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"That	is	part	of	the	beauty	of	all	literature.	You
discover	that	your	longs	are	universal	longings,
that	you're	not	lonely	and	isolated	from	anyone.

You	belong."

-	F.	SCOTT	FITZGERALD



This	collection
only	serves	as	one
literature	lover's

attempt	to
recognize	the	full
worth	of	those
bodies	of	work
that	continue	on,
hundreds	of	years
later	in	some
cases,	to	be

relevant	enough
to	study,

PREFACE

During	every	significant	change	in	human,	social	culture,	a	literary
movement	has	been	present.	The	literary	movements	that	have	developed
overtime	are	in	essence	a	reflection	of	the	social	conditions	and	values	for	the
time	period.	Some	literary	movements	are	the	result	of	the	rejection	of	a
previously	adopted	set	of	ideals	and	the	desire	to	build	on	others,	as	is	seen
with	the	Enlightenment	period	and	Modernism.	Other	literary	movements	are
the	result	of	social	trends	or	significant	shifts	in	the	perception	of	art	and
literature;	the	Renaissance	was	largely	impart	created	by	such	a	shift	and
desire	for	expansion	and	innovation.

It's	important	to	note	that	literary	movements
were	gradual	societal	changes	therefore	are
impossible	to	pinpoint	with	exact	dates	of
creation.	Instead,	the	literary	movements	are
commonly	expressed	in	terms	of	the	century
the	characteristics	of	each	movement	are
prevalent,	amidst	historical	events	that
influenced	the	authors	of	the	time.

There	is	something	both	mystifying	and
beautiful	when	our	world—a	world	normally
filled	with	conflict	and	lack	of	time—finds	a
trend	to	both	develop	and	adore	as	a	whole.
This	collection	of	literature	is	an	attempt	to
recognize	the	full	worth	of	literary
movements.	This	e-book	project	is	an
anthology	of	works	that	are	significant	to	the
literary	movement	they	belong	to	and	by	all
means,	is	not	exclusive.	Each	literary
movement	has	an	abundance	of	other	literary
work	that	reflect	the	movement.	This



appreciate,	and
include	in	our

current
movement--

whatever	this	may
be.

collection	only	serves	as	one	literature	lover's
attempt	to	recognize	the	full	worth	of	those
bodies	of	work	that	continue	on,	hundreds	of
years	later	in	some	cases,	to	be	relevant
enough	to	study,	appreciate,	and	include	in
our	current	movement--whatever	this	may
be.

MY	BIG	WHY

Why	bother	or	pick	to	do	this	project	on	literary	movements?	Frankly	and
likely	most	obvious,	is	that	this	was	a	favorite	topic	for	me	while	getting	my
undergrad	in	English.	But,	furthermore,	what	I	learned	over	those	years	that
stays	with	me	still	is	that	literature	has	the	ability	to	coincide	with	everyday
life	in	such	a	way	that	it	reflects	it.	It	seeps	the	very	essence	of	what	life	is
and	what	we	desire	life	to	be,	word	by	word.

The	works	selected	for	this	collection	were	intentionally	selected	for	the
impact	it	had	during	the	authors'	time,	and	continues	to	have.	Consider	the
following:

Why	care	about	something	as	old	as	Beowulf?	Aside	from	being	a	well-
writen	epic	and	early	depiction	of	what	we	recognize	as	a	superhero,	it's
one	of	the	greatest	and	most	popular	bodies	of	work	recovered	from	that
early	on.	It	also	makes	for	an	incredible	piece	when	orated.
Not	only	did	it	take	Cervantes'	era	by	storm,	Don	Quioxte	is	one	of	the
most	translated	books	after	the	Bible;
Jonathan	Swift's	A	Modern	Proposal,	just	isn't	a	brilliant	example	of
satire.	The	context	under	it	was	written	was	under	a	political	need	to
acknowledge	Ireland's	terrible	economic	status	in	the	1700s.
The	very	emotionally	charged,	Annabel	Lee	does	with	heartbreak	that
spookiness	does	for	The	Raven.	Though	not	as	popular	as	Poe's,	The
Raven,	it's	still	highly	regarded.
Lewis	Carroll's	Alice	in	Wonderland	continues	to	be	readapted	in	film
and	designed	into	products	we	still	buy.	But,	what	of	his	other	work,	The
Hunting	of	the	Snark,	that	was	adapted	into	film	in	2015	by	3rd	Story
Productions	Ltd.?	By	the	way,	the	animated	film	has	received	quite	an
impressive	list	of	accolades;
Heart	of	Darkness'	significance	comes	from	the	fact	that	it's	a	work	that



reveals	the	horrors	of	colonialism	and	racial	violence.	Though	it	can	be
criticized	for	depicting	natives	stereotypically,	it	grew	in	popularity	for
posing	interesting	views	of	good	and	evil	and	the	power	struggle	created
through	colonialism.

Note:	Due	to	copyright	laws,	postwar/post	modernist	works	will	be	discussed
only.

T.S.	Eliot's	The	Waste	Land	is	a	direct	afront	to	modern	society	and
though	written	in	the	1920s,	continues	to	be	relevant	for	highlighting
current	issues	of	societal	numbness	and	apathy,	and	the	growing	concern
of	our	dumbing	down.
I	Have	a	Dream	and	I	Know	Why	the	Caged	Bird	Sings	are	significant
for	our	modern	day	for	expressing	the	following	themes:	exile	and
belonging,	multiculturalism,	and	the	breaking	away	from	tradition.



2600	BCE-15th	Century

ANCIENT	LITERATURE	AND	THE	CLASSICS

The	bodies	of	work	that	have	lasted	the	tests	of	time	and	were	written	during	the
age	of	exponential	literary	growth,	epics,	and	gods	&	heroes.

TIMELINE

CLASSICAL	GREEK	AND	ROMAN	LITERATURE	(C.	700	BCE	-	410
CE)

MEDIEVAL	LITERATURE	(C.	410-1475	CE)

OLD	ENGLISH	PERIOD	(C.	600-1100)

MIDDLE	ENGLISH	PERIOD	(C.	1100-1500)



STUDY:	BEOWULF	-	AN	ANGLO	SAXON	EPIC

Beowulf	returns	with	the
head	of	Grendel.	Painted	by
Henrietta	Elizabeth	Marshall
from	"Stories	of	Beowulf."



So	then	evil-
doers	did	often

oppress	me.	And	I
served	them	with

BEOWULF
An	Anglo	Saxon	Epic

VIII

"Then	Beowulf	spake,	the	son	of	Ecgtheow:	'What!	my	friend
Unferth,drunken	with	beer,	many	things	thou	art	saying	that	Breca	and	talkest
of	his	journey.	But	soothly	I	tell	thee	that	I	had	the	greater	strength	in	that
swimming,	and	endurance	in	the	waves.	We	two	agreed	when	we	were
youngsters,	and	boasted	(for	we	were	both	still	in	the	days	of	our	youth)	that
we	in	the	ocean	would	be	risking	our	lives.	And	so	in	deed	we	did.	We	had	a
naked	sword	hard	in	our	hands	when	we	were	swimming.	We	two	were
thinking	to	guard	us	'gainst	whale	fishes.	Nor	over	the	sea-waves	might	he	be
floating	a	whit	far	from	me,	more	quickly	on	the	waters.	Then	we	together
were	in	the	sea	for	the	space	of	five	nights	until	the	flood,	the	boiling	waters
drove	us	asunder.	And	the	coldest	of	weather,	and	the	darkening	night,	and	a
wind	from	the	north	battle-grim	turned	against	us,	and	rough	were	the	waves.
And	the	mind	of	the	mere-fishes	was	stirred	when	my	shirt	of	mail	that	was
hand-locked	gave	to	me	help	against	the	foe.	The	decorated	battle-robe	lay	on
my	breast	all	adorned	with	gold,	and	the	doomèd	and	dire	foe	drew	to	the
bottom,	and	fast	he	had	me	grim	in	his	grip.	Still	to	me	was	granted	that	I
reached	to	the	monster	with	the	point	of	my	sword.	And	the	mighty	sea-deer
carried	off	the	battle-rush	through	my	hand.'

IX

'So	then	evil-doers	did	often	oppress	me.	And	I
served	them	with	my	dear	sword	as	was	most
fitting.	Not	at	all	of	the	feasting	had	they	any
joy.	Evil	destroyers	sat	round	the	banquet	at
the	bottom	of	the	sea,	that	they	might	seize	me.
But	in	the	morning,	wounded	by	my	sword,
they	lay	up	on	the	foreshore,	put	to	sleep	by



my	dear	sword	as
was	most	fitting.	.

.

my	weapon	so	that	they	hindered	no	more	the
faring	of	the	sea-goers.	Light	came	from	the
eastward,	the	bright	beacon	of	God.	The	waves
grew	less	that	I	could	catch	sight	of	the	sea-
nesses,	the	windy	walls.	Weird	often	saveth
the	earl	that	is	undoomed	when	his	courage	is
doughty.	Nevertheless	it	happened	that	I	slew	with	my	sword	nine	of	the	sea-
monsters.	Nor	have	I	heard	under	vault	of	heaven	of	a	harder	night-struggle,
nor	of	a	more	wretched	man	on	the	sea-streams.	Still	I	escaped	from	the	grasp
of	the	foes,	with	my	life,	and	weary	of	the	journey.	When	the	sea	bore	me	up,
on	the	flood	tide,	on	the	welling	of	waves,	to	the	land	of	the	Finns.	Nor	have	I
heard	concerning	thee	of	any	such	striving	or	terror	of	swords.	Breca	never
yet,	nor	either	of	you	two,	did	such	a	deed	with	shining	sword	in	any	battle-
gaming	(not	that	I	will	boast	of	this	too	much),	yet	wast	thou	the	slayer	of	thy
brother,	thy	chief	kinsman.	And	for	this	in	hell	shalt	thou	suffer	a
curse,though	thy	wit	be	doughty.	And	soothly	I	tell	thee,	O	son	of	Eglaf,	that
Grendel	that	hateful	monster	never	had	done	such	terrors	to	thy	life	and
humiliation	in	Hart	if	thy	mind	and	thy	soul	were	as	battle-fierce	as	thou
thyself	dost	say.	But	he	has	found	that	he	needed	not	to	fear	the	feud	the
terrible	sword-thrust	of	your	people	the	Danes.	He	taketh	forced	toll,	and
spareth	none	of	the	Danish	people,	but	joyfully	wageth	war,	putteth	them	to
sleep	and	feedeth	on	them,	and	expecteth	no	fight	from	the	Danes.	But	I	shall
ere	long	offer	him	in	war	the	strength	and	the	courage	of	the	Geats.	Let	him
go	who	can	to	the	mead	all	proudly	when	morning	light	shall	shine	from	the
south,	another	day	over	the	children	of	men.'



14th-17th	Century

THE	RENAISSANCE

(1300-1700)

The	age	of	exploration,	humanism,	innovation,	and	development	in	math,
science,	&	technology.

STUDY:	DON	QUIXOTE	-	MIGUEL	CERVANTES

Don	Quixote	and	Sancho



Panza	seeking	adventure,	by
Jules	David.



DON	QUIXOTE
Miguel	Cervantes	(1547-1616)

“Destiny	guides	our	fortunes	more	favorably	than	we	could
have	expected.	Look	there,	Sancho	Panza,	my	friend,	and	see
those	thirty	or	so	wild	giants,	with	whom	I	intend	to	do	battle
and	kill	each	and	all	of	them,	so	with	their	stolen	booty	we	can
begin	to	enrich	ourselves.	This	is	nobel,	righteous	warfare,	for
it	is	wonderfully	useful	to	God	to	have	such	an	evil	race	wiped

from	the	face	of	the	earth."

"What	giants?"	Asked	Sancho	Panza.

"The	ones	you	can	see	over	there,"	answered	his	master,	"with
the	huge	arms,	some	of	which	are	very	nearly	two	leagues

long."

