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SEA STORIES FROM THE ROCK
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The sea is a dangerous, unknowable entity, with depths that man has yet to explore and creatures that we may never encounter. The seas that surround the coasts of Newfoundland and Labrador are particularly vicious, with freezing waves, terrible winds, and strong undertows.

This collection features fifteen tales designed to highlight the strange beauty and wonderful thrill of the sea. Delve into stories from genius authors such as Lisa M Daly (Navigating Stories), Brad Dunne (The Merchant’s Mansion) and Amanda Labonté (Call of the Sea).

Edited by Erin Vance and Ellen Curtis, the tales in this collection will leave you captivated by the waves.
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Introduction: Ellen Curtis
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Ask any Newfoundlander or Labradorian, and they can tell you a story about the sea. Lives lived on the edge of the ocean are touched forever by the salt spray, the call of gulls overhead, and the crash of waves against the rocks. The sea shapes all of us, like broken glass churned in the waves until it’s been polished smooth. 

For each morning light that sparkles on the waves, each day the seas swell with storm, each night the moon and stars are reflected on that salt black mirror, there are stories in this collection. The authors who have crafted these stories have dredged the depths of their minds for the strange and unusual, have been buoyed by waves of inspiration, and have poured their hopes and fears onto the page. Herein are stories set against coastlines both familiar and strange, by authors long celebrated and newly emerging. 

We invite you to dive in. 

Ellen Curtis

Editor
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Christine Rains is an award-winning novelist and short story author from Southern Ontario.

Previous writing credits include the Of Blood and Sorrow duology, Curse of the Hunted, Shudder of Specters, and contributions to The 13th Floor Floor Complete Collection.

She holds four separate degrees.
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The Day of Water and Woe
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For years I had seen my mother do it. Every midweek morning, the Day of Water and Woe, she would go to the field to the east of our cottage and gather an armful of wildflowers. She’d then make the slippery trek down to the edge of the sea. She would stand for a while, silent with prayers, and then throw the flowers into the water.

She never asked for me or any of my siblings to help her. In fact, the few times that I offered, she always stated it was her duty and hers alone to make the offering to the sea gods. My father was a sailor, and she would have him return home to us safely.

The year of my tenth birthday, my father did not come home the day he promised. It was not so unusual for him to be a day early or a day late. One could never predict the nature of the moody sea nor the finicky sky. Yet after three days, my mother began to wring her hands too frequently. At midweek, she was up at first light and gathered an overflowing armful of wildflowers to offer to the gods. She stood down there for most of the morning, and I had to make breakfast for my younger siblings. I remember I burned the biscuits, and we didn’t have enough jelly to cover up that ashy taste.

My father did not come home the next week nor the week after that. It was not unusual for sailors to disappear out in the vast oceans. We heard talk of a great squall to the south where we knew my father’s ship would be passing through. He had named it Allegra after me.

After a month, our family began preparations to mourn him. It had been an emotionally hard month and, without him bringing home any pay, we were nearly out of food. One final midweek morning as I was curled up in bed with my sister, I heard the cottage door open and my mother go out to make her offering. This time, she did not pick any flowers, but gave herself instead.

Later that afternoon, my father returned home. The storm had thrown his ship off course, and he had lost his maps. Yet he managed to find a port from which he brought back some exotic fruits and spiced meats for us. He collapsed into a weeping heap upon hearing what his wife had done. Our aunt came to take care of us every time he went away after that.

When I turned sixteen, I found myself married to a sailor just like my father. He was tall and handsome, even with his hooked nose. I would kiss along the length of it as I whispered my love for him. Seth would then smile down at me, telling me he would sail the blue seas of my eyes if he could, and then we would never be apart.

The first time he went off on a ship after we were married, I left our tiny home and walked to that same field where my mother gathered wildflowers. I filled my arms and slipped a few times as I carried them down to the water’s edge. My rear was bruised by the time I got there, but I made it without losing a single plant. I pictured my husband in my head, murmuring his name with love, and wished for him to be safely returned to me.

