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For weeks I have skated
over the calm and raucous seas of malady but
the home port that is good health remains shrouded
in bitter mist. Like Sparta to the arrogant Menelaus it sits
forever out of reach yet seems to get closer each day. As a child I demanded
upon myself the life and fame of heroes, of Ichabod and Ishmael and Isaac
the boy, whose life was so nearly snatched away in an act of piety
that I could never commit. Though my ill fate does seem to be that of a hero
for it was brought upon by an act of hubris
of which only the greatest warriors and sailors could do. I tried
foolishly to capture the seas and winds in my mortal hands and gift them
to Charmian, my own Penelope who waits for me at the home she has made
at the foot of my hospital bed. The only suitors who request her services
are the nurses that keep company as she counts away the hours
on matchsticks, like Dido plunging the sword into her chest before falling deep
into the ravenous inferno

of which I must claw out. If Charmian is the Penelope of this tale then
I must surely be the lost and resourceful and ignoble Odysseus? I cannot be
such a man of talents and fame, for I have achieved near on nothing
save for a week in the woods and the words I have scribbled
down upon a page. No,
it must be that I am mere Telemachus, crawling my way
across lands far bigger than myself in hope of reaching a father,
of reaching the man I feel inside. I know it now, I am Telemachus but
I am also Odysseus. I am Isaac the boy and Ishmael. And Charmian,
the lady Calypso who drew me in closer on each sighting, is my wife and my mother
and my white whale. She is Penelope who waits for me to return, keeping watch
of my house and my honour. She is the fair Katrina who was tricked
into loving me by no will of her own. She is Athena and Venus
in one, her wisdom and beauty constantly vying for my attention
and always receiving it. Most of all, she is Anesidora and without her
I would not be free