"Now	look,	your	grace,"	said	Sancho,	"what	you	see	over	there
aren't	giants,	but	windmills,	and	what	seems	to	be	arms	are
just	their	sails,	that	go	around	in	the	wind	and	turn	the

millstone."

"Obviously,"	replied	Don	Quixote,	"you	don't	know	much
about	adventures.”

-DON	QUIXOTE,	VOLUME	1,	CHAPTER	8,	BURT	RAFFEL	TRANSLATION



VOLUME	1
CHAPTER	I:

WHICH	TREATS	OF	THE	CHARACTER	AND	PURSUITS
OF	THE	FAMOUS	GENTLEMAN	DON	QUIXOTE	OF	LA

MANCHA

In	a	village	of	La	Mancha,	the	name	of	which	I	have	no	desire	to	call	to	mind,
there	lived	not	long	since	one	of	those	gentlemen	that	keep	a	lance	in	the
lance-rack,	an	old	buckler,	a	lean	hack,	and	a	greyhound	for	coursing.	An	olla
of	rather	more	beef	than	mutton,	a	salad	on	most	nights,	scraps	on	Saturdays,
lentils	on	Fridays,	and	a	pigeon	or	so	extra	on	Sundays,	made	away	with
three-quarters	of	his	income.	The	rest	of	it	went	in	a	doublet	of	fine	cloth	and
velvet	breeches	and	shoes	to	match	for	holidays,	while	on	week-days	he
made	a	brave	figure	in	his	best	homespun.	He	had	in	his	house	a	housekeeper
past	forty,	a	niece	under	twenty,	and	a	lad	for	the	field	and	market-place,	who
used	to	saddle	the	hack	as	well	as	handle	the	bill-hook.	The	age	of	this
gentleman	of	ours	was	bordering	on	fifty;	he	was	of	a	hardy	habit,	spare,
gaunt-featured,	a	very	early	riser	and	a	great	sportsman.	They	will	have	it	his
surname	was	Quixada	or	Quesada	(for	here	there	is	some	difference	of
opinion	among	the	authors	who	write	on	the	subject),	although	from
reasonable	conjectures	it	seems	plain	that	he	was	called	Quexana.	This,
however,	is	of	but	little	importance	to	our	tale;	it	will	be	enough	not	to	stray	a
hair's	breadth	from	the	truth	in	the	telling	of	it.

You	must	know,	then,	that	the	above-named	gentleman	whenever	he	was	at
leisure	(which	was	mostly	all	the	year	round)	gave	himself	up	to	reading
books	of	chivalry	with	such	ardour	and	avidity	that	he	almost	entirely
neglected	the	pursuit	of	his	field-sports,	and	even	the	management	of	his
property;	and	to	such	a	pitch	did	his	eagerness	and	infatuation	go	that	he	sold
many	an	acre	of	tillageland	to	buy	books	of	chivalry	to	read,	and	brought
home	as	many	of	them	as	he	could	get.	But	of	all	there	were	none	he	liked	so
well	as	those	of	the	famous	Feliciano	de	Silva's	composition,	for	their	lucidity
of	style	and	complicated	conceits	were	as	pearls	in	his	sight,	particularly
when	in	his	reading	he	came	upon	courtships	and	cartels,	where	he	often
found	passages	like	"the	reason	of	the	unreason	with	which	my	reason	is



His	fancy	grew
full	of	what	he
used	to	read
about	in	his
books,

enchantments,
quarrels,	battles,
challenges,

wounds,	wooings,
loves,	agonies,
and	all	sorts	of
impossible

nonsense;	and	it
so	possessed	his
mind	that	the

afflicted	so	weakens	my	reason	that	with	reason	I	murmur	at	your	beauty;"	or
again,	"the	high	heavens,	that	of	your	divinity	divinely	fortify	you	with	the
stars,	render	you	deserving	of	the	desert	your	greatness	deserves."	Over
conceits	of	this	sort	the	poor	gentleman	lost	his	wits,	and	used	to	lie	awake
striving	to	understand	them	and	worm	the	meaning	out	of	them;	what
Aristotle	himself	could	not	have	made	out	or	extracted	had	he	come	to	life
again	for	that	special	purpose.	He	was	not	at	all	easy	about	the	wounds	which
Don	Belianis	gave	and	took,	because	it	seemed	to	him	that,	great	as	were	the
surgeons	who	had	cured	him,	he	must	have	had	his	face	and	body	covered	all
over	with	seams	and	scars.	He	commended,	however,	the	author's	way	of
ending	his	book	with	the	promise	of	that	interminable	adventure,	and	many	a
time	was	he	tempted	to	take	up	his	pen	and	finish	it	properly	as	is	there
proposed,	which	no	doubt	he	would	have	done,	and	made	a	successful	piece
of	work	of	it	too,	had	not	greater	and	more	absorbing	thoughts	prevented	him.

Many	an	argument	did	he	have	with	the
curate	of	his	village	(a	learned	man,	and	a
graduate	of	Siguenza)	as	to	which	had	been
the	better	knight,	Palmerin	of	England	or
Amadis	of	Gaul.	Master	Nicholas,	the	village
barber,	however,	used	to	say	that	neither	of
them	came	up	to	the	Knight	of	Phoebus,	and
that	if	there	was	any	that	could	compare	with
him	it	was	Don	Galaor,	the	brother	of
Amadis	of	Gaul,	because	he	had	a	spirit	that
was	equal	to	every	occasion,	and	was	no
finikin	knight,	nor	lachrymose	like	his
brother,	while	in	the	matter	of	valour	he	was
not	a	whit	behind	him.	In	short,	he	became	so
absorbed	in	his	books	that	he	spent	his	nights
from	sunset	to	sunrise,	and	his	days	from
dawn	to	dark,	poring	over	them;	and	what
with	little	sleep	and	much	reading	his	brains
got	so	dry	that	he	lost	his	wits.	His	fancy
grew	full	of	what	he	used	to	read	about	in	his
books,	enchantments,	quarrels,	battles,
challenges,	wounds,	wooings,	loves,	agonies,
and	all	sorts	of	impossible	nonsense;	and	it
so	possessed	his	mind	that	the	whole	fabric



whole	fabric	of
invention	and
fancy	he	read	of
was	true,	that	to
him	no	history	in
the	world	had

more	reality	in	it.
.	.

of	invention	and	fancy	he	read	of	was	true,
that	to	him	no	history	in	the	world	had	more
reality	in	it.	He	used	to	say	the	Cid	Ruy	Diaz
was	a	very	good	knight,	but	that	he	was	not
to	be	compared	with	the	Knight	of	the
Burning	Sword	who	with	one	back-stroke	cut
in	half	two	fierce	and	monstrous	giants.	He
thought	more	of	Bernardo	del	Carpio
because	at	Roncesvalles	he	slew	Roland	in
spite	of	enchantments,	availing	himself	of	the
artifice	of	Hercules	when	he	strangled
Antaeus	the	son	of	Terra	in	his	arms.	He
approved	highly	of	the	giant	Morgante,
because,	although	of	the	giant	breed	which	is	always	arrogant	and	ill-
conditioned,	he	alone	was	affable	and	well-bred.	But	above	all	he	admired
Reinaldos	of	Montalban,	especially	when	he	saw	him	sallying	forth	from	his
castle	and	robbing	everyone	he	met,	and	when	beyond	the	seas	he	stole	that
image	of	Mahomet	which,	as	his	history	says,	was	entirely	of	gold.	To	have	a
bout	of	kicking	at	that	traitor	of	a	Ganelon	he	would	have	given	his
housekeeper,	and	his	niece	into	the	bargain.

In	short,	his	wits	being	quite	gone,	he	hit	upon	the	strangest	notion	that	ever
madman	in	this	world	hit	upon,	and	that	was	that	he	fancied	it	was	right	and
requisite,	as	well	for	the	support	of	his	own	honour	as	for	the	service	of	his
country,	that	he	should	make	a	knight-errant	of	himself,	roaming	the	world
over	in	full	armour	and	on	horseback	in	quest	of	adventures,	and	putting	in
practice	himself	all	that	he	had	read	of	as	being	the	usual	practices	of	knights-
errant;	righting	every	kind	of	wrong,	and	exposing	himself	to	peril	and
danger	from	which,	in	the	issue,	he	was	to	reap	eternal	renown	and	fame.
Already	the	poor	man	saw	himself	crowned	by	the	might	of	his	arm	Emperor
of	Trebizond	at	least;	and	so,	led	away	by	the	intense	enjoyment	he	found	in
these	pleasant	fancies,	he	set	himself	forthwith	to	put	his	scheme	into
execution.

The	first	thing	he	did	was	to	clean	up	some	armour	that	had	belonged	to	his
great-grandfather,	and	had	been	for	ages	lying	forgotten	in	a	corner	eaten
with	rust	and	covered	with	mildew.	He	scoured	and	polished	it	as	best	he
could,	but	he	perceived	one	great	defect	in	it,	that	it	had	no	closed	helmet,
nothing	but	a	simple	morion.	This	deficiency,	however,	his	ingenuity



...his	armour
being	furbished,
his	morion	turned
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supplied,	for	he	contrived	a	kind	of	half-helmet	of	pasteboard	which,	fitted	on
to	the	morion,	looked	like	a	whole	one.	It	is	true	that,	in	order	to	see	if	it	was
strong	and	fit	to	stand	a	cut,	he	drew	his	sword	and	gave	it	a	couple	of
slashes,	the	first	of	which	undid	in	an	instant	what	had	taken	him	a	week	to
do.	The	ease	with	which	he	had	knocked	it	to	pieces	disconcerted	him
somewhat,	and	to	guard	against	that	danger	he	set	to	work	again,	fixing	bars
of	iron	on	the	inside	until	he	was	satisfied	with	its	strength;	and	then,	not
caring	to	try	any	more	experiments	with	it,	he	passed	it	and	adopted	it	as	a
helmet	of	the	most	perfect	construction.

He	next	proceeded	to	inspect	his	hack,	which,	with	more	quartos	than	a	real
and	more	blemishes	than	the	steed	of	Gonela,	that	"tantum	pellis	et	ossa	fuit,"
surpassed	in	his	eyes	the	Bucephalus	of	Alexander	or	the	Babieca	of	the	Cid.
Four	days	were	spent	in	thinking	what	name	to	give	him,	because	(as	he	said
to	himself)	it	was	not	right	that	a	horse	belonging	to	a	knight	so	famous,	and
one	with	such	merits	of	his	own,	should	be	without	some	distinctive	name,
and	he	strove	to	adapt	it	so	as	to	indicate	what	he	had	been	before	belonging
to	a	knight-errant,	and	what	he	then	was;	for	it	was	only	reasonable	that,	his
master	taking	a	new	character,	he	should	take	a	new	name,	and	that	it	should
be	a	distinguished	and	full-sounding	one,	befitting	the	new	order	and	calling
he	was	about	to	follow.	And	so,	after	having	composed,	struck	out,	rejected,
added	to,	unmade,	and	remade	a	multitude	of	names	out	of	his	memory	and
fancy,	he	decided	upon	calling	him	Rocinante,	a	name,	to	his	thinking,	lofty,
sonorous,	and	significant	of	his	condition	as	a	hack	before	he	became	what	he
now	was,	the	first	and	foremost	of	all	the	hacks	in	the	world.

