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Call me Ishmael.

Some years ago—never mind how long exactly—
having little or no money, I thought I would sail 

about a little and see the watery part of the world. 

It is my way of driving 
off melancholy and 

participating in social life.

For whenever it is a damp, drizzly November 
in my soul, when it becomes difficult to stop 
myself lashing out at the world, then I know 
it ’s high time to get to sea as soon as I can.

But why did I want to go on a whaling voyage, 
after having been a merchant sailor for years? 

Only fate can answer that and no one else.

And, undoubtedly, going on a whaling 
voyage was only the beginning of the grand 

program that fate had planned for me.

But who am I to question fate… 
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But wait!

You’ve no objections 
to sharing a harpooner’s 

blanket, have you? I suppose 
you are going whale hunting, 
so you’d better get used to 

that sort of thing.

I need 
to meet the 

landlord.
That ’d be me. 

My name is Peter 
Coffin. If it ’s a room 

you’re looking for, 
we’re full.

No rooms 
at all?

None.

Excuse me… 
can I please meet 

the landlord?

Hngh

...no matter where it leads me.

PETER COFFIN
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I’m sorry, 
he couldn’t sell 

his what?

But, don’t 
worry, it ’s Sunday 

now—you won’t see that 
harpooner tonight. He must 

have gone to anchor 
somewhere. 

Very well.

I thought so. He 
is not here yet, though, 
and I don’t think he will 

be back tonight.

What sort of 
chap is he? Does 
he normally stay 

out so late?

No. Generally 
he is an early bird, but 

tonight he went out 
peddling.

I guess he 
couldn’t sell 

his head.

I don’t like to 
share my bed. But if you 

really have no other place for me, 
and the harpooner is not objectionable, 

I don’t mind sharing his blanket. It is 
better than wandering around 

a strange town on such a 
bitter night, anyway.

This harpooner
has just arrived from 

the south seas. He bought a 
lot of embalmed New Zealand 

heads there. Great curios, 
you know. 

He’s sold all of 
them but one, and that ’s 

the one he’s trying to sell tonight. 
Tomorrow’s Sunday, and it wouldn’t 

be possible to sell human heads 
on the streets when folks are 

going to churches.

He wanted to do it 
last Sunday, but I stopped 

him. He was going out with four 
heads strung on a string, 

like onions!
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What was 
your name 
again, son?

They call 
me Ishmael.

Make yourself 
comfortable 

now.

I was cold and tired, and I didn’t want to think about 
the harpooner as the landlord had said he would not be 
coming back that night. So, I blew out the light, tumbled 

into bed, and left myself to the care of heaven.

Good 
night to 

you.

They do, 
do they?

Well, Ishmael, 
Queequeg’s a good sort. 
He pays regularly. I trust 
you to be cordial when 

you meet him.

I went upstairs with the 
landlord where he ushered 

me into a small room.

I could not sleep for a long time, but 
soon after I did, I was woken up by 

the sound of footsteps in the passage.
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All these odd proceedings 
increased my discomfort.

He was showing signs of ending his 
prayers and jumping into bed with me...

The stranger entered the room and, 
without looking toward the bed, 

fumbled in his pockets and produced 
a curious little deformed idol.

Lord, save 
me. It must be 
the harpooner.

He then went up 
to the fireplace...

...and began to perform 
a strange kind of ritual.
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It was an obsession that would destroy them all…

On a cold December night, a young man called Ishmael rents a 
room at an inn in Massachusetts. He has come from Manhattan 
to the north-east of America to sign up for a whaling expedition. 

Later that same night, as Ishmael is sleeping, a heavily tattooed 
man wielding a blade enters his room. This chance meeting is just 
the start of what will become the greatest adventure of his life. 

The next day, Ishmael joins the crew of a ship known as the 
Pequod. He is approached by a man dressed in rags who warns 
him that if he sails under the command of Captain Ahab, he may 
never come back. Undaunted, Ishmael returns early next morning 
and sets sail on the high seas.  

For the crew of the Pequod, their voyage is one of monetary 
gain. For Captain Ahab, however, it is a mission driven by hatred, 
revenge, and his growing obsession with the greatest creature of 
the sea.


