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Moby Dick is regarded as a masterpiece. A really, really long, 
drawn out, masterpiece. Fortunately .this revised version 
lovingly removes over 115 chapters and  affectionately shortens 
the remaining ones before artfully adding in some much- 
needed jokes.

So begins a reimaging of one of the greatest works of 
imagination in literary history. Albeit much, much shorter.
As Ishmael is drawn into Captain Ahab’s obsessive quest to 
slay the white whale Moby-Dick, he finds himself engaged in 
a metaphysical struggle between good and evil. More than just 
a novel of adventure, more than a paean to whaling lore and 
legend, more than 40 pages is ample.
 
Moby-Dick is a haunting social commentary, populated by some 
of the most enduring characters in literature; some of whom we 
have left in.
 
Moby-Dick is a profound, poetic inquiry into character, faith and 
the nature of perception and the long, boring search for a  
big fish.

A bit of Dave added by Steven Vinacour @stevenvinacour
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CHAPTER 2. The Carpet Bag

I stuffed a shirt or two into my old carpet-bag, tucked it under my arm, and started for 
Cape Horn and the Pacific. Quitting the good city of old Manhatto, I duly arrived in 
New Bedford. It was on a Saturday night in December. I was disappointed to learn that 
the ship bound for Nantucket had already sailed. I knew much about Nantucket from 
the limericks I had read and was curious to see if there really was a man that could do 
the things they described.  
Yet Nantucket was her great original—the Tyre of this Carthage;—the place where the first 
dead American whale was stranded. Where else but from Nantucket did those aboriginal 
whalemen, the Red-Men, first sally out in canoes to give chase to the Leviathan? And where 
but from Nantucket, too, did that first adventurous little sloop put forth, partly laden with 
imported cobble-stones—so goes the story—to throw at the whales, in order to discover 
when they were nigh enough to risk a harpoon from the bowsprit?
Now having a night, a day, and still another night following before me in New Bedford, 
ere I could embark for my destined port, it became a matter of concernment where I was to 
eat and sleep meanwhile. It was a very dubious-looking, nay, a very dark and dismal night, 
bitingly cold and cheerless. I knew no one in the place. With anxious grapnels I had sounded 
my pocket, and only brought up a few pieces of silver,—So, wherever you go, Ishmael, said 
I to myself, as I stood in the middle of a dreary street shouldering my bag, and comparing 
the gloom towards the north with the darkness towards the south—wherever in your wisdom 
you may conclude to lodge for the night, my dear Ishmael, be sure to inquire the price, and 
don’t be too particular.
With halting steps I paced the streets, and passed the sign of “The Crossed Harpoons”—
but it looked too expensive and jolly there. Further on, from the bright red windows of the 
“Sword-Fish Inn,” there came such fervent rays, that it seemed to have melted the packed 
snow and ice from before the house, for everywhere else the congealed frost lay ten inches 
thick in a hard, asphaltic pavement,—rather weary for me, when I struck my foot against 
the flinty projections, because from hard, remorseless service the soles of my boots were in 
a most miserable plight. Too expensive and jolly, again thought I, pausing one moment to 
watch the broad glare in the street, and hear the sounds of the tinkling glasses within. But 
go on, Ishmael, said I at last; don’t you hear? get away from before the door; your patched 
boots are stopping the way. So on I went. I now by instinct followed the streets that took me 
waterward, for there, doubtless, were the cheapest, if not the cheeriest inns.
Moving on, I at last came to a dim sort of light not far from the docks, and heard a forlorn 
creaking in the air; and looking up, saw a swinging sign over the door with a white painting 
upon it, faintly representing a tall straight jet of misty spray, and these words underneath—
“The Spouter-Inn:—Peter Coffin.”
Coffin?—Spouter?—Rather ominous in that particular connexion, thought I. But it is 
a common name in Nantucket, they say, and I suppose this Peter here is an emigrant 
from there. As the light looked so dim, and the place, for the time, looked quiet enough, 
and the dilapidated little wooden house itself looked as if it might have been carted 
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here from the ruins of some burnt district, and as the swinging sign had a poverty-
stricken sort of creak to it, I thought that here was the very spot for cheap lodgings, 
and the best of pea coffee which is currently thought of in high regard and far more de 
riguer than the now passe bulletproof coffee, whipped coffee and extra hot, extra wet, 
hazelnut oat latte with extra sprinkles.  
But no more of this blubbering now, we are going a-whaling, and there is plenty of that 
yet to come. Let us scrape the ice from our frosted feet, and see what sort of a place this 
“Spouter” may be.

