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Editor’s Note

This book gathers together a representative selection of what its editor
considers to be the most useful criticism available on Herman Melville’s
Moby-Dick, arranged in the chronological order of its original publication.
I am grateful to Mary Quaintance for her skill as a researcher.

The editor’s introduction begins by viewing Moby-Dick retrospec-
tively, through “The Bell-Tower,” one of the remarkable stories in Mel-
ville’s The Piazza Tales, published in 1856, five years after Moby-Dick. My
essay then applies “The Bell-Tower,” as a text evidencing a demiurgical
pain and guilt, to Moby-Dick, in order to suggest how strong the Gnostic
or antithetical strain is in what might be calléd the negative Sublime of our
national epic.

Charles Olson’s seminal reverie, Call Me Ishmael, rightly begins the
chronological sequence, since Olson has fathered most sybsequent criticism
of Moby-Dick. His visionary reverie is followed here by “:Il::nty A. Murray’s
gyghological account of Qgg_taiE“Ahab, an analysis that finds Ahab to be
K6lipsistic and nihilistic, conclusions that are challenging but rather dubious,

is offered in{David Simpson’ydiscussion of phallic symbolism and fetishism,
which finds'in the White Whale "“the fétish who compulsively attracts and
. . . — ’

inexorably disappoints, only to attract again.

7735 Ishmael becomes the center i wl errill’ study of Melville’s
mode of self-transcepdesice, in which the transccndem.%i_ ension always
retains its radical othétdes, and so cannot be dcciphcré%qf" %ery different

kind of criticism, méd: E;fing upon genre, is exemplified by Bert Bender’s
inquiry into what is uniquely American about the lyricism of Melville’s
finest novel. Another kind of criticism, reflecting upon the diverse languages
of Moby-Dick, is strongly represented by Louise K. Barnett’s essay, which
distinguishes Ahab’s mode of speech from Ishmael’s, while refusing to
identify Ishmael’s with that of Melville himself.
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viii / EpIrTor’s NOTE

Frank G. Novak, Jr., concerning himself with the metaphysics of the
Sublime in Moby-Dick, concludes that the opposition between beauty and
terror in the book has its Emersonian affinities. Finally, P. Adams Sitney
radically advances the analysis of Moby-Dick with a poignant reading of its
great chapter 132, ““The Symphony,” in which the Gnostic quester of a
hero asks himself, and us, the unanswerable question: “Is Ahab, Ahab?”
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Introduction

I

Melville’s The Piazza Tales was published in 1856, five years after Moby-
Dick. Two of the six tales—*‘Bartleby, The Scrivener” and “Benito Cer-
eno”’—are commonly and rightly accepted among Melville’s strongest
works, together with Moby-Dick and (rather more tenuously) The Confi-
dence-Man and Billy Budd, Sailor. Two others—"The Encantadas, or En-
chanted Isles” and “The Bell-Tower"—seem to me even better, being equal
to the best moments in Moby-Dick. Two of the The Piazza Tales are relative
trifles: “The Piazza” and *“The Lightning-Rod Man.” A volume of novellas
with four near-masterpieces is an extraordinary achievement, but particu-
larly poignant if, like Melville, you had lost your reading public after the
early success of Typee and Omoo, the more equivocal reception of Mardi,
and the return to a wider audience with Redburn and even more with White-
Jacket. Moby-Dick today is, together with Leaves of Grass and Huckleberry
Finn, one of the three candidates for our national epic, but like Leaves of
Grass it found at first only the one great reader (Hawthorne for Melville,
Emerson for Whitman) and almost no popular response. What was left of
Melville’s early audience was killed off by the dreadful Pierre, a year after
Moby-Dick, and despite various modern salvage attempts Pierre certainly is
unreadable, in the old-fashioned sense of that now critically abused word.
You just cannot get through it, unless you badly want and need to do so.
The best of The Piazza Tales show the post-Pierre Melville writing for
himself, possibly Hawthorne, and a few strangers. Himself the sole support
of wife, four children, mother and several sisters, Melville was generally
in debt from at least 1855 on, and Hawthorne and Richard Henry Dana,
though they tried, could not get the author of Pierre appointed to a consulate.
In the late 1850s, the tormented and shy Melville attempted the lecture
circuit, but as he was neither a pulpit-pounder like Henry Ward Beecher,
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2 / INTRODUCTION

nor a preternaturally eloquent sage like Ralph Waldo Emerson, he failed
rather badly. Unhappily married, mother-ridden, an apparent literary fail-
ure; the author of The Piazza Tales writes out of the depths. Steeped, as
were Carlyle and Ruskin, in the King James Bible, Melville no more be-
lieved in the Bible than did Carlyle and Ruskin. But even as Moby Dick

