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AHAB (advancing) 

(During the ensuing scene, the carpenter continues sneezing at times.) 

Well, manmaker! ... 
Sir? 
Hold; while Prometheus is about it, I'll order a complete man after a 

desirable pattern. Imprimis, fifty feet high in his socks; then chest mo­
delled after the Thames Tunnel; then, legs with roots to 'em, to stay in 
one place; then, arms three feet through the wrist; no heart at all, 
brass forehead, and about a quarter of an acre of fine brains; and let 
me see-shall I order eyes to see outwards? No, but put a sky-light on 
top of his head to ilhiminate inwards. There, take the order, and 
away. 

Now, what's he speaking about, and who's he speaking to, I should 
like to know? 

Herman Melville, Moby Dick 

Men who make themselves felt in the world avail themselves of a 
certain fate in their constitution which they know how to use. But they 
never deeply interest us unless they lift a corner of the curtain, or be­
tray, never so slightly, their penetration of what is behind it. 'Tis the 
charm of practical men that outside of their practicality are a certain 
poetry and play, as if they led the good horse Power by the bridle, and 
preferred to walk, though they can ride so fiercely. Bonaparte is intel­
lectual, as well as Caesar; and the best solders, sea-captains and railway 
men have a gentleness when off duty, a good-natured admission that 
there are illusions, and who shall say that he is not their sport? We 
stigmatize the cast-iron fellows who cannot so detach themselves, as 
"dragon-ridden," "thunder-stricken," and fools of fate, with whatever 
powers endowed. 

Ralph Waldo Emerson, "Illusions" 