Having	got	a	name	for	his	horse	so	much	to
his	taste,	he	was	anxious	to	get	one	for
himself,	and	he	was	eight	days	more
pondering	over	this	point,	till	at	last	he	made
up	his	mind	to	call	himself	"Don	Quixote,"
whence,	as	has	been	already	said,	the	authors
of	this	veracious	history	have	inferred	that
his	name	must	have	been	beyond	a	doubt
Quixada,	and	not	Quesada	as	others	would
have	it.	Recollecting,	however,	that	the
valiant	Amadis	was	not	content	to	call
himself	curtly	Amadis	and	nothing	more,	but
added	the	name	of	his	kingdom	and	country
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to	make	it	famous,	and	called	himself
Amadis	of	Gaul,	he,	like	a	good	knight,
resolved	to	add	on	the	name	of	his,	and	to
style	himself	Don	Quixote	of	La	Mancha,
whereby,	he	considered,	he	described
accurately	his	origin	and	country,	and	did
honour	to	it	in	taking	his	surname	from	it.

So	then,	his	armour	being	furbished,	his
morion	turned	into	a	helmet,	his	hack
christened,	and	he	himself	confirmed,	he
came	to	the	conclusion	that	nothing	more
was	needed	now	but	to	look	out	for	a	lady	to
be	in	love	with;	for	a	knight-errant	without
love	was	like	a	tree	without	leaves	or	fruit,	or
a	body	without	a	soul.	As	he	said	to	himself,
"If,	for	my	sins,	or	by	my	good	fortune,	I
come	across	some	giant	hereabouts,	a
common	occurrence	with	knights-errant,	and
overthrow	him	in	one	onslaught,	or	cleave
him	asunder	to	the	waist,	or,	in	short,	vanquish	and	subdue	him,	will	it	not	be
well	to	have	some	one	I	may	send	him	to	as	a	present,	that	he	may	come	in
and	fall	on	his	knees	before	my	sweet	lady,	and	in	a	humble,	submissive
voice	say,	'I	am	the	giant	Caraculiambro,	lord	of	the	island	of	Malindrania,
vanquished	in	single	combat	by	the	never	sufficiently	extolled	knight	Don
Quixote	of	La	Mancha,	who	has	commanded	me	to	present	myself	before
your	Grace,	that	your	Highness	dispose	of	me	at	your	pleasure'?"	Oh,	how
our	good	gentleman	enjoyed	the	delivery	of	this	speech,	especially	when	he
had	thought	of	some	one	to	call	his	Lady!	There	was,	so	the	story	goes,	in	a
village	near	his	own	a	very	good-looking	farm-girl	with	whom	he	had	been	at
one	time	in	love,	though,	so	far	as	is	known,	she	never	knew	it	nor	gave	a
thought	to	the	matter.	Her	name	was	Aldonza	Lorenzo,	and	upon	her	he
thought	fit	to	confer	the	title	of	Lady	of	his	Thoughts;	and	after	some	search
for	a	name	which	should	not	be	out	of	harmony	with	her	own,	and	should
suggest	and	indicate	that	of	a	princess	and	great	lady,	he	decided	upon	calling
her	Dulcinea	del	Toboso--she	being	of	El	Toboso--a	name,	to	his	mind,
musical,	uncommon,	and	significant,	like	all	those	he	had	already	bestowed
upon	himself	and	the	things	belonging	to	him.
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A	MODEST	PROPOSAL
Dr.	Johnathan	Swift	(1667-1745)

A	MODEST	PROPOSAL:	For	preventing	the	children	of	poor	people	in
Ireland,	from	being	a	burden	on	their	parents	or	country,	and	for	making
them	beneficial	to	the	public.

By	Dr.	Jonathan	Swift	(1729)

It	is	a	melancholy	object	to	those,	who	walk	through	this	great	town,	or	travel
in	the	country,	when	they	see	the	streets,	the	roads	and	cabin-doors	crowded
with	beggars	of	the	female	sex,	followed	by	three,	four,	or	six	children,	all	in
rags,	and	importuning	every	passenger	for	an	alms.	These	mothers	instead	of
being	able	to	work	for	their	honest	livelihood,	are	forced	to	employ	all	their
time	in	strolling	to	beg	sustenance	for	their	helpless	infants	who,	as	they
grow	up,	either	turn	thieves	for	want	of	work,	or	leave	their	dear	native
country,	to	fight	for	the	Pretender	in	Spain,	or	sell	themselves	to	the
Barbadoes.

I	think	it	is	agreed	by	all	parties,	that	this	prodigious	number	of	children	in
the	arms,	or	on	the	backs,	or	at	the	heels	of	their	mothers,	and	frequently	of
their	fathers,	is	in	the	present	deplorable	state	of	the	kingdom,	a	very	great
additional	grievance;	and	therefore	whoever	could	find	out	a	fair,	cheap	and
easy	method	of	making	these	children	sound	and	useful	members	of	the
common-wealth,	would	deserve	so	well	of	the	publick,	as	to	have	his	statue
set	up	for	a	preserver	of	the	nation.

But	my	intention	is	very	far	from	being	confined	to	provide	only	for	the
children	of	professed	beggars:	it	is	of	a	much	greater	extent,	and	shall	take	in
the	whole	number	of	infants	at	a	certain	age,	who	are	born	of	parents	in	effect
as	little	able	to	support	them,	as	those	who	demand	our	charity	in	the	streets.

As	to	my	own	part,	having	turned	my	thoughts	for	many	years,	upon	this
important	subject,	and	maturely	weighed	the	several	schemes	of	our



projectors,	I	have	always	found	them	grossly	mistaken	in	their	computation.
It	is	true,	a	child	just	dropt	from	its	dam,	may	be	supported	by	her	milk,	for	a
solar	year,	with	little	other	nourishment:	at	most	not	above	the	value	of	two
shillings,	which	the	mother	may	certainly	get,	or	the	value	in	scraps,	by	her
lawful	occupation	of	begging;	and	it	is	exactly	at	one	year	old	that	I	propose
to	provide	for	them	in	such	a	manner,	as,	instead	of	being	a	charge	upon	their
parents,	or	the	parish,	or	wanting	food	and	raiment	for	the	rest	of	their	lives,
they	shall,	on	the	contrary,	contribute	to	the	feeding,	and	partly	to	the
cloathing	of	many	thousands.

There	is	likewise	another	great	advantage	in	my	scheme,	that	it	will	prevent
those	voluntary	abortions,	and	that	horrid	practice	of	women	murdering	their
bastard	children,	alas!	too	frequent	among	us,	sacrificing	the	poor	innocent
babes,	I	doubt,	more	to	avoid	the	expence	than	the	shame,	which	would	move
tears	and	pity	in	the	most	savage	and	inhuman	breast.

The	number	of	souls	in	this	kingdom	being	usually	reckoned	one	million	and
a	half,	of	these	I	calculate	there	may	be	about	two	hundred	thousand	couple
whose	wives	are	breeders;	from	which	number	I	subtract	thirty	thousand
couple,	who	are	able	to	maintain	their	own	children,	(although	I	apprehend
there	cannot	be	so	many,	under	the	present	distresses	of	the	kingdom)	but	this
being	granted,	there	will	remain	an	hundred	and	seventy	thousand	breeders.	I
again	subtract	fifty	thousand,	for	those	women	who	miscarry,	or	whose
children	die	by	accident	or	disease	within	the	year.	There	only	remain	an
hundred	and	twenty	thousand	children	of	poor	parents	annually	born.	The
question	therefore	is,	How	this	number	shall	be	reared,	and	provided	for?
which,	as	I	have	already	said,	under	the	present	situation	of	affairs,	is	utterly
impossible	by	all	the	methods	hitherto	proposed.	For	we	can	neither	employ
them	in	handicraft	or	agriculture;	they	neither	build	houses,	(I	mean	in	the
country)	nor	cultivate	land:	they	can	very	seldom	pick	up	a	livelihood	by
stealing	till	they	arrive	at	six	years	old;	except	where	they	are	of	towardly
parts,	although	I	confess	they	learn	the	rudiments	much	earlier;	during	which
time	they	can	however	be	properly	looked	upon	only	as	probationers:	As	I
have	been	informed	by	a	principal	gentleman	in	the	county	of	Cavan,	who
protested	to	me,	that	he	never	knew	above	one	or	two	instances	under	the	age
of	six,	even	in	a	part	of	the	kingdom	so	renowned	for	the	quickest	proficiency
in	that	art.

I	am	assured	by	our	merchants,	that	a	boy	or	a	girl	before	twelve	years	old,	is



no	saleable	commodity,	and	even	when	they	come	to	this	age,	they	will	not
yield	above	three	pounds,	or	three	pounds	and	half	a	crown	at	most,	on	the
exchange;	which	cannot	turn	to	account	either	to	the	parents	or	kingdom,	the
charge	of	nutriments	and	rags	having	been	at	least	four	times	that	value.

I	shall	now	therefore	humbly	propose	my	own	thoughts,	which	I	hope	will
not	be	liable	to	the	least	objection.

I	have	been	assured	by	a	very	knowing
American	of	my	acquaintance	in	London,
that	a	young	healthy	child	well	nursed,	is,	at
a	year	old,	a	most	delicious	nourishing	and
wholesome	food,	whether	stewed,	roasted,
baked,	or	boiled;	and	I	make	no	doubt	that

it	will	equally	serve	in	a	fricasie,	or	a
ragoust.

I	do	therefore	humbly	offer	it	to	publick	consideration,	that	of	the	hundred
and	twenty	thousand	children,	already	computed,	twenty	thousand	may	be
reserved	for	breed,	whereof	only	one	fourth	part	to	be	males;	which	is	more
than	we	allow	to	sheep,	black	cattle,	or	swine,	and	my	reason	is,	that	these
children	are	seldom	the	fruits	of	marriage,	a	circumstance	not	much	regarded
by	our	savages,	therefore,	one	male	will	be	sufficient	to	serve	four	females.
That	the	remaining	hundred	thousand	may,	at	a	year	old,	be	offered	in	sale	to
the	persons	of	quality	and	fortune,	through	the	kingdom,	always	advising	the
mother	to	let	them	suck	plentifully	in	the	last	month,	so	as	to	render	them
plump,	and	fat	for	a	good	table.	A	child	will	make	two	dishes	at	an
entertainment	for	friends,	and	when	the	family	dines	alone,	the	fore	or	hind
quarter	will	make	a	reasonable	dish,	and	seasoned	with	a	little	pepper	or	salt,
will	be	very	good	boiled	on	the	fourth	day,	especially	in	winter.

I	have	reckoned	upon	a	medium,	that	a	child	just	born	will	weigh	12	pounds,



and	in	a	solar	year,	if	tolerably	nursed,	encreaseth	to	28	pounds.

I	grant	this	food	will	be	somewhat	dear,	and	therefore	very	proper	for
landlords,	who,	as	they	have	already	devoured	most	of	the	parents,	seem	to
have	the	best	title	to	the	children.

Infant's	flesh	will	be	in	season	throughout	the	year,	but	more	plentiful	in
March,	and	a	little	before	and	after;	for	we	are	told	by	a	grave	author,	an
eminent	French	physician,	that	fish	being	a	prolifick	dyet,	there	are	more
children	born	in	Roman	Catholick	countries	about	nine	months	after	Lent,	the
markets	will	be	more	glutted	than	usual,	because	the	number	of	Popish
infants,	is	at	least	three	to	one	in	this	kingdom,	and	therefore	it	will	have	one
other	collateral	advantage,	by	lessening	the	number	of	Papists	among	us.

I	have	already	computed	the	charge	of	nursing	a	beggar's	child	(in	which	list	I
reckon	all	cottagers,	labourers,	and	four-fifths	of	the	farmers)	to	be	about	two
shillings	per	annum,	rags	included;	and	I	believe	no	gentleman	would	repine
to	give	ten	shillings	for	the	carcass	of	a	good	fat	child,	which,	as	I	have	said,
will	make	four	dishes	of	excellent	nutritive	meat,	when	he	hath	only	some
particular	friend,	or	his	own	family	to	dine	with	him.	Thus	the	squire	will
learn	to	be	a	good	landlord,	and	grow	popular	among	his	tenants,	the	mother
will	have	eight	shillings	neat	profit,	and	be	fit	for	work	till	she	produces
another	child.