=found its legmmatc and overwhelmmg [precursors in the Bible, Spenser,
Shakespeare and Milton, so do The Piazza Tales. Melville’s rejection of
]élbhcal theology, his almost Gnostic distrust of nature and histery alike,
finds powerful expression in The Piazza Tales, as it did throughout all his
later fictional prose and his verse.

II

“The Bell-Tower” is a tale of only fifteen pages but it has such resonance
and strength that each rereading gives me the sense that I have experienced
a superb short novel. Bannadonna, ‘“‘the great mechanician, the unblest
foundling,” seeking to conquer a larger liberty, like Prometheus, instead
extended the empire of necessity. His great Bell-Tower, intended to be the
noblest in Italy, survives only as ““a stone pine,” a “black massed stump.”
It is the new tower of Babel:

Like Babel’s, its base was laid in a high hour of renovated earth,
following the second deluge, when the waters of the Dark Ages
had dried up, and once more the green appeared. No wonder
that, after so long and deep submersion, the jubilant expectation
of the race should, as with Noah’s sons, soar into Shinar
aspiration.

In firm resolve, no man in Europe at that period went
beyond Bannadonna. Enriched through commerce with the Lev-
ant, the state in which he lived voted to have the noblest Bell-
Tower in Italy. His repute assigned him to be architect.

Stone by stone, month by month, the tower rose. Higher,
higher; snail-like in pace, but torch or rocket in its pride.

After the masons would depart, the builder, standing alone
upon its ever-ascending summit, at close of every day saw that
he overtopped still higher walls and trees. He would tarry till a
late hour there, wrapped in schemes of other and still loftier
piles. Those who of saints’ days thronged the spot—hanging to
the rude poles of scaffolding, like sailors on yards, or bees on
boughs, unmindful of lime and dust, and falling chips of stone—
their homage not the less inspirited him to self-esteem.



Introduction / 3

At length the holiday of the Tower came. To the sound of
viols, the climax-stone slowly rose in air, and, amid the firing
of ordnance, was laid by Bannadonna’s hands upon the final
course. Then mounting it, he stood erect, alone, with folded
arms, gazing upon the white summits of blue inland Alps, and
whiter crests of bluer Alps off-shore—sights invisible from the
plain. Invisible, too, from thence was that eye he turned below,
when, like the cannon booms, came up to him the people’s
combustions of applause.

That which stirred them so was, seeing with what serenity
the builder stood three hundred feet in air, upon an unrailed
perch. This none but he durst do. But his periodic standing upon
the pile, in each stage of its growth—such discipline had its last
result.

We recognize Captain Ahab in Bannadonna, though Ahab has his
humanities, and the great mechanician lacks all pathos. Ahab plays out an
avenger’s tragedy, but Bannadonna’s purpose lacks mymccpt
Bfide. His pride presumably is related to the novelist’s, and the black stump
that is the sole remnant of the Bell-Tower might as well be Pierre, little as
Melville would have welcomed such an identification. The sexual morti-
fication of the image is palpable, yet adds little to the comprehensiveness
of what will become Bannadonna’s doom, since that necessarily is enacted
as a ritual of castration anyway. Melville’s Prometheans, | Ahab and Ban-
nadonna, have an overtly Gnostic quarrel with the heavens. Melville’s nar-
ratives, at their strongest, know implicitly what Kafka asserted with rare
explicitness in his great parable:

The crows maintain that a single crow could destroy the heavens.
Doubtless that is so, but it proves nothing against the heavens
for the heavens signify simply: the impossibility of crows.

In Melville, the heavens signify simply: the impossibility of Ahab and
of Bannadonna. Ahab is a hunter and not a builder, but to destroy Moby-
Dick or to build the Bell-Tower would be to pile up the Tower of Babel
and get away with it:

If it had been possible to build the Tower of Babel without
ascending 1}" the work would have been permitted.

