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Below deck, a seaman opened his eyes. He yawned, 

scratching his butt, as the last of his dreams faded away. “Errr,” 

he groaned, rubbing his head; last night had been a crazy night. 

He sent a stray rum bottle rolling under another 

hammock, as his bare feet touched the floor. A few more went 

spiraling as he weaved through the sleeping crew. The loose 

floorboard creaked as he clamored up on deck. Smiling, he took 

a large whiff of the salty air. It was like sniffing a flower to a 

sailor—that was, until he reopened his eyes. They were in a cave. 

Dark, damp, lack of sun, but an odyssey nonetheless.  

 Last night had been a party, celebrating the maiden 

voyage of the Midas.  

“Ahoy, me hearty,” a mate greeted the seaman. 

“Ahoy,” he replied. “Ah, tis a grand day for salin’. T’ 

winds be on our side today.” 

 “Aye, that be true.” 

With the winds on their backs and the rolling waves 

steering their course, they were blessed. It was if nature herself 

approved of their mission, their treasure hunt. 

Around them was a mixture of sounds, orders being 

shouted from other ships, and constant clicking, generating from 

the pod of beasties that accompanied them. Albino sperm 

whales—hundreds of millions of them, surrounded the Midas. 
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The toothed Cetaceans were their guides, leading them to what 

they sought. 

They were a strange lot. Some of them looked like 

ordinary whales—maybe having one or two more barnacles then 

another, a scar, or a birthmark (such as in the shape of Nebraska 

or a cross); but over two-thirds of the sea creatures almost looked 

outlandish: some swam with spiraled or broken tails, quickly 

snailing behind the group. Some of the whales’ heads were 

deformed—more flat or having large bumps, some smaller than 

their bodies or twice as large. Some had bent or broken necks, 

some even had two tails or two heads—or a twisted combination 

of the many deformities.  

The seaman had taken the liberty in naming those closest 

to him: there was Barbara, an older female with a barnacle suit of 

armor covering most of her body; Mocha and Moby, a two-

headed Siamese twin who favored to swim near the bow of the 

ship, Silver, with a more, well, silver gleam than the others, and 

Spout—a sailor screamed—as he was yanked from the crow’s 

nest into the waters by a titanic tentacle. The seaman . . . the 

horror! 

The ship’s bell rung. Announcing the emergency. They 

were under attack! 

The doors to the captain’s quarters slammed opened. “All 

hands on deck!” commanded a man with an Irish red beard. 



4 

 

Thick, with several crumbs stuck in it from the past week. He 

fashioned an eye patch over his left eye (rumored to have been 

stolen from a cannibal on a voyage to the West Indies). And a 

one-winged, scarlet macaw was perched on his shoulder.  

“Squawk, all hands on deck!” 

Panic had swelled in the seaman’s heart. Yet he somehow 

found the courage to uproot himself to run to his post. 

Decapitating a tentacle on his way. The living calamari had 

entangled the ship in a web of squirming flesh. Ripping away parts 

of the ship and yanking more men down to Davy Jones’ locker. 

The air reeked with an overpowering fishy stank. As well 

as gunpowder from the men’s pistols and rifles that they were 

firing at the beast. Splinters were flung into the air, as the men 

wailed. Defending themselves with cutlasses, hooks, hatches, 

spears, daggers, and anything else sharp that they could get their 

hands on. (One sailor saved himself from a watery grave by 

stabbing the squid with a fork.) 

“Zaafir!” hollered the captain. 

“Aye?” answered the seven-foot, black first mate. He was 

shirtless. His body decorated with scars from when he was titled 

Slave for a sugar plantation, before Store Away, then Sailor. 
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“Brin’ up a six pounder from t’ lower deck. And as many 

balls that ya can carry. We’ll be teachin’ this yellow bellied, pox 

faced kraken a lesson, that we will!” 

“Aye aye, Cap’n,” he answered, before brawling his way 

down to retrieve the weapon.  

The seaman was sprayed by the ocean as he pulled on his 

rope. Fighting to keep the sails open. He almost let go from fright 

when a man with no face, stolen by one of the cephalopod’s 

suction cups, ran past him. Just managing to keep his grip. 

He ducked as a stray pot flew past his head. The seaman 

tried to locate the origin of the flying metal, before his eyes fell 

upon her. She was the only woman-female thing on board. 

Normally, this would be bad luck, having a woman upon a ship, 

but being an oceanid, a sea spirit, fortune instead smiled upon 

them. 

She stood only a few meters away, battling the tentacles. 

Freezing them, before cutting them off with her curved blade. 

She was beautiful, elegant. Her blue skin rippled like the sea, it 

was impossible to tell if she was a deity of flesh or of water. Her 

movements were fluid as well as agile. It almost appeared that the 

nymph was dancing instead of being locked in intense combat. 

Her loose dress flowed around her, sparkling as if it had been 

made by jewels of the sea. 



6 

 

No one knew the tale why she was here. None could tell 

if she fancied their captain, or if she had merely been bored and 

so wanted to observe the lives of mortals, or if she just craved 

adventure; nonetheless, they were all thankful that she was 

aboard.  

