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C L A S S I C S

A Quick Focus

The Book’s Purpose

Attempting to discover the meaning of Moby Dick is
difficult and complex because Melville’s epic sea adven-
ture refuses to reduce the dilemmas of life to simple answers.
Scholars have argued over its multilayered meanings,
themes, and symbolism since the book’s publication.
But at its foundational level, Moby Dick is a quest for
truth about the nature of God, of good and evil, and
the purpose of the universe. Is the universe good,
orderly, and filled with the purposes of a loving God?
Or is it chaotic, godless, and ultimately meaningless?

Melville hints at these questions and the struggle to
answer them in multiple themes and symbols through-
out the book. Similar to the voyagers on the Pequod,
we are seeking to know ultimate truth, which~like
the elusive white whale~seems to retreat deeper and
deeper into the unknowable seas.

The Book’s Message

The monumental tale of Captain Ahab’s mad quest to
destroy the White Whale, Moby Dick is a timeless epic, an
unforgettable story of vengeance, obsession, and the pre-
cariousness of life itself. Beneath the surface of this master-
ful saga lies an ocean’s depth of thought, reflection, and
insight into the spiritual nature of the universe and our
place within it.



     I took a look at the savage and
realized that his humanity, like my
own, was nothing to fear. In fact,
his face held the nobility of a simple
honest heart. In his fiery black eyes,
one could sense a bold spirit that
would challenge a host of devils.
The amused innkeeper left us to our-
selves, and before long, Queequeg
offered me a social smoke on his
pipe. We puffed awhile in congenial
silence, and soon we were the best
of friends. We talked far into the
night. I told him of my intentions
to join a whaling expedition, and
he at once swore to accompany me
on the very same boat and join with
me in all my adventures. I agreed
joyfully, finding myself affection-
ately drawn to this uncivilized but
mannerly harpooner.

I felt a dark
    foreboding.

     Next day I discovered that three
ships were preparing for three-year
whaling voyages. After viewing
each one, I decided that the Pequod
was the boat for us. I came aboard
seeking the captain to inquire about
shipping with its crew, but found
instead its owner, Peleg. “Want to
see what whaling is, eh? Have ye
clapped eye on Captain Ahab?
Thou wilt find that he has only one
leg. It was devoured, chewed up,
crunched by the monstrousest par-
macetty that ever chipped a boat!

     “He is queer, Captain Ahab,
since losing that leg to the whale.
A good man though, have no fear.
His lance is the surest and sharpest
of any captain in Nantucket. But
since that accursed whale took his
leg, his moods have been strange,
mark ye. But that will pass in time
for sure.”

     Having my heart set on an ad-
venture, though I felt a dark fore-
boding and sense of awe regarding
Captain Ahab, I signed on to ship
with the Pequod, as did my now
bosom friend, Queequeg. As we
carried our bags to the wharf, a rag-
ged stranger followed us, jabbering
incoherent warnings and proph-
esies about the dangers to our souls
if we shipped with Captain Ahab.

         continued on page 3

I prepare for an adventure on the open sea.

     A number of years ago, having little money and little to keep me on
shore, I decided to set sail to see the oceans of the world. When my world
seems dreary and Novemberlike, I find that my soul is longing for the open
sea. Nearly all men sometime in their lives might say they share these feel-
ings with me.

     I did not intend to step aboard as a passenger. Oh no! To be a passenger
one must have money, and I had none.  And one must get seasick and
grow grumpy and miserable with boredom. No, I would rather go to sea
a common sailor and get paid for my trouble. There is quite a difference
between being paid and paying yourself.  And for a bit of hard work and
adventure, I would gain the fresh air and exercise of being on the open
sea. And yet even a stronger motive in my heart was a fascination, a curiosity
to see the great whales of the sea. “I am tormented with an everlasting
itch for things remote. I love to sail forbidden seas, and land on barbarous
coasts.” For all these reasons, I welcomed the chance to go on a whaling
voyage.

