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Dame Mary Sigillo Barraco

7 December 2019

To a fiery, strange, wonder-filled, miraculous last five days completing the

first draft of this work, I add this somber note. Some moments before 7:00 p.m.,

on the night before the 78th anniversary of December 7th, Dame Mary passed

away. Hard to believe, and yet,
the earthly dance is

complete. At the moment she
passed, I was in my car driving
the 33 miles to her home; a
final visit; a chance to say

Goodbye.

Dame Mary and I spoke often.
We liked sending cards to each
other too. Now I can speak to
her at any Time or place. No
need for phones or physical
travel. Yes, it’s sad. She
considered me her Son. I hope
she still does. Though the
NAZIs had sterilized her, she

asked me to call her, “Mom.”

As I'have said many times for
the Truly Great Souls I have
been blessed to know, “If there
was no Heaven before, then God just
made one for Dame Mary.” For

those who knew her in this world, she was a visiting Angel.

This novel, Death to Moby Dick, a Love Story, 1s dedicated to her. In so many

ways, she was Abbie. God bless & Godspeed!

Stephen Melillo, Composer

12



This is my Mom, the first, beautiful Abbie, who advocates from Heaven and

now shares great Italian food with Dame Mary. These images are from her 1954

Yearbook.
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This photo is
from my high
school
graduation in
1975. From left
to right, my
Brother, Nick,
my Grandma
Madeline, my

Mom, and me.



I asked my brother, “What if Isaac had lived?”

Death to Moby Dick is the sequel to Herman Melville’s Moby Dick,
based upon Ahab, a Love Story being Moby Dick’s prequel. In this concluding

work of the trilogy, the beyond-coincidence ‘eeriness’ reappears.

It is one thing to fashion a story after discovering a sequence of events in
History, calling the story an “Historical Fiction”, and describing it as such for the
meta-tags. It is another thing entirely to have a Story formed in one’s mind, a
supposedly fictional one, and then discover an entire range of fughly, quite remarkably
unlikely synchronizations. In writing the work, I kept discovering that the story

was ‘given’ to me.

Intrigued to tell stories and make videos about the ‘making of” this Story, I
leave you instead with Death to Moby Dick, a Love Story.
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THOUGHTS ABOUT
THE COMPOSITION
OF THIS WORK

Death to Moby Dick, a Love Story, was composed like Music. Beyond the usual,
poetic practices of storytelling, the recursions in the work’s nonlinear timeline were
predetermined, much like Leitmotifs or themes are preplanned when writing a

symphony.

The initial ‘blueprint’ sketch of Death to Moby Dick’s timeline looked like this:
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This is the STORMLab on 16 December 2019,
in anticypation of Beethoven’s 250" Birthday in 2020,
the dedication date for Death to Moby Dick, a Love Story.

Sumalarly, the predetermined form of Ahab, a Love Story, looked like this:
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CHAPTER 1, PART 2

Being an architect and not a writer, Isaac composed three letters to the best of
his abilities. He folded the three parchments, then placed each one into an

envelope.

One of the letters was propped onto Irene’s nightstand. Committing each
line, curve, proportion, glow, and shadow of her to his memory, Isaac studied Irene
one final time. The dimly set kerosene lamp gave Irene’s beautiful face a warm
and oscillating radiance. Isaac wanted to touch her again, but he turned with

controlled determination and left.

Isaac held the other two letters in his hand. He placed them into the mail on
his brisk walk to the Seamen’s Bethel at the top of Johnny Cake Hill.

Some years back, a fire had taken the Seamen’s Bethel. 1t had been a year since
its rebuilding. New plaques and old, commemorating those who had gone down to the
Sea in Ships, adorned the newly surfaced walls. One such plaque, erected by the
crew of the A.R. Tucker, was dedicated to the memory of Charles H. Petty, who
died at the age of 18 on 14 December 1863.
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Drawn many years later; Isaac’s recollection
of the Peace-Pipe-Tomahawk as described by
Isaac’s Mom, Abbie Abram back in 1840.