I didn’t know exactly what my mother said when she had stood upon the shore, but I could not think it would be any different than that. I tossed all the brightly coloured flowers into the water as far as I could. A bunch would wash back up onto the sand, but there were those others that floated off to greater distances.

When Seth returned to me from his voyage, we was blessed with our first child. I did not tell him of the offering I made to the sea gods. He was not an overly pious man and only went to the temple if his captain wished the crew to pray for a safe journey. I’m sure I heard a few of his friends joking with him that Seth sometimes fell asleep during those prayer sessions. His snores were his pleas to the gods!

I did not consider myself overly pious, either. Yet I did go to the temple more often, entreating this goddess or that one for something. It seemed to me that women were generally more devout than men. Men you’d see on holidays or before major events like a sea voyage. Women would come for things as simple as praying for their baby to sleep soundly through the night.

To me, the great blue expanse of water was a far more beautiful temple to the gods than one made of stone could be. It is where I sent out my most heartfelt hopes and desires. Some midweek mornings, I would stand there for nearly an hour, just staring out over the shimmering waters.

As the months and years went by, I began to fancy that I saw more in those waters than just gulls, fish, and seaweed. One morning, with my first-born, Devlin, in his basket behind me, I thought I saw a head pop out of the sea. It was most assuredly female, and her long locks floated around her to ride the gentle waves. I was not sure if we made eye contact, since she was too far away, but the flowers that made it that far from shore had disappeared.

I did not see anything again until I was pregnant with my second child. Devlin was waddling about in the sand, picking up as many shells as he could hold. I had thrown out my offering and let my heart sing to my beloved, who was gone on a long voyage. This time, there was no mistaking that my eyes met hers. Both of us had blue eyes, but hers were the colour of the deepest waters.

Having heard tales of mermaids, I thought perhaps she was such a creature and was attracted by the wildflowers that I threw into the water. Mermaids did like pretty and brightly coloured things, after all. Some men would have their boats painted with brilliant colours, in hopes of attracting mermaids. Yet the more I watched her floating there, the more I doubted my judgment.

The tales said that mermaids had simple minds, not so much smarter than dolphins. In her big eyes, I saw much wisdom. Without words, they told me that she knew I made offerings to the sea gods, and that my husband would be taken care of. A shiver had wiggled down my spine, and yet I felt a warmth of comfort from it.

She was something more than just a mermaid. I had never heard of a sea goddess, for it was a man’s realm, but sea gods were known for their virility and promiscuity. I would not have been surprised if she were one of their daughters.

Unconsciously, my hand had touched my slightly swollen belly. The daughter of the sea smiled and disappeared back under the waves. There was no flick of a tail or shine of scales. She just became one with the water again.

I gave birth to a girl child not long after Seth returned. We named her Neera after my mother. When my father — who was still living and retired in a neighboring village with his brother — first saw my baby and heard her name, he wept. I was never sure if it was because he was happy for the honour that was bestowed upon my mother in the naming or because the loss of her still hurt him so.

The closest the daughter of the sea got to me was only a few months after Neera’s birth. I left Devlin with my sister that midweek morning, and brought my daughter with me in a sling made of soft cotton. I made my offering, and the head popped up not thirty hands away from me. I admit, I did startle a little, but I did not scream or run away. I had often been told I was more brave-hearted than most women.

She smiled again, and this time I could see her teeth. They were like a shark’s: many in number and deadly sharp. Her strange, ethereal beauty took the eye from that detail, though. Her flesh was pale with the faintest hint of blue, and her streaming hair was like strands from the night sky.

She made a motion to me which I did not understand at first. When she made it again, the elegant turning of her hand, I realized she wanted to see the baby. My heart beat just a little faster, but I took the sleeping child from her sling and faced her towards the sea.

Those big eyes gazed at the baby for a long time. I did not question it nor move to shift my arm when it started to grow numb from holding Neera in such a position. For me, the sea god’s daughter had seen my husband home safely every time he had been away on a voyage. If she wished to stare at my child, then I would not protest.