     Making my way to New Bedford to catch a boat for Nantucket, it fell
to me to find lodgings for the night. What better place for a new whaler
than an ancient, weathered boarding house named the Spouter-Inn! Its
entryway was hung with clubs, spears, glittering ivory teeth, and whaling
harpoons, all broken and twisted from pursuit of monstrous prey.  I warily
entered, and found the place filled with young seamen. Hearing that I was
heading to a whaling adventure, the landlord offered me his only open
bed~I was to share a blanket with a harpooner. Although I had misgivings
regarding sharing a bed with an unknown man carrying a fierce harpoon,
the night was bitter and I thought to take my chances, hoping to God he
was a decent man.

     I waited the evening out in the dining room, desiring to meet my bed-
fellow before turning in. Near midnight I impatiently accosted the landlord.
“What kind of a man is my harpooner who keeps such late hours? Am I
safe to share his blanket?”  The landlord chuckled and encouraged me to
wait no longer and to get some sleep.

I meet my whaling companion.

     After some tossing about, I at last slid into a doze, but woke suddenly
to find the harpooner had entered the room. I feigned sleep, but was horri-
fied to see that his entire face and body were tattooed in dark squares, that
his head was shaved bald, and that he carried a tomahawk and a shrunken
New Zealand head. I was to share the bed of a cannibal!  I thought to jump
out the window, but feared the heathen would slice my head off and pickle
it. Instead, I shouted for the landlord to save me. Just as astonished at my
presence in his bed, the cannibal brandished his tomahawk.  I leapt out of
bed as the landlord came in, chuckling and grinning. “Forget your fears,
Ishmael. Queequeg won’t do a thing to hurt you.”
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“Call me Ishmael...”
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     Ahab’s fiercely glad face shone
his approval. And now, he pulled
from his pocket a bright gold coin,
and with a hammer, nailed it to
the mast. “Whosoever of ye raises
me a white headed whale with a
wrinkled brow and a crooked jaw
shall have the gold ounce, boys!”

     “But Captain Ahab,” cried
Starbuck, appalled. “It was the
white whale~it was Moby Dick~
that took off thy leg!”

      “Aye! And I’ll chase him round
the world before I give him up.
And you, brave men, have shipped
with me to kill Moby Dick! Are ye
with me?”

     Hearty cries rang all around,
ready to join in such a valiant hunt.
Yet doubtful faces found their voices
in Mr. Starbuck. “I am ready to
fight him, Captain, if it comes in
the way of our business, but I came
to hunt down whales, not to avenge
my commander’s leg.”

     But Ahab, using energy and
persuasive words, stirred up the
crew’s courage and lust for ven-
geance on the white whale. “Tis
madness!” muttered Starbuck.
“God keep us all.”

     While I had shouted with the
rest of the crew, eager to make
Ahab’s quest my own, a dark sense
of foreboding grew as I heard ru-
mors and stories of the horrors of
Moby Dick. But it seemed we were
all irrevocably bound to sail with
Ahab on his monomaniacal quest
for revenge.

     Ahab frequently pored over his
sea charts, marking and calculating
the best route for encountering
the white whale. For several sea-
sons, Moby Dick had been seen in
particular waters in the Japanese
sea, and there the most deadly
fights with him had occurred. This
obsession of Ahab gave him vivid
and exhaustive dreams at night,
and often drove him from his bed.
Many nights he walked the decks,
brooding.

                                                continued on page 4

I felt a dark foreboding.
continued from page 2

“Signed already, eh? Ah, well. What’s to be will be. It’s all fixed, you know.
God pity the sailors that sail with Ahab.”

     I began to wonder what kind of apprehensions I should have about
binding my life to Captain Ahab for a voyage of three years. Not once in
the days of preparation of the ship had we laid eyes on the man. But perhaps
the wandering prophet’s hints and shrouded talk were just the result of a
damaged head. I resolved to pay him no mind.

We set sail.

    And so our journey began, and still Captain Ahab remained below.