Those	who	are	more	thrifty	(as	I	must	confess	the	times	require)	may	flea	the
carcass;	the	skin	of	which,	artificially	dressed,	will	make	admirable	gloves
for	ladies,	and	summer	boots	for	fine	gentlemen.

As	to	our	City	of	Dublin,	shambles	may	be	appointed	for	this	purpose,	in	the
most	convenient	parts	of	it,	and	butchers	we	may	be	assured	will	not	be
wanting;	although	I	rather	recommend	buying	the	children	alive,	and	dressing
them	hot	from	the	knife,	as	we	do	roasting	pigs.

A	very	worthy	person,	a	true	lover	of	his	country,	and	whose	virtues	I	highly
esteem,	was	lately	pleased,	in	discoursing	on	this	matter,	to	offer	a	refinement
upon	my	scheme.	He	said,	that	many	gentlemen	of	this	kingdom,	having	of
late	destroyed	their	deer,	he	conceived	that	the	want	of	venison	might	be	well
supply'd	by	the	bodies	of	young	lads	and	maidens,	not	exceeding	fourteen
years	of	age,	nor	under	twelve;	so	great	a	number	of	both	sexes	in	every
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country	being	now	ready	to	starve	for	want	of	work	and	service:	And	these	to
be	disposed	of	by	their	parents	if	alive,	or	otherwise	by	their	nearest	relations.
But	with	due	deference	to	so	excellent	a	friend,	and	so	deserving	a	patriot,	I
cannot	be	altogether	in	his	sentiments;	for	as	to	the	males,	my	American
acquaintance	assured	me	from	frequent	experience,	that	their	flesh	was
generally	tough	and	lean,	like	that	of	our	school-boys,	by	continual	exercise,
and	their	taste	disagreeable,	and	to	fatten	them	would	not	answer	the	charge.
Then	as	to	the	females,	it	would,	I	think,	with	humble	submission,	be	a	loss	to
the	publick,	because	they	soon	would	become	breeders	themselves:	And
besides,	it	is	not	improbable	that	some	scrupulous	people	might	be	apt	to
censure	such	a	practice,	(although	indeed	very	unjustly)	as	a	little	bordering
upon	cruelty,	which,	I	confess,	hath	always	been	with	me	the	strongest
objection	against	any	project,	how	well	soever	intended.

But	in	order	to	justify	my	friend,	he
confessed,	that	this	expedient	was	put	into
his	head	by	the	famous	Salmanaazor,	a
native	of	the	island	Formosa,	who	came	from
thence	to	London,	above	twenty	years	ago,
and	in	conversation	told	my	friend,	that	in	his
country,	when	any	young	person	happened	to
be	put	to	death,	the	executioner	sold	the
carcass	to	persons	of	quality,	as	a	prime
dainty;	and	that,	in	his	time,	the	body	of	a
plump	girl	of	fifteen,	who	was	crucified	for
an	attempt	to	poison	the	Emperor,	was	sold
to	his	imperial	majesty's	prime	minister	of
state,	and	other	great	mandarins	of	the	court
in	joints	from	the	gibbet,	at	four	hundred
crowns.	Neither	indeed	can	I	deny,	that	if	the
same	use	were	made	of	several	plump	young
girls	in	this	town,	who	without	one	single	groat	to	their	fortunes,	cannot	stir
abroad	without	a	chair,	and	appear	at	a	play-house	and	assemblies	in	foreign
fineries	which	they	never	will	pay	for;	the	kingdom	would	not	be	the	worse.

Some	persons	of	a	desponding	spirit	are	in	great	concern	about	that	vast
number	of	poor	people,	who	are	aged,	diseased,	or	maimed;	and	I	have	been
desired	to	employ	my	thoughts	what	course	may	be	taken,	to	ease	the	nation
of	so	grievous	an	incumbrance.	But	I	am	not	in	the	least	pain	upon	that



matter,	because	it	is	very	well	known,	that	they	are	every	day	dying,	and
rotting,	by	cold	and	famine,	and	filth,	and	vermin,	as	fast	as	can	be
reasonably	expected.	And	as	to	the	young	labourers,	they	are	now	in	almost
as	hopeful	a	condition.	They	cannot	get	work,	and	consequently	pine	away
from	want	of	nourishment,	to	a	degree,	that	if	at	any	time	they	are
accidentally	hired	to	common	labour,	they	have	not	strength	to	perform	it,
and	thus	the	country	and	themselves	are	happily	delivered	from	the	evils	to
come.

I	have	too	long	digressed,	and	therefore	shall	return	to	my	subject.	I	think	the
advantages	by	the	proposal	which	I	have	made	are	obvious	and	many,	as	well
as	of	the	highest	importance.

For	first,	as	I	have	already	observed,	it	would	greatly	lessen	the	number	of
Papists,	with	whom	we	are	yearly	over-run,	being	the	principal	breeders	of
the	nation,	as	well	as	our	most	dangerous	enemies,	and	who	stay	at	home	on
purpose	with	a	design	to	deliver	the	kingdom	to	the	Pretender,	hoping	to	take
their	advantage	by	the	absence	of	so	many	good	Protestants,	who	have
chosen	rather	to	leave	their	country,	than	stay	at	home	and	pay	tithes	against
their	conscience	to	an	episcopal	curate.

Secondly,	The	poorer	tenants	will	have	something	valuable	of	their	own,
which	by	law	may	be	made	liable	to	a	distress,	and	help	to	pay	their
landlord's	rent,	their	corn	and	cattle	being	already	seized,	and	money	a	thing
unknown.

Thirdly,	Whereas	the	maintainance	of	an	hundred	thousand	children,	from
two	years	old,	and	upwards,	cannot	be	computed	at	less	than	ten	shillings	a
piece	per	annum,	the	nation's	stock	will	be	thereby	encreased	fifty	thousand
pounds	per	annum,	besides	the	profit	of	a	new	dish,	introduced	to	the	tables
of	all	gentlemen	of	fortune	in	the	kingdom,	who	have	any	refinement	in	taste.
And	the	money	will	circulate	among	our	selves,	the	goods	being	entirely	of
our	own	growth	and	manufacture.

Fourthly,	The	constant	breeders,	besides	the	gain	of	eight	shillings	sterling
per	annum	by	the	sale	of	their	children,	will	be	rid	of	the	charge	of
maintaining	them	after	the	first	year.

Fifthly,	This	food	would	likewise	bring	great	custom	to	taverns,	where	the



vintners	will	certainly	be	so	prudent	as	to	procure	the	best	receipts	for
dressing	it	to	perfection;	and	consequently	have	their	houses	frequented	by	all
the	fine	gentlemen,	who	justly	value	themselves	upon	their	knowledge	in
good	eating;	and	a	skilful	cook,	who	understands	how	to	oblige	his	guests,
will	contrive	to	make	it	as	expensive	as	they	please.

Sixthly,	This	would	be	a	great	inducement	to	marriage,	which	all	wise
nations	have	either	encouraged	by	rewards,	or	enforced	by	laws	and
penalties.	It	would	encrease	the	care	and	tenderness	of	mothers	towards	their
children,	when	they	were	sure	of	a	settlement	for	life	to	the	poor	babes,
provided	in	some	sort	by	the	publick,	to	their	annual	profit	instead	of
expence.	We	should	soon	see	an	honest	emulation	among	the	married
women,	which	of	them	could	bring	the	fattest	child	to	the	market.	Men	would
become	as	fond	of	their	wives,	during	the	time	of	their	pregnancy,	as	they	are
now	of	their	mares	in	foal,	their	cows	in	calf,	or	sow	when	they	are	ready	to
farrow;	nor	offer	to	beat	or	kick	them	(as	is	too	frequent	a	practice)	for	fear	of
a	miscarriage.

Many	other	advantages	might	be	enumerated.	For	instance,	the	addition	of
some	thousand	carcasses	in	our	exportation	of	barrel'd	beef:	the	propagation
of	swine's	flesh,	and	improvement	in	the	art	of	making	good	bacon,	so	much
wanted	among	us	by	the	great	destruction	of	pigs,	too	frequent	at	our	tables;
which	are	no	way	comparable	in	taste	or	magnificence	to	a	well	grown,	fat
yearly	child,	which	roasted	whole	will	make	a	considerable	figure	at	a	Lord
Mayor's	feast,	or	any	other	publick	entertainment.	But	this,	and	many	others,
I	omit,	being	studious	of	brevity.

Supposing	that	one	thousand	families	in	this	city,	would	be	constant
customers	for	infants	flesh,	besides	others	who	might	have	it	at	merry
meetings,	particularly	at	weddings	and	christenings,	I	compute	that	Dublin
would	take	off	annually	about	twenty	thousand	carcasses;	and	the	rest	of	the
kingdom	(where	probably	they	will	be	sold	somewhat	cheaper)	the	remaining
eighty	thousand.

I	can	think	of	no	one	objection,	that	will	possibly	be	raised	against	this
proposal,	unless	it	should	be	urged,	that	the	number	of	people	will	be	thereby
much	lessened	in	the	kingdom.	This	I	freely	own,	and	'twas	indeed	one
principal	design	in	offering	it	to	the	world.	I	desire	the	reader	will	observe,
that	I	calculate	my	remedy	for	this	one	individual	Kingdom	of	Ireland,	and



for	no	other	that	ever	was,	is,	or,	I	think,	ever	can	be	upon	Earth.	Therefore
let	no	man	talk	to	me	of	other	expedients:	Of	taxing	our	absentees	at	five
shillings	a	pound:	Of	using	neither	cloaths,	nor	houshold	furniture,	except
what	is	of	our	own	growth	and	manufacture:	Of	utterly	rejecting	the	materials
and	instruments	that	promote	foreign	luxury:	Of	curing	the	expensiveness	of
pride,	vanity,	idleness,	and	gaming	in	our	women:	Of	introducing	a	vein	of
parsimony,	prudence	and	temperance:	Of	learning	to	love	our	country,
wherein	we	differ	even	from	Laplanders,	and	the	inhabitants	of	Topinamboo:
Of	quitting	our	animosities	and	factions,	nor	acting	any	longer	like	the	Jews,
who	were	murdering	one	another	at	the	very	moment	their	city	was	taken:	Of
being	a	little	cautious	not	to	sell	our	country	and	consciences	for	nothing:	Of
teaching	landlords	to	have	at	least	one	degree	of	mercy	towards	their	tenants.
Lastly,	of	putting	a	spirit	of	honesty,	industry,	and	skill	into	our	shop-
keepers,	who,	if	a	resolution	could	now	be	taken	to	buy	only	our	native
goods,	would	immediately	unite	to	cheat	and	exact	upon	us	in	the	price,	the
measure,	and	the	goodness,	nor	could	ever	yet	be	brought	to	make	one	fair
proposal	of	just	dealing,	though	often	and	earnestly	invited	to	it.

Therefore	I	repeat,	let	no	man	talk	to	me	of	these	and	the	like	expedients,	'till
he	hath	at	least	some	glympse	of	hope,	that	there	will	ever	be	some	hearty
and	sincere	attempt	to	put	them	into	practice.

But,	as	to	my	self,	having	been	wearied	out	for	many	years	with	offering
vain,	idle,	visionary	thoughts,	and	at	length	utterly	despairing	of	success,	I
fortunately	fell	upon	this	proposal,	which,	as	it	is	wholly	new,	so	it	hath
something	solid	and	real,	of	no	expence	and	little	trouble,	full	in	our	own
power,	and	whereby	we	can	incur	no	danger	in	disobliging	England.	For	this
kind	of	commodity	will	not	bear	exportation,	and	flesh	being	of	too	tender	a
consistence,	to	admit	a	long	continuance	in	salt,	although	perhaps	I	could
name	a	country,	which	would	be	glad	to	eat	up	our	whole	nation	without	it.

