
The god was wood, and the god was stone, and the god was bound.
 The god was silent, and the god was waiting, and the god was drowned.
 The throne was carved, and the throne was sealed, and the throne was locked.
 The throne was hunger, and the throne was hollow, and the throne was lost.




The god was seated, and the god was still, and the god did not rise.
 The god was watching, and the god was watching, and the god was blind.
 The tide was turning, and the tide was turning, and the tide was gone.
 The god remained, and the god remained, and the god remained.




"I thought I was watching it. I thought I was outside it. But I was never outside it. I was never apart from it. The figurehead was inside me, and I was inside it. The wood was not wood. The hunger was not hunger. The silence was not silence. The tide did not turn. The tide did not turn. The tide did not turn."


First Tide: The Banquet

I am the silence that does not break. I am the hunger that does not wake.

The gold one stirs. It wears a face of coin. It licks its lips of rust. It promises a feast to a man who dreams of fairness. A man named Savoy. He wants his share. He wants his fill. The ship knows hunger. The tide knows teeth. He will get what he asks for. He always does.

I am the ruin that does not fall. I am the tide that drowns them all.

The summons came before dawn, a crisp note on the desk of her cramped flat. “Miss Ivy,” it read, charming and artificial. Ivy already hated him. The ink was a shade too rich, the paper too heavy. It smelled of money and cloying cologne.

By nine o’clock, she was seated across from Lord Erasmus Greymere in a leather chair that sighed under her weight. His teeth gleamed like polished coin when he smiled, which was often and without warmth. The air in his Royal Society office was scrubbed clean of the city’s perpetual damp, replaced with the scent of dried roses and old paper. It was a sterile, suffocating quiet.

"A small matter,” he began, steepling his fingers. His rings caught the weak light filtering through the tall, grime-streaked window. “A fire at the Limehouse docks. Damaged some manifests. One of the crew, Deckhand Savoy, I believe, was transferred to a recovery vessel. Routine salvage. Aboard the… Fog Ship, I think it’s called?"

Ivy’s pen twitched, a tiny, involuntary betrayal of her composure. The Fog Ship. That name again. A ghost story whispered by sailors and drunkards, a vessel that was always seen but never docked.

"And the relevance to the Society, my lord?" she asked, her voice deliberately flat.

"Curious patterns, Miss Ivy," Greymere said, leaning forward. "He’s spoken… oddly. Disoriented. Speaking in riddles. As you know, our patron, Lord Zkethraal, a great benefactor to the city's prosperity, has an interest in the psychological humours of our seafaring men. We’d like you to assess his condition. A mere formality, of course. For the records."

Ivy knew a dismissal when she heard one, wrapped in the silk of a polite request. Lord Zkethraal. Another name she didn't know, another reclusive patron with too much money and an interest in the minds of broken men.

"I'll see to it," she said, rising. The interview was over.

The Fog Ship reeked of old rope and bitter fruit, a smell that clung to the back of the throat. Ivy climbed aboard, her boots squelching on the damp wood, and was already annoyed. The fog was thicker here. It coiled over the deck like a living thing. It muffled the sounds of the Thames.

Deckhand Savoy sat on a crate, gaunt and humming a tuneless, grating melody. His eyes were red-rimmed, his lips chapped with salt, but he wasn’t drunk. She’d seen enough drunk sailors to know the difference. This was something else. This was a man hollowed out from the inside.

"Miss Ivy," he rasped, his voice like dry leaves skittering across pavement. "They made me eat. I said no. They made me eat."

"Who did?" she asked, her tone sharper than she intended. She hated this. The fog, the nonsensical ramblings, the damp that seemed to sink right into her bones.

"The dead," he whispered, his eyes wide with a terror that was chillingly sober. "The ones who whisper. The tide came up inside me. I was full. Still starving. Can you smell it?"

Ivy recoiled, a professional mask settling over her disgust. "You're not making sense, Mr. Savoy."

He looked past her, his gaze fixing on the ship's prow, where the carved figurehead was shrouded in mist. "The ship is hungry. It feeds on what we want."

Ivy scribbled furiously in her notebook. Delusion. Nutritional psychosis. Manifestation of grief. Sensible words. Logical explanations.

Behind her, the mist curled close. And faintly, like wind through reeds, a thought that was not her own slid into her mind.

The captain ate. The priest ate. The dog ate. The rats ate.

She snapped her notebook shut, the sound unnaturally loud in the oppressive silence.

And the feast began, and the captain ate, and the crew ate, and the merchants ate, and the nobles ate, and the thieves ate, and the beggars ate, and the priests ate, and the whores ate, and the dead ate. And Savoy reached for bread but it crumbled, and he reached for wine but it soured, and he reached for meat but it rotted before his teeth could tear it. And the laughter swelled, and the plates overflowed, and the music played without instruments, and the wine poured without hands. "You have taken enough," the tide whispered, and its voice was the sound of gold teeth grinding on bone. "You have eaten enough," the fog hummed, and its breath was the smell of honey and rot. "You have lived enough," the ship sighed, and its timbers groaned like a full stomach. And he screamed, and the feast continued, and the laughter swelled, and the plates overflowed, and the tide did not care.

