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mockery of grey hairs, have I lived enough joy to wear ye; and seem and feel 
thus intolerably old?”

“But if the great sun move not of himself; but is as an errand-boy in heaven; 
nor one single star can revolve, but by some invisible power; how then can this 
one small heart beat; this one small brain think thoughts; unless God does 
that beating, does that thinking, does that living, and not I.  By heaven, man, 
we are turned round and round in this world, like yonder windlass, and Fate 
is the handspike.        Look! see yon Albicore! who put it into him to chase and 
fang that flying-fish?  Where do murderers go, man!  Who’s to doom, when 
the judge himself is dragged to the bar?”

Chapter 133

The Chase—First Day

when    —as his wont at intervals—stepped forth from the scuttle in which he 
leaned, and went to his pivot-hole, he 

, 

at every roll of the sea 

“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—     —     —”

“—     —”

as if an isolated thing, 
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.  Not the white bull Jupiter swimming away with ravished Europa clinging to 
his graceful 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           so divinely

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.  
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“—”

“—”

.

“—”

“,”

“—   ”—

*  This motion is peculiar to the sperm whale.  It receives its designation (pitchpol-
ing) from its being likened to that preliminary up-and-down poise of the whale-lance, 
in the exercise called pitchpoling, previously described.  By this motion the whale 
must best and most comprehensively view whatever objects may be encircling him.
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Chapter 134

The Chase—Second Day

“;”

Here be it said, that this pertinacious pursuit of one particular whale, con-
tinued through day into night, and through night into day, is a thing by no 
means unprecedented in the South sea fishery.  For such is the wonderful skill, 
prescience of experience, and invincible confidence acquired by some great 
natural geniuses among the Nantucket commanders; that from the simple ob-
servation of a whale when last descried, they will, under certain given circum-
stances, pretty accurately foretell both the direction in which he will continue 
to swim for a time, while out of sight, as well as his probable rate of progres-
sion during that period.  And, in these cases, somewhat as a pilot, when about 
losing sight of a coast, whose general trending he well knows, and which he 
desires shortly to return to again, but at some further point; like as this pilot 
stands by his compass, and takes the precise bearing of the cape at present 
visible, in order the more certainly to hit aright the remote, unseen headland, 
eventually to be visited: so does the fisherman, at his compass, with the whale; 
for after being chased, and diligently marked, through several hours of day-
light, then, when night obscures the fish, the creature’s future wake through 
the darkness is almost as established to the sagacious mind of the hunter, as 
the pilot’s coast is to him.  So that to this hunter’s wondrous skill, the prover-
bial evanescence of a thing writ in water, a wake, is to all desired purposes well 
nigh as reliable as the steadfast land.  And as the mighty iron Leviathan of the 
modern railway is so familiarly known in its every pace, that, with watches in 
their hands, men time his rate as doctors that of a baby’s pulse; and lightly say 
of it, the up train or the down train will reach such or such a spot, at such or 
such an hour; even so, almost, there are occasions when these Nantucketers 
time that other Leviathan of the deep, according to the observed humor of his 
speed; and say to themselves, so many hours hence this whale will have gone 
two hundred miles, will have about reached this or that degree of latitude or 
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longitude.  But to render this acuteness at all successful in the end, the wind 
and the sea must be the whaleman’s allies; for of what present avail to the 
becalmed or windbound mariner is the skill that assures him he is exactly 
ninety-three leagues and a quarter from his port?  Inferable from these state-
ments, are many collateral subtile matters touching the chase of whales.

“,”

,

—

;    —    ,

“The ferrule has not stood, sir,” said the carpenter, now coming up; “I put 
good work into that leg.”

“—”

“,   ,”

“—    ,”

“—              ,”

“—     —”
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Chapter 135

The Chase—Third Day

“;          ;”
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