After	all,	I	am	not	so	violently	bent	upon	my	own	opinion,	as	to	reject	any
offer,	proposed	by	wise	men,	which	shall	be	found	equally	innocent,	cheap,
easy,	and	effectual.	But	before	something	of	that	kind	shall	be	advanced	in
contradiction	to	my	scheme,	and	offering	a	better,	I	desire	the	author	or
authors	will	be	pleased	maturely	to	consider	two	points.	First,	As	things	now
stand,	how	they	will	be	able	to	find	food	and	raiment	for	a	hundred	thousand
useless	mouths	and	backs.	And	secondly,	There	being	a	round	million	of
creatures	in	humane	figure	throughout	this	kingdom,	whose	whole



subsistence	put	into	a	common	stock,	would	leave	them	in	debt	two	million
of	pounds	sterling,	adding	those	who	are	beggars	by	profession,	to	the	bulk	of
farmers,	cottagers	and	labourers,	with	their	wives	and	children,	who	are
beggars	in	effect;	I	desire	those	politicians	who	dislike	my	overture,	and	may
perhaps	be	so	bold	to	attempt	an	answer,	that	they	will	first	ask	the	parents	of
these	mortals,	whether	they	would	not	at	this	day	think	it	a	great	happiness	to
have	been	sold	for	food	at	a	year	old,	in	the	manner	I	prescribe,	and	thereby
have	avoided	such	a	perpetual	scene	of	misfortunes,	as	they	have	since	gone
through,	by	the	oppression	of	landlords,	the	impossibility	of	paying	rent
without	money	or	trade,	the	want	of	common	sustenance,	with	neither	house
nor	cloaths	to	cover	them	from	the	inclemencies	of	the	weather,	and	the	most
inevitable	prospect	of	intailing	the	like,	or	greater	miseries,	upon	their	breed
for	ever.

I	profess,	in	the	sincerity	of	my	heart,	that	I	have	not	the	least	personal
interest	in	endeavouring	to	promote	this	necessary	work,	having	no	other
motive	than	the	publick	good	of	my	country,	by	advancing	our	trade,
providing	for	infants,	relieving	the	poor,	and	giving	some	pleasure	to	the	rich.
I	have	no	children,	by	which	I	can	propose	to	get	a	single	penny;	the
youngest	being	nine	years	old,	and	my	wife	past	child-bearing.



The	18th	Century

ROMANTICISM

(Late	18th	century	-	early	19th	century)

The	age	of	feelings,	turning	away	from	social	control,	a	return	to	a	purer	world
outside	of	civilization,	darkness,	and	gothic	literature.

STUDY:	ANNABEL	LEE	-	EDGAR	ALLAN	POE



Edgar	Allan	Poe,
photographed	by	Edwin	H.

Manchester	(1710).



ANNABEL	LEE
Edgar	Allan	Poe	(1809-1924)

Fishermen	at	Sea,	J.M.W.	Turner	(1796).

IT	WAS	MANY	AND	MANY	A	YEAR	AGO,	
IN	A	KINGDOM	BY	THE	SEA,

THAT	A	MAIDEN	THERE	LIVED	WHOM	YOU	MAY	KNOW
BY	THE	NAME	OF	ANNABEL	LEE;

AND	THIS	MAIDEN	SHE	LIVED	WITH	NO	OTHER	THOUGHT	
THAN	TO	LOVE	AND	BE	LOVED	BY	ME.



I	WAS	A	CHILD	AND	SHE	WAS	A	CHILD,
IN	THIS	KINGDOM	BY	THE	SEA,

BUT	WE	LOVED	WITH	A	LOVE	THAT	WAS	MORE	THAN	LOVE,
I	AND	MY	ANNABEL	LEE;	

WITH	A	LOVE	THAT	THE	WINGED	SERAPHS	OF	HEAVEN	COVETED	HER
AND	ME.

AND	THIS	WAS	THE	REASON	THAT,	LONG	AGO,
IN	THIS	KINGDOM	BY	THE	SEA,

A	WIND	BLEW	OUT	OF	A	CLOUD,	CHILLING	
MY	BEAUTIFUL	ANNABEL	LEE;

SO	THAT	HER	HIGHBORN	KINSMEN	CAME

AND	BORE	HER	AWAY	FROM	ME,
TO	SHUT	HER	UP	IN	A	SEPULCHRE
IN	THIS	KINGDOM	BY	THE	SEA.

THE	ANGELS,	NOT	HALF	SO	HAPPY	IN	HEAVEN,
WENT	ENVYING	HER	AND	ME;

YES!	THAT	WAS	THE	REASON	(AS	ALL	MEN	KNOW,
IN	THIS	KINGDOM	BY	THE	SEA)

THAT	THE	WIND	CAME	OUT	OF	THE	CLOUD	BY	NIGHT,	
CHILLING	AND	KILLING	MY	ANNABEL	LEE.

BUT	OUR	LOVE	IT	WAS	STRONGER	BY	FAR	THAN	THE	LOVE
OF	THOSE	WHO	WERE	OLDER	THAN	WE,

OF	MANY	FAR	WISER	THAN	WE;
AND	NEITHER	THE	ANGELS	IN	HEAVEN	ABOVE,	
NOR	THE	DEMONS	DOWN	UNDER	THE	SEA,

CAN	EVER	DISSEVER	MY	SOUL	FROM	THE	SOUL



OF	THE	BEAUTIFUL	ANNABEL	LEE:

FOR	THE	MOON	NEVER	BEAMS,	WITHOUT	BRINGING	ME	DREAMS

OF	THE	BEAUTIFUL	ANNABEL	LEE;	
AND	THE	STARS	NEVER	RISE,	BUT	I	FEEL	THE	BRIGHT	EYES

OF	THE	BEAUTIFUL	ANNABEL	LEE;
AND	SO,	ALL	THE	NIGHT-TIDE,	I	LIE	DOWN	BY	THE	SIDE
OF	MY	DARLING--MY	DARLING--MY	LIFE	AND	MY	BRIDE,

IN	HER	SEPULCHRE	THERE	BY	THE	SEA,	
IN	HER	TOMB	BY	THE	SOUNDING	SEA.



19th	Century

THE	VICTORIAN	ERA

(1820s-1900)

The	age	of	Queen	Victoria,	social	classism,	industrialization,	conservative
values,	feminism,	&	poetry.	

STUDY:	THE	HUNTING	OF	THE	SNARK	-	LEWIS	CAROLL



Illustrations	for	the	Hunting	of	the	Snark:	From	Fit	the	Fifth	by	Henry
Holiday	(1931).



THE	HUNTING	OF	THE	SNARK
Lewis	Carroll	(1832-1898)

Fit	the	First
THE	LANDING

“JUST	THE	PLACE	FOR	A	SNARK!”	THE	BELLMAN	CRIED,

AS	HE	LANDED	HIS	CREW	WITH	CARE;

SUPPORTING	EACH	MAN	ON	THE	TOP	OF	THE	TIDE

BY	A	FINGER	ENTWINED	IN	HIS	HAIR.

“JUST	THE	PLACE	FOR	A	SNARK!		I	HAVE	SAID	IT	TWICE:

THAT	ALONE	SHOULD	ENCOURAGE	THE	CREW.

JUST	THE	PLACE	FOR	A	SNARK!		I	HAVE	SAID	IT	THRICE:

WHAT	I	TELL	YOU	THREE	TIMES	IS	TRUE.”

THE	CREW	WAS	COMPLETE:	IT	INCLUDED	A	BOOTS--

A	MAKER	OF	BONNETS	AND	HOODS--

A	BARRISTER,	BROUGHT	TO	ARRANGE	THEIR	DISPUTES--

AND	A	BROKER,	TO	VALUE	THEIR	GOODS.

A	BILLIARD-MARKER,	WHOSE	SKILL	WAS	IMMENSE,

MIGHT	PERHAPS	HAVE	WON	MORE	THAN	HIS	SHARE--

BUT	A	BANKER,	ENGAGED	AT	ENORMOUS	EXPENSE,

HAD	THE	WHOLE	OF	THEIR	CASH	IN	HIS	CARE.

THERE	WAS	ALSO	A	BEAVER,	THAT	PACED	ON	THE	DECK,

OR	WOULD	SIT	MAKING	LACE	IN	THE	BOW:

AND	HAD	OFTEN	(THE	BELLMAN	SAID)	SAVED	THEM	FROM	WRECK,



THOUGH	NONE	OF	THE	SAILORS	KNEW	HOW.

THERE	WAS	ONE	WHO	WAS	FAMED	FOR	THE	NUMBER	OF	THINGS

HE	FORGOT	WHEN	HE	ENTERED	THE	SHIP:

HIS	UMBRELLA,	HIS	WATCH,	ALL	HIS	JEWELS	AND	RINGS,

AND	THE	CLOTHES	HE	HAD	BOUGHT	FOR	THE	TRIP.

HE	HAD	FORTY-TWO	BOXES,	ALL	CAREFULLY	PACKED,

WITH	HIS	NAME	PAINTED	CLEARLY	ON	EACH:

BUT,	SINCE	HE	OMITTED	TO	MENTION	THE	FACT,

THEY	WERE	ALL	LEFT	BEHIND	ON	THE	BEACH.

THE	LOSS	OF	HIS	CLOTHES	HARDLY	MATTERED,	BECAUSE

HE	HAD	SEVEN	COATS	ON	WHEN	HE	CAME,

WITH	THREE	PAIRS	OF	BOOTS--BUT	THE	WORST	OF	IT	WAS,

HE	HAD	WHOLLY	FORGOTTEN	HIS	NAME.

HE	WOULD	ANSWER	TO	“HI!”	OR	TO	ANY	LOUD	CRY,

SUCH	AS	“FRY	ME!”	OR	“FRITTER	MY	WIG!”

TO	“WHAT-YOU-MAY-CALL-UM!”	OR	“WHAT-WAS-HIS-NAME!”

BUT	ESPECIALLY	“THING-UM-A-JIG!”

WHILE,	FOR	THOSE	WHO	PREFERRED	A	MORE	FORCIBLE	WORD,

HE	HAD	DIFFERENT	NAMES	FROM	THESE:

HIS	INTIMATE	FRIENDS	CALLED	HIM	“CANDLE-ENDS,”

AND	HIS	ENEMIES	“TOASTED-CHEESE.”

“HIS	FORM	IS	UNGAINLY--HIS	INTELLECT	SMALL--”

(SO	THE	BELLMAN	WOULD	OFTEN	REMARK)

“BUT	HIS	COURAGE	IS	PERFECT!		AND	THAT,	AFTER	ALL,

IS	THE	THING	THAT	ONE	NEEDS	WITH	A	SNARK.”

HE	WOULD	JOKE	WITH	HYENAS,	RETURNING	THEIR	STARE

WITH	AN	IMPUDENT	WAG	OF	THE	HEAD:

AND	HE	ONCE	WENT	A	WALK,	PAW-IN-PAW,	WITH	A	BEAR,

“JUST	TO	KEEP	UP	ITS	SPIRITS,”	HE	SAID.



HE	CAME	AS	A	BAKER:	BUT	OWNED,	WHEN	TOO	LATE--

AND	IT	DROVE	THE	POOR	BELLMAN	HALF-MAD--

HE	COULD	ONLY	BAKE	BRIDECAKE--FOR	WHICH,	I	MAY	STATE,

NO	MATERIALS	WERE	TO	BE	HAD.

THE	LAST	OF	THE	CREW	NEEDS	ESPECIAL	REMARK,

THOUGH	HE	LOOKED	AN	INCREDIBLE	DUNCE:

HE	HAD	JUST	ONE	IDEA--BUT,	THAT	ONE	BEING	“SNARK,”

THE	GOOD	BELLMAN	ENGAGED	HIM	AT	ONCE.

