Word count: 475 ( not bad, considering it had to be cut down from almost 1000()

Lucky Jack’s Last Sail

They set sail the 30th of October; the wind promising a good day’s sail. They were headed to the Caribbean Isles, chasing sun and warmth during the winter months. The captain, Lucky Jack, made this run every year, though usually a few weeks earlier. This year, he stayed longer, for the sun had shone warm and bright far longer than usual.

 They set out, and the wind fulfilled her promises. Collapsing in their bunks that night, exhausted but pleased; they had battled 3 ships that day, and every battle won. They dreamed of gold, warm tropical sun, and island wenches happy to see them.

 Late that night, the sailors slept soundly, but Jack woke with a start. A cold laugh echoed in his mind as he tried to shake images of gruesome creatures swarming the docks they had set sail from that morning.

 In the Captain’s quarters, Jack tried to dismiss it as only a dream, but as the sun broke over the horizon, knowledge of what to do, what had to be done, broke through his denial as well.

Addressing his men, he told them they were going back, and if they didn’t make it this very night, he’d flog them all to pieces.

They did make port that night, just before midnight. As they did, Jack finished explaining why they had come back. Most were stunned, disbelieving; Jack had never been the superstitious sort, but one mate stood; scornfully stating he was going to the inn for a drink. He paused while leaving, one hand on the railing, about to speak. He never got the chance though, for a bony hand grabbed his wrist and flung him overboard. 

 Then, there were skellies everywhere. The crew leaped to their feet and drew their swords. There were hundreds of skellies, and the crew soon learned to separate heads from necks to vanquish their foes. They fought for hours, exhausted, losing hope…. But finally one mate saw a glimmer of hope, a ray of sunlight just peeking over the horizon. He shouted to his mates, pointing. They looked, and their spirits rose; never had the dawn been so welcome. With dawn came the end of the battle, what skellies were left crumbled to dust as the light of day touched their ancient bones. The town was saved, thanks to Lucky Jack and his crew, but he never made it to his beloved islands again. For although he survived that night, the winter was cruel, and in mid December of that year, he caught pneumonia and died.  They renamed the local inn after him, the villagers Jack and his crew saved that night… They call it Lucky Jack’s Tavern, if you ever visit there, sit down, have a drink, and listen to more tales of adventure on the high seas had by Jack and his crew.