Finally the ebony-haired creature made a wee noise, which did sound happy. She threw up her hands, splashing water about. A few drops landed on Neera, and then the daughter of the sea was gone.

I tenderly wiped at the salty water that had wet my baby and noted that a drop that had touched her bare ankle had left a mark. It was a brownish splotch and looked identical to the birthmark I had on my arm. I remember I used to call it a freckle because it was cuter that way, but my mother always told me it was a birthmark.

Had I been splashed upon by the sea god’s daughter when I was a babe, as well?

I would never know the answer to that, and I only saw her on a rare occasion from far away after that morning.

Seth and I lived a good life. I provided him with three more sons. All our boys grew tall like their father, but unfortunately none had that marvelous hooked nose of his. I thought Neera had a hint of it in her features, but she was a feminine girl and she wouldn’t dare grow a nose such as that!

It was not a year after Devlin had married that my husband did not return from his voyage. My hair had not even been kissed by sea salt yet, but they were telling me I was widowed by the sea gods. It was only a week past when he was due back. I could not declare Seth dead, and I refused to do so. I had the daughter of the sea watching him for me.

A ship with a sober crew returned, saying they saw Seth’s ship go down. The waters were shallow this year from lack of rain, and it ran along a reef. It sank swiftly, as if the denizens at the bottom of the sea were hungry.

I still did not believe him to be dead. I was pitied, and told I was not accepting the truth of things. None of them could have ever loved as I loved Seth. And they did not know what I knew of the sea.

I waited anxiously for the Day of Water and Woe, and I was out at first light in the morning. Father Sun had barely kissed the sky good morning when I had my wildflowers picked, and I made the trek down to the shore.

I waded out to above my knees and threw my abundant offering as far as I could. My heart went out with the flowers, calling my beloved home. He had a family that needed him and a wife who loved him more than the sun loved the earth.

She appeared where the most flowers had landed in the water. Yellow and purple petals clung to her hair, making it seem as though she were dressed for a holiday. She glided towards me. Neither swam nor walked. I could not see if she had legs or a tail, even though the water was shallow and clear.

She stood as if waiting for something, hands clasped before her. Her long locks covered her nakedness, but it was her eyes I locked onto.

“Please, I want my husband to return home. I love him with every bit of my soul. I could not live if I lost him.”

Her long fingers unlaced and swirled through the water in front of me. I saw there a shimmering image of Seth. He was lying, broken and bleeding, in a small boat. He was alone and unable to help himself. I knew all this just by seeing it in the water. I knew it as I knew my own name.

Then I also knew what I must do. Just as my mother had done many years ago.

“Take me in his stead. Send him home to our children, and take me to the sea.”

She smiled then. Not one where she showed her dangerous teeth, but a sad and compassionate smile. It seemed what her pale face was made to do.

I was not afraid when she took my hands and gently pulled me to deeper waters. I was grateful that Seth would live and grow old, fishing off the docks as my father did. He would never forget me, I knew, and he would shed tears. Yet, he would live.

As I sank below the surface, looking upwards, I knew my beloved would find safe waters to take him home in the blue of my eyes.
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A native Newfoundlander, Lisa M Daly is an archaeologist, historian, professional ballroom dance instructor, crafter, and avid baker.

Previous non-fiction writing credits include essays Sacrifice in Second World War Gander and An Empty Graveyard: The Victims of the 1946 AOA DC-4 Crash, Their Final Resting Place, and Dark Tourism.

She made her fiction writing debut with “The Island Outside the War” in Dystopia from the Rock.

Lisa acted as the guest editor for the Summer 2019 Flights from the Rock collection.

In 2021 she released her first novella, Navigating Stories.

She currently works as the marketing director at Breakwater Books Ltd.
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Witch on the Water
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Charlotte felt a soft, cool breath on her face. She woke just a little, but did not open her eyes. The breath came again, soft and gentle between her eyes. In her still mostly asleep state, she heard a soft susurration, like the quiet run of cat paws.