The head of the monster surfaced. Its great, yellow eye 

starred at the crew. Sending chills down their spines. 

“Shiver me timbers!” exclaimed the captain. “It’s like t’ 

Devil himself!” 

“Squawk, t’ Devil himself!”  

“Nahiii! Nahiii!” cried out another member of the ship. 

He was a white bearded man dressed in a brightly orange robe 

and turban—a guru [store away, found trying to smuggle the eggs 

and salted pork off the ship]. “Te skvīḍa is creature of tis earth 

too! He’s a living! Jinda!”  

“Get that lily-liver, twit out o’ here!” ordered the captain. 

“Lock him up in mine quarters.” 

“Squawk, lock him up,” mimicked the parrot.  

“Aye aye.” Two sailors abandoned their posts to fulfill his 

command. 
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“Look out!” screamed a mariner. The seaman covered his 

head as he was pelted by falling timber; the squid had broken a 

beam of the mast— 

“Boom time!” announced the first mate, returning to the 

top deck. He loaded the canon.  

“Fire!” shouted the captain, as Zaafir ignited the fuse of 

the artillery. 

“Squawk, fire!” 

BOOOM! the iron ball exploded out of the cannon with 

high velocity. Penetrating into the squid’s body and searing 

through flesh. 

The seamen covered their ears in pain from the 

cephalopod’s high-pitch screech of agony. Its attack escalated. 

More tentacles were launched on deck. Crushing anything that 

they could get their suction cups on. 

“Fire!” commanded the captain. BOOOM! another ball 

was launched into the sea monster. Again their ears ached. 

Hooks in the squid’s tentacles shredded the deck—and a 

man’s leg as they scraped across the wood. 

“Fire!” BOOOM! the enraged mollusk squealed. 

A pair of tentacles snaked to the canon and crushed it like 

an insect. As the first mate dived out of the way. 
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Then, it was time. Time to end this. The squid erected 

two of its largest tentacles high into the air, towering above them, 

above the sails. They were ready to crash into the ship and 

obliterate it. 

“Say ye prayers, lads,” said the captain. “This be t’ end. 

Aye, t’ end.” 

We’re done for! thought the seaman. This be it. He didn’t 

think that it would end like this; then again, how did he imagine 

it would end? Being a swashbuckling buccaneer, he knew that his 

luck would run out eventually; yet, he did not think that it would 

be this soon. 

The tentacles began their descent— 

I wonder . . . 

Falling— 

If thar be rum in t’ Goodland? 

Before they recoiled? 

The squid squealed and squeaked as its blood dyed the 

waters. 

The whales shredded the beast, devouring it in a frenzy. 

It slashed out at them with its appendages, but it was no match. 

The crew was spared! the squid, lunch. 
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“Oh, by heaven’s mercy!” exclaimed the seaman in relief. 

“We’re alive!!” the deck erupted in cheer. 

“T’ good, great Lord above spared us, mates” announced 

the captain. “Now, be best if we be on our way.”  

“Squawk, be on our way.” 

The captain then shouted orders for the seamen to return 

to their duties, as well as for repairs to be made to the ship from 

the spare timber below—holes that need be patching, beams that 

need be fixing. 

“Savvy,” replied the seaman.  

The captain and the oceanid then departed to discuss 

important matters due to the recent event, kicking the guru out 

of his quarters, “For every action, there is consequence. Karma. 

Payment for life that should never be taking—” as Zaafir took 

charge of the helm. 

“She be a lovely lass,” said a mate to the seaman. 

“Aye, that she be,” he replied. Thunder rumbled. 

“Aft least we have some luck goin’ for us. We’re goin’ t’ 

need it.” 

“That be true.” The sky rumbled again. “That be true.” 

The seaman began to swab the poop deck, as a shanty came to 

mind: 
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“Sally Brown, she's the girl for me, boys” 
“Roll boys, roll boys roll,” replied the other sailors. 

 
Sally Brown, she's the girl for me, boys 

Way high, Miss Sally Brown 
 

Down to Trinidad to see Sally Brown, boys 
Roll boys, roll boys roll 

Down to Trinidad to see Sally Brown, boys 
Way high, Miss Sally Brown 

 
She's lovely on the foreyard, she's lovely down below, boys 

Roll boys, roll boys roll 
She’s lovely all the way, that’s all ya want to know, boys 

Way high, Miss Sally Brown 
 

Ol' Cap’n Baker, how do ya store yer carga 
Roll boys, roll boys roll 

Some I stow for'ard, an' some I stow arter 
Way high, Miss Sally Brown 

 
Oh, way high ya, an' up she rises 

Roll boys, roll boys roll 
Way high ya, and the blocks is different sizes 

Way high, Miss Sally Brown 
 

Oh, one more pull, don't ya hear the mate a-bawlin? 
Roll boys, roll boys roll 

One more pull, that's the end of all the hawlin' 
Way high, Miss Sally Brown 
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Oh, Sally Brown, she's the girl for me, boys 

Roll boys, roll boys roll 
Sally Brown, she's the girl for me, boys 

Way high, Miss Sally Brown 
 

It wasn’t long after their tune was finished when a storm 

had struck the ship; however, it was short lived, and so allowed 

the Midas to continue to sail with the others with little 

consequence. Though, other ships and whales were not so 

fortunate, and were lost by the great waves and winds.   

