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TELEVISION

Adventures

On the
Seas of Life

Above, 'Wiliam Hurt 2= the cbsessed Captain Ahab in “Moby Dick’ Belows:, a Finnish phome-booth sauna in the documentary Steam of Life!




REVIEW
Nancy deWolf Smith

Moby Dick
Manday, Aug. 1, and Tussdey, Aug 2,
B pom. EDT on Starz Encore

Steam of Life
Tuezday 10 pm on PES

PURISTS MAY G0 wild

aver the latest film

version of “Moby

Dick,™ which i not

msnppadﬁmtrn

pages of Horman
Melvilke's 1851 novel, and doesn't star
the likes of Gregory Peck as a tradi-
ticnally brooding and darkly tog-
mented Captain Ahab.

What it kas ingtead s William
Hurt, whose Ahab is more cracked in
the head than craggy and
looks like he wandered In froe the
set of *Fiddler on the Reaf™ Akab
alsa has a buxom wife (Gillian Ander-
%06 whom we only heard of and
mever met in the novel bat who does
useful service in the movie, along
with a little son, to show as the Efe of
loving domesticity that Ahab coald

have chosin,
_Rl_.ﬂih.l % in eenphasis, ps briel
as it is, tedly steers the stary

in 8 modernistic directon. Bus the
old themes are there, 100, And Ehe
glory of this particular adaptaticn,
intentional or not, is that what we
bring to it with today’s sensibllithes
can actually enhance the experience,
Never fiear, though. The main
action and most of the chamcters are
the same as they ever were, The
movie OpEns A5 & YOURE MEnN rescues
a listle black boy, Pip {Danlyah
Yarayl), whi I3 being beaten by the
side of the noad. “Call me Ishmaesl”
says the young man (Charlie Cox},
who is om his way o Nantucket to
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look for-adventure aboard a whaling
ship. That will be Ahab's ship, the
Pequad, supposedly setting cat to
haryest the odl that Lt America at the
time, bat setually on a doomed mis-
skof 1o find and kill the ohject of
Ahab’ obsession: the white whale
Moty Dick,

There is much to marvel at in this

talléc glint of moonlight on swelling

ize the crewe Such is the power ufﬂu
msass frengy that it even breaks down
the resistance of First Mate Starbuck
{Ethan Hawlke), the one man aboand
who senses that Ahab & leading them
all voward death,

Omi the eve of their joarney, &
preacher (Donald Sutherland) had =aid
fram his ship's-hudl pulpit: “You may
go down to the sea imagining that you
will nat surrendsr to is awful
power..” but “the s2a has a lesson o
teach: humility.* That lesson seems
forgotten, Ishmael explaing, as Ahab
and the erew ery out for the death of
Moby Dick: “Here, thin, was this gray-

headed, ungodly old man, chasing
with curses a Job's whale pound the
world, at the Bead of & crew, too,
chiefly made up of mongrel renegades,
and castaways, and cannibals... How it
was that they so abouandingly re-
sponded to the old man's ire?™

This belng a two-night miniserses,
the richaess in Melville's storytelling,
with entire chapters about doubloon
gazing or elaborations on various
characters, doesn't get much space
here, There |5 only the core narrative
of a man willing to die and take oth-
ers with him for the sake of what
Starbuck calls “vengeance an a dumhb
animal.” Or, A5 CONPEMPOTATY Viewers
might well interpeet it, to commit
subcide-by-whale.

So let the purists rant if they will
about what i3 not hene, This is a tabe
well tald in the time allowed. Who
cares that we see little of the whaling
industry (though man wi. whale
clearly was a fakr fight back then)? Or
that Quesquey sometimes lapses into
the accent of 8 Fu Manchu?

Like the muasic of Mozart, “Moby
Dick™ conmests us 10 alr ANceslors,

reaching across the generations as
fow things can anymaore.
this production with the same i
thoughts and emations as they did:
Whar couldd ask for more?

& - -

“Steam of Life”™ i3 sef almost en-
tirely in the sgunas of Finland, where
men, onoe stripped of their clothes,
can also bare their souls. Ard thag
they do in this bittersweet documen-
tary in PESs POV series, recalling lost
lowes, sad secrets and missed opportu
nities until the tears Aow, Many
soenes were filmed in the rural north,
which apparently attracts the same
cutlier types that Alaska does, Like
thie scrawny, middle-age man with ong
damaged eyeball (or is it glass?) that
laodes like a shattered star sapphire.
He bunghed his obd life down soath, he
laments, while the steam hisses and a
fat friend patbently listens, The friend
in turn recalls his own hurts, starting
with a croel stepfather in chikihoosd:
“¥ou grow mumb with it, always belng
beaten, hit or strangled.” he gighs.

All ower Finland, it seems, there is
A slmilar answer to pain: more steam.
Not always ingéde a sanna building; -
apparently even a sealed rural tefe-
phane booth and a padl of hot rocks
will do. Neither Is everybody melan-
chody here. One man bas found joy
with an arphan bé raised wha, he
explaing whsen the enormous ol bear
finally lumbers into view, Is a “loyval
and true friend.” Ancther gave up a
lang life of crime, finally found bowe
and mow has three litthe sons, who sit
glistening beside him in the saana,

A teary father who lost a child, a
tattooed soldier whose home life fell
apart while he was serving in Afghan-
istan, all these and many mare speak
with uncommon frankness when they
have nothing 1o hide on their bodies
either, And 20 when we see them
clothed at the end—same singing a
Finnish bullaby sbaut a sleeping haby
sguirrel—the shack of intimacy is
aafomishing.



