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consK enng that the particular disaster to our own particular boat
was chiefly to be imputed to Starbuck's driving on to his whale, al-
most in the teeth of a squall, and considering that Starbuck, notwith-
standing, was famous for his great heedfulness in the fishery; con-
sidering that I belonged to this uncommonly prudent Starbuck's
boat

;
and finally considering in what a devil's chase I was impli-

cated 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

' Queequeg,' said I, ' come along and you shall be my lawyer
executor and legatee,'

" j j
^

The humour has the usual tinge of Northern melancholy,
and sometimes a touch of Rabelais. The exhortations of Stubb
to his boat's crew, on different occasions, or such chapters as
Queen Mab," <• The Cassock," "Leg and Arm," " Stubb's

Supper," are good examples of his peculiar style.
But, after all, his chief excellence is bringing to the lands-

man the very salt of the sea breeze, while to one who has long
known the ocean, he is as one praising to the lover the chiefest
beauties of the Beloved. The magic of the ship and the mystery
of the sea are put into words that form pictures for the dullest
eyes. The chapter, " The Spirit Spout," contains these two
aquarelles of the moonlit sea and the speeding ship side by side •

" It was while gliding through these latter waters that one
serene and moonlight night, when all the waves rolled by like scrolls
ot silver

;
and by their soft, suffusing seethings all things made what

seemed a silvery silence, not a solitude
; on such a silent night a sil-

very jet was seen far in advance of the white bubbles at the bow
Lit up by the moon it looked celestial ; seemed some plumed and
glittering god uprising from the sea. * ' =:= * :.

Walking the deck, with quick, side lunging strides, Ahab com-
manded the t'gallant sails and royals to be set, and every stunsail
spread. The best man in the ship must take the helm. Then with
every mast-head manned, the piled-up craft rolled down before the
wind. The strange, upheaving, lifting tendency of the tafTrail breeze
hlhng the hollows of so many sails made the buoyant, hovering deck
to leel like air beneath the fee^."

In the chapter called "The Needle," ship and sea and sky
are blended in one unforgettable whole :

" Next morning the not-yet-subsided sea rnllrd in lou^. slow hil
lows of mighty bulk, and striving in the " Pequod's "

gurgling track,