Kafka’s aphormn would be an apt title for Melville’s story, with Ban-
nadonna who has built his tower partly in order to ascend it and to stand
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“three hundred feet in air, upon an unrailed perch.” Kafka could have told
Bannadonna that a labyrinth underground would have been better, though
of course that too would not have been permitted, since the heavens would
have regarded it as the pit of Babel:

What are you building? — I want to dig a subterranean passage.
Some progress must be made. My station up there is much too
high.

We are digging the pit of Babel.

Bannadonna is closest to the most extraordinary of the Kafkan parables
concerning the Tower, in which a scholar maintains that the Great Wall of
China “‘alone would provide for the first time in the history of mankind a
secure foundation for the new Tower of Babel. First the wall, therefore,
and then the tower.” The final sentence of “The Great Wall and the Tower
of Babel” could have impressed Melville as the best possible commentary
upon Bannadonna-Melville, both in his project and his fate:

There were many wild ideas in people’s heads at that time—
this scholar’s book is only one example—perhaps simply because
so many were trying to join forces as far as they could for the
achievement of a single aim. Human nature, essentially change-
able, unstable as the dust, can endure no restraint; if it binds
itself it soon begins to tear madly at its bonds, until it rends
everything asunder, the wall, the bonds and its very self.

The fall of Bannadonna commences with the casting of the great bell:

The unleashed metals bayed like hounds. The workmen shrunk.
Through their fright, fatal harm to the bell was dreaded. Fearless
as Shadrach, Bannadonna, rushing through the glow, smote the
chief culprit with his ponderous ladle. From the smitten part, a
splinter was dashed into the seething mass, and at once was
melted in.

That single blemish is evidently Melville’s personal allegory for what-
ever sense of guilt, in his own pained judgment, flawed his own achieve-
ment, even in Moby-Dick. More interesting is Bannadonna’s creation of a
kind of golem or Frankensteinean monster, charmingly called Haman,
doubtless in tribute to the villain of the Book of Esther. Haman, intended
to be the bell-ringer, is meant also: “as a partial type of an ulterior creature,”
a titanic helot who would be called Talus, like the rather sinister iron man
who wields an iron flail against the rebellious Irish in the savage book 5 of
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Spenser’s The Faerie Queene. But Talus is never created; Haman is quite
enough to immolate the ambitious artist, Bannadonna:

And so, for the interval, he was oblivious of his creature; which,
not oblivious of him, and true to its creation, and true to its
heedful winding up, left its post precisely at the given moment;
along its well-oiled route, slid noiselessly towards its mark; and
aiming at the hand of Una, to ring one clangorous note, dully
smote the intervening brain of Bannadonna, turned backwards
to it; the manacled arms then instantly upspringing to their hov-
ering poise. The falling body clogged the thing’s return; so there
it stood, still impending over Bannadonna, as if whispering some
post-mortem terror. The chisel lay dropped from the hand, but
beside the hand; the oil-flask spilled across the iron track.

Which of his own works destroyed Melville? Juxtapose the story’s
deliberately Addisonian or Johnsonian conclusion with the remarkable
stanza in Hart Crane’s “The Broken Tower” that it helped inspire, and
perhaps a hint emerges, since Crane was a superb interpreter of Melville:

So the blind slave obeyed its blinder lord; but, in obedience,
slew him. ‘So the creator was killed by the creature. So the bell
was too heavy for the tower. So that bell’s main weakness was

where man’s blood had flawed it. And so pride went before the
fall.

The bells, I say, the bells break down their tower;
And swing I know not where. Their tongues engrave
Membrane through marrow, my long-scattered score
Of broken intervals . . . And I, their sexton slave!

Crane is both Bannadonna and Haman, a complex fate darker even
than Melville’s, who certainly had represented himself as Bannadonna. The
Bell-Tower of Bannadonna perhaps was Pierre but more likely Moby-Dick
itself, Melville’s “long-scattered score / Of broken intervals” even as The
Bridge was Hart Crane’s. This is hardly to suggest that Haman is Captain
Ahab. Yet Melville’s “wicked book,” as he called Moby-Dick in a famous
letter to Hawthorne, indeed may have slain sométhing vital in its author,
if only in his retrospective consciousness.

