
Can you catch the expression of the
whale?
Can you catch the expression of the Sperm Whale’s there? It is the same he died
with, only some of the longer wrinkles in the forehead seem now faded away. I think
his broad brow to be full of a prairie-like placidity, born of a speculative indifference
as to death. But mark the other head’s expression. See that amazing lower lip,
pressed by accident against the vessel’s side, so as firmly to embrace the jaw. Does
not this whole head seem to speak of an enormous practical resolution in facing
death? This Right Whale I take to have been a Stoic; the Sperm Whale, a Platonian,
who might have taken up Spinoza in his latter years.

Unordered List

Ere this, you must have plainly seen the truth of what I started with—that the
Sperm Whale and the Right Whale have almost entirely different heads

To sum up, then: in the Right Whale’s there is no great well of sperm; no ivory
teeth at all; no long, slender mandible of a lower jaw, like the Sperm Whale’s



Nor in the Sperm Whale are there any of those blinds of bone; no huge lower lip;
and scarcely anything of a tongue

Again, the Right Whale has two external spout-holes, the Sperm Whale only one
Look your last, now, on these venerable hooded heads, while they yet lie together;

for one will soon sink, unrecorded, in the sea; the other will not be very long in
following

Can you catch the expression of the Sperm Whale’s there? It is the same he died
with, only some of the longer wrinkles in the forehead seem now faded away

I think his broad brow to be full of a prairie-like placidity, born of a speculative
indifference as to death

But mark the other head’s expression
See that amazing lower lip, pressed by accident against the vessel’s side, so as

firmly to embrace the jaw

I believe I have broken a finger here against his cursed jaw ain’t those mincing
knives down in the forecastle there, men? look to those handspikes, my hearties.
Captain, by God, look to yourself say the word don’t be a fool; forget it all; we are
ready to turn to treat us decently, and we’re your men; but we won’t be flogged.

Leatherhead

We can’t possibly stay here, I said; and as I spoke the firing reopened for a moment
upon the common. “But where are we to go?” said my wife in terror. I thought
perplexed. Then I remembered her cousins at Leatherhead.
Leatherhead! I shouted above the sudden noise. She looked away from me
downhill. The people were coming out of their houses, astonished. “How are we to
get to Leatherhead?” she said.
Stop here,” said
You are safe here! I shouted above the sudden noise. She looked away from me



downhill. The people were coming out of their houses, astonished.
Me, Myself and I

and I started off at once for the Spotted Dog, for I knew the landlord had a horse
and dog cart. I ran, for I perceived that in a moment everyone upon this side of the
hill would be moving. I found him in his bar, quite unaware of what was going on
behind his house. A man stood with his back to me, talking to him.

Some lists

Down the hill I saw a bevy of hussars ride under the railway bridge; three galloped
through the open gates of the Oriental College;

two others dismounted, and began running from house to house.
the sun, shining through the smoke that drove up from the tops of the trees,
seemed blood red, and threw an unfamiliar lurid light upon everything.

I started off at once for the Spotted Dog, for I knew the landlord had a horse and
dog cart. I ran, for I perceived that in a moment everyone upon this side of the hill
would be moving. I found him in his bar, quite unaware of what was going on behind
his house. A man stood with his back to me, talking to him.
1. Down the hill I saw a bevy of hussars ride under the railway bridge; three
galloped through the open gates of the Oriental College;
2. two others dismounted, and began running from house to house.
3. the sun, shining through the smoke that drove up from the tops of the trees,
4. seemed blood red, and threw an unfamiliar lurid light upon everything.
Started off at once for the Spotted Dog, for I knew the landlord had a horse and dog
cart. I ran, for I perceived that in a moment everyone upon this side of the hill would
be moving. I found him in his bar, quite unaware of what was going on behind his
house. A man stood with his back to me, talking to him.
I and my wife stood amazed. Then I realised that the crest of Maybury Hill must be
within range of the Martians’ Heat-Ray now that the college was cleared out of the