Abbie continued, lost in the romance of her story. “I was raised in a wealthy
family. We had hoped to meet my birthfather in Southampton. That was our plan
anyway. We kept waiting and waiting. My Aunt was convinced that my father had
died at sea. Despite my dreaming and hoping, all of our waiting seemed to prove

her suspicions true.”
“Incredible, Mom! So you never met your Dad. Like me.”

“No. I never met my father, Isaac. I accepted the fact that I had no Dad or
Mom. Not in this world anyway. I never expected anything else. I enjoyed our
time in Southampton. My Aunt made a deal with the local Shinnecock men. We
eventually boarded a ship and sailed to Nantucket. That’s where I grew up.
That’s where I met my Abie, your Dad.”

Abbie was always happy to share her story. Isaac was her beautiful son.
Though the cosmos had bestowed upon them undeserved punishment, she could
see only good in her boy. Isaac was growing into manhood. He was strong and
compassionate. For this gift, she thanked the God-Creator of the universe each

morning and night.

“We never had the great gift of Time, my Abie and I. There were so many
things about me that my Abie never knew. It didn’t matter to him. He loved me as

I 'was. I hope and pray that one day, you too will find such love.”

“Me too, Mom.”
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portrat, “After a Shave™ by Isaac Abram, age 17

before sailing on the Acushnet, (@ 1841
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CHAPTER 6

CZ0

1364

US Model 1861 Springfield Musket
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Sack them, and dismast;

They sunk so slow, they died so hard,
But gurgling dropped at last.
Their ghosts in gales repeat

Woe's us. Stone Fleet!

And all for naught. The waters pass-
Currents will have their way;
Nature 1s nobody's ally; 'tis well;
The harbor is bettered-will stay.
A failure, and complete,

Was your Old Stone Fleet.

Isaac’s friend, Herman Melville

99



“Some of you will recall that he visited New
Bedford back in ‘48, before the war. He was
thirty-nine-years-young at the time and an
Ilinois Senator with a promising vision. As

many of you did, I admired him greatly.

In 1849, the allure of gold beckoned from the
West.  Many of our fishermen brothers
journeyed to the West Coast. I had many
good friends who left whaling to find their
fortunes in dust. Gold dust, though all that
glitters certainly isn’t gold.

A Daguerrotype Photo of The gold-rushers figured the enterprise to be

Senator Lincoln in 1848 less dangerous than whaling. Maybe they were
Reprinted from right.”

McClure’s for November

The crowd mumbled and chuckled.

“In 1850, we pulled a fast one on the Fugitwe Slave Act. Didn’t we? Do you
recall it?  Congress wanted to penalize our marshals for refusing to arrest

runaways. We were too resourceful for the Congress, weren’t we?”
Again the audience applauded. Some whistled.

“We even boldly sounded the bell in Liberty Hall whenever a slave catcher
came to us. In all of New England, New Bedford had, even then, the highest
percentage of skilled black people in the workforce! I'm proud of you, New
Bedford, and I love all of you for it.”

The audience applauded for themselves. Some stood and cheered.

“In 1851, we built floating dry-docks to get over the sandbar that had
formed up in the harbor. We love obstacles, don’t we? We just keep getting by

them!”

The crowd cheered again.
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“We’ll come out of the whaling industry at our
own pace. We’ll transition to other
enterprises. Best of all, we’ll build new ships!
We will survive this awful war, and we’ll build
ships made of iron to replace those taken by it.
We’ll build a fleet of ships powered by steam,
yes, water and fire! 'We’ll design and build to
create new commerce. We’ll ship new
products to Europe and the Orient! No
citywide fire, no inevitable progress in other

fields, no damned war. Nothing can stop us!”
The audience cheered.

“Not only will we survive,” said Isaac. “We’ll profit! We’ll expand and make

')7

better ships
Many stood. Cheers resounded.

Isaac spoke over the cheering. “So, all of you, young architects, you designers,
and builders of dreams, learn your craft well. The future calls to us like the bell

from Liberty Hall!”