III

“Canst thou draw out Leviathan with a hook?,” God’s taunting ques-
tion to Job, can be said to be answered by Captain Ahab with a “Yes!” in
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thunder. Job’s God wins, Ahab-loses, and the great white Leviathan swims
away, harpooned yet towing Ahab with him. But Ahab’s cxtx:aordlnary
last speech denies that Moby-Dick is the. conquerer: .

I turn my body from the sun. What ho, Tashtego! let me hear
thy hammer. Oh! ye three unsurrendered spires of mine; thou
uncracked keel; and only god-bullied hull; thou firm deck, and
haughty helm, and Pole-pointed prow,—death-glorious ship!
must ye then perish, and without me? Am I cut off from the
last fond pride of meanest shipwrecked captains? Oh, lonely
death on lonely life! Oh, now I feel my topmost greatness lies
in my topmost grief. Ho, ho! from all your furthest bounds,
pour ye now in, ye bold billows of my whole foregone life, and
top this one piled comber of my death! Towards thee I roll, thou
all-destroying but unconquering whale; to the last I grapple with
thee; from hell’s heart I stab at thee; for hate’s sake I spit my
last breath at thee. Sink all coffins and all hearses to one common
pool! and since neither can be mine, let me then tow to pieces,
while still chasing thee, though tied to thee, thou damned whale!
Thus, 1 give up the spear!

Beyond the allusions — Shakespearean, Miltonic, Byronic — what
rings out here is Melville’s own grand self-echoing, which is of Father
Mapple’s sermon as it concludes:

He drooped and fell away from himself for a moment; then
lifting his face to them again, showed a deep joy in his eyes, as
he cried out with a heavenly enthusiasm,—'*But oh! shipmates!
on the starboard hand of every woe, there is a sure delight; and
higher the top of that delight, than the bottom of the woe is
deep. Is not the main-truck higher than the kelson is low? Delight
is to him—a far, far upward, and inward delight—who against
the proud gods and commodores of this earth, ever stands forth
his own inexorable self. Delight is to him whose strong arms
yet support him, when the ship of this base treacherous world
has gone down beneath him. Delight is to him, who gives no
quarter in the truth, and kills, burns, and destroys all sin though
he pluck it out from under the robes of Senators and Judges.
Delight,—top-gallant delight is to him, who acknowledges no
law or lord, but the Lord his God, and is only a patriot to heaven.
Delight is to him, whom all the waves of the billows of the seas
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of the boisterous mob can never shake from this sure Keel of
the Ages. And eternal delight and deliciousness will be his, who
coming to lay him down, can say with his final breath—O
Father!—chiefly known to me by Thy rod—mortal or immortal,
here I die. I have striven to be Thine, more than to be this
world’s, or mine own. Yet this is nothing; I leave eternity to
Thee; for what is man that he should live out the lifetime of his
God?” :

Father Mapple’s intensity moves from “a sure delight, and higher the
top of that delight” through “a far, far upward, and inward delight” on to
“Delight,—top-gallant delight is to him,” heaven’s patriot. Ahab’s equal
but antithetical intensity proceeds from ‘“‘unsurrendered spires of mine”
through “my topmost greatness lies in my topmost grief” to end in *“top
this one piled comber of my death.” After which the Pequod goes down
with Tashtego hammering a hawk to the mainmast, an emblem not of
being “only a patriot to heaven” but rather of a Satanic dragging of “‘a
living part of heaven along with her.”” Admirable as Father Mapple is, Ahab
is certainly the hero, more Promethean than Satanic, and we need not
conclude (as so many critics do) that Melville chooses Mapple’s stance over
Ahab’s. William Faulkner, in 1927, asserted that the book he most wished
he had written was Moby-Dick, and called Ahab’s fate “a sort of Golgotha
of the heart become immutable as bronze in the sonority of its plunging
ruin,” characteristically adding: ‘““There’s a death for a man, now.”

