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High on the Seven Seas sailed a galleon with her crew. The ship, Dark Waters, fought through a violent squall well into the wind-filled night. A storm on the eastern edge brewed as the ship traversed the moonlit path to a place of legend and lore. 

The captain studied at his desk the maps of his prolonged voyage. As he stared at the aged parchments, he took their hand-drawn images into account. He traced the longitude and latitude lines, while land lain silhouetted- he digressed, a yearning he felt without. 

With his quill in hand to mark their course, his mind harkened to the past. Patchwork memories colored his thoughts. Murky images bewildered his psyche until his daydreams reverted to his home and family. 

He glanced at a brown leather purse beside his pipe and sextant. He looked inside at the gold coins he had reserved for his boy’s education. A fine inheritance he had saved as he waited for the day to pass along these possessions. 

The captain mussed his graying beard. Long had he sailed. He needed to find a homeward port. His family’s faces began to fade; thus, it was deemed a landing was of great import. Although, he felt a familiar angst of an erstwhile complaint that accompanied his overdue plans.  

Soon, he surmised, a fateful destination would be reached for he knew neither penance nor peace. He recognized the signs, even if his crew remained nescient. In the meantime, his orders were simple: skirt the ship between the storm and land, hoping to trick fate with a slight of hand. He felt there was no room for inner debate and refused to admit that the hour was, indeed, growing late. 

In the glass of his compass, the truth revealed itself. His eyes were worn with age. His skin dried with leathery thickness and his brow furrowed in sadness. His life at sea was long and hard, training new crews for a score. He was tired. He wanted to go home, but the drive to be a shepherd beckoned him onward even more.  

Another truth from his younger days stared back at him. In the depths of his soul, he acknowledged, destiny could not be short-changed. The toll was a hefty one for his past crime. When you are labeled a Jonah, your actions are self-defined. In his case, his failure to tie off a rope for a second time meant he had to walk the plank. 

The weakest link on a ship endangers the crew, he reminded. A lesson was learned, but almost too late. He accepted that he was a chance his captain could not take. He was removed from the vessel and left to tread water. In the deep blue sea, he eventually sank to the dubious Locker.  
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