
A Sinking Sun 

 I didn’t fear death until I saw the sea. I couldn’t explain why—getting impaled by the end 

of a bayonet or finding oneself a little too close to the barrel of a gun seemed gruesome, yet 

something about their morality hardly compared to drowning. There would be no blood when 

water trickled into my lungs, or screaming as the waves swallowed me alive, no option of having 

“any last words,” or martyrdom. No, drowning was serene in a way more violent than any 

amount of guts and gore could challenge.  

 Now that I stood here, pistol in my belt, and face over the railing of the ship, I could still 

say with confidence that I would rather take a shot than find myself at the sea’s mercy.  

This was a reality, too. The crew didn’t know it yet, but they faced the same fate I did. In 

truth, our wooden ship had been lost for days, wandering in arbitrary directions with an undying 

hope that it would soon reach an enemy ship.  

I knew it wouldn’t.  

“Good morning, Westland.”  

My first mate leaned on the railing, looking down into the water just as I did, a sharp look 

of knowledge in his eyes.  

“We were supposed to reach enemy ships two weeks—“ 

 “We’ll get there soon,” I interrupted. Normally I was calmer, a voice of reason instead of 

distain, but the salt and guilt had gotten to my head and we both knew it. I had told Allister that 

exact lie about a dozen times within the past two days, and at this point he had to have known we 

were never reaching our destination.  

 “This is naval warfare and I haven’t seen another ship in weeks,” he pressed again.  

 “I have it under control!” I snapped. 



 We watched solemnly as the waves lapped hungrily at the side of our ship.  

 “If you weren’t my friend, I’d push you over right now,” he whispered.  

 I couldn’t meet his gaze.  

“And what would that solve, Allister?’ 

 “Nothing,” he laughed in disbelief, “But you got us into this mess. Do you know how 

satisfying it would be to throw you overboard? By the Gods, you’re captain and you can’t 

navigate a bad storm! If I had any taste for vengeance, you’d be a dead man!”  

 “Allister,” I growled, “We either turned or we capsized—“ 

 “Better to drown than to starve,” he yelled.   

 “We are alive because of my actions—“ 

 “And we will die a worse death because of them, too.”  

 I stared at him. Our final days and we were acting like this, grief and mourning 

blindsiding us both. In desperation, I let my eyes search his. I tried to find that spark I found in 

him years ago when I made him my first mate—no, more than that; when I made him my 

friend—and in a painful moment, I thought I had lost sight of it entirely. Yet, as it always did, his 

gaze met mine in such a way that forced a weak smile to warm my features. Of course, Allister 

would never lose his ways.  

 “Allister,” I sighed, “I made a mistake.” 

 “I know, Westland,” he mumbled, “I wish I could say something better, but truthfully, the 

crew will figure out their fate eventually. You need to tell them; without anyone to blame, it’ll be 

anarchy.”  

 “Pirates are a vengeful bunch. I’d be dead by dawn.” 



 “You’re dead either way. The only difference is that you don’t have go through the pain 

of starvation.” 

 “Give me one more day.” 

 “I’ve given you too many already.” 

 “That wasn’t a question, Allister.” 

 A glimmer of rebellion that burned in his eyes, his jaw clenched, and his muscles shifted 

under his skin as if he were about to lunge forward and throw us both over the edge. Yet, he 

didn’t say a word, giving a small nod and slinking off back to the bowels of the ship to spread 

another round of fallacy.   

 Before I knew it, I was back in my room, the smell of dirty ship water and mold more 

prominent than ever. I lazily leaned on a wall, staring blankly at the wood in front of me. Gods, I 

needed to find my way home. Never had I longed for something so greatly—my heart yearned 

for return, my mind for survival, and my stomach for something besides fish bathed in salt.  

 It was my fault we were out here. A storm caught us blind, and I insisted we turned south 

to avoid the worst of it. Some of the ships sunk—they had to have, as that night the weather was 

not simple phenomena, but another creature entirely. Fingers of lightning dug into the sea and 

waves grew and collided, going rouge with the power to capsize even the largest of our fleet. If 

only our enemy sailed into the same trap. In the end no real damage to our ship was done, but 

Allister and I both knew that if I hadn’t forced us southward, we could still be in the safety of our 

own fleet. 

 I dropped my head against the wall with a little thud.  

 “Dammit.”  



 “Dammit, dammit, dammit!” I yelled, my voice surely reaching the ears of anyone on the 

ship who bothered to listen. The guilt was overwhelming, and to think I could do nothing about it 

but wait and hope with my fingers crossed like some child who wished on shooting stars. 