The sea was calm now. The music of storks and seagulls 

could be heard from above and the clicking of whales from 

below. Many of the males had taken to the front of the fleet, being 

faster, leaving the females behind; however, many of the males 

were already growing exhausted. Some even tiring to the point of 

drowning, becoming prey to the shiver of sharks which followed. 

(One of the great whites had ventured close to the ship, pulling 

under water and devouring a nearby sailor, who had been lazily 

floating out on the sea in a souvenir-horsy floaty.) 

The one-legged cook came up from the galley, pouring 

fruit: bananas, oranges, lemons, and others overboard, to give the 

nearby whales strength to continue, the Midas following the 

whales to the treasure, as hunters using bloodhounds to find a 

fox.  
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The dragon of the bow tread through the waters with 

ease. The seaman looked out from between its wooden horns, 

lost in thought: What will be found on this voyage? For these be mesterious 

waters that I have no nay ne'er sailed. What adventures will thar be? And 

what kind o' man will I be after? What . . .  

A split of two tunnels were ahead. “Get t’ Cap’n,” 

ordered the first mate. 

“Aye aye,” answered a mariner.  

The pod was thinning, many ships and cachalots making 

decisions to which tunnel to take (while some of the dafter whales 

just swam in circles instead of making a choice). The captain was 

now on deck, studying the whales. 

“Which way, Cap’n?” asked the sailor of the helm. 

He did not answer, but kept his eyes on the sperm whales. 

Barbara was favoring port, as well as Mocha and Moby. Silver was 

nowhere in sight, and Spout had ejaculated starboard. 

“Cap’n?” asked the sailor again. 

“. . . Port. Aye, we go port,” he finally replied.  

“Squawk, port.”  

“Aye aye.” The mate spun the wheel in response to the 

captain’s decision. His speed unbalancing a sailor tight-roping on 

the trim, wearing a ‘Save the Whales’ T-shirt souvenir from port, 
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and hurdling him into the sea. A few cries for ‘Help’ could be 

heard, before he was swallowed by one of the beasties, with not 

a chance for anyone to respond.  

The guru was again a nuisance. He had laid out a mat in 

the middle of the deck and sat upon it in meditation, providing 

an obstacle to many of the crew who were performing their daily 

tasks. The seaman knew better than to associate himself with such 

a scallywag; however, he was curious. 

“Mind if I sit with, ye?” asked the seaman. 

“Not I be denying you,” replied the guru, his eyes still 

close. The seaman sat himself next to the other man, then 

noticing a bottle between his legs, with two clownfish swimming 

within it. “Tere is you a question be vishing me to be asking, no?” 

There were many, yes; yet, one was more dominant than 

the others. 

“Aye, why did ya want to store away on t’ ship?” 

“Sabhee jeevan keematee hai.” 

“What?” 

 “Sabhee jeevan keematee hai. Life all is precious, 

jahaazee. Life all is an ancestor be reincarnating, be collecting 

dharma to reach moksha. Life all is precious.” 
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Well it's all for me grog, me jolly jolly grog 
It's all for me beer and tobacco 

For I spent all me tin with the lassies drinking gin 
Far across the western ocean I must wander 

 

The galley was alive with music, the clanking of mugs, 

laughter, belching, of seamen finding relaxation after a long day. 

The ship’s cat was lacing through the men’s legs, hunting for bilge 

rats. “Smartly, another Nelson’s folly,” said the seaman. His 

request answered with another mug of rum. 

“Aye, that be t’ stuff,” said the man sitting across from 

the seaman, as he took a swig of his whiskey. “Whiskey is the life 

of man, always was since the world began.” 

The seaman laughed. “Already feelin’ squiffy, bucko?” 

“Just a bit,” he took another gulp. “Must be drinkin’ all 

me can. Who knows what will be me last with that fiendish witch 

on board.” 

The seaman felt a twinge of hurt from his crewman’s 

statement, for he himself had taken a liken’ to the buxom beauty. 

“T’ cap’n tinks she’s safe,” he justified.  

“Aye, n’ it’ill be t’ cap’n who goes down with his ship if 

he be wrong.” The seaman shook off his words. 

“Have ya hear of her name, hearties?” asked another 

mate. 
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“Can’t says that I have,” answered the seaman, curious of 

what it was himself. 

He was about to take another chug of his rum, when he 

heard something. A song. Not concerning grog or whiskey, not 

by a man. It was— 

The seaman felt as if he was in a trance, leaving his seat 

and sauntering up deck. But he was not alone. The men, like 

mindless zombies, wandered up on deck. The captain even, 

stumbled out of his quarters. The sound— 

It was beautiful. Its lyrics cannot be replicated with 

words; they were more like feelings. The opening of a treasure 

chest of gems and doubloons—the drinking of rum—the first 

night with a woman—the site of the see, all these feelings in one. 

