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I. 	ROMAN

CALL	ME	ISHMAEL.	Some	years	ago	—	nevermind	how	long	—	having	
little	or	no	money	in	my	purse,	and	nothing	particularly	interesting	me	
on	shore,	I	thought	I	would	sail	around	a	little	and	see	the	watery	parts	
of	the	world.	It	is	a	way	I	have,	of	driving	off	the	spleen	and	regulating	
the	circulation.	Whenever	I	find	myself	growing	grim	about	the	mouth;	
whenever	it	is	a	damp,	drizzly	November	in	my	soul;	whenever	I	find	
myself	pausing	before	coffin	warehouses,	and	bringing	up	the	rear	of	
every	funeral	I	meet;	and	whenever	my	hypos	get	such	an	upper	hand,	
that	it	requires	a	principle	to	prevent	me	from	stepping	into	the	street,	
and	knocking	people’s	hats	off,	it	is	time	to	get	to	sea.

Though	I	cannot	tell	why	it	was	exactly	that	those	stage	managers,	
the	Fates,	put	me	down	for	this	shabby	part	of	a	whaling	voyage,	when	
others	were	set	down	for	magnificent	parts	in	high	tragedies,	and	short	
and	easy	parts	in	genteel	comedies,	and	jolly	parts	in	farces,	though	I	
cannot	tell	why	this	was	exactly;	yet,	now	that	I	recall	all	the	circum-
stances,	I	think	I	can	see	a	little	into	the	springs	and	motives	which	being	
cunningly	presented	to	me	under	various	disguises,	induced	me	to	set	
about	performing	the	part	I	did,	besides	cajoling	me	into	the	delusion	
that	it	was	a	choice	resulting	from	my	freewill	and	judgment.

Chief	among	these	motives	was	the	idea	of	the	great	whale	himself.	
Such	a	portentous	and	mysterious	monster	roused	all	my	curiosity.	Then	
the	wild,	distant	seas	where	he	rolled	his	island	bulk;	the	undeliverable,	
nameless	perils	of	the	whale;	these,	with	all	the	attending	marvels	of	a	
thousand	Patagonian	sights	and	sounds,	helped	to	sway	me	to	my	wish.	
With	other	men,	perhaps,	such	things	would	have	been	inducements	as	
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II. 	ROMAN	&	ITALIC

But here is an artist. He desires to paint you the dreamiest, shadiest, quietest, 
most enchanting bit of romantic landscape in all the valley of the Saco. What 
is the chief element he employs? There stand his trees, each with a hollow trunk, 
as if a hermit and a crucifix were within; and here sleeps his meadow, and 
there sleep his cattle; and up from yonder cottage goes a sleepy smoke. Deep 
into distant woodlands winds a mazy way, reaching to overlapping spurs of 
mountains bathed in their hill-side blue. 

But	though	the	picture	lies	thus	tranced,	and	though	this	pine-tree	
shakes	down	its	sighs	like	leaves	upon	this	shepherd’s	head,	yet	all	were	
vain,	unless	the	shepherd’s	eye	were	fixed	upon	the	magic	stream	before	
him.	Go visit the Prairies in June, when for scores on scores of miles you wade 
knee-deep among Tiger-lilies.	

Now	having	a	night,	a	day,	and	still	another	night	following	before	
me	in	New	Bedford,	ere	I	could	embark	for	my	destined	port,	it	became	
a	matter	of	concernment	where	I	was	to	eat	and	sleep	meanwhile.	It	was	
a	very	dubious-looking,	nay,	a	very	dark	and	dismal	night,	bitingly	cold	
and	cheerless.	I	knew	no	one	in	the	place.	With anxious grapnels I had 
sounded my pocket, and only brought up a few pieces of silver. So,	wherever	
you	go,	Ishmael,	said	I	to	myself,	as	I	stood	in	the	middle	of	a	dreary	
street	shouldering	my	bag,	and	comparing	the	gloom	towards	the	north	
with	the	darkness	towards	the	south—wherever	in	your	wisdom	you	may	
conclude	to	lodge	for	the	night,	my	dear	Ishmael,	be	sure	to	inquire	the	
price,	and	don’t	be	too	particular.

