
In the Arctic Ocean, the moon and stars shine brighter than anywhere else in the world. The amount of light they give off makes it look like daylight. Before humans existed, the sky was equally visible worldwide. However, it seems that it has been increasingly choked out ever since the death of Christ. Perhaps when people go extinct, they’ll leave a pitch black sky behind. 

The light could illuminate a vessel on the ocean surface that resembled a pirate ship. The people on it were demonstrating the unusual human behavior of killing each other. The majority of weapons they used were spears or pikes although a few only had daggers. An invasion did not explain the cause of the fight since there was not another ship next to it for the enemy to of come from. No. This was mutiny. A battle among the crew itself, each individual justifying reasons for why killing their comrades to see their intestines hang out was the right thing to do. 

Corpses on the plank became numerous enough to where older ones began to slip off the edge of the ship. Just as many others, however, didn’t have the luck to fall into the freezing ocean as a lifeless body. They still had a fully working nervous system. Treading water was proven a difficult task avoiding undertow of the ship and feeling the icy water seep into their open wounds. Those with severed or disabled limbs instantly drowned. 


Only one of the crew members were brave enough to accept the hopelessness of the voyage. He had remained inside the ship, looking at a room stored with gunpowder and bullets. Staring at the room without emotion, there was no hesitation in lighting the last of his cigar matches. Nor did he so much as quiver as he tossed it into a barrel of gunpowder. Only thing he did care for was that his crew would die in peace.