The men were drawing dangerously close to the edge of the ship. 

Music was singing from the sea, enchanting the men. 

Luring them to join the waters. No, the women in the waters. 

There were many of them, swimming about the ship. Gorgeous, 

with beautiful eyes of sapphires, emeralds, and rubies. Flowing 

hair of gold, onyx, and silver. Some were calling from a top of 

rocks, while others swam near the ship, giggling, blowing kisses, 

their scales shimmering. Their voices melded into the perfect 

melody. 

Zaafir was at the helm and was steering the ship— 
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“You fool!” shouted the oceanid. “You will kill as all!” 

She pushed away the first mate and spun the wheel, 

saving the ship from smashing into the sharp rocks. 

The music grew louder; the hands of the mermaids were 

outstretched toward the sailors, ready to embrace them with their 

ravenous arms. “No you don’t,” shouted the daughter of 

Oceanus, as she stretched out her hand and froze the crew’s feet 

in place with a spell.  

She tried to keep the ship on course, dodging other ships 

and whales that were crashing into the rocks. “Captain, snap out 

of it,” she yelled. “It is a trap! Can you not see it is a trap?!” 

But he couldn’t. The merfolk’s magic was too strong on 

him. “Squawk, it is a trap!” his parrot repeated into his ear. 

Some of the men had removed their boots and dived 

overboard before the nymph noticed. Grasping a mermaid with 

their arms and lips, before the shes grasped them with their arms 

and teeth.  

The captain jumped—a little mermaid with scarlet hair 

smiling below— 

The smile evolving into a frown, as a tornado of water 

launched the captain back onboard. Smashing his head into the 

mast and knocking him out cold. “Sorry, Captain. It is for your 
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own good,” said the sea spirit, before she swerved to evade the 

teeth of a cachalot.  

Mocha and Moby had fallen under the merfolk’s spell, 

smashing into a jagged rock, impaling themselves, and hurdling 

stalactites from above.  The oceanid attempted to dodge them, 

succeeding to do so from the bigger, more dangerous ones; 

however, many of the smaller rocks impaled the top deck. “Ga!” 

exclaimed the nymph, from the drop of acid that had touched her 

skin (dribbled from the fallen rocks, many drips burning holes 

through the wood). 

The pseudo-manatees were persistent, not wanting to 

give up their prey. They sung more loudly; the men struggled to 

free themselves. More than once the ocean spirit had to shoot a 

sword or dagger from out of a sailor’s hand with an ice spear, to 

keep him from cutting off his own legs to reach the water-

demons.  

 The oceanid was growing tired. When will this end? she 

wondered. To make matters worse, the mermaids were growing 

more desperate, crawling up the ship in attempt to forcefully drag 

the men down to them. The sea spirt would lash out at them with 

a water whip or pierce them with an icicle. Then, ahead was a 

waterfall. 

At last, an escape!    
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The surviving whales were jumping up the falls like a run 

of salmon, with the other ships grappling to them to rise above. 

Just have to . . . 

Wham! the oceanid collapsed to the deck, her head 

throbbing. She looked up to see a naked woman. A shell bracelet 

was around her wrist and a starve, venomous look within her eyes, 

almost animal like. She pounced on the sea spirit with her hands 

around the deity’s blue neck. She gasped, as she tried clawing the 

woman. 

Blood leaked from her arms, yet she did not loosen her 

death grip. Black was beginning to fill the nymph’s vision. 

Desperately she clawed, the woman was just too strong. 

Consciousness was almost gone, when the oceanid’s fingers 

ripped off the woman’s bracelet. 

A primal scream was released from the woman’s lips, as 

her form became unstable, transforming into seafoam that 

dampened the deck. 

The sea spirit gasped for air, seconds away from 

venturing to Hades. The roaring of the waterfall was growing 

louder. After a few deep gulps, she forced herself onto her feet. 

Wobbling, she used the wheel to steady herself, recovering the 

ship’s trajectory from colliding with the Bronze Barracuda. 

“Taste this,” she spat, as she plowed through the school 

of merfolk, the ship’s bow bashing into the skull of one of the 
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mermaids. More screamed, as she boiled the water around the 

Midas.  

Blood dripped from the nymph’s nose, as she lifted the 

ship with a water-tornado over the falls. Higher, higher, and 

higher they rose, until the ship had successfully scaled them. Just 

as soon as the bow again touched water, the oceanid collapsed to 

her knees in exhaustion. Her talents and defending both the men 

and the ship had taken much of her energy. She needed rest. 

Then, she noticed, that no longer did she hear the 

mermaids’ song, but the crashing of the waterfall and the 

mumbling-confusion of men. “We . . . made it!” she gasped in 

relief. 

 Snapping her fingers, the ice which bounded the men 

melted into a puddle. The captain was again conscious, rubbing 

his head. “By thunder, if thar be mutiny upon me ship . . .” 

“No mutiny, Captain,” informed the nymph. 

“Mermaids.” 

“Mermaids!” 

“Squawk, mermaids!” 

“Yes, Captain, mermaids. If I had not acted . . .” the water 

spirit couldn’t find the heart to finish her statement. 