CHAPTER 16. The Ship.

In bed we concocted our plans for the morrow. Find a ship, board the ship, sail away. 
The plan could not have been simpler, there was little need to elaborate further. 
The following morn we arose full of vim and vigour and headed for the dock. 
Now when I looked about the quarter-deck, for some one having authority, in order to 
propose myself as a candidate for the voyage, at first I saw nobody; but I could not well 
overlook a strange sort of tent, or rather wigwam, pitched a little behind the main-mast. It 
seemed only a temporary erection used in port. It was of a conical shape, some ten feet high; 
consisting of the long, huge slabs of limber black bone taken from the middle and highest 
part of the jaws of the right-whale. Planted with their broad ends on the deck, a circle of 
these slabs laced together, mutually sloped towards each other, and at the apex united in a 
tufted point, where the loose hairy fibres waved to and fro like the top-knot on some old 
Pottowottamie Sachem’s head or a premiership footballer’s head if you prefer for I 
know not if your frame of reference is more Pottowottamie Sachem’s or footballers. 
And half concealed in this queer tenement, I at length found one who by his aspect seemed 
to have authority; and who, it being noon, and the ship’s work suspended, was now enjoying 
respite from the burden of command. He was seated on an old-fashioned oaken chair, 
wriggling all over with curious carving; and the bottom of which was formed of a stout 
interlacing of the same elastic stuff of which the wigwam was constructed.
There was nothing so very particular, perhaps, about the appearance of the elderly man I 
saw; he was brown and brawny, like most old seamen, and heavily rolled up in blue pilot-
cloth, cut in the Quaker style; only there was a fine and almost microscopic net-work of the 
minutest wrinkles interlacing round his eyes, which must have arisen from his continual 
sailings in many hard gales, and always looking to windward;—for this causes the muscles 
about the eyes to become pursed together. Such eye-wrinkles are very effectual in a scowl.
“Is this the Captain of the Pequod?” said I, advancing to the door of the tent.
“Supposing it be the captain of the Pequod, what dost thou want of him?” he demanded.
“I was thinking of shipping.”
“There be a toilet over there” he replied, pointing. 
“Why wouldst I  require the toilet?” 
“Oh shipping…” said he “I misheard you.  Ever been in a stove boat?”
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“No, Sir, I never have.”
“Dost know nothing at all about whaling, I dare say—eh?
“Nothing, Sir; but I have no doubt I shall soon learn. I’ve been several voyages in the 
merchant service, and I think that—”
“Merchant service be damned. Talk not that lingo to me. Dost see that leg?—I’ll take that 
leg away from thy stern, if ever thou talkest of the marchant service to me again. Marchant 
service indeed! I suppose now ye feel considerable proud of having served in those 
marchant ships. But flukes! man, what makes thee want to go a whaling, eh?—it looks a 
little suspicious, don’t it, eh?—Hast not been a pirate, hast thou?—Didst not rob thy last 
Captain, didst thou?—Dost not think of murdering the officers when thou gettest to sea?”
I protested my innocence of these things. I saw that under the mask of these half humorous 
innuendoes, this old seaman, as an insulated Quakerish Nantucketer, was full of his insular 
prejudices, and rather distrustful of all aliens, unless they hailed from Cape Cod or the 
Vineyard.
“But what takes thee a-whaling? I want to know that before I think of shipping ye.”
“Well, sir, I want to see what whaling is. I want to see the world.”
“Want to see what whaling is, eh? Have ye clapped eye on Captain Ahab?”
“Who is Captain Ahab, sir?”
“Aye, aye, I thought so. Captain Ahab is the Captain of this ship.”
“I am mistaken then. I thought I was speaking to the Captain himself.”
“Thou art speaking to Captain Peleg—that’s who ye are speaking to, young man. It belongs 
to me and Captain Bildad to see the Pequod fitted out for the voyage, and supplied with all 
her needs, including crew. We are part owners and agents. But as I was going to say, if thou 