    Let us meet Starbuck, the first mate of the Pequod. He was a Quaker
from Nantucket, a tall, serious man who counted courage as a necessary tool
in the business of whaling. His was a practical, carefully calculated courage,
by which he thought, “I come on this ship to kill whales for my livelihood,
not to be killed by them for theirs.” And Stubb, a happy-go-lucky humorous
Cape Cod man, was second mate. With songs and jokes, he went about
the dangerous business of killing whales as if from an easy chair. For the
time being, these two commanded the beginnings of our voyage.

At last we meet the Captain.

     We sailed on for days, gradually leaving behind us the wintry weather.
A fair wind greeted us one morning, and at last Captain Ahab stood upon
the deck. Grim and grizzled, Ahab stood on an ivory leg made from the
jaw of a sperm whale, and a long white scar streaked from his gray hair
down one side of his face and neck and on into his tunic, as lightning streaks
down the trunk of a tree. “There was an infinity of firmest fortitude, a
determinate, unsurrenderable willfulness, in the fixed and fearless, forward
dedication of his glance.” As the days grew warmer, the captain appeared
more frequently on the deck, with his ivory leg inserted into a pivot hole
made for steadying him.

Ahab reveals his quest.

    One morning as Ahab paced the deck, leaving as always the marks of his
particular walk on the warn planks, he suddenly called out to Starbuck to
call the entire ship’s company before him. Once the surprised crew was
assembled, Ahab demanded, “When ye see a whale, men, what do you do?”

     “Sing out! Cry out for him!” came many voices in answer.

     “And what do ye next, lads?”

     “Lower the boats and get after him!” they cried.

“At last the anchor was up, the sails were set,
and off we glided. We found ourselves almost
broad upon the wintry ocean, whose freezing
spray cased us in ice, as in polished armor.
The long rows of teeth on the bulwarks

glistened in the moonlight.”



Ahab reveals his quest.
continued from page 3

The first whale sighted …
       and a strange surprise

    After weeks of anticipation, one morning the excited cry came from
the mastheads. “There she blows! There she is!” The whale’s flukes rose
in the air and dove. The men readied the boats for lowering as they
waited for the whale to rise again. But a sudden cry turned every head
away from the whale and back to Ahab. Around the captain stood five
dark-skinned sailors who had never before been seen on deck. One, an
ancient seaman with deep wrinkled brow, was crowned with a winding
white turban of his own braided hair.

    The whale surfaced again, and the crew took their eyes from the stran-
gers and lowered their boats for the fight. Ahab himself stood captain
of the boat crewed by the five dusky phantoms.  Stubb urged his crew
on. “Pull, my hearties, pull! The chaps in Ahab’s boat? Tish. Only five
more hands to help the crew, never mind where they come from, the
more the merrier!”

    We were now chasing three whales, the boats separating, rowing with
churning madness through the water. But soon we ran into a devil of a
mist, and before long neither ship nor other boats could be seen. A squall
was on its way.

     The waves curled and hissed, and suddenly Starbuck ordered Queequeg
to stand. With a rush, the darted harpoon struck the whale, and it tumbled
and rolled like an earthquake below us and capsized the boat. But the
whale, merely grazed, swam away. The storm grew fierce, and in vain we
called to the other boats and looked for the ship in the heavy mist. We
clung to the boat and waited for the dawn. At last, the ship appeared.
Drenched and shivering, we were taken up and safely brought on board.

Tales of Moby Dick’s fury … and a portent

    The old turbaned Fedallah remained a mystery to us all. On moonlit
nights, he took to mounting the masthead sail and standing lookout for
whales, though no whaleman in his right mind would lower the boats
at night. But here, perched with his white turban glowing near the moon,
the old man one night announced the silvery moonlit jet of a whale. The
crew waited and watched for its return, but the ghostly whale spout
appeared not again. Another moonlit night, the spout appeared again
far in the distance, and again for many nights thereafter, seemingly alluring
us mysteriously on.
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      And upon reaching these
waters, we shortly met several other
whaling ships, one of which had
had a deadly encounter with the
very whale Ahab sought. They told
us that a crewman named Radney
was tossed into the sea when Moby
Dick reared up under his boat; and
as the monster rushed in his fury,
he seized poor Radney in his jaws,
and plunged with him to the depths
of the sea. It seemed the whale was
bound to drag the entire crew to
their deaths until an oarsman cut
the line with his knife and the whale
was set free. Fear grew in our hearts
regarding this deadly monster, and
yet Ahab’s lust for revenge grew
all the stronger.