way. At that I gripped my wife’s arm, and without ceremony ran her out into the
road. Then I fetched out the servant, telling her I would go upstairs myself for the
box she was clamouring for.
Leatherhead! I shouted above the sudden noise. She looked away from me
downhill. The people were coming out of their houses, astonished. “How are we to
get to Leatherhead?” she said.
Ere this, you must have plainly seen the truth of what I started with—that the
Sperm Whale and the Right Whale have almost entirely different heads. To sum up,
then: in the Right Whale’s there is no great well of sperm; no ivory teeth at all; no
long, slender mandible of a lower jaw, like the Sperm Whale’s. Nor in the Sperm
Whale are there any of those blinds of bone; no huge lower lip; and scarcely
anything of a tongue. Again, the Right Whale has two external spout-holes, the
Sperm Whale only one.
Can you catch the expression of the Sperm Whale’s there?
Look your last, now, on these venerable hooded heads, while they yet lie together;
for one will soon sink, unrecorded, in the sea; the other will not be very long in
following.
Ere quitting, for the nonce, the Sperm Whale’s head, I would have you, as a sensible
physiologist, simply—particularly remark its front aspect, in all its compacted
collectedness. I would have you investigate it now with the sole view of forming to
yourself some unexaggerated, intelligent estimate of whatever battering-ram power
may be lodged there. Here is a vital point; for you must either satisfactorily settle
this matter with yourself, or for ever remain an infidel as to one of the most
appalling, but not the less true events, perhaps anywhere to be found in all
recorded history.
Image source
You observe that in the ordinary swimming position of the Sperm Whale, the front of
his head presents an almost wholly vertical plane to the water; you observe that the
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lower part of that front slopes considerably backwards, so as to furnish more of a
retreat for the long socket which receives the boom-like lower jaw; you observe that
the mouth is entirely under the head, much in the same way, indeed, as though
your own mouth were entirely under your chin. Moreover you observe that the
whale has no external nose; and that what nose he has—his spout hole—is on the
top of his head; you observe that his eyes and ears are at the sides of his head,
nearly one third of his entire length from the front. Wherefore, you must now have
perceived that the front of the Sperm Whale’s head is a dead, blind wall, without a
single organ or tender prominence of any sort whatsoever. Furthermore, you are
now to consider that only in the extreme, lower, backward sloping part of the front
of the head, is there the slightest vestige of bone; and not till you get near twenty
feet from the forehead do you come to the full cranial development. So that this
whole enormous boneless mass is as one wad. Finally, though, as will soon be
revealed, its contents partly comprise the most delicate oil; yet, you are now to be
apprised of the nature of the substance which so impregnably invests all that
apparent effeminacy. In some previous place I have described to you how the
blubber wraps the body of the whale, as the rind wraps an orange. Just so with the
head; but with this difference: about the head this envelope, though not so thick, is
of a boneless toughness, inestimable by any man who has not handled it. The
severest pointed harpoon, the sharpest lance darted by the strongest human arm,
impotently rebounds from it. It is as though the forehead of the Sperm Whale were
paved with horses’ hoofs. I do not think that any sensation lurks in it.
Bethink yourself also of another thing. When two large, loaded Indiamen chance to
crowd and crush towards each other in the docks, what do the sailors do? They do
not suspend between them, at the point of coming contact, any merely hard
substance, like iron or wood. No, they hold there a large, round wad of tow and
cork, enveloped in the thickest and toughest of ox-hide. That bravely and uninjured
takes the jam which would have snapped all their oaken handspikes and iron crow-



bars. By itself this sufficiently illustrates the obvious fact I drive at. But
supplementary to this, it has hypothetically occurred to me, that as ordinary fish
possess what is called a swimming bladder in them, capable, at will, of distension or
contraction; and as the Sperm Whale, as far as I know, has no such provision in him;
considering, too, the otherwise inexplicable manner in which he now depresses his
head altogether beneath the surface, and anon swims with it high elevated out of
the water; considering the unobstructed elasticity of its envelope; considering the
unique interior of his head; it has hypothetically occurred to me, I say, that those
mystical lung-celled honeycombs there may possibly have some hitherto unknown
and unsuspected connexion with the outer air, so as to be susceptible to
atmospheric distension and contraction. If this be so, fancy the irresistibleness of
that might, to which the most impalpable and destructive of all elements
contributes.
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