As Faulkner implied, there is a dark sense in which Ahab intends his
Golgotha, like Christ’s, to be a vicarious atonement for all of staggering
Adam’s woes. When Melville famously wrote to Hawthorne: “I have writ-
ten a wicked book,” he was probably quite serious. The common reader
does not come to love Ahab, and yet there is a serious disproportion between
that reader’s awe of, and admiration for, Ahab, and the moral dismissal of
the monomaniacal hero by many scholarly critics. Ahab seems to provoke
academic critics rather more even than Milton’s Satan does. Ishmael, pre-
sumably speaking for Melville, consistently emphasizes Ahab’s greatness.
And so does Ahab himself, as when he confronts the corposants or St.
Elmo’s fire, in the superb Chapter 119, “The Candles””:

Oh! thou clear spirit of clear fire, whom on these seas I as Persian
once did worship, till in the sacramental act so burned by thee,
that to this hour I bear the scar; I now know thee, thou clear
spirit, and [ now know that thy right worship is defiance. To
neither love nor reverence wilt thou be kind; and e¢’en for hate
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thou canst but kill; and all are killed. No fearless fool now fronts
thee. I own thy speechless, placeless power; but to the last gasp
of my earthquake life will dispute its unconditional, unintegral
mastery in me. In the midst of the personified impersonal, a
personality stands here. Though but a point at best; whencesoe’er
I came; wheresoe’er I go; yet while I earthly live, the queenly
personality lives in me, and feels her royal rights. But war is
pain, and hate is woe. Come in thy lowest form of love, and I
will kneel and kiss thee; but at thy highest, come as mere supernal
power; and though thou launchest navies of full-freighted
worlds, there’s that in here that still remains indifferent. Oh,
thou clear spirit, of thy fire thou madest me, and like a true child
of fire, I breathe it back to thee.

If Ahab has a religion, it is Persian or rather Parsee, and so Zoroastrian.
But Melville has not written a Zoroastrian hymn to the benign light for
Ahab to chant. Ahab’s invocation is clearly Gnostic in spirit and in sub-
stance, since the light is hailed as being both ambiguous and ambivalent.
Ahab himself knows that the clear spirit of clear fire is not from the Alien
God but from the Demiurge, and he seems to divide the Demiurge into
both the “lowest form of love” and the “highest . . . mere supernal power.”
Against this dialectical or even self-contradictory spirit, Ahab sets himself
as personality rather than as moral character: “In the midst of the personified
impersonal, a personality stands here.” As a personality, Ahab confronts
“the personified impersonal,” which he astonishingly names as his father,
and defies, as knowing less than he, Ahab, knows:

I own thy speechless, placeless power; said I not so? Nor was it
wrung from me; nor do I now drop these links. Thou canst
blind; but I can then grope. Thou canst consume; but I can then
be ashes. Take the homage of these poor eyes, and shutter-hands.
I would not take it. The lightning flashes through my skull; mine
eye-balls ache and ache; my whole beaten brain seems as be-
headed, and rolling on some stunning ground. Oh, oh! Yet
blindfold, yet will I talk to thee. Light though thou be, thou
leapest out of darkness; but I am darkness leaping out of light,
leaping out of thee! The javelins cease; open eyes; see, or not?
There burn the flames! Oh, thou magnanimous! now I do glory
in my genealogy. But thou art but my fiery father; my sweet
mother, I know not. Oh, cruel! what hast thou done with her?
There lies my puzzle; but thine is greater. Thou knowest not
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how came ye, hence callest thyself unbegotten; certainly knowest
not thy beginning, hence callest thyself unbegun. I know that
of me, which thou knowest not of thyself, oh, thou omnipotent.
There is some unsuffusing thing beyond thee, thou clear spirit,
to whom all thy eternity is but time, all thy creativeness me-
chanical. Through thee, thy flaming self, my scorched eyes do
dimly see it. Oh, thou foundling fire, thou hermit immemorial,
thou too hast thy incommunieable riddle, thy unparticipated
grief. Here again with haughty agony, I read my sire. Leap! leap
up, and lick the sky! I leap with thee; I burn with thee; would
fain be welded with thee; defyingly I worship thee!

The Gnosticism here is explicit and unmistakable, since ‘“‘some unsuf-
fusing thing beyond thee, thou clear spirit, to whom all thy eternity is but
time, all thy creativeness mechanical” is certainly what the Gnostics called
the true or alien God, cut off from our cosmos. But who is Ahab’s “sweet
mother”’? Ahab scarcely recognizes a benign aspect of our cosmos, so that
his mother, in Gnostic terms, must be the original abyss, preceding the
Demiurge’s false creation. But, as Melville knew, that motherly abyss, in
Gnosticism, is also the forefather or Alien God. Echoing the Gnostics’
savage reading of the opening of Genesis, Ahab insinuates that his father,
the Demiurge, begat him upon the true God, or abyss, his mother. Rebelling
(though equivocally) against his father, Ahab proudly asserts his mother’s
knowledge of origins against his father’s ignorance. When Ahab cries out
that he wishes to be welded with his father, we rightly should flinch, because
that is the book’s true wickedness. Ahab, like Bannadonna, like Melville
himself, desires to be one with the Demiurge.