      Meanwhile, we plied the placid
waters northeastward toward Java,
finding the gentle air soothing to
our souls. One day a strange ghost-
ly sight was seen by Daggoo from
the masthead. A large white object
rose slowly above the water, lay
sparkling in the sun a moment,
then slowly sank. Thinking such
a white creature could only be
Moby Dick, Daggoo cried out
to the crew.

      Ahab’s boat and three others
were soon in the water and advanc-
ing toward the whale.  The white
mass reappeared before us, but lo,
it was no whale! “A vast pulpy mass,
furlongs in length and breadth, of
a glancing cream-color, lay float-
ing on the water, innumerable long
arms radiating from its centre,
and curling and twisting like a
nest of anacondas, as if blindingly
to clutch at any hapless object
within reach.” We had beheld a
sight few ships have ever seen~
a great squid!

First whale captured
    … and every sailor
    turned a butcher.

      An ill omen to Starbuck, the
sight of the squid was to Queequeg
but a sign that a sperm whale must
be near, since many believed squid
to be its primary food.  And sure
enough, that day we beheld a huge

continued on page 5

“Considering in what a devil’s chase
I was implicated, touching the White Whale:
taking all things together, I say, I thought

I might as well go below and make a rough draft
of my will.”

“The Cape of Good Hope, and all the watery
region round about there, is much like some

noted four corners of a great highway,
where you meet more travelers

than in any other part.”



First whale captured…
and every sailor turned a butcher.
continued from page 4

sperm whale and quickly gave chase. At just the right moment, Tashtego
flung the harpoon, and it held fast. The boat dashed through the waves
as the whale furiously tried to escape its attackers. We held on for our
lives as Stubb threw dart after dart into the fleeing whale’s flank.

     A red tide now flowed from the side of the monster, and he began
to falter. His pace slowed, he surged from side to side, his spout gushed
red gore, and in final heaving roll he gave up the ghost and died. Ahab
seemed not unhappy to have captured our first whale, and yet he was im-
patient and dissatisfied, for this whale was not the object of his monoman-
iacal obsession. Stubb, however, was thrilled to order whale steaks for
his supper. He was not the only one to enjoy whale flesh that night for
supper; thousands of sharks swarmed the dead leviathan.

     The next day every sailor turned into a butcher as we began to unload
the sperm whale’s precious cargo. Queequeg had the hardest task of cut-
ting into the whale’s flesh and hooking it to a cable so the blubber could
be peeled away, like a skin from an orange. The whale is half submerged
alongside the boat, and “the poor harpooner flounders about, half on the
whale and half in the water, as the vast mass revolves like a treadmill
beneath him.”

     My duty was to hold onto a line looped around his chest, so as to
not lose the poor fellow while he scrambled on top of the whale, fighting
off the ravenous sharks.  And so we two were tied together in the dance
of life and death, as is every mortal tied to his brothers in humanity.

Madness on the Jeroboam

     The breezes blew on, as did the Pequod. By and by we encountered
a ship called the Jeroboam. Though captained by a man named Mayhew,
this ship was in fact dominated by a fanatical young sailor who had come
on board and declared himself the angel Gabriel. His face was a mass of
freckles, his yellow hair abundant, and his look one of wild and unalterable
delirium. He had commanded the captain to jump overboard or else sub-
mit to Gabriel’s rule. The crew feared the insanity and strange prophetic
manner of Gabriel, and so he had complete run of the ship.