wantest to know what whaling is, as thou tellest ye do, I can put ye in a way of finding it out 
before ye bind yourself to it, past backing out. Clap eye on Captain Ahab, young man, and 
thou wilt find that he has only one leg.”
“What do you mean, sir? Was the other one lost by a whale?”
“Lost by a whale! Young man, come nearer to me: it was devoured, chewed up, crunched by 
the monstrousest parmacetty that ever chipped a boat!—ah, ah!”
I was a little alarmed by his energy, perhaps also a little touched at the hearty grief in his 
concluding exclamation, but said as calmly as I could, “What you say is no doubt true 
enough, sir; but how could I know there was any peculiar ferocity in that particular whale, 
though indeed I might have inferred as much from the simple fact of the accident.”
“Look ye now, young man, thy lungs are a sort of soft, d’ye see; thou dost not talk 
shark a bit. Sure, ye’ve been to sea before now; sure of that?”
“Well I’ve seen the sea, in a book and I’ve viewed Finding Nemo at least three times so 
I am fully researched.”
 “Very good. Now, art thou the man to pitch a harpoon down a live whale’s throat, and then 
jump after it? Answer, quick!”
“I probably wouldn’t jump after it to be honest” said I “for I am more of a wait and 
see what happens kind of gentleman.”
“Good again. Now then, thou not only wantest to go a-whaling, to find out by experience 
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what whaling is, but ye also want to go in order to see the world? Was not that what ye said? 
I thought so. Well then, just step forward there, and take a peep over the weather-bow, and 
then back to me and tell me what ye see there.”
For a moment I stood a little puzzled by this curious request, not knowing exactly how to 
take it, whether humorously or in earnest. But concentrating all his crow’s feet into one 
scowl, Captain Peleg started me on the errand.
Going forward and glancing over the weather bow, I perceived that the ship swinging to 
her anchor with the flood-tide, was now obliquely pointing towards the open ocean. The 
prospect was unlimited, but exceedingly monotonous and forbidding; not the slightest 
variety that I could see.
“Well, what’s the report?” said Peleg when I came back; “what did ye see?”
“Not much,” I replied—“nothing but water; considerable horizon though, and there’s a 
squall coming up, I think.”
“Well, what does thou think then of seeing the world? Do ye wish to go round Cape Horn to 
see any more of it, eh? Can’t ye see the world where you stand?”
I was a little staggered, but go a-whaling I must, and I would; and the Pequod was as good 
a ship as any—I thought the best—and all this I now repeated to Peleg. Seeing me so 
determined, he expressed his willingness to ship me.
“And thou mayest as well sign the papers right off,” he added—“come along with ye.” And 
so saying, he led the way below deck into the cabin.
Such, then, was the person that I saw seated on the transom when I followed Captain Peleg 
down into the cabin. The space between the decks was small; and there, bolt-upright, sat old 
Bildad, who always sat so, and never leaned, and this to save his coat tails. His broad-brim 
was placed beside him; his legs were stiffly crossed; his drab vesture was buttoned up to his 
chin; and spectacles on nose, he seemed absorbed in reading from a ponderous volume.
“Bildad,” cried Captain Peleg, “at it again, Bildad, eh? Ye have been studying those 
Scriptures, now, for the last thirty years, to my certain knowledge. How far ye got, Bildad?”
As if long habituated to such profane talk from his old shipmate, Bildad, without noticing 
his present irreverence, quietly looked up, and seeing me, glanced again inquiringly towards 
Peleg.
“He says he’s our man, Bildad,” said Peleg, “he wants to ship.”
“Dost thee?” said Bildad, in a hollow tone, and turning round to me.
“I dost,” said I unconsciously, he was so intense a Quaker.
“What do ye think of him, Bildad?” said Peleg.
“He’ll do,” said Bildad, eyeing me, and then went on spelling away at his book in a 
mumbling tone quite audible.
“Splendid” said I “Come, let’s haul up the anchor and crack on. We’ve a whale to find. 
Shouldn’t be too hard” said I “He sounds like a big bugger.”
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CHAPTER 132. Life on the Ocean Waves.