v

The visionary center of Moby-Dick, and so of all Melville, as critics
always have recognized, is chapter 42, “The Whiteness of the Whale.” It
is Ishmael’s meditation, and not Ahab’s, and yet how far is it from Ahab?
Ishmael is himself half a Gnostic:

Though in many of its aspects this visible world seems formed
in love, the invisible spheres were formed in fright.

Closer to Carlyle than to Emerson, this extraordinary sentence is the
prelude to the final paragraph of Ishmael’s reverie:

But not yet have we solved the incantation of this whiteness,
and learned why it appeals with such power to the soul; and
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more strange and far more portentous—why, as we have seen,
it is at once the most meaning symbol of spiritual things, nay,
the very veil of the Christian’s Deity; and yet should be as it is,
the intensifying agent in things the most appalling to mankind.

Is it that by its indefiniteness it shadows forth the heartless
voids and immensities of the universe, and thus stabs us from
behind with the thought of annihilation, when beholding the
white depths of the milky way? Or is it, that as in essence
whiteness is not so much a color as the visible absence of color,
and at the same time the concrete of all colors; is it for these
reasons that there is such a dumb blankness, full of meaning, in
a wide landscape of snows—a colorless, all-color of atheism from
which we shrink? And when we consider that other theory of
the natural philosophers, that all other earthly hues—every
stately or lovely emblazoning—the sweet tinges of sunset skies
and woods; yea, and the gilded velvets of butterflies, and the
butterfly cheeks of young girls; all these are but subtile deceits,
not actually inherent in substances, but only laid on from with-
out; so that all deified Nature absolutely paints like the harlot,
whose allurements cover nothing but the charnel-house within;
and when we proceed further, and consider that the mystical
cosmetic which produces every one of her hues, the great prin-
ciple of light, for ever remains white or colorless in itself, and
if operating without medium upon matter, would touch all ob-
jects, even tulips and roses, with its own blank tinge—pondering
all this, the palsied universe lies before us a leper; and like wilful
travellers in Lapland, who refuse to wear colored and coloring
glasses upon their eyes, so the wretched infidel gazes himself
blind at the monumental white shroud that wraps all the prospect
around him. And of all these things the Albino whale was the
symbol. Wonder ye then at the fiery hunt?

Ishmael’s “visible absence of color’ becomes the trope of whiteness,
“a dumb blankness,” similar to its descendant in the beach-scene of Wallace
Stevens’s ‘““The Auroras of Autumn’:

Here, being visible is being white,
Is being of the solid of white, the accomplishment
Of an extremist in an exercise . . .

The season changes. A cold wind chills the beach.
The long lines of it grow longer, emptier,
A darkness gathers though it does not fall.
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And the whiteness grows less vivid on the wall.
The man who is walking turns blankly on the sand.

Melville and Stevens alike shrink from “a colorless, all-color of athe-
ism,” not because they are theists, but precisely because they both believe
in and fear the Demiurge. When Ishmael cries out: “Wonder ye then at the
fiery hunt?” he refutes all those critics, moral and psychoanalytic, who
condemn Ahab as being immoral or insane. It was Melville, after all, who
wrote two memorable quatrains, in the mode of Blake, which he entitled
“Fragments of a Lost Gnostic Poem of the 12th Century’”:

Found a family, build a state,

The pledged event is still the same:
Matter in end will never abate

His ancient brutal claim.

Indolence is heaven’s ally here,

And energy the child of hell:

The Good Man pouring from his pitcher clear,
But brims the poisoned well.

There the Gnosticism is overt, and we are left a little cold, since even
a heretical doctrine strikes us as tendentious, as having too clear a design
upon us. Perhaps “The Bell-Tower” is a touch tendentious also. Moby-
Dick, despite its uneven rhetoric, despite its excessive debt to Shakespeare,
Milton and Byron, is anything but tendentious. It remains the darker half
of our national epic, complementing Leaves of Grass and Huckleberry Finn,
works of more balance certainly, but they do not surpass or eclipse Mel-
ville’s version of darkness visible.



