
 

 

“…Kurtz was a remarkable man.  He had something to say.  He said it.  Since I had 

peeped over the edge myself, I understand better the meaning of his stare that could not 

see the flame of the candle but was wide enough to embrace the whole universe, piercing 

enough to penetrate all the hearts that beat in the darkness.  He had summed up – he had 

judged.  ‘The horror!’” 

 



 

“He lived then before me, he lived as much as he had ever lived – a shadow insatiable of 

splendid appearances, of frightful realities, a shadow darker than the shadow of night, and 

draped nobly in the folds of a gorgeous eloquence.  The vision seemed to enter the house 

with me – the stretcher, the phantom-bearers, the wild crowd of obedient worshippers, the 

gloom of the forests, the glitter of the reach between the murky bends, the beat of the 

drum regular and muffled like the beating of a heart, the heart of a conquering darkness.  

It was a moment of triumph for the wilderness, an invading and vengeful rush which it 

seemed to me I would have to keep back alone for the salvation of another soul.” 

 



 

“ ‘The last word he pronounced was – your name.’ 

I heard a light sigh and then my heart stood still, stopped dead short by an exulting 

and terrible cry, by the cry of an inconceivable triumph and of unspeakable pain….it 

seemed to me that the house would collapse before I could escape, that the heavens 

would fall upon my head.  But nothing happened.  The heavens do not fall for such a 

trifle.  Would they have fallen, I wonder, if I had rendered Kurtz that justice which was 

his due?  Hadn’t he said he wanted only justice?  But I couldn’t.  I could not tell her.  It 

would have been too dark – too dark altogether.” 

 