Though I cannot tell why it was exactly that those stage managers, the 
Fates, put me down for this shabby part of a whaling voyage, when others were 
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III. 	ROMAN	&	BOLD

Some years ago —	nevermind	how	long	precisely	—	having	little	or	no	
money	in	my	purse,	and	nothing	particularly	interesting	me	on	shore,	I	
thought	I	would	sail	around	a	little	and	see	the	watery	parts	of	the	world.	
It	is	a	way	I	have,	of	driving	off	the	spleen	and	regulating	the	circulation.	
Whenever	I	find	myself	growing	grim	about	the	mouth;	whenever	it	is	
a	damp,	drizzly	November	in	my	soul;	whenever	I	find	myself	pausing	
before	coffin	warehouses,	and	bringing	up	the	rear	of	every	funeral	I	
meet;	and	whenever	my	hypos	get	such	an	upper	hand,	that	it	requires	
a	principle	to	prevent	me	from	stepping	into	the	street,	and	knocking	
people’s	hats	off,	it is time to get to sea.

Though	I	cannot	tell	why	it	was	exactly	that	those	stage	managers,	
the	Fates,	put	me	down	for	this	shabby	part	of	a	whaling	voyage,	when	
others	were	set	down	for	magnificent	parts	in	high	tragedies,	and	short	
and	easy	parts	in	genteel	comedies,	and	jolly	parts	in	farces. Though I 
cannot tell why this was exactly; yet, now that I recall all the circum-
stances, I think I can see a little into the springs and motives which 
being cunningly presented to me under various disguises. Induced	
me	to	set	about	performing	the	part	I	did,	besides	cajoling	me	into	the	
delusion	that	it	was	a	choice	resulting	from	my	own	unbiased	freewill	
and	discriminating	judgment.

Chief among these motives was the idea of the great whale. Such 
a portentous and mysterious monster roused all my curiosity. Then 
the wild, distant seas where he rolled his island bulk; undeliverable, 
nameless perils of the whale; these, with all the attending marvels 
of a thousand Patagonian sights and sounds, helped in swaying 
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IV. 	SMALL	CAPS

But	 here	 We	 hAve	 An	 ArtiSt. 	 he	 DeSireS	 to	 pAint	 You	 the	
DreAmieSt, 	 ShADieSt, 	 quieteSt, 	 moSt	 enchAnting	 Bit	 of	
romAntic	LAnDScApe	in	ALL	the	vALLeY	of	the	SAco.	WhAt	
iS	 the	 chief	 eLement	 he	 empLoYS?	 there	 StAnD	 hiS	 treeS,	
eAch	With	A	hoLLoW	trunk,	AS	if 	A	hermit	AnD	A	crucifix	
Were	 Within; 	 AnD	 here	 SLeepS	 in	 hiS	 meADoW,	 AnD	 there	
SLeep	 hiS	 cAt tLe; 	 AnD	 up	 from	 YonDer	 cot tAge	 goeS	 A	
SLeepY	 Smoke. 	 Deep	 into	 DiStAnt	 Wo oDLAnDS	 WinDing	 A	
mAzY	 WAY,	 reAching	 to	 overLApping	 SpurS	 of	 mountAinS	
BAtheD	 in	 their	 hiLL-SiDe	 BLue. 	 But	 though	 the	 picture	
LieS	 thuS	 trAnceD, 	 AnD	 though	 thiS	 pine-tree	 ShAkeS	
D oWn	 itS	 SighS	 Like	 LeAveS	 upon	 thiS	 ShepherD’S	 heAD,	
Yet	ALL	Were	vAin, 	unLeSS	the	ShepherD’S	eYe	Were	fixeD	
upon	the	mAgic	StreAm	Before	him.	go	viSit	the	prAirieS	
in	 June, 	 When	 for	 ScoreS	 on	 ScoreS	 of	 miLeS, 	 You	 WADe	
knee-Deep	Among	tiger-LiLieS. 	noW	hAving	A	night, 	A	DAY,	
AnD	 StiLL	 Another	 night	 foLLoWing	 Before	 me	 in	 neW	
BeDforD, 	 ere	 i 	 couLD	 emBArk	 for	 mY	 DeStineD	 port, 	 it	
BecAme	A	mAtter	of	concernment	Where	i 	WAS	to	eAt	AnD	
SLeep	 meAnWhiLe. 	 it	 WAS	 A	 verY	 DuBiouS-Looking,	 nAY, 	 A	
verY	DArk	AnD	DiSmAL	night,	BitingLY	coLD	AnD	cheerLeSS.	
i 	kneW	no	one	in	the	pLAce. 	With	AnxiouS	grApneLS	i 	hAD	
SounDeD	 mY	 po cket, 	 AnD	 onLY	 Brought	 up	 A	 feW	 pieceS	
of	SiLver , 	So, 	Wherever	You	go,	iShmAeL, 	SAiD	i 	to	mYSeLf,	
AS	i 	Sto oD	in	the	miDDLe	of	A	DreArY	Street	ShouLDering	
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chApter	i.

