concerned for. He looked out the porthole, the glass frosted and the sea beyond.
"Your concern for the crew is noted Captain, and I'm inclined to grant it. A completion bonus, payable when the cargo is safely in Abein warehouses, with a special one for yourself." His words made the man's face beam with a smile, one he knew well. The look of a man that had gotten what he wanted and manipulated his way up. Still, as he took a sip Joseph felt satisfaction knowing that the bonus was already planned. He had read the man well enough to know what he was after. He was a good captain after all, he was worth it.
"Very good, sir, very good." He rubbed his hands together greedily and then picked up his knife and fork, digging into the meat still steaming from the kitchen. "Here's desert, let's toast to a successful voyage." Joseph and the other officers raised their glasses in the air, a resounding return of conciliation shared among them.
The meal went on, conversations had and tales spun until Joseph hit upon his real questions. The table was cleared and night caps poured as the ship rocked back and forth in the seas, wine sloshing in crystal goblets, that he turned to the other passengers.
"I've heard that there are changes brewing in the south, is this true?" The other passengers were a Mr. Stalker and Geothe, both passengers picked up and sailing to the north. Mr. Stalker was a banker conducting business with the Abein Trading Company, and Mr. Goethe a business man hoping to secure a shipping route for his spices.
"Change is brewing." Stalker snorted. "More than changes, I'll say. The whole world’s turned upside down."
"What do you mean?"
"He means everything has gone crazy. Islands declaring war on each other, pirates multiplying like minnows, and strange tales of evil monsters in the east." Goethe added. His one good eye stared steadily at Joseph, the other cocked. An unfortunate horse accident as a child, he told them. It didn't make it less surreal.
"And more than that, business drying up and monarchs changing their mind on everything. We've never had them asking for so much money before, you wonder what they might use it for."
"I see, that is troubling." Joseph replied calmly. He took another sip of his wine.
"Evil winds brew there, that's why I was so eager to take this job," Clytus said. "That, and your reputation Mr. Tempest," he added quickly.
"No offense taken captain," Joseph said.
"What I meant was that we too have heard of the monsters in the east. One man swears his ship was eaten by a large octopus. He was stark raving mad, and on his liquor, but I believe he saw something." His story brought a solemn hush on the eaters.
"Well," Joseph said, breaking the silence and raising his glass once more. "A toast, that monsters stay far away from sue." The others raised theirs as well and Joseph drained his glass
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