The crowd stood. Cheers and applause flooded the room as Isaac bowed to a

standing ovation.

Irene O’Shannon, usually on the receiving end of such admiration and

plaudits, stood with the others and poured accolades to her new hero.
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CHAPTER 7

The Civil War



Shebangs at Andersonville, (@1864

Sweet Water Branch, as they called it, was both a sewer and a source of drinking
water. In that polluted creek, disease flowed wunrestricted through the

concentration camp.

Three thousand POWs died that August—an average of one death every 11
minutes. In the morning, dead, emaciated bodies, with bones pushing against taut
skin, were laid out in the unforgiving heat. Horse-drawn carts collected the
skeletal bodies. Men who once had life in their veins, the memories of loved ones
in their hearts, the longing for home in their constant hopes, and faith in their
souls, were callously stripped of dignity, humanity, and life. The bodies were

poured into mass graves, an inhuman burial in a network of shallow trenches.

Prisoners died from scorbutus, diarrhea, dysentery, typhus, fever, pneumonia,
debilitas, pleuritis, diphtheria, anasarca, enteritis, hepatitis, smallpox, and other

diseases, including starvation and fatigue.
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Following is a list published years later in 1886.
In it are those Union POWs,
from Massachusetts alone,
who died at Camp Sumter,
Andersonville, Georgia.

(Our narrative is momentarily suspended in order to contemplate
the authentic, and quite Sad history of the United States of America
during the time of Isaac and Irene. — Let us take pause and

remember...)
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Irene O’Shannon
5 July 1866

At 4 o’clock p.m. on the fifth, many
workers continued sweeping and
cleaning the park after the 4t of July
celebration. Isaac and Irene walked
toward each other They met
directly in front of the Soldiers and

Satlors monument.

Irene spoke first. Tears of joy formed

in her soul-stilling, loving eyes. “Oh,
Isaac. I've missed you. I was so happy to

see you last night, alive! Alive. Thank
God. Were those your daughters with you?”

Isaac teared up. He smiled. “Yes,

“Memories of Irene” Rachel and Rosina.”
llustrated aboard the Seneca in 1871 . , ) )
by Isaac Abram recalling Irene O’Shannon They’re beautiful girls, Isaac.
at the Christmas Concert of 1866 You’re as blessed to have them as

they are to have you.”

“I am blessed, Irene.” It was difficult
for Isaac to form words. His mouth had been unused for so long. “Thank you!
Your singing was so beautiful. I've never heard the anthem that way. You made

me hear it, as if for the first time, just last night. Bravo.”
“Brava, silly!”

Isaac tilted his head in question and smiled.
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CHAPTER 9

Halloween 1866

The Josephine
leaving New Bedford for Nantucket in 1866.

Photograph Courtesy of the New Bedford Whaling Museum
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“Oh, you really are a tenor!”

“How about this?” Irene played, “Ti-Re, Re-Fa, Fa-Fa, Fa-Lo-Ta, Do-Do.
Of course, it could be a little faster, and well, it’s going to be a four-part chorus,
soprano, alto, tenor, and bass... and we end up high in the major. What do you
think?”

“Oh, it’s really great, Irene—but—perhaps we can change the meter, maybe

in three for waltzing?”
“Are you asking me to the dance, sir?”
“Maybe.”

In three, Irene played, “T1-Re, Re-Fa, Fa-Fa, Fa-Lo-Ta, Do-Do.”
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Perplexed, Isaac looked for ways to climb up to the steeple. Having no
solution, Irene quickly said, “Whether there’s an inscription there or not, let’s

make our own! One for us.”

5

“We need to get up there,’

said Isaac. He considered uprooting a picket
fence and repurposing it into a ladder. He contemplated scaling the walls of the
building. He calculated the steps in finding a rope and shimmying up as he would
a royal mast. Isaac was a problem-solver. He wanted — needed — to climb to

the steeple.

“It doesn’t have to be up there,” said Irene. “We’ll make our own inscription

somewhere else.”