“Scar,” Charlotte thought as she started to drift back to full sleep. Then she realized she could still feel a weight across her hips. She reached down, and felt Scar’s soft fur. With her touch, the cat started to purr. Charlotte opened her eyes, now suddenly very awake. Her hand still on the cat, she listened. She could hear Scar purring in her sleep, twitching slightly as if dreaming. She could hear the ship around her, creaking with the rise and fall of the waves. She could hear the ocean murmuring on this calm night. And she could faintly hear the overnight crew talking and calling to one another. She could not hear whatever just blew on her face.

Telling herself it had been a dream, Charlotte tried to close her eyes and return to sleep. Just as she started to drift away again, Scar jumped up, all four strong paws suddenly digging into Charlotte’s abdomen, startling her and momentarily knocking the wind from her. Before Charlotte could react, the cat looked to her, the orange slash of fur almost glowing in the moonlight through the porthole, and sprang away, running out the door.

“Cats,” Charlotte huffed to herself, and rolled over and went back to sleep.

––––––––
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Captain Charlotte Rose woke as the dawn light streamed into the room. She threw back the blankets and walked, or rather swayed as she was always a little unsteady on her feet for the first minutes of the day, to her door and closed it. At night, the door to her quarters was left ajar so Scar could come and go throughout the night. Now she closed it to maintain some privacy while she went about her toilette. With her face washed, her hair tucked under her hat, and her belt buckled, Charlotte opened the door and stepped into the corridor. Descending a ladder, she walked to the galley to get her breakfast of porridge and tea. The room was strangely empty, just herself and one steward keeping the kettle hot and making sure no one took too many tea leaves. She ate quickly, guessing it was going to be a difficult day and this might be her only meal for a while. Whenever her crew behaved out of the ordinary, it usually meant she was in for a long and crisis-filled day. Grabbing a fresh mug of tea, she went in search of her crew.

It didn’t take her long to find people. She just followed the cacophony. A few dozen voices in a small space will carry across the ship. She found everyone still in the sleeping quarters, but not in their bunks. It was a small space, and she had to push herself through the crowd, lifting her tea in front of her.

“What’s going on here? Why is no one on deck?” she demanded, her tone forceful and direct. 

The crew around her started to stammer explanations, many talking to their feet or mumbling answers, but she couldn’t make out exactly what was being said.

“Silence!” she spat and turned to one of the deck hands. “Dawson. You, and only you, tell me what is going on.”

She waited while Dawson shuffled his feet, looked up, met her eyes for a fraction of a second, and went back to looking at his belt.

“Well, you see, it’s, um,” then he found his voice and looked up. “It’s Mr. Jack, Captain. He’s dead.”

“Dead?” Charlotte asked, surprised. “What happened?”

Again, the room erupted into murmurs as half the crew tried to answer.

“Hush! Dawson, please tell me what happened.” She softened her tone. After all, this wasn’t her crew simply not doing their jobs; a death would rightfully shake them.

“We don’t know, Captain,” Dawson replied. “He just didn’t wake up this morning.”

“Let me through. Let me see,” Charlotte ordered the group at large. Her crew tried to make space. “And has anyone called the medic?”

The tone of the crowd suggested they hadn’t. Charlotte took a breath and wondered why she had to be the first to think of that.

“Who’s next to the door? Wilson? Go get the medic,” she ordered.

She made her way to Jack’s bunk. The deckhand was dead, the medic wouldn’t help at all. His skin was ashen and his face contorted in a scream. His eyes bulged and his mouth was opened with his teeth bared. His hands were up and in front of his body, trying to push away whatever scared him. 

“Who found him?” Charlotte demanded.

“I did, Captain,” said her navigator, Collins.

“And you found him like this?” she asked.

“Yes, Captain,” Collins replied. “He was due on deck and when he didn’t show, I came down to get him. He was just like this, frozen. I wouldn’t even touch him like that.”

