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If to Starbuck the apparition of the Squid was a thing of portents, to Queequeg it was quite a different object.
“When you see him ’quid,” said the savage, honing his harpoon in the bow of his hoisted boat, “then you quick
see him ’parm whale.” The next day was exceedingly still and sultry, and with nothing special to engage
them, the Pequod’s crew could hardly resist the spell of sleep induced by such a vacant sea.

For this part of the Indian Ocean through which we then were voyaging is not what whalemen call a lively
ground; that is, it affords fewer glimpses of porpoises, dolphins, flying-fish, and other vivacious denizens of
more stirring waters, than those off the Rio de la Plata, or the in-shore ground off Peru.

First section

It was my turn to stand at the foremast-head; and with my shoulders leaning against the slackened royal
shrouds, to and fro I idly swayed in what seemed an enchanted air. No resolution could withstand it; in that
dreamy mood losing all consciousness, at last my soul went out of my body; though my body still continued
to sway as a pendulum will, long after the power which first moved it is withdrawn.

Table 1: Table with short caption

mpg cyl disp hp drat wt
Mazda RX4 21.0 6 160 110 3.90 2.620
Mazda RX4 Wag 21.0 6 160 110 3.90 2.875
Datsun 710 22.8 4 108 93 3.85 2.320
Hornet 4 Drive 21.4 6 258 110 3.08 3.215
Hornet Sportabout 18.7 8 360 175 3.15 3.440

Ere forgetfulness altogether came over me, I had noticed that the seamen at the main and mizzen-mast-heads
were already drowsy. So that at last all three of us lifelessly swung from the spars, and for every swing that
we made there was a nod from below from the slumbering helmsman. The waves, too, nodded their indolent
crests; and across the wide trance of the sea, east nodded to west, and the sun over all.

Suddenly bubbles seemed bursting beneath my closed eyes; like vices my hands grasped the shrouds; some
invisible, gracious agency preserved me; with a shock I came back to life. And lo! close under our lee, not
forty fathoms off, a gigantic Sperm Whale lay rolling in the water like the capsized hull of a frigate, his broad,
glossy back, of an Ethiopian hue, glistening in the sun’s rays like a mirror.

But lazily undulating in the trough of the sea, and ever and anon tranquilly spouting his vapoury jet, the
whale looked like a portly burgher smoking his pipe of a warm afternoon. But that pipe, poor whale, was thy
last. As if struck by some enchanter’s wand, the sleepy ship and every sleeper in it all at once started into
wakefulness; and more than a score of voices from all parts of the vessel, simultaneously with the three notes
from aloft, shouted forth the accustomed cry, as the great fish slowly and regularly spouted the sparkling
brine into the air.

Second section

“Clear away the boats! Luff!” cried Ahab. And obeying his own order, he dashed the helm down before the
helmsman could handle the spokes. The sudden exclamations of the crew must have alarmed the whale;
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Figure 1: Figure with short caption

and ere the boats were down, majestically turning, he swam away to the leeward, but with such a steady
tranquillity, and making so few ripples as he swam, that thinking after all he might not as yet be alarmed,
Ahab gave orders that not an oar should be used, and no man must speak but in whispers.

So seated like Ontario Indians on the gunwales of the boats, we swiftly but silently paddled along; the calm not
admitting of the noiseless sails being set. Presently, as we thus glided in chase, the monster perpendicularly
flitted his tail forty feet into the air, and then sank out of sight like a tower swallowed up. “There go flukes!”
was the cry, an announcement immediately followed by Stubb’s producing his match and igniting his pipe,
for now a respite was granted.

After the full interval of his sounding had elapsed, the whale rose again, and being now in advance of the
smoker’s boat, and much nearer to it than to any of the others, Stubb counted upon the honour of the
capture. It was obvious, now, that the whale had at length become aware of his pursuers. All silence of
cautiousness was therefore no longer of use. Paddles were dropped, and oars came loudly into play.

Subsection in second section

And still puffing at his pipe, Stubb cheered on his crew to the assault. Yes, a mighty change had come over
the fish. All alive to his jeopardy, he was going “head out”; that part obliquely projecting from the mad
yeast which he brewed. But did you deeply scan him in his more secret confidential hours; when he thought
no glance but one was on him; then you would have seen that even as Ahab’s eyes so awed the crew’s, the
inscrutable Parsee’s glance awed his; or somehow, at least, in some wild way, at times affected it.

Such an added, gliding strangeness began to invest the thin Fedallah now; such ceaseless shudderings shook
him; that the men looked dubious at him; half uncertain, as it seemed, whether indeed he were a mortal
substance, or else a tremulous shadow cast upon the deck by some unseen being’s body.

And that shadow was always hovering there. For not by night, even, had Fedallah ever certainly been known
to slumber, or go below. He would stand still for hours: but never sat or leaned; his wan but wondrous eyes
did plainly say—We two watchmen never rest. Nor, at any time, by night or day could the mariners now
step upon the deck, unless Ahab was before them; either standing in his pivot-hole, or exactly pacing the
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Figure 2: More complex figure with caption

planks between two undeviating limits,—the main-mast and the mizen; or else they saw him standing in the
cabin-scuttle,—his living foot advanced upon the deck, as if to step; his hat slouched heavily over his eyes.

So that however motionless he stood, however the days and nights were added on, that he had not swung in
his hammock; yet hidden beneath that slouching hat, they could never tell unerringly whether, for all this,
his eyes were really closed at times; or whether he was still intently scanning them; no matter, though he
stood so in the scuttle for a whole hour on the stretch, and the unheeded night-damp gathered in beads of
dew upon that stone-carved coat and hat. The clothes that the night had wet, the next day’s sunshine dried
upon him; and so, day after day, and night after night; he went no more beneath the planks; whatever he
wanted from the cabin that thing he sent for.

He ate in the same open air; that is, his two only meals,—breakfast and dinner: supper he never touched; nor
reaped his beard; which darkly grew all gnarled, as unearthed roots of trees blown over, which still grow idly
on at naked base, though perished in the upper verdure. But though his whole life was now become one
watch on deck; and though the Parsee’s mystic watch was without intermission as his own; yet these two
never seemed to speak—one man to the other—unless at long intervals some passing unmomentous matter
made it necessary.

Conclusions

The China, in leaving, seemed to have carried off Phileas Fogg’s last hope. None of the other steamers were
able to serve his projects. The Pereire, of the French Transatlantic Company, whose admirable steamers are
equal to any in speed and comfort, did not leave until the 14th; the Hamburg boats did not go directly to
Liverpool or London, but to Havre; and the additional trip from Havre to Southampton would render Phileas
Fogg’s last efforts of no avail.

The Inman steamer did not depart till the next day, and could not cross the Atlantic in time to save the
wager. Mr. Fogg learned all this in consulting his Bradshaw, which gave him the daily movements of the
trans-Atlantic steamers. Passepartout was crushed; it overwhelmed him to lose the boat by three-quarters of
an hour. It was his fault, for, instead of helping his master, he had not ceased putting obstacles in his path!

And when he recalled all the incidents of the tour, when he counted up the sums expended in pure loss and
on his own account, when he thought that the immense stake, added to the heavy charges of this useless
journey, would completely ruin Mr. Fogg, he overwhelmed himself with bitter self-accusations. Mr. Fogg,
however, did not reproach him; and, on leaving the Cunard pier, only said: “We will consult about what is
best to-morrow. Come.”
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