
 PART 9: Reading Classic Stories from the Past: A Whale of a Story 147 

I   got to New Bedford, Massachusetts,   
on a Saturday night. There was no                  

boat to Nantucket Island until Monday,     
so I had to stay overnight. I knew little 
about the town—except that it was dark 
and quiet like a tomb. Finally, I saw a 
light over a sign—Spouter Inn.  
A “spouter” is a whale. An inn is a hotel.             
I was happy about that, but I didn’t like 
the owner’s name—Peter Coffin. But                   
what choice did I have? 
The owner said there were no rooms left. 
“But wait,” he offered. “You don’t mind 
sharing a bed with a harpooner, do you?” 
I didn’t want to share a bed with any-
body, but I didn’t want to walk around all 
night, either. I agreed to share. I asked 
where the harpooner was so late at night. 
“He’s trying to sell his head,” said Coffin.  
Everyone in the inn laughed. I didn’t 
understand, but I was tired, so I went up             
to bed. Suddenly, a huge man came in.  
He was carrying a shrunken head.                       
He blew out the candle and began to                 
get into bed. I yelled out in fright.   

 
 

I find the owner, but 
he says . . .  

There are no free beds, but you 
can share one with a harpooner. 

Well, I can’t walk 
around all night.                        
I’ll share any good 
man’s bed. 

Oh, he’s a 
good man. He 

pays for his 
bed on time.  

Where’s the 
harpooner now? 

He’s trying to                    
sell his head. He’s 
having a hard 
time, I suppose. 
It’s broken, . . . . 

What’s 
broken? 

 

I just told you 
—his head.                
There are too 
many for sale.  

 

Heads for sale?   
What do you mean?  

Aren’t there 
too many 
heads on   
this earth?  

Later, I go to my room.  

The owner says crazy    
things. No one sells his 
head—whole or broken.  

I go to bed. As soon as I fall 
asleep. my bedmate arrives. . .  

When he blows out the 
light and gets into bed,  
I get scared. 

Help!                
Somebody, help!  

Coffin is a scary name. 
but I need a bed for                 

the night. 

3. How did the story begin?  
Ishmael wanted to go to sea on a whaler, so 

he went to New Bedford, Massachusetts.     . 

The town seemed spooky. 

Ishmael went to the Spouter Inn. There were 

no free beds,  so he agreed to share a bed    . 

with a harpooner.  

The owner of the inn, Peter Coffin, said the 

harpooner was out selling his head. Ishmael 

thought he was crazy.  

_______________________ 
_______________________ 
_______________________ 
_______________________ 

I arrive in New Bedford, Massachusetts, on a Saturday                      
night  in December. I can’t sail to Nantucket                                   

before Monday, so I have to spend the night here.  
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 I  yelled so loud that the owner                     
of the inn came in. “What’s the 

problem?” he asked.   

 “His skin is purple and yellow.                    
He has marks all over his face and 
almost no hair. You didn’t tell me 
that I was sharing a bed with a 
cannibal!” 

 “Queequog?” said Coffin, “He’s 
just a whaling man like you. He                    
won’t hurt you. Now let’s all get                  
some sleep!” Then the owner left.  

 “You no talk,” said my strange 
bedmate. “Me tired. Me sleep.”                    
But he didn’t seem angry. And he 
didn’t seem dangerous.  

 “Queequog?” I thought. “That’s    
not a Christian name. But he’s quiet 
enough, and he’s not hurting me. 
Besides, he doesn’t know anything 
about me, either. I have no reason 
to fear him—a peaceful 
headhunter is better than a 
drunken Christian.”  

 I turned over and fell asleep.                             
I never slept better in my life.  

 The next morning, when I woke                   
up, Queequog was shaving with    
his harpoon. We didn’t talk much.                      
But soon we were good friends.  

 On Monday morning, we went                    
to Nantucket Island together.                   
What a pair we were—a cannibal 
and a Christian! But maybe we 
were the same in many ways. 
After all, we were both human 
beings—and whaling men. 

 In Nantucket, I went aboard                  
a beautiful old ship called                       
the Pequod.Queequog waited                   
on the dock. I asked a man if                  
he was the captain.   

When he blows out the light 
and gets into bed,                    

I get scared. 

What’s the matter? You’re waking up 
the whole house! Why are you yelling 

at your bedmate? Quueequog won’t 
hurt you.  

His name is Queequog? You 
mean I’m sharing a bed with  
a cannibal and a headhunter? 

Why am I scared?                      
This guy is  human                    

just like me.  

I sleep very well.                    
The next morning . . 

Harpoon good razor.  

We be shipmates. Smoke 
friendship. Smoke 
together.  

I smoke a little. 

We touch heads.                               
Now we good friends.  

So Queequog and I become 
friends. On Monday morning, 
we go to Nantucket together.   

I look for a whaling ship.  

There’s a beautiful old 
ship—the Pequod . . .                    

but it looks spooky. Why 
am I feeling scared? 

I go aboard.  
Are you                        

the captain                    
of this ship?  

Maybe I am and 
maybe I’m not. 
What do you want?  
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 “No,” said the old man gruffly.                        
“I’m Peleg—the owner of the ship.                     
What do you want?” 
 “I want to go whaling.” 
 “Ever done it before?” 
 “No, but I’ve been on many ships.                    
And I learn fast. And my friend—                   
he’s waiting on the dock...” 
 “You’ll do,” said Peleg.”But 
shouldn’t I talk to the captain first?”                      
I asked. 
 “Captain Ahab? Oh, you’ll meet him 
soon enough. He has only one leg.  
 “What happened to the other leg?” 
 “A whale took it off—ripped it up,                  
spit it out. And not just any whale—                   
“He stopped talking.  
 I signed the papers. Then 
Queequog came aboard too.                           
He demonstrated 
his skill in 
harpooning.   

4. Why was Ishmael afraid of Queequog at first? _______ 
______________________________________________ 
______________________________________________ 

5.   Why did he change his mind? ___________________      
______________________________________________ 
______________________________________________ 

6.  What happened the next morning?  _______________ 
______________________________________________ 
______________________________________________ 

7. Why did Ishmael and Queequog go to Nantucket 
together? _____________________________________ 
______________________________________________ 

 The next morning, Queequog 
comes aboard with me . . . 

 

Do you catch whales with that? 

You see small black spot 
there? Pretend it whale.  

 

Not just any 
whale—a 
terrible monster 
of a whale.  

What happened to 
his other leg? Was 
it lost by a whale? 

I am Peleg, the owner. 
I’m not the captain. 
You’ll see him soon—
You can’t miss him.                   
He has only one leg.  

I want to 
learn about 
whaling, 
Captain.  

I want to work 
on this ship.  

Do you now? 
And why is 
that?   

How should we 
answer the story 
questions?   

If you write short 
answers, you’ll show 
that you understand                 
the main events.                     
But  if you write full 
sentences, you’ll have    
a summary of the 
novel—a short account 
of main points.                      

In a summary, include 
the names of the people 
and places and other 
necessary details—so 
that someone else can 
“get it” (understand 
what happened) from 
your explanation.  

You want to learn about 
whaling? Then look well                    
at Captain Ahab.  

 

That’s an amazing harpoon, I say, 
Quohog...or whatever your name is.   