“Maybe you’re right, Irene. ~Maybe we’re not supposed to know, only
believe.”
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“Isaac, why don’t you help offload. Then, in a few days, we’ll make port in
New Bedford. It’s where I live. There’s an orphanage there, or maybe you’re
too old for that. Maybe you could learn shipping and harpooning. I could
introduce you to some ship captains. Would you like that, Isaac? Would you

like to be a whaler, son?”
“Yes, sir. I would very much like that! Thank you, sir.”

Isaac was delighted to have a plan in place. It gave him confidence... and

a vision for the future.
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CHAPTER 12
C20

1859

Isaac’s Recollection

Isaac Abram’s 1859 map depicting the presumed route of the Rachel in 1840
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Isaac Abram’s 1859 map illustrating the proposed position of “Conception Island.”

After careful study, Isaac concluded that the mariners had misidentified the
place of his birth. Later expeditions would demonstrate that Isaac Island was
mainly an exposed coral reef. Conditions there may have been challenging to
ensure survival. Isaac deduced that it was another island. Given the peculiarities
of the island and the Rachel’s northwesterly route, Isaac chose Conception Island as

the logical prison devised by the white whale.

As of this writing in April of 1900, Isaac believed that he was born on
Conception Island. 'The island remains uninhabited today and continues to satisty

the many variables Isaac had observed as a boy and studiously considered.

Isaac never visited Isaac Island or Conception Island. He would leave those
places to the untampered purity of his memory. His musings were purely

mathematical, historical, and scientific.
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CHAPTER 13

1871
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Isaac tested the waters of a deeper friendship with Mr. Carney, a man he
deeply admired. “It must be difficult to imagine a man being born and growing

up on an island, eh?”

“Your life is a cornstalk in a cotton field,” said Carney. “It’s a bit out of the

ordinary to imagine, at least for me.”

Still looking off, Isaac smiled. “Abbie was stronger than anyone I've ever
known—except for you, Mr. Carney. She was brave, poor in spirit, upper-class
schooled, well-versed, and intelligent beyond anyone I've ever met since the Island.

She was also a gifted teacher.”
“Because of you, I know your Ma was special, Isaac.”

“My Mom taught me all kinds of things. For instance, one day, while
teaching me to spell my name, she wrote I-S-A-A-C into the wet sand. Picture
that horizontally. Then vertically, under the A and the A, she wrote, Abie—Abbie.
Then she said, ‘you see?, even in your name you can find your parents who love

you and will always be a part of you."
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CHAPTER 14

Weapons of War

Isaac’s first sketch of the Abram-Harpoon depicted a double-shafted weapon.
The top shaft was honed from steel. The spearhead tip was a variant on the
Temple Toggle. The bottom shaft consisted of a modified .58 caliber Civil War-
issue musket barrel. The barrel was cut and ground into a needle-like spearhead.
Once the device penetrated the whale’s hide, a string pulled by the harpooneer
would detonate the charge and fire a .58 caliber lead projectile from inside the

whale’s body.

242



Isaac discerned that the device was problematic. Whale blubber could clog
the barrel leading to unintended injuries. Also, the charge could absorb water and

fail to ignite.

Isaac’s next design, sketched in 1868, incorporated the ‘Retchum Grenade.” He
combined the grenade concept into the end of a harpoon lance. The use of rope
was optional. Once the weapon pierced the whale, it was detonated when the
toggle locked back. The harpoon’s function was not to haul the whale in, or in the
case of Moby Dick, get towed like a toy boat through the waters. The weapon was
designed to kill.

22 January 1871

Isaac held up and revealed his prize weapon for all the harpooneers to study.
“Men, this is the ATK, the Abram-Temple-Ketchum harpoon. You haven’t seen it to
date.”
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Carney spoke up. “We only have a small number of ATKs, men. Your
throwing technique is the same. The additional weight at the spearhead should

even help you.”

The crew nodded. “Let me hold it,” said Walters. “Aye. Good weight

distribution. Bravo, Isaac.”