Charlotte stared at the man, unable to look away from the terror in his eyes.

“Let me through!” came a shout from behind Charlotte. It was authoritative and the crowd parted to let the medic through. Hazel walked through, carrying a battered bag of medical supplies. Scar followed in her wake.

“Why are all these people milling around?” she asked Charlotte.

“Yes, you’re right.” She had been too shocked to really react, but even with this death, there was still a ship to keep afloat. Charlotte turned to her crew who were pushing back to fill in the gap left by Hazel’s arrival. With a deep breath, she bellowed, “Everyone, you’re done lollygagging around. Get back to work or you’ll be on bilge duty for the next fortnight!” Before she could even finish, her crew, her efficient, curious crew, started to hurry out of the room. She was a good, fair captain, but she always followed through on her threats. A captain who didn’t did not get to stay captain for long.

The room was quickly empty save for herself, Hazel, Scar, and Jack’s earthly remains. Charlotte turned back to Jack, and Hazel was already bent over, examining the body. Scar walked between them and sat under Jack’s bunk and started grooming.

“I was told he was found like this,” she said to her medic.

“I expect he was. You can’t pose a body like this,” Hazel said as she poked and prodded.

“Any ideas?” Charlotte asked, taking a sip of her tea. Realizing what she was doing, she laid the cup aside.

Hazel huffed. “I’ve hardly gotten a look. But no, nothing I can immediately see. Poor bugger looks frightened to death. No one saw anything?”

“Of course they didn’t. This many people on a ship and it’s amazing how few will see anything,” Charlotte replied.

Hazel straightened. “I can’t tell anything from here. Get one of the hands to bring him to my office. I’ll take a good look there while the sun is high and the room is bright.”

“Right away.” Charlotte paused, then asked, “Could he really have been scared to death? Such a thing could cause panic.”

“I’ve heard of stranger. But, no matter what I find, we’ll figure out something to tell the crew. Last thing we need are ghost stories.”

––––––––
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Captain Rose prowled around her ship, catching sailors unaware as they stopped to gossip. She’d snap at them and they’d scatter back to their tasks. The immediate threat to her ship was gossip, and she didn’t want stories to grow and spread. She’d seen gossip take down a ship as quickly as typhoid. She was a little harder on the crew than they needed, but knew it would help them focus. After weeks at sea, they could turn on each other quickly, so she found it best to focus their ire on her.

She went about her duties, confirming their location and asking her first mate about potential friendly ports and their distance. Jack wasn’t an officer, but he was their best storyteller and singer, which meant they all knew him. He was fairly quiet, as far as seafolk go, but when pressed, could sing rousing songs that lifted the spirits of the crew. They’d have to give him a proper burial at sea, and make sure there was enough grog available to keep them singing and telling tales until dawn. That would be a fitting send off. And if it didn’t quiet the anxieties on board, then they’d find a port and give everyone a few days shore leave.

Basic duties seen to, Charlotte went to Hazel’s room. 

“How’s the patient?” Charlotte asked as she entered.

“Still dead,” Hazel replied. “And before you ask, no, I don’t know what did it, but if I had to guess, I’d say his heart.”

“His heart? But then why the rictus?” Charlotte asked.

“The heart doesn’t always go quietly,” Hazel replied solemnly. “Sometimes the last throes are violent. I’d say that’s what happened here.”

“That should help ease their minds.” Charlotte peered at Hazel. “Is that what you believe killed him?”

Hazel sniffed. “Looks like his heart was bigger than it should have been, but his expression still chills me. I’ve never seen a look like that on a corpse.”

“Keep looking if you must, but we should give him a send off tonight.”

“Agreed. I don’t think I’ll find much else, but I’ll wrap him up and have him ready for sundown.”

Charlotte gave Hazel a gentle pat on the shoulder.

“Thank you, my friend.” As she looked back at Jack, Charlotte noticed Scar sitting under the cot turned makeshift autopsy table.

“What’s with the cat?” she asked.

Hazel glanced under the bed. “No idea, but she’s been there the whole time. Followed the body from the bunk.”

