Callback Side: 2 & 6

Ceyx: The vessel cleared the harbor and caught the freshening wind, which set the rigging to singing and slapping against the spars. I ordered the rowers to ship their oars and the sailors to set the yards and make sail. Our ship ran before the wind. We made satisfactory progress all that day and had reached a point of no return, with as much blue water astern as remained ahead.

Laundress 2: But as the sun was sinking in the West, the water, everywhere blue until now, began to be flecked with the white-capped waves sailors dislike. The weather was worse with every moment, for the winds were on the loose.

Ceyx: Reef the sails! Bail the water! Secure the spars!
Laundress 2: But Poseidon and his Henchmen had arrived the rest was one enormous green catastrophe. He thinks in an oddly abstracted way that the waves are lions crazed with hunters’ wounds, or that the ship is a besieged town attacked by a horde of madmen. One would think that the heavens were crazed with lust to join the turbulent sea which returned their bizarre passion and tried to rise up and embrace the air.

Laundress 2: The men have lost their belief in their captain, their courage, their nautical skill, and even their will to live as they wait for the end. One weeps and groans aloud. Another, no braver, is silent, dumbstruck. One calls on the gods from mercy. Another curses his fate. And one says one word-

Ceyx: Alcyone-

Laundress 2: -again and again-

Ceyx: -Alcyone, my treasure, Alcyone.

Laundress 2: And this is the end of the world.