     As they journeyed, they encountered Moby Dick, and the first mate,
Macey, was especially anxious to take on the White Whale. From his
perch high on the masthead, Gabriel warned against attacking the whale,
pronouncing him to be the Shaker god come in the flesh. But the first
mate burned with desire, and in the chase he was able to get one iron
fast in the monster’s side. The next moment, with a fierce fanning of its
flukes, Moby Dick smote the luckless mate high into the air, and he fell
into the sea some fifty yards away, never to be seen again.

A lake of whales

     It is with such stories festering in our hearts that we pushed onward
toward our fate. Following a fresh wind, we drew near to the Javan Sea,
where sperm whales were known to gather at certain seasons of the year.
And here it was that we met with an extensive herd of whales, so expansive
it seemed they had sworn to band together for mutual protection.

      In chasing a particular whale in our boats, we found ourselves suddenly
at the center of the lake of whales, where all was quiet. We found ourselves
visited by small whale cows and calves that came to nose curiously at our
hull. Starbuck scratched their backs but refused to dart his lance for fear
of startling the entire herd.
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     As we edged back out of the
enormous herd, we were able to
kill several large whales among our
four boats, with much peril to our-
selves as we navigated between
their monstrous heavings. But
no man lost, and much oil to be
gained, we rejoiced in our success.
Still, Ahab gritted his teeth toward
his monomaniacal goal. Only his
quest for the Moby Dick mattered.

Shaking Bones
   Together

     “Ship, ahoy! Hast seen the White
Whale?” cried Ahab, calling to a
ship of English colors. The captain
of the Enderby appeared on deck,
one empty arm of his jacket stream-
ing behind him. “Do you see this?”
the captain replied to Ahab, and
he revealed a white arm carved
from the whale of a sperm bone,
ending in a wooden head like a
mallet. Ahab immediately called
for a boat to be lowered. The cap-
tain raised his ivory arm in welcome
as Ahab boarded, and Ahab put
forth his ivory leg. They crossed
their whale bone limbs in friendly
greeting. “Aye, aye, hearty! Let us
shake bones together! Where dids’t
thou see the White Whale~how long
ago?” cried Ahab. “And he took
that arm off, did he?”

     The two captains exchanged
stories, how each had resolved to
fight the noble whale and capture
him, yet lost a limb in the fight.
Ahab demanded to know more.
Had they seen him again? They
had encountered him twice more,
but did not try again to take him.
“Ain’t one limb enough? No more
White Whales for me; I’ve lowered
for him once, and that has satisfied
me. There would be great glory in
killing him, I know that; and there
is a ship-load of precious sperm in
him, but hark ye, he’s best let alone;
don’t you think so, Captain?”
–glancing at the ivory leg.” But
quitting the Enderby, Ahab’s face
was set like flint, and we sailed away
once more.

Queequeg’s Coffin

     Shortly after this, my pagan
friend Queequeg grew feverish,

continued on page 6
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Queequeg’s Coffin
continued from page 5

and for a time we feared death. Queequeg himself thought his end was
near, and he expressed to me his desire to be buried not in his hammock
like most unfortunate sailors, but in a canoe instead. Wanting to fulfill
the wishes of a dying man, we arranged for the ship’s carpenter to make
for him a coffin. He carefully measured Queequeg, (not wanting to waste
materials with unnecessary inches), and prepared a pine box for him.
Queequeg asked to be carried to it so he could test out its comfort, and
he found it satisfying. So now prepared for his imminent death, my hea-
then friend suddenly got better, and soon clearly had no need for his
death canoe. He explained this miracle in practical terms, saying that he
remembered that he had an unfinished duty ashore, and that recollection
had changed his mind about dying.

     We came at last to the Pacific, where we glided toward the Japanese
cruising grounds of Moby Dick. “The old man’s purpose intensified it-
self.” The Pequod found mild winds, pleasant sailing, and spout after
spout to chase as we floated on the soft waves in the sunshine.

