The Locker


Davey had nearly finished his first week at sea on the Brig, Lady Violet, namesake of the captains’ daughter, Miss Violet Halvorsen.  For as long as he could remember, Davey wanted to sail the seas with the British Navy. When he turned fifteen he, with a letter of recommendation and his mothers blessing, signed aboard as the ships cabin boy. Mostly his duties revolved around the ships four officers, Captain included. He prepared the officers mess in the captains’ quarters and ensured they had plenty to drink during the long nights they spent huddled over charts and such. Mostly the talk was of the rumored war with the colonies, but at times they laughed and sang sea shanties until the ration of rum was drunk or they passed out. The first mate, Scurvy Tom, had taken Davey under his wing while Davey got his sea legs. When asked why the crew called him Scurvy Tom, the old grizzled sailor just laughed, “Because I got me the Scurvy on one particular voyage.”


The Captain, a rather tall, broad shouldered man, had warned Davey that he would see his daughter from time to time during the voyage but he was to stay well clear of her and that under no circumstances was he to go into the aft hold of the ship lest he feel the Master-at-Arms whip upon his flesh. He meant the Captain no disrespect, but on several occasions, while standing the mid-watch with Scurvy Tom, he had taken the opportunity to speak with Miss Halvorsen as she strolled about the main deck in the cool night air. She was a pale beauty, about his age, with golden curls past her shoulders and sorrowful pale blue eyes. If any of the other crewmen were about the deck, especially ole Tom, they would keep a respectable distance. If any came too close, she would give them an icy stare that would freeze the hottest fires of hell; then Davey would find himself alone with her. They talked into the wee hours of the morning just before the golden red sky would give way to the sun. She pressed her hand into his, cold and clammy, but he did not notice it as she gazed into his eyes. “Meet me in the aft locker tonight, Davey. Midnight!”

“I dare not, Miss. Lest I bring down the wrath of your father!”


“Please, Davey. I must see you tonight.” Her eyes flashed dark and then she was off below decks before the next watch took their stations.


“I don’t know what to do, Tom”, Davey muttered over his breakfast of dry bread and cheese.


Scurvy Tom leaned over the rough wooden table, his left eye milky white, his face chiseled with deep crevices of time and sun; he spoke in a hoarse whisper. “Some things are best left alone, Davey.


Davey stood in front of the access door to the aft locker. He counted off each stroke of the ships bell on the quarter deck; eight in all. Midnight. Hesitantly he reached for the latch remembering what the Captain had warned him of days before, but his desire for Violet was much stronger than the Captains warning. He opened the hatch. Turning up the wick in the oil lamp, Davey entered the small aft space. It was filled with crates of rum to one side and in the center two large oaken barrels; one open, the other sealed. He found a short gaff hook and used it to pry open the sealed barrel; Rum, dark and pungent, filled the barrel. Davey became sick to his stomach an icy chill gripped his spine like a vise. He moved the lantern over the barrel and his heart froze. It was Violet. Embalmed in a cask of rum; her beautiful golden hair floated in the liquid, moving with the gentle rocking of the ship. Her eyes, pasty white and long visionless, stared up at him. She seemed to almost smile at him in death.


“I warned you not to enter this place.” The Captains voice startled Davey so, he nearly dropped the lantern into the barrel.


He turned sharply, ready to beg forgiveness…ready to swear any oath that would lessen his punishment, but before he could speak Scurvy Tom and several of the other crewmen entered the locker. Ole Tom looked down on Davey with his one good eye.

“She torments us, Davey. There’s not a night goes by without her tormenting us…cursing us because we let her die. So afraid for our own skin… that we let her drown in a storm ten years ago. Ten years Davey…do you know what ten years of a curse does to a man?”


The Captain interjected, “Get on with it man!”


Scurvy Tom looked at Davey more like a father than ever before. “It’s you she wants Davey. Someone to spend eternity with. She promised us we would be free, …that she would leave us be.”

Davey struggled and cried out in vain as they tied him and placed him in the empty oak barrel. He pleaded with them not to take his life until the rum was above his head. He felt his life slipping away from him as the crew sealed the lid of his coffin. Davey tried to hold his breath for as long as possible, struggling to get free of his bonds, but his lungs burned and he could not stop the urge to breathe. He slipped away quietly as his lungs filled with the dark liquid.


One year later.


Young Andrew Benson reported aboard the Lady Violet as its new cabin boy. One night during the mid-watch, as a couple strolled the deck, young Benson asked the old sailor, “Who are they, Tom?”

The old grizzled sailor leaned in close; his milky dead eye gleamed in the pale moonlight as the breeze ruffled the sail. “Have I ever told ye the tail of Davey Jones’ Locker?”

