Brotherhood of Ghosts

She watched the ship crossing the channel, heard the bell ring to signal the shift change for the men on the Royal Navy ship patrolling the dark waters of the bay… the fog was rolling in, thick and heavy tonight, as it sometimes did in this early precurser to true fall…

 There’s a chill in the air tonight, she thought, as a shiver crawled up her spine. She should have been comforted by the familiar routine of the shift change, she had watched it almost every night since she was 8, and tonight nothing seemed different… but… there was something… amiss. Shrugging it off as her overactive imagination, she finished her preparations for bed… was even turning the covers down to crawl in, when something made her turn back towards the window. Almost as if no longer controlling her own feet, she walked to the window without thinking. Looking out, she saw the bay, the cliffs rising up on either side of the channel, and the fog… that thick, heavy…and somehow… disturbing fog.

 But I don’t hear anything, she thought, and sure enough, the night had suddenly become utterly silent… no creaking of moorings down at the docks, no laughter from the inn, not even the sounds of guardsman’s boots clicking on the darkened cobbled streets. 

How odd, was what  first ran through her mind, but then thought ceased. For, coming out of the blankness of the fog, was the biggest ship she’d ever seen. Massive, painted pitch black, it materialized out of the wall of mist with a ghostly, deadly speed. She inhaled, sharply, and then breathing, like thinking, temporarily stopped. The hulking behemoth, this massive ship, had a dark presence, tangible even from the high window at which she stood. Seized by fear, she runs… into the corridor, down the stairs and into the night. Once outside, she is enveloped in dank mist, chilling her to the bone. 

 She runs blindly through the streets, wanting to escape, to get away from the fog… but the more she runs, the thicker the fog becomes. She can’t see anything, vague outlines, shapes looming in the darkness all around her… and suddenly she is more frightened than she has ever been, hopelessly lost in this town she knows so well; pursued by something… she doesn’t know who, or what… but she feels it creeping ever closer…

 She stops running now, unsure of which way to turn. Standing in the street, looking first one way, then the other, her breath catches; she feels as if her heart has stopped… for coming out of the mist, a figure… gaining substance as it approaches, the shape grows impossibly tall before she sees him pause, and in an instant she knows she has ran straight to him… led here by his will. She whimpers, the horrible knowledge of her fate clear in her mind now… this is no nameless fear, this is the Captain of those pirates who are damned: The Brotherhood… of Ghosts.

