
iniC |!i:ST SFCA STOHV KVI-I i WUITTKN. 125

Jonah, 111 the seamen's bethel, gueequey's rescue of the country
Inunpkin on the way to Nantucket, (,2uee(iueg's Ramadan, the
description of the sliip " Pequod " and her two owners, ICIijah's
warnnif,', fjottinf,' under way and dropping tlie pilot, make up an
introduction of great variety and picturesqueness. The second
part deals with all the particulars of the various operations in
whaling from manning the mast-heads and lowering the boats to
trying out the blubber and cleaning up the ship, when all the oil
IS barrelled. In this part Ahab, who has been invisible in the re-
tirement of his cabin, comes on deck and in various scenes differ-
ent sides of his vehement, iron-willed, yet pathetic nature, are
made intelligible. Here also is much learning to be foui. I, and
here, if anywhere, the story dawdles. The last part deals' with
the fatal three days* chase, the death of Ahab, and the escape of
the White Whale.

One striking peculiarity of the book is its Americanism—

a

word which needs definition. The theme and style are peculiar
to this country. Nowhere but in America could such a theme have
been treated in such a style. Whaling is peculiarly an American
industry; and of all whale-men, the Nantucketers were the keen-
esN the most daring, and the most successful. Now, though
there are still whalers to be found in the New Bedford slips, and
mteresiing as it is to clamber about them and hear the uncon-
scious confirmation of all Melville's details from the lips of some
old harpooneer or boat-header, the industry is almost extinct.
The discovery of petroleum did for it. Perhaps Melville went to
sea for no other purpose than to construct the monument of
whaling in this unique book. Not in his subject alone, but in
his style is Melville distinctly American. It is large in idea, ex-
pansive

;
It has an Elizabethan force and freshness and swing,

and is, perhaps, more rich in figures than any style but Emer-
son's. It has the picturesqueness of the new world, and, above
all, a free-flowing humour, which is the distinct cachet of Ameri-
can literature. No one would contend that it is a perfect style

;

some mannerisms become tedious, like the constant moral turn,
and the curiously coined adverbs placed before the verb.* Occa-
sionally there is more than a hint of bombast, as indeed might
be expected

; but, upon the whole, it is an extraordinary style,
rich, clear, vivid, original. It shows reading and is full of