CALL	ME	ISHMAEL.	Some	years	ago	—	never	mind	how	long	
precisely	—	having	little	or	no	money	in	my	purse,	and	nothing	
particular	to	interest	me	on	shore,	I	thought	I	would	sail	about	
a	little	and	see	the	watery	part	of	the	world.	It	is	a	way	I	have	of	
driving	off	the	spleen	and	regulating	the	circulation.	Whenever	
I	find	myself	growing	grim	about	the	mouth;	whenever	it	is	a	
damp,	drizzly	November	in	my	soul;	whenever	I	find	myself	
involuntarily	pausing	before	coffin	warehouses,	and	bringing	
up	the	rear	of	every	funeral	I	meet;	and	especially	whenever	my	
hypos	get	such	an	upper	hand	of	me,	that	it	requires	a	strong	
moral	principle	to	prevent	me	from	deliberately	stepping	into	
the	street,	and	methodically	knocking	people’s	hats	off,	then,	I	
account	it	high	time	to	get	to	sea	as	soon	as	I	can.	

This	is	my	substitute	for	pistol	and	ball.	With	a	philosophi-
cal	flourish	Cato	throws	himself	upon	his	sword;	I	quietly	take	
to	the	ship.	There	is	nothing	surprising	in	this.	There	now	is	
your	insular	city	of	the	Manhattoes,	belted	round	by	wharves	
as	Indian	isles	by	coral	reefs,	commerce	surrounds	it	with	her	
surf.	Right	and	left,	the	streets	take	you	waterward.	Its	extreme	
downtown	is	the	battery,	where	that	noble	mole	is	washed	by	
waves,	and	cooled	by	breezes,	which	a	few	hours	previous	were	
out	of	sight	of	land.	Look	at	the	crowds	of	water-gazers	there.

Circumambulate	the	city	of	a	dreamy	Sabbath	afternoon.	
Go	from	Corlears	Hook	to	Coenties	Slip,	and	from	thence,	by	
Whitehall,	northward.	What	do	you	see?	—	Posted	like	silent	sen-

tinels	all	around	the	town,	stand	thousands	upon	thousands	of	
mortal	men	fixed	in	ocean	reveries.	Some	leaning	against	the	
spiles;	some	seated	upon	the	pier-heads;	some	looking	over	the	
bulwarks	of	ships	from	China;	some	high	aloft	in	the	rigging,	
as	if	striving	to	get	a	still	better	seaward	peep.

