AHAB

By Larry Russick

This hill is my home, my heart, till my husbanduris to me the
curling waves sweep to the beach below, my youngeolonger comes with me
to watch for his father's sails, not since the m&uarned from the Pacific has he
come—" Father's not coming back."

| knew that.

He widowed me when he married me. One night wetspen
Together then he was off after his whales. Our iagerconsisted of three long
voyages. I'm barely a newlywed, Of the six yeaeshé stayed six months with
me—two of which were spent heaving in a deliriogersef, mad in his bed. Not hot
from desire for each other, hot from his desiredieath and vengeance.

"Vengeance is mine," he would say as he burnediféhg on his
pillow beside me, not touching me.

| would put wet compresses on his head. They wgaltiot and dry in
minutes. Our son would cry. | would go to comfarhhin the night and he would
drift off to sleep, his head nestled against mysthewould lie awake, not moving,
listening to the moans of the stranger, my husbeoilihg in the darkness of
another place as if drowning, as if trapped byaeles of a creature pulling him
inexorably into the deep.

And this depth of cold, wet darkness so far awdnjs Trowning so deep,
drawing him away from me by the pull of the ancifathomless mystery. They say
you can drown in the bath, but | tell you, drownatgsea is much worse. You go
down, down, down before you die, with no hope tiimaing. If you turn back from
death, the intervening weight of the water prevents from going back. You sink
slowly beyond all hope. Your desperate arms reathtiloen you settle to rest on
the bottom far from light, far, far from love, faom God.

How could you forsake him, oh my Lord? There o@tr¢hin the deep,
deep dungeon of the sea, asleep with the fish anddangerous whales that he
sought most of his life? And how could you forsake, your child, your innocent
daughter?

| was at the altar at sixteen beside the king anuapgains.

This Ahab, whose cursed name he did not chooseydsithosen for him just as
You chose him for my husband.

How could | not devote myself to a man, seek ptaiamf a man, tall as a
ship's mast, stern and powerful, like my sea cagtaher—afraid of nothing. | was
afraid of nothing. We would go for walks along tiigays and he would tell me of
his exploits among the
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whales and the cannibals, about the duel with gentard
whose soul he must now swim with.

Is the water still blue when you're looking up from
below, among the fish and garlands of weed andisi&iom lost
ships? Is my darling lying in a bed of gold, ddhfswim in and
out his eyes, those eyes that could be so kindauiay, like my
mother's, yet could strike like lightning to burowy soul?

My eyes are dry now. No more tears will wash thém o
their dreams and fears. They ran freely the feet months after
his last departure. Tears poured when | saw hiis iturn the
last time. When they half-carried him from his shijth a white
bone where his leg had been, all blood drawn hidlitblood
drawn from him heaving about, cursing and cryinggaring he
was to return for revenge, "Vengeance is mine."

"Sayeth the Lord," said | to himAnd he looked at
me with ice in his eyes, no, looked through me. Jodless fish
will make a feast of me and go unpunished."

He would not eat fresh food. He demanded the
salted meats from his ship and hard crusts of miotdgd. So
our love went. He, hard and old, had not returmechfthe
sea—the best part of him now digesting in a whitale's
belly.

It was as if all of him were sealed up in the wHike
Jonah. Vomit though he might, Ahab could not thromself
onto the land. Instead he waged internal war vhith énemy,
devouring himself and us all around him. So, &t las set sail
again, hidden in the womb of the Pequod. Burnintpén
darkness of his cabin, leaving me free to mourrdeath, high
on this hill in Nantucket.

The night before he set out, lying next to me in ou
bed, eyes staring at the ceiling, bed clothes themhavith sweat,
he whispered my name.

"Yes?”| said in surprise and fear.

"Are you still here?"

"Yes," | said.

"Are you still my wife, my beloved wife?" his voice
a long hollow tear.

"Yes."

"How is my son?"

"You've seen him. He is healthy."

"But how is he, now that his father is gone?" aed h
started to sob quietly, and shake. The whole bedisiI'm
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SO sorry."

I held him. His hot clammy body shook. His tears mg cheek. | held him.
The flood poured from his broken heart. | hung smva washed away; one being adrift
on the ebbing tide.

Then he withdrew, forever.

| begged him not to go. He couldn't hear me. | imaek from that day on. |
watched from this hill as his sails moved off itihe mist. Where are you? Why have
you left me alone? My son won't talk to me. He dagan't hear him. Come into my
heart, | cannot bear this gray, cold place anymore.

| cannot bear this terror that | will go insanes thoks of my family,
friends, and the townspeople. The pity, the laugbit¢he littlest child.

I've heard them; they say I'm unkempt, they saylbét my mind, just like
my departed husband. Lord, have mercy on me, sandrus, that he may dip the tip of
his finger in water and cool my tongue. My headrighe ground, my hands up in
supplication.

Have mercy on me.

AMEN.
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