“We’d all be in Fiddler’s Green. Thank ye, me lady,” said 

the captain, tipping his hat to the deity as he bowed before her; 
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his crew did the same. “Avast, ye men, take her to me quarters, 

she needs rest. N’ brin’ t’ her any refreshments that she asks for.” 

“Aye, Cap’n,” answered two seamen, as they each took 

an arm and helped the sea spirit to the captain’s quarters. 

“N’ t’ rest o’ ya,” addressed the captain, “what are ya 

doin’? Either find work or get some shut eye. Ain’t no time for 

lazy-bone, sorry sea urchins upon me ship.” 

“Aye aye, Cap’n,” answered the crew, many venturing 

under deck, while others began their watches or patching the 

mishaps from their encounter. 

The seaman was soon in his hammock and began to 

dream, most of them consisting of being surrounded by beautiful 

women, as water filled up his lungs. 

 

The cook was again pouring fruit overboard to feed the 

closest whales, while suckling on a kiwi himself, a prevention for 

contracting scurvy. 

Only ten thousand were still sailing and swimming 

toward the treasure. Many had been lost to the squids, storm, 

mermaids, and exhaustion of the journey. “For it be a dangerous 

one,” mumbled the seaman, reminiscing over all who were gone.  

Yet, their troubles were not ended. “Blimey!” exclaimed 

Zaafir. The Midas had scraped against a coral reef, toppling a 
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member of the crew overboard. However, a pair of friendly sea 

turtles returned him close enough for another mariner to grab 

him. Fortunately, it had been just a scratch, but others were not 

so fortunate. One ship was struck and sank as fast as Atlantis, 

leaving a lone sailor marooned on the corral island, with a 

volleyball being his only companion. The Midas was too far gone 

to be of assistance. 

Life all is precious. The guru’s words were having regular 

intercourse with the seaman’s mind. Though the guru had halfly 

answered his question, and though the seaman did not agree with 

dharma and reincarnation, he could not help but ponder upon the 

guru’s answer, Life all is precious. 

As the seaman was swabbing, he noticed the nymph’s 

silver hair blowing in the wind. She stood against the ship’s rail, 

looking out across the sea. The seaman felt unworthy to be by 

her, yet he also could not help but to draw nearer to her. He felt 

ashamed, for he was but a grimy man, who had been lured by the 

enchantment of a fish, yet he could not control the emotions 

which she stirred within him. 

Then, her eyes fell upon him. Unknowingly, he had come 

to be in speaking distance of her. His cheeks burned red; he felt 

like an idiot. But an idiot that must say something, or he’d be seen 

as a fool. "I . . . um . . . just wanted . . . t' thank ye . . . for savin' 

me life." 
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The oceanid smiled. “You are most welcome, náftis. 

Strange, how many years ago I would not have been your savior.” 

“Whatever could ya mean, me lady?” 

“αὗται δ᾽ Ὠκεανοῦ καὶ Τηθύος ἐξεγένοντο  

πρεσβύταται κοῦραι: πολλαί γε μέν εἰσι καὶ ἄλλαι.  

τρὶς γὰρ χίλιαί εἰσι τανύσφυροι Ὠκεανῖναι,  

αἵ ῥα πολυσπερέες γαῖαν καὶ βένθεα λίμνης  

πάντη ὁμῶς ἐφέπουσι, θεάων ἀγλαὰ τέκνα.  

τόσσοι δ᾽ αὖθ᾽ ἕτεροι ποταμοὶ καναχηδὰ ῥέοντες,  

υἱέες Ὠκεανοῦ, τοὺς γείνατο πότνια Τηθύς:  

τῶν ὄνομ᾽ ἀργαλέον πάντων βροτὸν ἀνέρ᾽ ἐνισπεῖν,  

οἳ δὲ ἕκαστοι ἴσασιν, ὅσοι περιναιετάωσιν.1 

“Before the conception of men, I was born from the 

Titans. I was a princess like no other, who ruled to please myself. 

However, when the gods overthrew them, I became humbled. 

Becoming a servant to Poseidon, or Neptune as you call him, my 

                                                           
1 “These are the eldest daughters that sprang from Oceanus and Tethys; but 
there are many besides. For there are three thousand neat-ankled daughters of 
Oceanus who are dispersed far and wide, and in every place alike serve the 
earth and the deep waters, children who are glorious among goddesses. And 
as many other rivers are there, babbling as they flow, sons of Oceanus, whom 
queenly Tethys bare, but their names it is hard for a mortal man to tell, but 
people know those by which they severally dwell. 
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eyes were opened to love and compassion.” She looked into the 

eyes of the seaman, “Even for mortals.” 

He wanted to look away, unworthy to gaze upon her, yet 

her gaze held his attention. “Yes,” she looked away, towards the 

sea, “‘life all is precious.’” 

The seaman blushed, for he knew his thoughts had been 

invaded, and so he retreated to his mop and bucket. 

 

The Midas began to sail past several smallish isles, one 

that shined like the sun, another that a nearby ship crashed into, 

for it was invisible. One isle had a polar bear upon it, while 

another a green archer—who slayed seven men with piercing 

arrows, before he was silenced with a carefully aimed cannonball. 

