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The small coaster was now similar to a fragile nut shell, due to the anger of sea elements exalted by the storm; from roll to pitch, the fishing boat paled in comparison to the height of the waves which were reaching several hundred feet and sending the sailboat back and forth in a frenzied dance, jostling the three sailors from port to starboard like simple rag dolls destined to their toddlers. The mast trembled under the tension forces of the large rollers, and the hull vibrated, ready to give in under the terrible assaults of the sea god. Gaukil and Landeric had folded up the sail in time, while Akhila, with muscles as hard as iron, was firmly holding the helm, but the sea fury augured a terrible end if it were to run out of steam. Finally, the Visigoth was not controlling the boat, because the raging waves had decided to push them off their fishing road... pushing them to the high sea. The boat pitched under the assaults of turbulence, ample spurts of seawater passed over the railing, and washed down the bridge; the fruit of many hours of fishing had passed over the bridge, now covering freedom in the gray and raging waters of the salty waves. The sky was low, the dark clouds driven by southern air currents; some brave gulls found themselves trapped in this grain, and were obliged to go up towards the spheres hovering over the high winds in a remarkable serenity. The sun looked gray, pale, and yellow anemic by the change of mood of the god Poseidon.

Landeric tried to get closer the vigorous sailor with his bald head and sinister look; an old buccaneer who decided to retire from his former activity as a pirate. After many adventurous events on the pontoon, torn from port and starboard, he pointed up to the colossus, his features drawn by this tough battle against the elements.

—  Belly God. All my long career as a sailor, I never got trapped by such powerful currents... While watching the square face of the pirate dancing between two clouds of lead, he felt nauseous, ready to throw up his last meal.

The helmsman giggled against him.

—  Ben. You won't regurgitate your sardine dish! ...

Landeric glanced at the sun, veiled by long streaks of stringy slings.

—  We are moving away from the coast, and seeing the inclination of the star we have well made our way towards the rising. And if I am not mistaken, there is a black basalt archipelago harmful to the navigation.

A particularly strong gust of wind made the old sailor howl:

—  No choice! Our boat is taking on water, and the headwinds force us this mishap. Go and help Gaukil, I see him in bad shape! I think he hit his calabash which nevertheless is as hard as stone...

Effectively, the young adventurer remained slumped as an old auric sail promoted in the discharge, the askew body between the mesh. Landeric found him, bent his knees and inspected his head. A pool of blood slipped along the temple, the youth was groggy.

—  Are you okay? Holding on with one hand against the gunwale of the rail.

The sailor answered shaking his thumb. Landeric crawled on all fours towards the trunk anchored against the ship’s flank, and repeatedly tried to lift the lid, in order to extract used items no drier than his jacket. He returned to the young man, still under the yoke of a wavering reason. Then he gently wiped his face as the crashing waves rocked men, like drunk drunkard with adulterated wine.  He sponged his forehead, made a tourniquet to stop the blood flow, and then helped him sit up. The young man raised his head, his sapphire blue eyes expressing feelings of honest camaraderie. He had slipped away from his father, who had destined him to lead the family affairs; a herd of goats to lead from sunrise to sunset, without mentioning expressing their milk, putting the animals in the pastures and kissing the local girl. The neighbor’s daughter the father could not marry of course - this would have arranged his, for he asked the old goatherd a part of the dowry in the form of a few feet of pasture in return, because times have changed, and men are now moving towards plain and coastal cities where the workforce is abundant, and much better paid than cleaning a goat farm.
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