Isaac smiled. “Hats off to Johnnie, our cooper, and of course, to Mr.

Carney.”

The men cheered.

Whale Oil Barrels.
Courtesy of the New Bedford Whaling Museum
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A Trywork in action.
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Into the southernmost mouth of the inlet, the white whale glided with
nonchalance. Its pace was casual. The Seneca followed. Thirty-two additional
ships from the fleet hunted near the shores. Looked at from a particular

perspective, the opening of the inlet had the shape of a whale’s flukes.

How strange it was that the while whale was undetected by any of the 32 other
vessels. Nor had the iceberg-like creature been spotted by anyone on the Seneca.
Was it an act of God or was it the white whale that made itself known only to Isaac

and Carney?

Moving like the slowly shifting icebergs, the white whale was stealthily,
strategically cloaked. Conjoined with perfect atmospheric conditions, snowy-white
skies, and eye-stinging cold, the white whale remained hidden. It patiently designed

the destruction of Isaac and the whaling fleet.
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After two days, the waters in the inlet worsened. Small blocks of broken ice
chunks and icebergs encroached upon the fleet, pushing the flagging formation
toward the shoreline. Morse Code was used for ship-to-ship communications until

conditions deteriorated to such a degree that walking on the ice was possible.

The following photos were taken from the foc’stle by Johan Weil3, and today
reside at the New Bedford Whaling Museum.

“Conditions worsening, with long setting sun reflected in 1ce,

approximately 01:33, 13 September 1871.” Courtesy of the New Bedford Whaling Museum
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“Photograph of Mr. William Carney & Isaac Abram on the ice.”
Courtesy of the New Bedford Whaling Museum

The other ships in the fleet would assemble into a single strike force. Not
even the devil could take on 30 or more heavily armed whaling crews. The Seneca
would use her Gatling gun. The battle would be over. Now consider the white

whale’s alternative strategy.”
“You mean the one it’s deploying as we speak?”

“Yes, William.” Isaac spoke with insight, as if a personal connection with the
white whale had been conduced long ago, on an uncharted island. “Using the inlet

as a constrictive battleground—"
‘A chokepoint,” added Carney.

“Yes, William, a checkpoint.  The white whale anticipated our hunting
patterns. It moved at our speed and tack, verifying our objective. It lured us, or so
it thought, into the inlet. It waited for the proper atmospheric conditions.
Remember, it has Time on its side. Add that to the creature’s understanding of

human frailty. We freeze. It waits.”
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Courtesy of the New Bedford Whaling Museum

13 September 1871
Dearest Irene,

During the War, I wrote to you in my mind. Maybe it
was because I knew deep down that I would survive it all
to share the memory-letters. This morning, I write with
ink. You must hold this humble paper and scribblings in
your hands as you have held my hand, press it close to
your beautiful face as you have blessed my face with your

loving caress.
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CHAPTER 15, PART 2

Approaching 2 a.m. on Wednesday, 13 September 1871, the sun slowly fell
near the Inuit constellation called The Little Orphan Boy”’ 'The temperatures
dropped, impossibly lower. “I wonder if air could freeze,” said one of the sailors

as he shivered back to warmer enclosures below decks.

The sailors of the Seneca stayed huddled in the crew’s mess compartment low
in the ship. They used fire, hot coffee, coats, and blankets to keep warm. The
trywork burned steadily, but unless deemed vital, no man ventured outside into
the life-numbing cold. Especially at night, the crew, the Captain, and the four

mates kept to their quarters.

Isaac and Carney gathered ATKs onto a makeshift sled. =~ They had
considered shoulder-straps but decided that agility was crucial.  Dressed as
protectively as they could manage, while still ensuring speed and mobility, they

ventured onto the ice. They told no one.
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When they returned to the Seneca, they removed their overcoats, soaked with
the white whale’s crystallizing blood, and its last particles of flesh. They burned the
coats in the trywork.

The crew never knew.

No one knew.

Moby Dick was dead.