And still another with an ear drumming roar of what was thought 

to be extinct, which they wisely avoided. 

There were yet many, many other smallish isles that they 

saw, which would take up far too much ink to describe, before 

they were once again in open waters. 

 

“Arrr, we be drawin' close, lads!” informed the captain. 

“Squawk, drawin’ close.” It was the third day of their 

voyage. The whales had become excited, increasing their speed 

for the last leagues (less than 20,000). One that was close to the 
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starboard ejected from its blowhole a spray of water and the sailor 

it had eaten. 

“I’m alive!” he exclaimed, before he was quickly 

suspended from the yardarm by his fellow crew, to rid themselves 

from the overpowering stank of fish, vomit, and stomach juices.  

Barbara released a worried noise. The captain’s positive 

attitude suddenly changed. “Somethin’ be wrong,” he said. 

“Squawk, somethin’ be wrong,” mimicked his macaw. 

“What be it, Cap’n?” asked Zaafir.  

“I . . . Neptune’s beard!” 

Ahead, the channel narrowed. Not only did it narrow, but 

the captain had a choice between two dangers. On one side, there 

was a maelstrom with a gaping mouth of jagged teeth in the center 

of it, and the other in a crevice of the rock, a woman, with twelve 

dangling legs, and around her waist were six wolf heads with long, 

serpent necks, each barbed with three rows of fangs, both 

devouring as the pod crossed by them. 

“Scylla and Charybdis!” exclaimed the oceanid, who had 

taken station beside the captain. “‘Ah, shun the horrid gulf! by 

Scylla fly. Tis better six to lose, than all to die.’” 

“Can we not fight her?” asked the captain. 

“Squawk, fight her?” 



25 

 

“To quote both Circe and Pope once again, ‘O worn by 

toils, O broke in fight, Still are new toils and war thy dire delight? 

Will martial flames for ever fire thy mind, And never, never be to 

Heaven resign’d? How vain thy efforts to avenge the wrong! 

Deathless the pest! impenetrably strong! Furious and fell, 

tremendous to behold! E’en with a look she withers all the bold! 

She mocks the weak attempts of human might; Oh, fly her rage! 

thy conquest is thy flight. If but to seize thy arms thou make delay, 

Again thy fury vindicates her prey; Her six mouths yawn, and six 

are snatch’d away.’” 

The captain— 

“Treacherous, grog snarfin’, weevil eatin’, scabby sea 

bass, sgrog! Full speed ahead!” ordered the captain. “Keep 

starboard.” 

“Aye, Cap’n,” replied Zaafir. 

“N’ load t’ six pounders.”  

“Captain?!” exclaimed the sea spirit. 

“If that barnacle bottomed, blowfish be eatin’ me crew, 

then I’m takin’ a part o it with us!” 

The Titans’ daughter bit her tongue, for she knew better 

than to argue with a captain once his mind had been set. 

“Squawk, barnacle bottomed, blowfish!” 
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The crew was restless. This was it, they could feel it in 

their bones, the last obstacle before the treasure. Yet, they had 

heard the sea spirit’s poesy, six men would die. Being the captain 

he was, he did not promote any sailors to the position of sacrifice, 

but armed each with a weapon of sorts, and all thirty-two canons 

were loaded with six pounds of cast iron. 

“Pardon me lads, but I'm not t' best o' makin' speeches,” 

apologized the captain, “but I says this. Ya be t' best crew of salty 

sea dogs a cap’n can ever ask for." 

“Arrrrrr!” the men erupted into a battle cry. They then 

darted to their posts; it was their turn to face the twin demons. 

“Once, could I call you cousins,” said the oceanid, “but 

now . . .” she unsheathed her blade. 

“I thought ye said fight is not possible?” asked the 

captain. 

“Squawk, not possible?” 

“Naí, but I refuse to stand by and do nothing, when there 

are so many good men prepared to fight the Fates.” 

“Aye, and fight them we shall.” 
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The Midas began to squeeze through the strait, forcing 

others to face the whirlpool. “Steady. Steady men. Wait for me 

orders,” commanded the capt— 

A wolf head snatched the man hanging from the yardarm. 

“Belay that order! Fire! Give everythin’ ya got!” he 

dodged a face of teeth and stabbed it with his cutlass. “Hold 

nothin’ aft, men! Fire!” 

The canons exploded into the rocks. Men cried out as 

they battled the heads. Zaafir was clinching his teeth as he 

struggled against the pull of Charybdis, bringing them ever closer 

to the jaws of Scylla.  

“Fire!” The canons fired again, but with no effect to the 

monster. The seaman stabbed his dagger into one of the beast’s 

heads. It howled. He smashed into the deck from the whiplash of 

the recoiling head. 

“Bhaiyoon,” shouted the guru, “be stopping your 

wiolence. There is no need for it. Must you . . .” The second head 

snatched the guru. 