A prophetic dream

     We killed four whales that day, and the exhausted crew slept, all but
Fadullah, who crouched in the bow watching the sharks play about the
corpses of the whales. Ahab came face to face with the turbaned seer and
told him of a repeating dream of himself in a hearse. “Have I not told
you,” returned Fadullah, “that no hearse or coffin would be yours? Before
you can die on this voyage, you must see two hearses on the sea, one not
made by mortal hands, and the other made from wood grown in America.”

     Ahab laughed bitterly, thinking of a carriage hearse on the waters of
the sea. “And,” continued the dark old man cryptically, “I will still go
before you and show you the way. And mark my word, Ahab. Only hemp
can kill you.”

     “Ye must mean the gallows,” cried Ahab. “Therefore I am immortal!
Neither the land nor the sea can kill me!”

A typhoon and a temptation

     In the Japanese seas, we encountered the violent shock of a Pacific
typhoon. When the storm finally abated and a fair wind began to blow,
Starbuck faced his greatest moment of temptation. Standing before the
cabin door of Ahab ready to alert him of the fair wind now blowing,
Starbuck stopped to ponder. Realizing that Ahab would not rest until
they fought Moby Dick, he mused, “Shall this crazed old man be tamely
suffered to drag a whole ship’s company down to doom with him?”

      Ahab would listen to no one, would not change his course for anyone
or anything.  Starbuck woefully considered~should he make the captain
a prisoner, take over the ship and turn course for home? Would heaven
consider him a murderer if he took the life of a would-be murderer of
30 men?

     He took up a loaded musket
and pointed it at sleeping Ahab’s
door, just on the level of the ham-
mock. “A touch, and Starbuck
may survive to hug his wife and
child again…. but if I wake thee
not to death, old man, who can tell
to what unsounded deeps Starbuck’s
body this day may sink, with all
the crew! Great God, where art
thou? Shall I? Shall I?”  At last he
turned from the door, replaced the
musket in its hold, and left.

     Now that Queequeg seemed
to have no use for his coffin, it was
decided that the carpenter should
seal it and turn it into a life buoy,
as the ship’s previous one had been
lost in the typhoon. What irony
is possessed in the act of making
a container of death into a box
that preserves life!

The weeping Rachel
    … still Ahab
    plunges on.

     The next day the Pequod met
a ship named the Rachel, and Ahab~
as always~hailed them about the
White Whale. “Seen yesterday,”
came the reply, “and have you seen
any boats adrift?” For the boat had
fastened a harpoon to Moby Dick
and was dragged away to an uncer-
tain fate, and the Rachel was still
searching fearfully for her lost crew.
In fact, the Captain’s own young
son was on the missing boat, and
he begged Ahab to help him search
for the boy he feared he’d lost.
Yet Ahab icily spurned his request.
“I will not do it. Even now I lose
time. Good bye, good bye. God bless
ye, man, and may I forgive myself,
but I must go.” The Rachel went
her woeful way, uncomforted by
any compassion or help.

                                                  continued on page 7

“Ahab’s purpose now fixedly
gleamed down upon the
constant midnight of the

gloomy crew…. Alike, joy and
sorrow, hope and fear,

seemed ground to finest dust,
and powdered, for the time,

in the clamped mortar of
Ahab’s iron soul.”

 “These are the times of dreamy quietude,
when beholding the tranquil beauty and brilliancy

of the ocean’s skin, one forgets the tiger heart
that pants beneath it.”
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The weeping Rachel …
still Ahab plunges on.
continued from page 6

    Another ship drew near, the name Delight a sad misnomer. They had
seen the White Whale only yesterday, and five of their number had been
killed in the fight. As the Pequod glided away, we could not help but
hear the splash of five hammocked souls being dropped to their watery
graves. And still Ahab plunged on.

There she blows!

    The next day proved clear blue and serene. From the top-most sail
the long-awaited cry came. “There she blows! There she blows! A hump
like a snow-hill! It is Moby Dick!” Soon all boats were dropped save
for that of Starbuck, who was to man the ship. Paddles plied furiously
through the water, and boats leapt to the chase. A broken lance projected
from the whale’s back, and yet Moby Dick swam on, joyous and mighty,
unaware of those chasing behind. He rose for an instant, then dove into
the deeps. Three boats now waited silently for his return.