Survival was nothing more than a guessing game, and more than anything I just wanted to admit 

to the crew that I was wrong. Yet even in my guilt, I wasn’t a fool. I would stay silent, my 

fingers crossed, guess a direction to go that looked appealing, and hope for the best.  

 There was a knock at the door.  

 Not just any knock; no, one so violent that I instantly knew Allister hadn’t gone along 

with my plans, and one that expressed more anger than any number of words could.  

 “Come in,” I said, my voice coming out steady and collected, infinity contrast to what I 

expected it to be.  

 The door opened gradually, creaking open to reveal a young crew member, a mere child. 

He was sixteen, maybe seventeen, with eyes ablaze with a rage and something I couldn’t quite 

pinpoint. His hair was wild, a sure sign of too many days at sea, with eye bags imprinted dark 

enough that I knew I had overworked him.  

 I didn’t say anything to him, just as he didn’t say anything to me.  

Sweat broke out along my brow; he had something in his hand, a little shine of silver that 

gave the impression it was newly sharpened.   

 “Hey,” I whispered, “is everything alright?” 

 Horror sprung into his eyes, his fingers shaking wildly, looking crazed enough to be a 

wild animal. A fake smile slipped its way onto my features; I knew what was going to happen 

next.  

 “Do you have a knife?” I asked. 



 “Yes.” 

 “Who told you to come here?” 

 “Allister,” he cried. 

 “Please put the knife down.” 

 He only gave a little shake of his head, his eyes red and pained. By the Gods, what had 

Allister said? 

 “I need you to come with me,” the boy whispered, his voice shaking and cracking at 

every syllable.  

 I contemplated this for no more than an instant—I knew he wouldn’t hurt me if I didn’t 

give him a reason to; he didn’t have it in him.  

 “Alright,” I smiled, cautiously approaching him.  

 His eyes flickered around my face, and only now did I notice the toll the last few weeks 

had taken on the crew. His thinned limbs were a sure sign of rationed food, and sunken gaze a 

testament to the restlessness all of us felt. I knew what I had done was detrimental, but somehow 

seeing this broken crewmember in front of me made it a reality.  

 “Where to?” 

 “Outside.”  

Before I knew it, he could no longer meet my gaze.  

 I expected him to stab me here if he had the courage or vengefulness to do it. Yet here we 

were, going outside onto deck. Maybe he planned to do it in front of everyone, to execute me in 

weird symbolism. 



 For the first few seconds, the sunlight burned my face, stinging my eyes and warming my 

skin, but then it all hit me. Everyone was there, simply waiting. Allister glanced at me with a 

solemn regret in his dark eyes.   

 This was an execution.  

 “Allister!” I demanded, “What is this?” 

 He only gave a shake of his head. 

 “You can’t be serious,” I suddenly cried, unraveling under the mere idea of what was to 

happen next.  

 My eyes went blank as I felt a thin tip press into my back, pushing me forwards. 

 “Allister, why?” I asked, sounding more like a sheer moment of begging more than 

anything else. I didn’t expect an answer—I only spoke to hear my voice. 

 I found myself at the railing of the ship, pressed against it.  

 “Allister,” I cried again, but I could no longer find his gaze.  

 The sea roared beneath me.  

 “Stab me,” I pleaded, loud enough to the boy behind me to hear me.  

 I could hear him give a shake of his head, and my stomach twisted as a weak voice came 

out, “Allister said jump.” 

 I gave a choked sob, desperately looking out towards the horizon—by some miracle 

maybe there was land, or another ship.  

 “Jump,” he said rougher now, pushing the tip of the knife nearly hard enough to break the 

skin.  

 I gave a shake of my head, my legs shaking and my stomach tight with the feeling that I 

was going to vomit. Mindlessly, I was climbing the side of the ship, standing on the top of thin 



railing, facing the endless ocean in front of me. Wind whipped wildly at my face, and the salt in 

the air was strong enough to taste. The horizon was empty.  

 I could take them down with me. Pull the pistol tucked in my belt and fall Allister, too, or 

drag this kid into the hungry ocean alongside me. Perhaps I could just shoot myself in the head; 

end my life faster than pain could comprehend.  

 I turned to look behind me, only to feel the eyes of my crewmates burn upon my face and 

neck with the fury of a thousand suns. All of them were going to die because of me. 

 Through the crowd, I met Allister’s gaze. I understand, I thought, only offering him a 

soft nod and a weak smile. I didn’t look long enough to see if he mirrored me, yet something told 

me he did.  

 I stepped over the edge.  

 