Position of the stars, Malky Way, and Inuit Constellations at 3:33 a.m.,

on the morming of 14 September 1871, Wainwnight Inlet, Northern Alaska.
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CHAPTER 16

1832-1900

7 FFFiRsBLEF §ER

i3

(Terrible- Disaster-to s or-to the Arctic

‘l'hll;ly-'l‘lm Vessels Lost, |

SAFETY OF THE CREWS, |

1,200 Men brought to Honoluln
on Six Wahalers,

Arrival of Officers at San Francisco.

————

LOMS PROBABLY $1,600,000.

SAN Fumo(soo Nov, b.
Steamship Moses Taylor, arrived from Hono-
lulu and Australia, reports having boarded wat-
erlogged brig Shelchoft, from San Francisco for
Callao, and found all dead except the captain,
She also reports a terrible disaster of the Arctic

 whaling fleet, caught in the ice. Thirty-three
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Johan Weil3, so intimately connected with the Seneca, was the son of his Mom’s
half-brother, he smiled. He never believed in coincidence. The idea of ‘accident’

was as alien to him as war.

Before I could find a quill, I wrote in my mind. Isaac had taught me this
precious skill. Since the 70s, I finally took to the pen. This letter to you, dear
reader, is my story about Isaac Abram, the boy with an impossible birth, the man

with an equally impossible life.

That morning at the Wainwright Inlet, I was unable to sleep. The shivering
woke me. It was about 3:30 a.m. or so on 14 September 1871. I looked off the
stern of the Seneca and saw the oddest thing. At the time, I believed it to be a
shooting star. This particular meteor was strange indeed. Instead of racing
downward towards the earth, it went skyward, and blended with the clear night,
the Milky Way and the eternal sea of Stars. After contemplation with Isaac’s story,
I realized that it might have been a fragment of the ATK’s explosion. From the
ship anyway;, it looked like a shooting star defying gravity. The image forever lives

In my memory.
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The day before, somehow sensing that he and Mr. Carney would go alone to
kill the beast, I asked him straight away if I too might come along. ~ Without
denying my assertion, he simply said, “No. You haven’t lived long enough to be

unafraid of dying.”

When Isaac passed away at age seventy-six, at the dawn of the new century in
the year 1900, no one attended his
funeral. Even Mr. Carney and I were
detained in Washington, DC.  There
were many who wanted to compose songs
about Mr. Carney, write articles, and take
photographs. Isaac left the celebrations
early and traveled home to New Bedford
to die, alone, in his cabin. There would

be no songs for him.

Isaac had no sons to carry his name.
His first wife had remarried during the
northbound voyage of ‘69, and his
daughters had found happiness with their
spouses and children. Isaac was soon

forgotten.

In 1900, Sergeant William Harvey
Carney, was finally awarded the Medal of
Honor for his gallantry in saving the
American Flag during the Battle of Fort
Wagner in 1863. The last formal event Isaac ever attended was the award
ceremony for his dearest friend and best man, Mr. Carney. At the end of the
presentation, when no one was there to watch, Isaac gave Mr. Carney another
token. It was a medal-sized emblem in the shape of a whale. Giving the medal to
Mr. Carney, Isaac said, “As the world continues to forget itself, always remember,

there 1s no more valiant soul than you, sir.”

On the backside of the whale-shaped medal was an inscription. “There could

have been no I & I without you.”
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After Irene’s passing, Isaac was nightly plummeted to the horrors of
Andersonville. Still, yet again, and always, Isaac was in the frozen Arctic forever
fighting the white whale. 'When he jolted awake, sweating and trembling, it was
always the same. He prayed that he could be with Irene again.

In each night’s shivering cold sweat, Isaac reached across the nightstand for
his pocket watch. It remained opened to Irene’s picture. Without variation, the
watch always read 3:33 a.m. The night-terrors, the watch and the recognition of
the time and Irene’s image repeated itself day after night after each soul-chilling
morning. Isaac had kept the locket-watch with him since his time on the Seneca.
In the locket was a tintype photo of the illustration he had made of Irene Abram
from the Christmas Concert of 1866.