But	look!	here	come	more	crowds,	pacing	straight	for	the	
water,	and	seemingly	bound	for	a	dive.	Strange!	Nothing	will	
content	them	but	the	extremest	limit	of	the	land;	loitering	un-
der	the	shady	lee	of	yonder	warehouses	will	not	suffice.	No.	
They	must	get	just	as	nigh	the	water	as	they	possibly	can	with-
out	falling	in.	And	there	they	stand	—	miles	of	them	—	leagues.	
Inlanders	all,	they	come	from	lanes	and	alleys,	streets	and	ave-
nues	—	north,	east,	south,	and	west.	Yet	here	they	all	unite.	Tell	
me,	does	the	magnetic	virtue	of	the	needles	of	the	compasses	
of	all	those	ships	attract	them	thither?

Once more. Say you are in the country; in some high land 
of lakes. Take almost any path you please, and ten to one it 
carries you down in a dale, and leaves you there by a pool in 
the stream. There is magic in it. Let the most absent-minded 
of men be plunged in his deepest reveries — stand that man 
on his legs, set his feet a-going, and he will infallibly lead 
you to water, if water there be in all that region. 

But	here	is	an	artist.	He	desires	to	paint	you	the	dreamiest,	
shadiest,	quietest,	most	enchanting	bit	of	romantic	landscape	
in	all	the	valley	of	the	Saco.	What	is	the	chief	element	he	em-

8 9



REPRE SENTING

EFFERVE SCENT

INFREQUENTLY

HIGHLIGHTING

IRONMONGERY

INTERMEDIATE

CONVERGENCE
10

CommonWeALth

UnqueStionABLe

ExempLificAtion

ReArrAngement

HiStoriogrAphY

OrnithoLogicAL

ForeknoWLeDge
11



OPENTYPE	FEATURE S

Small caps 
font-variant: small-caps;

All small caps 
font-variant-caps: all-small-caps;

Lining figures 
font-variant-numeric: lining-nums;

Tabular figures 
font-variant-numeric: tabular-nums;

Superiors 
font-variant-position: super;

Scientific inferiors 
font-variant-position: sub;

Fractions 
font-variant-numeric:  
diagonal-fractions;

But	here	is	an	Artist.	
But	here	iS	An	ArtiSt.

But	here	is	an	Artist.	
But	here	iS	An	ArtiSt.

On	January	1,	2017,		ships	
On	January	1,	2017,	ships

On	January	1,	2017,	ships	
On	January	1,	2017,	ships

Cite	the	source23	
Cite	the	source23

H2O	and	Na2Cr2O7	
H2O	and	Na2Cr2O7

1/2	cup	butter,	2/3	tsp.	salt	
1/2	cup	butter,	2/3	tsp.	salt
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Open P 
font-feature-settings: 'ss01';

Non-descending J 
font-feature-settings: 'ss02';

Short Q 
font-feature-settings: 'ss03';

Round diagnoals (Italic only) 
font-feature-settings: 'ss04';

Rectify	Procrastinate	
Rectify	Procrastinate

OPEN	PEPPER	PIE	
OPEN	PEPPER	PIE

JOG	PROJECT	MAJESTY	
JOG	PROJECT	MAJESTY

THE	QUICK	BROWN	QUAIL	
THE	QUICK	BROWN	QUAIL

Savvy verve wayfarer vowed 
Savvy verve wayfarer vowed

Discretionary Ligatures 
font-variant-ligatures:  
discretionary-ligatures
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CHARACTER	SET