HE	CAME	AS	A	BUTCHER:	BUT	GRAVELY	DECLARED,

WHEN	THE	SHIP	HAD	BEEN	SAILING	A	WEEK,

HE	COULD	ONLY	KILL	BEAVERS.		THE	BELLMAN	LOOKED	SCARED,

AND	WAS	ALMOST	TOO	FRIGHTENED	TO	SPEAK:

BUT	AT	LENGTH	HE	EXPLAINED,	IN	A	TREMULOUS	TONE,

THERE	WAS	ONLY	ONE	BEAVER	ON	BOARD;

AND	THAT	WAS	A	TAME	ONE	HE	HAD	OF	HIS	OWN,

WHOSE	DEATH	WOULD	BE	DEEPLY	DEPLORED.

THE	BEAVER,	WHO	HAPPENED	TO	HEAR	THE	REMARK,

PROTESTED,	WITH	TEARS	IN	ITS	EYES,

THAT	NOT	EVEN	THE	RAPTURE	OF	HUNTING	THE	SNARK

COULD	ATONE	FOR	THAT	DISMAL	SURPRISE!

IT	STRONGLY	ADVISED	THAT	THE	BUTCHER	SHOULD	BE

CONVEYED	IN	A	SEPARATE	SHIP:

BUT	THE	BELLMAN	DECLARED	THAT	WOULD	NEVER	AGREE

WITH	THE	PLANS	HE	HAD	MADE	FOR	THE	TRIP:

NAVIGATION	WAS	ALWAYS	A	DIFFICULT	ART,

THOUGH	WITH	ONLY	ONE	SHIP	AND	ONE	BELL:

AND	HE	FEARED	HE	MUST	REALLY	DECLINE,	FOR	HIS	PART,

UNDERTAKING	ANOTHER	AS	WELL.



THE	BEAVER’S	BEST	COURSE	WAS,	NO	DOUBT,	TO	PROCURE

A	SECOND-HAND	DAGGER-PROOF	COAT--

SO	THE	BAKER	ADVISED	IT--AND	NEXT,	TO	INSURE

ITS	LIFE	IN	SOME	OFFICE	OF	NOTE:

THIS	THE	BANKER	SUGGESTED,	AND	OFFERED	FOR	HIRE

(ON	MODERATE	TERMS),	OR	FOR	SALE,

TWO	EXCELLENT	POLICIES,	ONE	AGAINST	FIRE,

AND	ONE	AGAINST	DAMAGE	FROM	HAIL.

YET	STILL,	EVER	AFTER	THAT	SORROWFUL	DAY,

WHENEVER	THE	BUTCHER	WAS	BY,

THE	BEAVER	KEPT	LOOKING	THE	OPPOSITE	WAY,

AND	APPEARED	UNACCOUNTABLY	SHY.

.	.	.

FIT	THE	SECOND
THE	BELLMAN’S	SPEECH

	

THE	BELLMAN	HIMSELF	THEY	ALL	PRAISED	TO	THE	SKIES--

SUCH	A	CARRIAGE,	SUCH	EASE	AND	SUCH	GRACE!

SUCH	SOLEMNITY,	TOO!		ONE	COULD	SEE	HE	WAS	WISE,

THE	MOMENT	ONE	LOOKED	IN	HIS	FACE!

HE	HAD	BOUGHT	A	LARGE	MAP	REPRESENTING	THE	SEA,

WITHOUT	THE	LEAST	VESTIGE	OF	LAND:

AND	THE	CREW	WERE	MUCH	PLEASED	WHEN	THEY	FOUND	IT	TO	BE

A	MAP	THEY	COULD	ALL	UNDERSTAND.



“WHAT’S	THE	GOOD	OF	MERCATOR’S	NORTH	POLES	AND	EQUATORS,

TROPICS,	ZONES,	AND	MERIDIAN	LINES?”

SO	THE	BELLMAN	WOULD	CRY:	AND	THE	CREW	WOULD	REPLY

“THEY	ARE	MERELY	CONVENTIONAL	SIGNS!

“OTHER	MAPS	ARE	SUCH	SHAPES,	WITH	THEIR	ISLANDS	AND	CAPES!

BUT	WE’VE	GOT	OUR	BRAVE	CAPTAIN	TO	THANK:”

(SO	THE	CREW	WOULD	PROTEST)	“THAT	HE’S	BOUGHT	US	THE	BEST--

A	PERFECT	AND	ABSOLUTE	BLANK!”

THIS	WAS	CHARMING,	NO	DOUBT;	BUT	THEY	SHORTLY	FOUND	OUT

THAT	THE	CAPTAIN	THEY	TRUSTED	SO	WELL

HAD	ONLY	ONE	NOTION	FOR	CROSSING	THE	OCEAN,

AND	THAT	WAS	TO	TINGLE	HIS	BELL.

HE	WAS	THOUGHTFUL	AND	GRAVE--BUT	THE	ORDERS	HE	GAVE

WERE	ENOUGH	TO	BEWILDER	A	CREW.

WHEN	HE	CRIED	“STEER	TO	STARBOARD,	BUT	KEEP	HER	HEAD	LARBOARD!”

WHAT	ON	EARTH	WAS	THE	HELMSMAN	TO	DO?

THEN	THE	BOWSPRIT	GOT	MIXED	WITH	THE	RUDDER	SOMETIMES:

A	THING,	AS	THE	BELLMAN	REMARKED,

THAT	FREQUENTLY	HAPPENS	IN	TROPICAL	CLIMES,

WHEN	A	VESSEL	IS,	SO	TO	SPEAK,	“SNARKED.”

BUT	THE	PRINCIPAL	FAILING	OCCURRED	IN	THE	SAILING,

AND	THE	BELLMAN,	PERPLEXED	AND	DISTRESSED,

SAID	HE	HAD	HOPED,	AT	LEAST,	WHEN	THE	WIND	BLEW	DUE	EAST,

THAT	THE	SHIP	WOULD	NOT	TRAVEL	DUE	WEST!

BUT	THE	DANGER	WAS	PAST--THEY	HAD	LANDED	AT	LAST,

WITH	THEIR	BOXES,	PORTMANTEAUS,	AND	BAGS:

YET	AT	FIRST	SIGHT	THE	CREW	WERE	NOT	PLEASED	WITH	THE	VIEW,

WHICH	CONSISTED	OF	CHASMS	AND	CRAGS.



THE	BELLMAN	PERCEIVED	THAT	THEIR	SPIRITS	WERE	LOW,

AND	REPEATED	IN	MUSICAL	TONE

SOME	JOKES	HE	HAD	KEPT	FOR	A	SEASON	OF	WOE--

BUT	THE	CREW	WOULD	DO	NOTHING	BUT	GROAN.

HE	SERVED	OUT	SOME	GROG	WITH	A	LIBERAL	HAND,

AND	BADE	THEM	SIT	DOWN	ON	THE	BEACH:

AND	THEY	COULD	NOT	BUT	OWN	THAT	THEIR	CAPTAIN	LOOKED	GRAND,

AS	HE	STOOD	AND	DELIVERED	HIS	SPEECH.

“FRIENDS,	ROMANS,	AND	COUNTRYMEN,	LEND	ME	YOUR	EARS!”

(THEY	WERE	ALL	OF	THEM	FOND	OF	QUOTATIONS:

SO	THEY	DRANK	TO	HIS	HEALTH,	AND	THEY	GAVE	HIM	THREE	CHEERS,

WHILE	HE	SERVED	OUT	ADDITIONAL	RATIONS).

“WE	HAVE	SAILED	MANY	MONTHS,	WE	HAVE	SAILED	MANY	WEEKS,

(FOUR	WEEKS	TO	THE	MONTH	YOU	MAY	MARK),

BUT	NEVER	AS	YET	[‘TIS	YOUR	CAPTAIN	WHO	SPEAKS)

HAVE	WE	CAUGHT	THE	LEAST	GLIMPSE	OF	A	SNARK!

“WE	HAVE	SAILED	MANY	WEEKS,	WE	HAVE	SAILED	MANY	DAYS,

(SEVEN	DAYS	TO	THE	WEEK	I	ALLOW),

BUT	A	SNARK,	ON	THE	WHICH	WE	MIGHT	LOVINGLY	GAZE,

WE	HAVE	NEVER	BEHELD	TILL	NOW!

“COME,	LISTEN,	MY	MEN,	WHILE	I	TELL	YOU	AGAIN

THE	FIVE	UNMISTAKABLE	MARKS

BY	WHICH	YOU	MAY	KNOW,	WHERESOEVER	YOU	GO,

THE	WARRANTED	GENUINE	SNARKS.

“LET	US	TAKE	THEM	IN	ORDER.	THE	FIRST	IS	THE	TASTE,

WHICH	IS	MEAGRE	AND	HOLLOW,	BUT	CRISP:

LIKE	A	COAT	THAT	IS	RATHER	TOO	TIGHT	IN	THE	WAIST,

WITH	A	FLAVOUR	OF	WILL-O’-THE-WISP.

“ITS	HABIT	OF	GETTING	UP	LATE	YOU’LL	AGREE



THAT	IT	CARRIES	TOO	FAR,	WHEN	I	SAY

THAT	IT	FREQUENTLY	BREAKFASTS	AT	FIVE-O’CLOCK	TEA,

AND	DINES	ON	THE	FOLLOWING	DAY.

“THE	THIRD	IS	ITS	SLOWNESS	IN	TAKING	A	JEST.

SHOULD	YOU	HAPPEN	TO	VENTURE	ON	ONE,

IT	WILL	SIGH	LIKE	A	THING	THAT	IS	DEEPLY	DISTRESSED:

AND	IT	ALWAYS	LOOKS	GRAVE	AT	A	PUN.

“THE	FOURTH	IS	ITS	FONDNESS	FOR	BATHING-MACHINES,

WHICH	IS	CONSTANTLY	CARRIES	ABOUT,

AND	BELIEVES	THAT	THEY	ADD	TO	THE	BEAUTY	OF	SCENES--

A	SENTIMENT	OPEN	TO	DOUBT.

“THE	FIFTH	IS	AMBITION.		IT	NEXT	WILL	BE	RIGHT

TO	DESCRIBE	EACH	PARTICULAR	BATCH:

DISTINGUISHING	THOSE	THAT	HAVE	FEATHERS,	AND	BITE,

AND	THOSE	THAT	HAVE	WHISKERS,	AND	SCRATCH.

“FOR,	ALTHOUGH	COMMON	SNARKS	DO	NO	MANNER	OF	HARM,

YET,	I	FEEL	IT	MY	DUTY	TO	SAY,

SOME	ARE	BOOJUMS--”	THE	BELLMAN	BROKE	OFF	IN	ALARM,

FOR	THE	BAKER	HAD	FAINTED	AWAY.

.	.	.

FIT	THE	THIRD

THE	BAKER’S	TALE

THEY	ROUSED	HIM	WITH	MUFFINS--THEY	ROUSED	HIM	WITH	ICE--



THEY	ROUSED	HIM	WITH	MUSTARD	AND	CRESS--

THEY	ROUSED	HIM	WITH	JAM	AND	JUDICIOUS	ADVICE--

THEY	SET	HIM	CONUNDRUMS	TO	GUESS.

WHEN	AT	LENGTH	HE	SAT	UP	AND	WAS	ABLE	TO	SPEAK,

HIS	SAD	STORY	HE	OFFERED	TO	TELL;

AND	THE	BELLMAN	CRIED	“SILENCE!		NOT	EVEN	A	SHRIEK!”

AND	EXCITEDLY	TINGLED	HIS	BELL.

THERE	WAS	SILENCE	SUPREME!		NOT	A	SHRIEK,	NOT	A	SCREAM,

SCARCELY	EVEN	A	HOWL	OR	A	GROAN,

AS	THE	MAN	THEY	CALLED	“HO!”	TOLD	HIS	STORY	OF	WOE

IN	AN	ANTEDILUVIAN	TONE.

“MY	FATHER	AND	MOTHER	WERE	HONEST,	THOUGH	POOR--”

“SKIP	ALL	THAT!”	CRIED	THE	BELLMAN	IN	HASTE.