“Awoooooo!” a head wailed, as one of its bloody teeth 

fell to the deck. Cut off by the oceanid’s blade. Another retaliated, 

grabbing her leg within its mouth. She hissed. As she made the 

wolf-face howl too, penetrating its skull with steel. 

“They feel pain! but they don’t die!” exclaimed a sailor. 
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“Fight, lads!” ordered the captain, parrying teeth. “Fight! 

Lest you be lost t’ ol’ Davy Jones.” Another wail echoed, as a 

mariner’s bones crunched under teeth. 

Three! counted the seaman, praying that he would not be 

next. Another was seized from the stern. Four! He clasped a barrel 

as the ship rocked.  

“Me apologizes, Cap’n,” said Zaafir. “The maelstrom is 

growing stronger.” 

“Keep us steady, mate. We can’t . . .” The captain ducked, 

as his hat was stolen from his head. “Blow me down! I hope ye 

choke on it!” 

Rocks tumbled from the cliff. “Look out!” shouted a 

sailor. Men scattered, some jumping farther up the ship or 

overboard, while others were crushed under the stone. 

“Eats! We must eats!” hissed the nymphish head of the 

monster. “Meats, my pretties. Get us meats!” 

Another wave of heads was launched at the ship. 

Mariner’s jumped, dodged, parried, impaled—while another’s 

screams was silenced by teeth. “Blood, more blood!” demanded 

Scylla.  

The oceanid was atop one of the heads, with a frozen 

shut jaw, while battling another. She jumped, twirling in the air, 

before landing in a crouch on the ship. The ice shattered as the 
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head howled from the other biting its throat. It retaliated by tearing 

out and swallowing one of its eyes. 

“The pain! Stops!” ordered Scylla. “Gets the meats. Two, 

two more, pretties.” 

“Zaafir!” cried out the captain. 

“Squawk, Zaafir!” 

“We’re almost there, Cap’n,” informed the first mate. 

“Just a lil longer.”  

The lookout in the crow’s nest became the fifth meal. 

“We don’t got longer!” exclaimed the captain, recognizing the 

awful truth. 

The sands of Chronos seemed to have slowed. The 

seaman was cornered against the mast—the oceanid stood in the 

open port, battling with her own magic to keep Charybdis’ reach 

at bay—the captain was facing the beastie in taunt, “Meats right 

here, ya landlubber, scoundrel!”—Zaafir battled the pull of the 

whirlpool on port, and the falling rocks on starboard— 

The air was filled with the roar of water, and the howling 

of wolves. “Eats!” exclaimed Scylla, as she ejected her last head— 

“Garr!” exclaimed the captain. The head returned to the 

rocks.  

“Cap’n!” Blood dribbled from the wolf’s jaws. 
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“Nooo!” screamed the monster, as the Midas broke out 

of the strait, following the tiring Barbara who had barely escaped 

the mouth of the maelstrom. 

Red was soaking into the deck. “Cap’n!” yelled out Zaafir, 

abandoning his post to another mariner. 

He raced to the bearded man who as crumbled on the 

deck. “Cap’n!” 

“I . . . ah! Be alright . . . sailor. That st-stinkin’ . . . . rose 

ssmellin’ . . . croc-crocodile . . . Gar!! Brin’ me some rum!” he 

ordered. 

“Squawk, rum!” 

“You heard the cap’n,” said the first mate to two sailors 

nearby, who quickly rushed away to retrieve the alcohol.  

Blood dribbled from the flaccid nub that used to be the 

captain’s right hand. “That no good . . . crocodile!” spat the 

captain, as Zaafir wrapped his bandana around the wound as a 

tourniquet.  

The seaman dropped his dagger in relief, as he slid down 

the mast, his buttocks making contact with the deck. 

The balloons of his lungs inflated and ex’ed many times, 

before he saw— 

“Look!!!” 



31 

 

We did it! 

All were in awe of what was seen. “Blimey! . . . Be worth 

more than a whole trove . . . trove o’ doubloons!” exclaimed the 

captain. 

“Or the Golden Fleece, or Midas’ hand,” agreed the 

oceanid. 

The tunnel had opened into a massive chamber, and in 

the center of it, a mighty splendor, a mighty sphere. Its skin 

gleamed like white gold, beautiful. A far larger pearl than anything 

that the crew had ever laid sight on. It cannot be accurately 

described by mere words: beauty, magic, miracle, are the best 

adjectives, which can be used for such a thing in the English 

tongue.  

The seaman’s deadlights were open wide. He had 

imagined a cave or city of gold, but this sphere far exceeded his 

expectations. 

Beautiful, and breathtaking was the precious scene—then 

interrupted, by blood and violence.  

All at once, it seemed as if the sperm whales had gone 

mad! They tore at each other, blood dyed the waters. Some were 

using their very selves to dam the entrance of the tunnel. While 

ships were smashed between their bodies.  
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Crucially, they raced to the sphere, which was far more 

titanic in size. They tore away fragments of its flesh, as they 

borrowed into it. It was a frenzy of teeth, desperation, 

competition—for only one would be the winner of this long 

voyage.  