The first few days were unremarkable,  we ate, we sang, we laughed, fished,  smoked 
and made some observations about our crewmates races and religions which I imagine 
in years to come may well be classed as unacceptable. We also took to studying 
Cetology, the zoology of whales. Turns out they are quite remarkable creatures 
although I see little value in sharing the details. Also, over time, we became competent 
sailors, so once again, nothing much to report there. Oh! And I, you, and he; and we, 
ye, and they all told stories which alas, I have forgotten. 

CHAPTER 133. The Chase—First Day.

That night, in the mid-watch, when the old man—as his wont at intervals—stepped forth 
from the scuttle in which he leaned, and went to his pivot-hole, he suddenly thrust out his 
face fiercely, snuffing up the sea air as a sagacious ship’s dog will, in drawing nigh to some 
barbarous isle. He declared that a whale must be near. Soon that peculiar odor, sometimes 
to a great distance given forth by the living sperm whale, was palpable to all the watch; nor 
was any mariner surprised when, after inspecting the compass, and then the dog-vane, and 
then ascertaining the precise bearing of the odor as nearly as possible, Ahab rapidly ordered 
the ship’s course to be slightly altered, and the sail to be shortened.
The acute policy dictating these movements was sufficiently vindicated at daybreak, by the 
sight of a long sleek on the sea directly and lengthwise ahead, smooth as oil, and resembling 
in the pleated watery wrinkles bordering it, the polished metallic-like marks of some swift 
tide-rip, at the mouth of a deep, rapid stream.
“Man the mast-heads! Call all hands!”
Thundering with the butts of three clubbed handspikes on the forecastle deck, Daggoo 
roused the sleepers with such judgment claps that they seemed to exhale from the scuttle, so 
instantaneously did they appear with their clothes in their hands.
“What d’ye see?” cried Ahab, flattening his face to the sky.
“Nothing, nothing sir!” was the sound hailing down in reply.
“T’gallant sails!—stunsails! alow and aloft, and on both sides!”
All sail being set, he now cast loose the life-line, reserved for swaying him to the main 
royal-mast head; and in a few moments they were hoisting him thither, when, while but two 
thirds of the way aloft, and while peering ahead through the horizontal vacancy between the 
main-top-sail and top-gallant-sail, he raised a gull-like cry in the air. “There she blows!—
there she blows! A hump like a snow-hill! It is Moby Dick!”
Fired by the cry which seemed simultaneously taken up by the three look-outs, the men on 
deck rushed to the rigging to behold the famous whale they had so long been pursuing. Ahab 
had now gained his final perch, some feet above the other look-outs, Tashtego standing just 
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beneath him on the cap of the top-gallant-mast, so that the Indian’s head was almost on a 
level with Ahab’s heel. From this height the whale was now seen some mile or so ahead, at 
every roll of the sea revealing his high sparkling hump, and regularly jetting his silent spout 
into the air. To the credulous mariners it seemed the same silent spout they had so long ago 
beheld in the moonlit Atlantic and Indian Oceans.
“And did none of ye see it before?” cried Ahab, hailing the perched men all around him.
“I saw him almost that same instant, sir, that Captain Ahab did, and I cried out,” said 
Tashtego.
“Not the same instant; not the same—no, the doubloon is mine, Fate reserved the doubloon 
for me. I only; none of ye could have raised the White Whale first. There she blows!—
there she blows!—there she blows! There again!—there again!” he cried, in long-drawn, 
lingering, methodic tones, attuned to the gradual prolongings of the whale’s visible jets. 
“He’s going to sound! In stunsails! Down top-gallant-sails! Stand by three boats. Mr. 
Starbuck, remember, stay on board, and keep the ship. Helm there! Luff, luff a point! So; 
steady, man, steady! There go flukes! No, no; only black water! All ready the boats there? 
Stand by, stand by! Lower me, Mr. Starbuck; lower, lower,—quick, quicker!” and he slid 
through the air to the deck.
“He is heading straight to leeward, sir,” cried Stubb, “right away from us; cannot have seen 
the ship yet.”
“Be dumb, man! Stand by the braces! Hard down the helm!—brace up! Shiver her!—shiver 
her!—So; well that! Boats, boats!”
Soon all the boats but Starbuck’s were dropped; all the boat-sails set—all the paddles 
plying; with rippling swiftness, shooting to leeward; and Ahab heading the onset. A pale, 
death-glimmer lit up Fedallah’s sunken eyes; a hideous motion gnawed his mouth.
Like noiseless nautilus shells, their light prows sped through the sea; but only slowly they 