Charlotte bent down and scratched Scar’s head. “Strange thing. Go hunt mice in the stores, that’s what you’re here for.” 

With that, she stood up, turned and left the room.

––––––––
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The crew got loud, fast. The rare ship-board funeral usually did. There was no quiet awkwardness as people started drinking and remembering like you’d see on land. No, a ship’s funeral was something different. At sundown, as each crewmember finished their work, they came to the main deck, some with instruments and all with their mugs. Charlotte had the grog prepared a little strong. This wasn’t to get lemons in them, this was to get the fear out of them. Within minutes, Sammy was plucking at the strings on a harp and Leslie was beating a soft rhythm on her drum. Fred started the first story about Jack, Dawson the next. Charlotte watched from the sidelines, close enough to show her respect, but far enough into the shadows that the crew would forget about her and properly mourn. She was enjoying the stories. Jack was a storyteller after all, so they all tried to tell his stories.

Usually quiet, Jack had a rare talent to bring life to stories. Charlotte watched and wondered who would take over as storyteller. A ship had certain requirements: someone who could carry a tune, someone who could play an instrument, and a storyteller. These people kept the ship sane and helped keep order. Most didn’t realize they had that role, but Charlotte knew. She was watching Alex tell of their most recent adventure and had a feeling she’d take over as storyteller.

“So we go into this run down temple. There’s spiders and rats everywhere, and it looks like it’s been looted a dozen times over. The pews are broken, and there was a fire in front of the alter at some point. There’s not going to be anything worth our time, but we look anyway. Next thing, Jack comes out of a side room waving something shiny, and this old woman, like an honest to goodness crone, all bent and dressed in black, is following him. He waves the piece around. ‘Look what I’ve found!’ he cries while she pleads something about the relic. Jack held it high ‘At least we found something in this decrepit place!’ he laughed.”

Alex paused as others laughed. Charlotte smiled. That gold statue had been the only thing of value in that town. She hadn’t known Jack was the one who found it. Fred had delivered it to her back on the ship. Everyone had been disappointed. They had left with some fruit and dried meats, but there wasn’t even enough water to refresh all their stores. They had stopped further down the coast when Dawson had spotted a freshwater stream waterfalling off a cliff. The crew had a swim and refilled the water. It made for a good distraction after a poor pillage.

Alex’s story ended and another song started up. The crew would be out all night, and would eventually send the body overboard, but not until after they were all quite drunk. Charlotte quietly left the group. They couldn’t really start to mourn with her there supervising. She checked on Collins at the wheel, then started for her room. On the way, she noticed Scar on top of a closed rain barrel, attention fixed on the ocean. Curious, Charlotte walked closer and followed the cat’s gaze. The orange cat gave the slightest flick of her ear to acknowledge Charlotte’s presence. Far off in the distance, something moved on the waves. It looked like fog. No, Charlotte looked harder. It looked like a woman dancing on the waves, the white like a gauzy dress on the wind. Charlotte shook her head and looked back at the cat, who now stared back at her. She looked to the ocean again and the figure was gone.

“Just the mist,” she said quietly to reassure herself as she scratched Scar’s head. “Just the mist.”

––––––––
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The next morning, she woke to commotion. She wasn’t expecting that at all. In fact, she was expecting a quiet morning while everyone sluggishly moved around trying to keep their heads intact. Scar was dashing around the room. At some point in the night, her door must have closed, trapping the cat in. Strange that the cat hadn’t jumped on her to wake her. 

She quickly pulled on her clothes and left the room, the cat barreling between her feet and out on to the deck. Her crew generally looked unwell, and none of them should have been awake at this hour.

“What is going on here!” she bellowed, and a few people clutched their heads and groaned. Charlotte stifled a smile. It was cruel to take pleasure in their pain.

This time Alex came forward. “It got Fred,” she said, and started to cry.

“What does that even mean, ‘It got Fred’?” Charlotte demanded.