Tales were bitten off, as whales removed others from 

their borrowing, so that they could pilfer their tunnels. Barbra 

screeched! as an aggressive male grasped her about the neck. She 

squirmed. As his teeth cracked through her barnacle armor, 

collapsing her windpipe. He discarded her flaccid form and 

attacked another. 

Chaos! the scene of a battle of preservation. Which was 

quickly over. 

A wave of energy impulsed from the sphere. Repelling 

the whales with a great force and immobilizing them, for one had 

reached its core. The stunned cachalots were scattered 

throughout the chamber. Splinters of wood where imbedded into 

the walls. Silver had made contact, assimilating into the sphere. 

The two had become one. 

The others had lost. Their energies spent, death came 

upon them. 

The seaman was in awe. Both he and the crew of the 

Midas regained their footing, after being knocked down by the 

blast of energy.  
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They watched in amazement, as the sphere began to 

metamorphosize. It grew. Expeditiously so, doubling—

quadrupling—octupling—centupling!  

It then began to take shape. At first, looking like some 

kind of amphibian or alien, with a heart—before a face and a 

brain, arms, legs, then fingers and toes. Less transparent. Fragile. 

An image of God. 

The seaman, could not help but feel some kind of 

connection to it, as he watched it grow so rapidly. Watching it 

stretch and kick. Seeing it bounce from a case of the hiccups. 

Witnessing it open and close its hands, move its lips. 

Roughly the size of a pea pod, yet a giant to the crew who 

witnessed the constant transformation of the infant. This 

wonderful thing, was becoming just more and more beautiful. 

The Midas was close to the miracle. The seaman could see 

through the thin membrane, a great black eye behind a sealed lid. 

It sent shivers down his spine. The infant—was in distress! 

An explosion destroyed the blockade of whale carcasses.  

She was kicking, with silent screams. 

Mechanical things had evaded the cradle. Six of them, 

defiling the most hoy of holy sanctuaries. The seaman couldn’t 

believe his eyes. 
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“Deine wahl,” spoke their automatic voices through 

staticky speakers. 

“U-boats!” exclaimed the captain. “All hands on deck! All 

hands on deck!! All hands on deck!!!” 

“Cap’n, what be they?” asked the seaman, never seeing 

anything like them before. 

“Death! I’ve seen tem . . . Get t’ your station, sailor! We 

must . . .” 

A ship sank from a torpedo to its hull. “Deine wahl.” 

“Come about!” ordered the captain, pointing with his 

hook. “Load all canons!” 

“Squawk, load all canons!”  

Every ship that was left was swarming the invaders. “We 

must protect her!” cried out the oceanid. The infant was 

squirming. 

“Deine wahl.” Ships were sinking. 

“Fire!!” shouted the captain. The U-boats were 

penetrating through the ships with no reduction in speed. 

Cannonballs were bouncing off their artificial shells, as their 

torpedoes were reducing the ships to splinters. “Fire again!” 

commanded the captain. “Fire!” 
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The Midas trembled. “Cap’n, we’ve been hit!” informed 

Zaafir.  

“I will seal it,” said the water spirit. “Keep pressing 

them!”  

“Fire!”  

“Squawk, fire!” The infant was punching.  

This can’t be . . . thought the seaman. 

“Deine wahl.” 

The ship was ramming towards the machines; ice 

patching it from sinking.  

Blood now trickled from the oceanid’s nose, as she 

trapped one of the subs within a whirlpool, bombarding it with 

hail.  

No! NO! I will not! let it end like this! The seaman raced for 

the lower decks. 

Half of the pack had reached just outside the film of the 

terrified infant. “Noooo!” screamed the oceanid. She leaped from 

the ship, using a water-tornado to propel her to them. She 

unleashed a furry of water and ice— 

Fire and steel consumed her. 

Life all is precious, echoed the words in the seaman’s mind. 
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A dead mariner lay near one of the canons. He loaded the 

artillery, aiming for the Antiochus, before— 

Tears streamed from his eyes. 

The infant— 

Was being blown to pieces by the U-boats. “Deine wahl. 

Deine wahl.” They mechanically chanted. 

Again and again they launched their torpedoes at the 

helpless child. Blood misted, arms and legs floated away. A 

torpedo exploded her heart. Others crushed her head, before the 

baby was finally flaccid. The seaman was speechless. 

He was utterly horrified, stunned by such a monstrous act. 

He— 

“Fire in t’ hole!!!” he screamed, as he ignited the canon. 

The— 

BOOOM!!!  ship exploded. 

The seaman coughed out water, as his hands grasped 

floating timber. Burns covered his body. 

There was a great wailing from those few who were 

floating in the water. He could see a hook and feathers 

bobbing amongst the debris. And the treasure— 
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Was nothing but mangled pieces of anatomy. The seaman 

had faced a giant squid, mermaids, evil nymphs, and none of them 

were viler than— 

His hands no longer had the strength to hold on. Salt was 

stinging his wounds, as the waves were beating against him. His 

fingers released the Midas. 

Darkness was closing over the seaman, as he sank to 

Davy Jones’ Locker. Life all is precious, he thought, as he looked 

up, seeing— 

Before the water filled-up his lungs. 