neared the foe. As they neared him, the ocean grew still more smooth; seemed drawing 
a carpet over its waves; seemed a noon-meadow, so serenely it spread. At length the 
breathless hunter came so nigh his seemingly unsuspecting prey, that his entire dazzling 
hump was distinctly visible, sliding along the sea as if an isolated thing, and continually set 
in a revolving ring of finest, fleecy, greenish foam. He saw the vast, involved wrinkles of the 
slightly projecting head beyond. Before it, far out on the soft Turkish-rugged waters, went 
the glistening white shadow from his broad, milky forehead, a musical rippling playfully 
accompanying the shade; and behind, the blue waters interchangeably flowed over into 
the moving valley of his steady wake; and on either hand bright bubbles arose and danced 
by his side. But these were broken again by the light toes of hundreds of gay fowl softly 
feathering the sea, alternate with their fitful flight; and like to some flag-staff rising from 
the painted hull of an argosy, the tall but shattered pole of a recent lance projected from the 
white whale’s back; and at intervals one of the cloud of soft-toed fowls hovering, and to and 
fro skimming like a canopy over the fish, silently perched and rocked on this pole, the long 
tail feathers streaming like pennons.
A gentle joyousness—a mighty mildness of repose in swiftness, invested the gliding whale. 
Not the white bull Jupiter swimming away with ravished Europa clinging to his graceful 
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horns; his lovely, leering eyes sideways intent upon the maid; with smooth bewitching 
fleetness, rippling straight for the nuptial bower in Crete; not Jove, not that great majesty 
Supreme! did surpass the glorified White Whale as he so divinely swam.
On each soft side—coincident with the parted swell, that but once leaving him, then flowed 
so wide away—on each bright side, the whale shed off enticings. No wonder there had been 
some among the hunters who namelessly transported and allured by all this serenity, had 
ventured to assail it; but had fatally found that quietude but the vesture of tornadoes. Yet 
calm, enticing calm, oh, whale! thou glidest on, to all who for the first time eye thee, no 
matter how many in that same way thou may’st have bejuggled and destroyed before.
And thus, through the serene tranquillities of the tropical sea, among waves whose hand-
clappings were suspended by exceeding rapture, Moby Dick moved on, still withholding 
from sight the full terrors of his submerged trunk, entirely hiding the wrenched hideousness 
of his jaw. But soon the fore part of him slowly rose from the water; for an instant his whole 
marbleized body formed a high arch, like Virginia’s Natural Bridge, and warningly waving 
his bannered flukes in the air, the grand god revealed himself, sounded, and went out of 
sight. Hoveringly halting, and dipping on the wing, the white sea-fowls longingly lingered 
over the agitated pool that he left.
With oars apeak, and paddles down, the sheets of their sails adrift, the three boats now stilly 
floated, awaiting Moby Dick’s reappearance.
“An hour,” said Ahab, standing rooted in his boat’s stern; and he gazed beyond the whale’s 
place, towards the dim blue spaces and wide wooing vacancies to leeward. It was only an 
instant; for again his eyes seemed whirling round in his head as he swept the watery circle. 
The breeze now freshened; the sea began to swell.
“The birds!—the birds!” cried Tashtego.
In long Indian file, as when herons take wing, the white birds were now all flying towards 
Ahab’s boat; and when within a few yards began fluttering over the water there, wheeling 
round and round, with joyous, expectant cries. Their vision was keener than man’s; 
Ahab could discover no sign in the sea. But suddenly as he peered down and down into 
its depths, he profoundly saw a white living spot no bigger than a white weasel, with 
wonderful celerity uprising, and magnifying as it rose, till it turned, and then there were 
plainly revealed two long crooked rows of white, glistening teeth, floating up from the 
undiscoverable bottom. It was Moby Dick’s open mouth and scrolled jaw; his vast, 
shadowed bulk still half blending with the blue of the sea. The glittering mouth yawned 
beneath the boat like an open-doored marble tomb; and giving one sidelong sweep with his 
steering oar, Ahab whirled the craft aside from this tremendous apparition. Then, calling 
upon Fedallah to change places with him, went forward to the bows.
“Hand me the harpoons!” said he. 
“The what?” said I 
“The harpoons. Ye did remember to bring them did you not?”
“Avast! I thought that was Fedallah’s job. I was tasked with bringing the cheese, wine 
and toothpicks of which we have many.” Said I smugly.
“What about a pistol? Or slingshot?”