A	À	Á	Â	Ã	Ä	Å	Æ	Ā	Ă	Ą	Ạ	Ả	Ấ	Ầ	Ẩ	Ẫ	Ậ	Ắ	Ằ	Ẳ	Ẵ	Ặ	B	C	Ç	Ć	Ĉ	Ċ	Č	D	Ď	
Ḍ	Ḏ	Ð	Đ	E	È	É	Ê	Ë	Ē	Ĕ	Ė	Ę	Ě	Ẹ	Ẻ	Ẽ	Ế	Ề	Ể	Ễ	Ệ	F	G	Ĝ	Ğ	Ġ	Ģ	Ḡ	H	Ĥ	Ḥ	Ḫ	
Ħ	I	Ì	Í	Î	Ï	Ĩ	Ī	Ĭ	Į	İ	Ỉ	Ị	Ĳ	J	Ĵ	K	Ķ	L	Ĺ	Ŀ	Ł	Ļ	Ľ	Ḷ	Ḹ	Ḻ	M	Ṃ	N	Ñ	Ń	Ņ	Ň	Ṅ	Ṇ	Ṉ	Ŋ	
O	Ò	Ó	Ô	Õ	Ö	Ø	Œ	Ō	Ŏ	Ő	Ọ	Ỏ	Ố	Ồ	Ổ	Ỗ	Ộ	Ơ	Ớ	Ờ	Ở	Ỡ	Ợ	P	Q	R	Ŕ	Ŗ	Ř	
Ṛ	Ṝ	Ṟ	S	Ś	Ŝ	Ş	Š	Ș	Ṡ	Ṣ	ẞ	T	Ţ	Ť	Ț	Ṭ	Ṯ	Ŧ	U	Ù	Ú	Û	Ü	Ũ	Ū	Ŭ	Ů	Ű	Ų	Ư	Ụ	Ủ	Ứ	

Ừ	Ử	Ữ	Ự	V	W	Ŵ	Ẁ	Ẃ	Ẅ	X	Y	Ý	Ŷ	Ÿ	Ẏ	Ỳ	Ỵ	Ỷ	Ỹ	Z	Ź	Ż	Ž	Ẓ	Þ	

A	À	Á	Â	Ã	Ä	Å	Æ	Ā	Ă	Ą	Ạ	Ả	Ấ	Ầ	Ẩ	Ẫ	Ậ	Ắ	Ằ	Ẳ	Ẵ	Ặ	B	c	Ç	Ć	Ĉ	Ċ	Č	D	Ď	Ḍ	Ḏ	Ð	Đ	e	È	
É	Ê	Ë	Ē	Ĕ	Ė	Ę	Ě	Ẹ	Ẻ	Ẽ	Ế	Ề	Ể	ễ	Ệ	f	g	Ĝ	Ğ	Ġ	Ģ	Ḡ	h	Ĥ	Ḥ	Ḫ	Ħ	i	Ì	Í	Î	Ï	Ĩ	Ī	Ĭ	Į	İ	Ỉ	Ị	Ĳ	J	Ĵ	
k	Ķ	L	Ĺ	Ŀ	Ł	Ļ	Ľ	Ḷ	Ḹ	Ḻ	m	Ṃ	n	Ñ	Ń	Ņ	Ň	Ṅ	Ṇ	Ṉ	Ŋ	o	Ò	Ó	Ô	Õ	Ö	Ø	Œ	Ō	Ŏ	Ő	Ọ	Ỏ	Ố	Ồ	
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Ũ	Ū	Ŭ	Ů	Ű	Ų	Ư	Ụ	Ủ	Ứ	Ừ	Ử	Ữ	Ự	v	W	Ŵ	Ẁ	Ẃ	Ẅ	x	Y	Ý	Ŷ	Ÿ	Ẏ	Ỳ	Ỵ	Ỷ	Ỹ	z	Ź	Ż	Ž	Ẓ	Þ

a	à	á	â	ã	ä	å	æ	ā	ă	ą	ạ	ả	ấ	ầ	ẩ	ẫ	ậ	ắ	ằ	ẳ	ẵ	ặ	b	c	ç	ć	ĉ	ċ	č	d	ď	ḍ	ḏ	đ	ð	e	è	é	ê	ë	
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