Dawson spoke up: “Whatever killed Jack. It killed Fred too.”

“Nonsense,” she declared. “Jack’s heart gave out. Where’s Fred? Someone get Hazel. Nothing ‘got’ anyone.”

Charlotte turned on her heel away from her crew and strode toward the bunks. She assumed that’s where she’d find Fred. Sure enough, there he was, in his bed, arms outstretched trying to keep something away. Charlotte froze. It was just like Jack. She could see exactly why her crew was so spooked, and why they wouldn’t even stay in the room this time. Fred looked terrified, just as Jack had.

Charlotte stared, and only snapped out of it when she noticed movement under Fred’s bunk. Scar, sitting there staring forward.

“What is going on with you, cat?” she asked and started to bend down to touch the ship’s cat when Hazel bustled into the room, carrying her medical bag.

Hazel took one look at Fred, put her bag down, and walked back to close the door. She glanced around the room again, seeing only Charlotte, Scar, and the remains of Fred, and said, “Captain, I have no idea what is happening on your ship.”

Charlotte straightened up and approached her friend and confidant. 

“Nor do I,” she admitted. “There is something strange, and Scar acting funny doesn’t help matters. If the crew catch on, the poor cat might have to learn to swim.” She sighed and looked from the cat to the body and back again. “Let’s get this body out of here. I don’t know that another funeral is going to help, but the crew being able to see him will only make things worse. I’ll go get Collins to help move the body. Can you wrap him in a blanket while I’m gone?”

“Of course, Captain Rose,” Hazel replied and started toward Fred. “Charlotte?” she turned and asked.

“Yes?”

“Conditions of the heart are not contagious. Something has to be causing this, but I’m afraid figuring that out may be well beyond my ability,” Hazel confessed.

“I know. I understand,” Charlotte replied solemnly. “We’ll do our best.”

“But I wonder if you might not be better off getting an actual physician after all this.”

Charlotte approached her friend and placed a hand on her shoulder. “You grew up around medicines. You have more training at your mother’s knee than most of the physicians I have met. You brew the tisanes and mix the grog that keeps this ship healthy. Plus,” and here Charlotte dropped her voice, “you are my friend and confidant. This ship would be lost without you. If you want to leave, I would never stop you, but I do not doubt your ability for a moment.”

Hazel looked at Charlotte. “Thank you, Captain. That means a lot.” Then she turned back to Fred, her back straight and poised to face the task at hand. “Now to get him ready to be moved.”

Charlotte left Hazel to her task and went to find her first mate. He was tired from working all night while the crew had their memorial. She sent him to the bunks to help Hazel move Fred while she moved the crew to another part of the ship. 

Once they gathered, Charlotte steeled herself and put on her captain voice.

“Listen up, each and every one of you,” she started. “I’m sure you’ve all heard of what happened to Fred overnight, and are speculating that it was the same thing that happened to Jack. The truth of it is, we don’t know what happened to either. It could be the same thing, it could be different things. The stress of Jack dying could have taken Fred too. We don’t know. But before the stories start swirling around the ship, let me give you this option: we will make for the nearest friendly port and anyone who wants to jump ship can get out of their contract with no questions asked. We have no goods to sell, just that statue that Jack found at our last stop, which, I will remind you, was also our first stop on this trip, so you won’t get a cent. But you also won’t be keelhauled for abandoning the ship. I also will not put this ship into an unfriendly port which might get us all hanged for piracy, so don’t even suggest such a thing. The nearest friendly port is three days out, and we’ll rest there another three, so make your choice.”

Charlotte paused, then added, “And I’ll not have even a whisper of mutiny. For the next three days you will keep this ship running to the best of your abilities. I will not hesitate to do what needs to be done to keep this ship running in perfect order. There will be no lollygagging. That is not a luxury we have. So do your jobs. Dismissed!” she shouted the last word to let them know there would be no questions. To punctuate the moment, she turned on her heels and marched to the wheel. The crew knew better than to talk to her while at the wheel unless it was a life and death situation.
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