    But before few minutes had gone by, sea birds began to wheel and
chatter over Ahab’s boat, for their keen eyes could see what the crew
could not. Rising directly beneath them, two long rows of white and
glittering teeth were rushing up from the bottom of the sea~Moby Dick’s
jaws ready to crush Ahab’s boat! With a quick side swipe of the steering
oar, Ahab pulled the boat aside. But when the whale surfaced, he seized
the bow of the boat in his teeth and shook it, as a cat dallies with her
mouse. The frantic crew dashed for the stern end, and Ahab wildly pushed
on the whale’s jaw to try to slide it off the boat. But the whale crushed
the boat easily, throwing the crew into the sea.

    The old man’s head could be seen, swirling like a bubble, in the mid-
dle of the whirlpool. When he had breath, Ahab shouted to the boat
to sail toward the whale and drive him off. The ruse worked, and Moby
Dick sullenly swam away. We rescued the men, thankful to have lost
none that day. The sun was setting, but no sooner did Ahab reach the
deck, than he challenged his men to see who could sight the White
Whale again the next day and earn the gold doubloon.

Mad chase … and a snapped leg

    On the second day of our mad chase, the cry came once more. Directly
ahead, Moby Dick was waiting. It seemed that the Fates had snatched
all our souls, and that we were no more than slaves to this race, however
it ended. All our fears and hopes and desires were welded into the one
fatal goal to which our Captain Ahab pointed. Less than one mile ahead,
the White Whale burst above the water, breaching in breathtaking power
and plunging into the dazzling foam.

    “Aye, breach your last to the sun, Moby Dick!” cried Ahab. “Thy hour
and thy harpoon are at hand!”  The whale turned and now bore down
on the three boats at a furious speed. He rushed among them with lash-
ing tail and open jaws, and they returned with harpoons and lances dart-
ing at him from every side. Tangled in the maze of lines and weapons

from each boat, the whale now
made a sudden rush and dove down
into the sea, smashing the boats
into pieces and leaving the crew
floating in the wreckage.

    Ahab’s boat remained unhurt,
but in a moment Moby Dick’s vast
forehead bolted up beneath the
keel and sent the boat and crew
flipping over and over into the air.
He paused, and seeming to feel his
work for now was done, the whale
pushed away, dragging the tangled
lines and lances behind him. Those
on the ship quickly came to rescue
the bedraggled whalers, and merci-
fully, no one had been lost or seri-
ously injured. Ahab stood on deck,
but hung heavily on Starbuck’s
shoulder. For in the fight, the whale
had snapped into slivers his ivory
leg.

Ahab will not give up.

    Ahab began at once to call orders
for repairs and rigging of the boats
once again. Starbuck lit into him
with ferocity. “You will never cap-
ture him, old man! This is madness!
We’ve chased him two days, and
been smashed to splinters! All the
portents warned against the chase.
Even your guiding shadow,
Fadullah, is now missing. What
more do you want? Will you chase
this murdering fish until he drags
us all to the bottom of the sea?”

    “Ahab is forever Ahab, man.
This whole act’s immutably decreed.
Fool! I am the Fate’s lieutenant;
I act under orders. Look thou, un-
derling that thou obeyest mine,”
returned the Captain.

    The third morning was fair and
fresh. Starbuck once more begged
the old man to refrain, to quit this
wild chase. But “lower away!”
came his cry when the first man
sighted the spout of the enemy.
The boats dashed into the fray, but
angered by the festering wounds of
yesterday’s lances, Moby Dick
seemed possessed by all the devils
of hell. He came churning toward
the boats, flailing them apart, spill-
ing lances and crewmen, but leav-
ing Ahab’s boat unscathed. The

      continued on page 8

“Moby Dick swam swiftly round and round
the wrecked crew; sideways churning the water

in his vengeful wake, as if lashing himself
up to still another and more deadly assault.”
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Ahab will not give up.
continued from page 7

whale turned, and a cry went up, as we beheld a gruesome sight. Tangled
and twisted within the lines that bound Moby Dick from yesterday’s
fight, was the half torn body of Fadullah, his unseeing but open eyes
turned full on old Ahab.