“IF	IT	ONCE	BECOMES	DARK,	THERE’S	NO	CHANCE	OF	A	SNARK--

WE	HAVE	HARDLY	A	MINUTE	TO	WASTE!”

“I	SKIP	FORTY	YEARS,”	SAID	THE	BAKER,	IN	TEARS,

“AND	PROCEED	WITHOUT	FURTHER	REMARK

TO	THE	DAY	WHEN	YOU	TOOK	ME	ABOARD	OF	YOUR	SHIP

TO	HELP	YOU	IN	HUNTING	THE	SNARK.

“A	DEAR	UNCLE	OF	MINE	(AFTER	WHOM	I	WAS	NAMED)

REMARKED,	WHEN	I	BADE	HIM	FAREWELL--”

“OH,	SKIP	YOUR	DEAR	UNCLE!”	THE	BELLMAN	EXCLAIMED,

AS	HE	ANGRILY	TINGLED	HIS	BELL.

“HE	REMARKED	TO	ME	THEN,”	SAID	THAT	MILDEST	OF	MEN,

“‘IF	YOUR	SNARK	BE	A	SNARK,	THAT	IS	RIGHT:

FETCH	IT	HOME	BY	ALL	MEANS--YOU	MAY	SERVE	IT	WITH	GREENS,

AND	IT’S	HANDY	FOR	STRIKING	A	LIGHT.

“‘YOU	MAY	SEEK	IT	WITH	THIMBLES--AND	SEEK	IT	WITH	CARE;

YOU	MAY	HUNT	IT	WITH	FORKS	AND	HOPE;



YOU	MAY	THREATEN	ITS	LIFE	WITH	A	RAILWAY-SHARE;

YOU	MAY	CHARM	IT	WITH	SMILES	AND	SOAP--’”

(“THAT’S	EXACTLY	THE	METHOD,”	THE	BELLMAN	BOLD

IN	A	HASTY	PARENTHESIS	CRIED,

“THAT’S	EXACTLY	THE	WAY	I	HAVE	ALWAYS	BEEN	TOLD

THAT	THE	CAPTURE	OF	SNARKS	SHOULD	BE	TRIED!”)

“‘BUT	OH,	BEAMISH	NEPHEW,	BEWARE	OF	THE	DAY,

IF	YOUR	SNARK	BE	A	BOOJUM!		FOR	THEN

YOU	WILL	SOFTLY	AND	SUDDENLY	VANISH	AWAY,

AND	NEVER	BE	MET	WITH	AGAIN!’

“IT	IS	THIS,	IT	IS	THIS	THAT	OPPRESSES	MY	SOUL,

WHEN	I	THINK	OF	MY	UNCLE’S	LAST	WORDS:

AND	MY	HEART	IS	LIKE	NOTHING	SO	MUCH	AS	A	BOWL

BRIMMING	OVER	WITH	QUIVERING	CURDS!

“IT	IS	THIS,	IT	IS	THIS--”	“WE	HAVE	HAD	THAT	BEFORE!”

THE	BELLMAN	INDIGNANTLY	SAID.

AND	THE	BAKER	REPLIED	“LET	ME	SAY	IT	ONCE	MORE.

IT	IS	THIS,	IT	IS	THIS	THAT	I	DREAD!

“I	ENGAGE	WITH	THE	SNARK--EVERY	NIGHT	AFTER	DARK--

IN	A	DREAMY	DELIRIOUS	FIGHT:

I	SERVE	IT	WITH	GREENS	IN	THOSE	SHADOWY	SCENES,

AND	I	USE	IT	FOR	STRIKING	A	LIGHT:

“BUT	IF	EVER	I	MEET	WITH	A	BOOJUM,	THAT	DAY,

IN	A	MOMENT	(OF	THIS	I	AM	SURE),

I	SHALL	SOFTLY	AND	SUDDENLY	VANISH	AWAY--

AND	THE	NOTION	I	CANNOT	ENDURE!”



.	.	.

FIT	THE	FOURTH
THE	HUNTING

THE	BELLMAN	LOOKED	HUFFISH,	AND	WRINKLED	HIS	BROW.

“IF	ONLY	YOU’D	SPOKEN	BEFORE!

IT’S	EXCESSIVELY	AWKWARD	TO	MENTION	IT	NOW,

WITH	THE	SNARK,	SO	TO	SPEAK,	AT	THE	DOOR!

“WE	SHOULD	ALL	OF	US	GRIEVE,	AS	YOU	WELL	MAY	BELIEVE,

IF	YOU	NEVER	WERE	MET	WITH	AGAIN--

BUT	SURELY,	MY	MAN,	WHEN	THE	VOYAGE	BEGAN,

YOU	MIGHT	HAVE	SUGGESTED	IT	THEN?

“IT’S	EXCESSIVELY	AWKWARD	TO	MENTION	IT	NOW--

AS	I	THINK	I’VE	ALREADY	REMARKED.”

AND	THE	MAN	THEY	CALLED	“HI!”	REPLIED,	WITH	A	SIGH,

“I	INFORMED	YOU	THE	DAY	WE	EMBARKED.

“YOU	MAY	CHARGE	ME	WITH	MURDER--OR	WANT	OF	SENSE--

(WE	ARE	ALL	OF	US	WEAK	AT	TIMES):

BUT	THE	SLIGHTEST	APPROACH	TO	A	FALSE	PRETENCE

WAS	NEVER	AMONG	MY	CRIMES!

“I	SAID	IT	IN	HEBREW--I	SAID	IT	IN	DUTCH--

I	SAID	IT	IN	GERMAN	AND	GREEK:

BUT	I	WHOLLY	FORGOT	(AND	IT	VEXES	ME	MUCH)

THAT	ENGLISH	IS	WHAT	YOU	SPEAK!”

“‘TIS	A	PITIFUL	TALE,”	SAID	THE	BELLMAN,	WHOSE	FACE



HAD	GROWN	LONGER	AT	EVERY	WORD:

“BUT,	NOW	THAT	YOU’VE	STATED	THE	WHOLE	OF	YOUR	CASE,

MORE	DEBATE	WOULD	BE	SIMPLY	ABSURD.

“THE	REST	OF	MY	SPEECH”	(HE	EXPLAINED	TO	HIS	MEN)

“YOU	SHALL	HEAR	WHEN	I’VE	LEISURE	TO	SPEAK	IT.

BUT	THE	SNARK	IS	AT	HAND,	LET	ME	TELL	YOU	AGAIN!

‘TIS	YOUR	GLORIOUS	DUTY	TO	SEEK	IT!

“TO	SEEK	IT	WITH	THIMBLES,	TO	SEEK	IT	WITH	CARE;

TO	PURSUE	IT	WITH	FORKS	AND	HOPE;

TO	THREATEN	ITS	LIFE	WITH	A	RAILWAY-SHARE;

TO	CHARM	IT	WITH	SMILES	AND	SOAP!

“FOR	THE	SNARK’S	A	PECULIAR	CREATURE,	THAT	WON’T

BE	CAUGHT	IN	A	COMMONPLACE	WAY.

DO	ALL	THAT	YOU	KNOW,	AND	TRY	ALL	THAT	YOU	DON’T:

NOT	A	CHANCE	MUST	BE	WASTED	TO-DAY!

“FOR	ENGLAND	EXPECTS--I	FORBEAR	TO	PROCEED:

‘TIS	A	MAXIM	TREMENDOUS,	BUT	TRITE:

AND	YOU’D	BEST	BE	UNPACKING	THE	THINGS	THAT	YOU	NEED

TO	RIG	YOURSELVES	OUT	FOR	THE	FIGHT.”

THEN	THE	BANKER	ENDORSED	A	BLANK	CHEQUE	(WHICH	HE	CROSSED),

AND	CHANGED	HIS	LOOSE	SILVER	FOR	NOTES.

THE	BAKER	WITH	CARE	COMBED	HIS	WHISKERS	AND	HAIR,

AND	SHOOK	THE	DUST	OUT	OF	HIS	COATS.

THE	BOOTS	AND	THE	BROKER	WERE	SHARPENING	A	SPADE--

EACH	WORKING	THE	GRINDSTONE	IN	TURN:

BUT	THE	BEAVER	WENT	ON	MAKING	LACE,	AND	DISPLAYED

NO	INTEREST	IN	THE	CONCERN:

THOUGH	THE	BARRISTER	TRIED	TO	APPEAL	TO	ITS	PRIDE,

AND	VAINLY	PROCEEDED	TO	CITE



A	NUMBER	OF	CASES,	IN	WHICH	MAKING	LACES

HAD	BEEN	PROVED	AN	INFRINGEMENT	OF	RIGHT.

THE	MAKER	OF	BONNETS	FEROCIOUSLY	PLANNED

A	NOVEL	ARRANGEMENT	OF	BOWS:

WHILE	THE	BILLIARD-MARKER	WITH	QUIVERING	HAND

WAS	CHALKING	THE	TIP	OF	HIS	NOSE.

BUT	THE	BUTCHER	TURNED	NERVOUS,	AND	DRESSED	HIMSELF	FINE,

WITH	YELLOW	KID	GLOVES	AND	A	RUFF--

SAID	HE	FELT	IT	EXACTLY	LIKE	GOING	TO	DINE,

WHICH	THE	BELLMAN	DECLARED	WAS	ALL	“STUFF.”

“INTRODUCE	ME,	NOW	THERE’S	A	GOOD	FELLOW,”	HE	SAID,

“IF	WE	HAPPEN	TO	MEET	IT	TOGETHER!”

AND	THE	BELLMAN,	SAGACIOUSLY	NODDING	HIS	HEAD,

SAID	“THAT	MUST	DEPEND	ON	THE	WEATHER.”

THE	BEAVER	WENT	SIMPLY	GALUMPHING	ABOUT,

AT	SEEING	THE	BUTCHER	SO	SHY:

AND	EVEN	THE	BAKER,	THOUGH	STUPID	AND	STOUT,

MADE	AN	EFFORT	TO	WINK	WITH	ONE	EYE.

“BE	A	MAN!”	SAID	THE	BELLMAN	IN	WRATH,	AS	HE	HEARD

THE	BUTCHER	BEGINNING	TO	SOB.

“SHOULD	WE	MEET	WITH	A	JUBJUB,	THAT	DESPERATE	BIRD,

WE	SHALL	NEED	ALL	OUR	STRENGTH	FOR	THE	JOB!”

.	.	.

FIT	THE	FIFTH



THE	BEAVER’S	LESSON

THEY	SOUGHT	IT	WITH	THIMBLES,	THEY	SOUGHT	IT	WITH	CARE;

THEY	PURSUED	IT	WITH	FORKS	AND	HOPE;

THEY	THREATENED	ITS	LIFE	WITH	A	RAILWAY-SHARE;

THEY	CHARMED	IT	WITH	SMILES	AND	SOAP.

THEN	THE	BUTCHER	CONTRIVED	AN	INGENIOUS	PLAN

FOR	MAKING	A	SEPARATE	SALLY;

AND	HAD	FIXED	ON	A	SPOT	UNFREQUENTED	BY	MAN,

A	DISMAL	AND	DESOLATE	VALLEY.

BUT	THE	VERY	SAME	PLAN	TO	THE	BEAVER	OCCURRED:

IT	HAD	CHOSEN	THE	VERY	SAME	PLACE:

YET	NEITHER	BETRAYED,	BY	A	SIGN	OR	A	WORD,

THE	DISGUST	THAT	APPEARED	IN	HIS	FACE.

EACH	THOUGHT	HE	WAS	THINKING	OF	NOTHING	BUT	“SNARK”

AND	THE	GLORIOUS	WORK	OF	THE	DAY;

AND	EACH	TRIED	TO	PRETEND	THAT	HE	DID	NOT	REMARK

THAT	THE	OTHER	WAS	GOING	THAT	WAY.