10

“No” said I, shrugging my shoulders despondently “I’ve not seen any pistols or 
slingshots”
“What about a stick, I could hit it with that.”
“I have toothpicks.” Said I, encouragingly. 
“AGHAD! I can’t kill a 200 tonne whale with a toothpick, man!”  I concluded that this 
was indeed an awkward, yet unavoidable situation for someone,  namely  shipmate  
Fedallah, had forgotten to bring the weaponry. 
Moby Dick, with that malicious intelligence ascribed to him, sidelingly transplanted 
himself, as it were, in an instant, shooting his pleated head lengthwise beneath the boat.
Through and through; through every plank and each rib, it thrilled for an instant, the whale 
obliquely lying on his back, in the manner of a biting shark, slowly and feelingly taking 
its bows full within his mouth, so that the long, narrow, scrolled lower jaw curled high up 
into the open air, and one of the teeth caught in a row-lock. The bluish pearl-white of the 
inside of the jaw was within six inches of Ahab’s head, and reached higher than that. In this 
attitude the White Whale now shook the slight cedar as a mildly cruel cat her mouse. With 
unastonished eyes Fedallah gazed, and crossed his arms; but the tiger-yellow crew were 
tumbling over each other’s heads to gain the uttermost stern.
With  nothing to fend off the mighty beast the ship was hastily destroyed. As it sank 
I  grabbed hold of a plank and as much  cheese and wine as I could muster. With  all 
my crewmates now deceased I concerned myself with  nothing but trying not to perish 
within the cruel seas. I  floated for days surviving on nothing by French Brie and a 
mature white stilton complemented with a cheeky pinot noir. 
Now small fowls flew screaming over the yet yawning gulf; a sullen white surf beat 
against its steep sides; then all collapsed, and the great shroud of the sea rolled on as it 
rolled five thousand years ago slowly propelling me towards land.
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