This book, this accounting of Moby Dick’s death, is humbly dedicated to Isaac
Abram, to Mr. William H. Carney, and to many others. It is also lovingly
dedicated to Irene. Years ago, she took a young, mediocre baritone and taught his

soul... my soul... to hear Music. Thank you, sweet Irene. I'll never forget you.

It was perhaps fortunate that Isaac died when he did. Had he lived a few
years longer, he would have been devastated by the onset of the “Great War.”
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Actor;, Rurtwood Smuth, rendering the part of AHAB
in Stephen Melillo’s Music/ T heatrical work_for Actor & Wind Ensemble
© Stephen Melillo, IGNA 26 March 1992

In an earlier Musical undertaking, entitled “AHAB,” all of Ahab’s dialogue
from Herman Melville’s Moby Dick was set to Music, and scored for Actor & Wind
Ensemble. There is also a version for Actor & Symphonic Orchestra. “AHAB,” the
Musical work, is rendered by actor, Kurtwood Smith. It appears on the
Stormworks Chapter 2 CD: Wende. It was recorded in Leipzig, Germany, 10
years to the day marking the “Wende”, the dismantling of the Wall. It may be found
on any of your favorite streaming services. As of this writing there are 53 Albums
and several books for you to discover and enjoy.

You may also visit stormworld.com. If you have only experienced the audio
book version and would like access to the important, companion photos and
graphics, please visit, stormworld.com/mels for free, accompanying PDFs.

Enjoy & Godspeed! Stephen Melillo
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A world-renowned composer, winner of multiple Gold Global Music
Awards in 2022-23, a Hollywood Music in Media Award for “Best Epic/Orchestral
Music” in 2022, and a Best New Age Album Award in “New Age Radio Awards™
for “The Grey II-11I” in 2023, Stephen’s more than 1,350 works include 4
symphonies, several concerti and over 45-hours of Music for Ensembles of
the 3rd Millennium™.

Stephen’s Symphony II11: Lightfall, was nominated for the Pulitzer and
Nemmers Prize in Music in 2015. Winner of three 2009 Telly & Ava Awards for
his 2005 Visualized Concert, Kakehashi: That We Might Live, Stephen's
concert-version was nominated for the Pulitzer Prize in Music. A fourth Telly
Award was given for “Best Use of Music” in the 2019 feature film, One Little
Finger, produced by Rupam Sarmah. A fifih Telly Award and Scorpius Award
included Stephen’s work on the 2019 Reckoning of Darkness, produced by
Christopher Kulikowski. Stephen’s 15 feature film scores include the
Academy Award-nominated 12:01 PM.

Stephen has been a recipient of the ASCAP Concert Awards each year
since 1992. STORMWORKS, Stephen’s pioneering, self-publishing entity,
has gone from 0 to many thousands of worldwide renderings since 1992
simply by word-of-mouth. He has 53 Albums and 9 books on varied
streaming services and novels, including Only for Now, Nogard & Dragon, Ahab,
a Love Story, the prequel to Melville’s Moby Dick, and most recently, the
sequel, Death to Moby Dick, a Love Story.

291



Complete BIO https:/ /stephenmelillo.com/bio

WIKI Entry https://stormworld.com/wikipedia-entry-with-images

Dgital Libretti here: https://stephenmelillo.com/digital-libretti

Amazon Author Page: https://amazon.com/author/stephenmelillo
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In the photo at the top, from left to right: Stanley Woody, survivor of the
USS Houston who worked on the Kwai River Railway as a POW during
WWIL
Jack Matthews, Bataan Death March, Hell-ship, and slave labor camp
POW during WWII. Stephen. Dame Mary Sigillo Barraco, POW of
the NAZIs and Knighted Freedom Fighter from WWII. She passed away
during the composing of this book. David “Top” Topping, Bataan
Death March, Hellship, and slave labor camp POW during WWIL.

I miss them all.

Always will.
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Concept workups for the Character of Isaac and the White Whale.

Artwork by © Stuart Jensen
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