The prophecy comes true.

    Ahab dropped his harpoon. The ancient man’s prophecy had come
true. He indeed had gone on before, his hearse a whale’s back. “After
him!” Ahab called, and as they rowed, sharks bit hungrily at the oars,
leaving jagged splinters in the sea.

 “Oh! Ahab,” cried Starbuck, “not too late is it, even now,
the third day, to desist. See! Moby Dick is not seeking you,
it is you who are madly seeking him!”
    But Ahab rowed on, and at length drew up once again to the White
Whale’s flank, Moby Dick seemingly oblivious. Standing feverishly, Ahab
arched back and with all his strength and venom, he drove his fierce
iron into the hated whale. The whale lurched, the boat tipped, flinging
three men into the sea. He turned, and seeing the dark bulk of the ship
approaching, and perhaps thinking it a more worthy foe, bore down to
smash into it. The oarsmen swirling in the water cried out desperately,
“The ship! The Whale!”

The ship is attacked …
   the morbid prophecy is fulfilled.

    The crew watched in horror, intent upon the whale.

    From the boat Ahab moaned. The second hearse Fadullah spoke of
had been the ship~made of American wood. Must his glorious ship be
lost without him? Ahab would not have it. “Let me then tow to pieces,
while still chasing thee, though tied to thee, thou damned whale! Thus,
I give up the spear!” He threw his harpoon, and reached to clear the
line, but it caught him round the neck. Without a sound he shot out
of the boat, and with the whale went into the depths to his final end,
the final prophetic word coming true~nothing but hemp would kill
Captain Ahab.

A coffin is my salvation.

    And now, as their beloved Pequod sunk beneath the waves, the last
whaling boat was caught in the whirlpool of Moby Dick’s wrath, and
slid forever beneath the sea.

“ Just one man survived the wreck, and that one alone was I, Ishmael.”
    Floating on the edges of the final scene, I was being drawn slowly
toward the vortex of the pool. But suddenly at its center, rising with
great force, came the coffin turned life buoy. It floated by my side, and
I held on for a day and a night, and somehow was unharmed by sharks.
A ship drew near, and I was mercifully rescued by the mourning Rachel.
In searching for her own missing children, she only found another
orphan.
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Moby Dick by Herman Melville was
first published in London in 1851 in a
three-volume edition entitled The Whale
and one month later as one massive vol-
ume titled Moby Dick by Harper and
Brothers in New York. Although the book
initially received negative reviews, Moby
Dick is now considered one of the greatest
novels in the English language and has
secured Melville's place among America's
greatest writers. Public domain. Purchase
the book at your favorite bookseller or read
it online at a variety of websites, includ-
ing Christian Classics Ethereal Library,
.
The author: Herman Melville (1819-
1891) was an American novelist, short
story writer, essayist, and poet. His first
two books gained much attention,
though they were not bestsellers, and
his popularity declined only a few years
later. By the time of his death he had
been almost completely forgotten, but
his longest novel, Moby Dick~largely
considered a failure during his lifetime,
and most responsible for Melville's fall
from favor with the reading public~was
rediscovered in the 20th century as one
of the chief literary masterpieces of
both American and world literature.

Summarized by: Wendy Connell,
a teacher, freelance writer, and mother
of four. She is a graduate of Houghton
College and SUNY Oswego. Wendy,
her husband, and their family live in
Canandaigua, New York.

“Retribution, swift vengeance, eternal malice were in his whole
aspect, and spite of all that mortal man could do, the solid white
buttress of his forehead smote the ship’s starboard bow, till men
and timbers reeled…. through the breach, they heard the waters

pour, as mountain torrents down a flume.”


