Sarah stood on the edge of a towering cliff that overlooked a wide expanse of the Atlantic Ocean. Her long dark hair flew wildly about her and her full skirts rippled and billowed in the high winds. She felt a kinship with a ship on the angry ocean far below her. 

She looked down at the waves lashing out at the tiny rocky beach and thought, “All I have to do is take one step forward and it will all be over.” 

On the horizon, the dark blue ocean met a pewter gray sky. 
Dark clouds, in looming huddled masses, muttered angry threats and sent white jagged shafts of lightening toward the sea in irate spats. 
The weather suited her mood. It embodied the way she had felt for quite some time now. 

She had not always been thus. She had been a very happy person until that terrible day a few months ago…a lifetime ago… 

The day had been sunny, full of the heady promise of spring. Early crocuses had been peeking out from under a light blanket of snow; Birds, perched upon the boughs of trees, had been trilling songs of love. There had been such a wonderful feeling of warmth in the air. The day had felt so good after the long cold hard winter that New England had just endured. 

Most important of all, though, she had been looking forward to James coming home - finally! 

Her husband, James, was the First Mate of “The Nantucket Queen”, a ship that had sailed from Seabourne, Massachusetts, over six months prior. 

Seabourne was the small seaport town they lived in, the place where James had been born. She had been exhilarated and filled with joy at the thought of seeing his tousled, brown hair, and those incredible blue eyes of his. Not to mention the way they lit up at the sight of her. She had survived the long winter and the lonely separation by thinking of how it would feel to hold him again. She had ached for his touch, longed for his kisses, and longed to feel the strength of his arms as he held her close at night. 

That day, Mrs. O’ Kelley was an unexpected guest. Sarah had always enjoyed a visit from this wonderfully kind lady. Mrs. O’ Kelley’s stopping by to see Sarah was not unwelcome nor was it a surprise. Besides, with James gone, she was lonely and these visits helped to cheer her. It was hard living in Massachusetts, far away from her family in the Deep South, but she had gladly accepted James’ proposal and moved to the new house that he had built for her. Thinking of her mother, Sarah had smiled and welcomed the woman who had become a close substitute mother to her the last couple of years. 

Mrs. Patrick O’Kelley, Nellie to her friends and family, wasn’t smiling. In fact, she looked serious, which definitely was not a normal expression for her. Sarah, sensing something was wrong, had asked Nellie to have a seat and had offered refreshments. The offer had been politely refused, which further showed Sarah that something was indeed wrong. Mrs. O’ Kelley NEVER turned down one of Sarah’s homemade cookies! 

Once seated, Sarah had sat quietly waiting for Nellie to talk about what was on her mind. Sarah wondered if something had happened concerning Sean, Nellie’s son, a mischievous teenage boy. 


A few long moments passed and, with a sad look, Nellie leaned forward. She put her hands over Sarah’s and spoke softly and gently of “The Nantucket Queen” going down in a storm and how she was so sorry, but there weren’t any reports of any survivor’s. 


At first, Sarah sat there, not moving. It was hard to understand what Nellie was saying. She sounded as if she were talking from a long distance away. Sarah knew that Nellie couldn’t have just told her what she thought she had told her. James could NOT be dead!No!!!!! 

When Sarah opened her eyes again, she was lying in bed with Doc Phillips leaning over her with a concerned look on his kind face. 


The following days and weeks passed in a hazy blur. Sarah spent most of her time sleeping. She had no strength for anything else. The thought of going into town and meeting the compassionate eyes of those who had known James and who had heard of his death was more than she could bear. Therefore, she had stayed inside the house he had built for her, surrounded by memories of James and the happy times that they had shared there. 


Just as long as she could be alone and not have to hear of how sorry someone was to hear about James, she could manage to get up and dress each day. Some days that was all she could do. As can be expected, she started to have troubles sleeping. To tire herself, she began to go for long walks. Naturally, her walks led her up to the cliff’s edge near their house. 

She would look out over the ocean, hoping and praying that “The Nantucket Queen” would sail past her on it’s way to Seabourne’s port, just as it had done so many times before. However, as each day passed, with no sign of James or the ship, her heart began to finally realize that James was not coming home. 

So, here she stood at the cliff’s edge thinking of how easy it would be to become one with the ocean and leave this empty life without James behind her. 

James would be waiting for her on the other side and would meet her in the dark depths of the sea that had taken him from her. 

To see him once more! To hold him once more! To see the love light burning in his eyes just once more! Oh, what she would not do for "just once more!" 

She looked, once more, at the stormy horizon. The clouds were getting closer and looking more ominous than ever. The seagulls, riding the high winds near the cliff, cried warnings of a storm approaching. 

It was now or never. 


Suddenly, the wind pushed her back from the edge; the sounds of the seagulls changed, to an eerie sound of someone desperately crying out to get her attention; and the light fog that had been swirling around the cliff’s edge, formed the hazy image of her long dead father. 

James had often laughed at her “mystical notions”. He had teased her affectionately about being “fanciful”. She was not sure that she “was” being fanciful this time…somehow, this seemed all too real! 


In the next instant, she noticed the sails of a ship on the horizon. 
It seemed to be in a race with the fast approaching storm and it flew over the waves as if it wasn’t touching them; much like “The Flying Dutchman”, the famous ghost ship that was condemned to wander the sea for eternity in penance of its crimes, would do in this instance. 

She narrowed her eyes. She didn’t know any ships that were due in port today. Her breath caught in her throat. Could it be? 

Hope sprang into her heart. 

She stood there, seemingly for an eternity, until the ship passed her on it’s way to port. She strained to see the name of the ship. There! On the side of the ship was the name! She slumped in disappointment, once again. The name of the racing ship was “Lorelei”,not the "Nantucket Queen". 

Sighing, she turned and made her way back to her quiet, empty house. 

The storm was near and it began to rain. A soft sigh of relief seemed to echo around the cliff as Sarah stepped onto the wide porch that encircled the house and paused for a moment, looking unseeingly out at the pouring rain. 

Standing there, she remembered James carrying her over this threshold. She had been afraid that he would drop her. He had laughed and teased her about her silly fear. He hadn’t dropped her that day or any other day. He had been such a solid force in her life. She had never been able to thank God enough for bringing that wonderful man into her life. 
They’d had two happy years together before he had been swept away from her by the angry swells of the ocean. 

She walked toward the door, needing to be inside the sanctuary of her house and needing to lose herself in the peaceful forgetfulness of sleep. She was so wrapped up in her thoughts; she didn’t notice the sound of the footsteps. 

A low, familiar voice stopped her. It couldn’t be! She turned, scared of another disappointment. It was! 

“James!” She cried as she ran toward him. He caught her in his arms and, despite the lashing rain, they stood there, holding each other tight, for the longest time. Crying and laughing at the same time, she did not ask questions, she just held him and prayed that this was not a dream. 

It wasn’t. James had been rescued by a passing Freighter after “The Nantucket Queen” had floundered in that fateful storm. Exhausted, de-hydrated, delirious and seriously ill, he had spent the last several months in a hospital, unable to do more than heal. 

As soon as he was able to move, he boarded the first ship home. He hadn’t stopped to send Sarah a letter, knowing that he would beat a letter back home anyway. His only thought had been of how she must be feeling and what she must be thinking. 

Something had compelled him to rush to her side as fast as he could. 


As the years passed, she would tell this story to her children and in turn, their children. 

The look of awe on their faces was worth the telling. 

Smiling at the expressions of wonder on their faces, she would, once again, tell the tale of how she had stood on that cliff, so long ago, and had thought to end her life and of how the wind, the seagulls and a strange mist had changed her mind, for the better.