BUT	THE	VALLEY	GREW	NARROW	AND	NARROWER	STILL,

AND	THE	EVENING	GOT	DARKER	AND	COLDER,

TILL	(MERELY	FROM	NERVOUSNESS,	NOT	FROM	GOODWILL)

THEY	MARCHED	ALONG	SHOULDER	TO	SHOULDER.

THEN	A	SCREAM,	SHRILL	AND	HIGH,	RENT	THE	SHUDDERING	SKY,

AND	THEY	KNEW	THAT	SOME	DANGER	WAS	NEAR:

THE	BEAVER	TURNED	PALE	TO	THE	TIP	OF	ITS	TAIL,

AND	EVEN	THE	BUTCHER	FELT	QUEER.

HE	THOUGHT	OF	HIS	CHILDHOOD,	LEFT	FAR	FAR	BEHIND--

THAT	BLISSFUL	AND	INNOCENT	STATE--

THE	SOUND	SO	EXACTLY	RECALLED	TO	HIS	MIND



A	PENCIL	THAT	SQUEAKS	ON	A	SLATE!

“‘TIS	THE	VOICE	OF	THE	JUBJUB!”	HE	SUDDENLY	CRIED.

(THIS	MAN,	THAT	THEY	USED	TO	CALL	“DUNCE.”)

“AS	THE	BELLMAN	WOULD	TELL	YOU,”	HE	ADDED	WITH	PRIDE,

“I	HAVE	UTTERED	THAT	SENTIMENT	ONCE.

“‘TIS	THE	NOTE	OF	THE	JUBJUB!	KEEP	COUNT,	I	ENTREAT;

YOU	WILL	FIND	I	HAVE	TOLD	IT	YOU	TWICE.

‘TIS	THE	SONG	OF	THE	JUBJUB!	THE	PROOF	IS	COMPLETE,

IF	ONLY	I’VE	STATED	IT	THRICE.”

THE	BEAVER	HAD	COUNTED	WITH	SCRUPULOUS	CARE,

ATTENDING	TO	EVERY	WORD:

BUT	IT	FAIRLY	LOST	HEART,	AND	OUTGRABE	IN	DESPAIR,

WHEN	THE	THIRD	REPETITION	OCCURRED.

IT	FELT	THAT,	IN	SPITE	OF	ALL	POSSIBLE	PAINS,

IT	HAD	SOMEHOW	CONTRIVED	TO	LOSE	COUNT,

AND	THE	ONLY	THING	NOW	WAS	TO	RACK	ITS	POOR	BRAINS

BY	RECKONING	UP	THE	AMOUNT.

“TWO	ADDED	TO	ONE--IF	THAT	COULD	BUT	BE	DONE,”

IT	SAID,	“WITH	ONE’S	FINGERS	AND	THUMBS!”

RECOLLECTING	WITH	TEARS	HOW,	IN	EARLIER	YEARS,

IT	HAD	TAKEN	NO	PAINS	WITH	ITS	SUMS.

“THE	THING	CAN	BE	DONE,”	SAID	THE	BUTCHER,	“I	THINK.

THE	THING	MUST	BE	DONE,	I	AM	SURE.

THE	THING	SHALL	BE	DONE!		BRING	ME	PAPER	AND	INK,

THE	BEST	THERE	IS	TIME	TO	PROCURE.”

THE	BEAVER	BROUGHT	PAPER,	PORTFOLIO,	PENS,

AND	INK	IN	UNFAILING	SUPPLIES:

WHILE	STRANGE	CREEPY	CREATURES	CAME	OUT	OF	THEIR	DENS,

AND	WATCHED	THEM	WITH	WONDERING	EYES.



SO	ENGROSSED	WAS	THE	BUTCHER,	HE	HEEDED	THEM	NOT,

AS	HE	WROTE	WITH	A	PEN	IN	EACH	HAND,

AND	EXPLAINED	ALL	THE	WHILE	IN	A	POPULAR	STYLE

WHICH	THE	BEAVER	COULD	WELL	UNDERSTAND.

“TAKING	THREE	AS	THE	SUBJECT	TO	REASON	ABOUT--

A	CONVENIENT	NUMBER	TO	STATE--

WE	ADD	SEVEN,	AND	TEN,	AND	THEN	MULTIPLY	OUT

BY	ONE	THOUSAND	DIMINISHED	BY	EIGHT.

“THE	RESULT	WE	PROCEED	TO	DIVIDE,	AS	YOU	SEE,

BY	NINE	HUNDRED	AND	NINETY	TWO:

THEN	SUBTRACT	SEVENTEEN,	AND	THE	ANSWER	MUST	BE

									EXACTLY	AND	PERFECTLY	TRUE.

“THE	METHOD	EMPLOYED	I	WOULD	GLADLY	EXPLAIN,

WHILE	I	HAVE	IT	SO	CLEAR	IN	MY	HEAD,

IF	I	HAD	BUT	THE	TIME	AND	YOU	HAD	BUT	THE	BRAIN--

BUT	MUCH	YET	REMAINS	TO	BE	SAID.

“IN	ONE	MOMENT	I’VE	SEEN	WHAT	HAS	HITHERTO	BEEN

ENVELOPED	IN	ABSOLUTE	MYSTERY,

AND	WITHOUT	EXTRA	CHARGE	I	WILL	GIVE	YOU	AT	LARGE

A	LESSON	IN	NATURAL	HISTORY.”

IN	HIS	GENIAL	WAY	HE	PROCEEDED	TO	SAY

(FORGETTING	ALL	LAWS	OF	PROPRIETY,

AND	THAT	GIVING	INSTRUCTION,	WITHOUT	INTRODUCTION,

WOULD	HAVE	CAUSED	QUITE	A	THRILL	IN	SOCIETY),

“AS	TO	TEMPER	THE	JUBJUB’S	A	DESPERATE	BIRD,

SINCE	IT	LIVES	IN	PERPETUAL	PASSION:

ITS	TASTE	IN	COSTUME	IS	ENTIRELY	ABSURD--

IT	IS	AGES	AHEAD	OF	THE	FASHION:



“BUT	IT	KNOWS	ANY	FRIEND	IT	HAS	MET	ONCE	BEFORE:

IT	NEVER	WILL	LOOK	AT	A	BRIBE:

AND	IN	CHARITY-MEETINGS	IT	STANDS	AT	THE	DOOR,

AND	COLLECTS--THOUGH	IT	DOES	NOT	SUBSCRIBE.

“ITS’	FLAVOUR	WHEN	COOKED	IS	MORE	EXQUISITE	FAR

THAN	MUTTON,	OR	OYSTERS,	OR	EGGS:

(SOME	THINK	IT	KEEPS	BEST	IN	AN	IVORY	JAR,

AND	SOME,	IN	MAHOGANY	KEGS:)

“YOU	BOIL	IT	IN	SAWDUST:	YOU	SALT	IT	IN	GLUE:

YOU	CONDENSE	IT	WITH	LOCUSTS	AND	TAPE:

STILL	KEEPING	ONE	PRINCIPAL	OBJECT	IN	VIEW--

TO	PRESERVE	ITS	SYMMETRICAL	SHAPE.”

THE	BUTCHER	WOULD	GLADLY	HAVE	TALKED	TILL	NEXT	DAY,

BUT	HE	FELT	THAT	THE	LESSON	MUST	END,

AND	HE	WEPT	WITH	DELIGHT	IN	ATTEMPTING	TO	SAY

HE	CONSIDERED	THE	BEAVER	HIS	FRIEND.

WHILE	THE	BEAVER	CONFESSED,	WITH	AFFECTIONATE	LOOKS

MORE	ELOQUENT	EVEN	THAN	TEARS,

IT	HAD	LEARNED	IN	TEN	MINUTES	FAR	MORE	THAN	ALL	BOOKS

WOULD	HAVE	TAUGHT	IT	IN	SEVENTY	YEARS.

THEY	RETURNED	HAND-IN-HAND,	AND	THE	BELLMAN,UNMANNED

(FOR	A	MOMENT)	WITH	NOBLE	EMOTION,

SAID	“THIS	AMPLY	REPAYS	ALL	THE	WEARISOME	DAYS

WE	HAVE	SPENT	ON	THE	BILLOWY	OCEAN!”

SUCH	FRIENDS,	AS	THE	BEAVER	AND	BUTCHER	BECAME,

HAVE	SELDOM	IF	EVER	BEEN	KNOWN;

IN	WINTER	OR	SUMMER,	‘TWAS	ALWAYS	THE	SAME--

YOU	COULD	NEVER	MEET	EITHER	ALONE.

AND	WHEN	QUARRELS	AROSE--AS	ONE	FREQUENTLY	FINDS



QUARRELS	WILL,	SPITE	OF	EVERY	ENDEAVOUR--

THE	SONG	OF	THE	JUBJUB	RECURRED	TO	THEIR	MINDS,

AND	CEMENTED	THEIR	FRIENDSHIP	FOR	EVER!

.	.	.

FIT	THE	SIXTH
THE	BARRISTER’S	DREAM

THEY	SOUGHT	IT	WITH	THIMBLES,	THEY	SOUGHT	IT	WITH	CARE;

THEY	PURSUED	IT	WITH	FORKS	AND	HOPE;

THEY	THREATENED	ITS	LIFE	WITH	A	RAILWAY-SHARE;

THEY	CHARMED	IT	WITH	SMILES	AND	SOAP.

BUT	THE	BARRISTER,	WEARY	OF	PROVING	IN	VAIN

THAT	THE	BEAVER’S	LACE-MAKING	WAS	WRONG,

FELL	ASLEEP,	AND	IN	DREAMS	SAW	THE	CREATURE	QUITE	PLAIN

THAT	HIS	FANCY	HAD	DWELT	ON	SO	LONG.

HE	DREAMED	THAT	HE	STOOD	IN	A	SHADOWY	COURT,

WHERE	THE	SNARK,	WITH	A	GLASS	IN	ITS	EYE,

DRESSED	IN	GOWN,	BANDS,	AND	WIG,	WAS	DEFENDING	A	PIG

ON	THE	CHARGE	OF	DESERTING	ITS	STY.

THE	WITNESSES	PROVED,	WITHOUT	ERROR	OR	FLAW,

THAT	THE	STY	WAS	DESERTED	WHEN	FOUND:

AND	THE	JUDGE	KEPT	EXPLAINING	THE	STATE	OF	THE	LAW

IN	A	SOFT	UNDER-CURRENT	OF	SOUND.

THE	INDICTMENT	HAD	NEVER	BEEN	CLEARLY	EXPRESSED,



AND	IT	SEEMED	THAT	THE	SNARK	HAD	BEGUN,

AND	HAD	SPOKEN	THREE	HOURS,	BEFORE	ANY	ONE	GUESSED

WHAT	THE	PIG	WAS	SUPPOSED	TO	HAVE	DONE.

THE	JURY	HAD	EACH	FORMED	A	DIFFERENT	VIEW

(LONG	BEFORE	THE	INDICTMENT	WAS	READ),

AND	THEY	ALL	SPOKE	AT	ONCE,	SO	THAT	NONE	OF	THEM	KNEW

ONE	WORD	THAT	THE	OTHERS	HAD	SAID.

“YOU	MUST	KNOW--”	SAID	THE	JUDGE:	BUT	THE	SNARK	EXCLAIMED	“FUDGE!”

THAT	STATUTE	IS	OBSOLETE	QUITE!

LET	ME	TELL	YOU,	MY	FRIENDS,	THE	WHOLE	QUESTION	DEPENDS

ON	AN	ANCIENT	MANORIAL	RIGHT.

“IN	THE	MATTER	OF	TREASON	THE	PIG	WOULD	APPEAR

TO	HAVE	AIDED,	BUT	SCARCELY	ABETTED:

WHILE	THE	CHARGE	OF	INSOLVENCY	FAILS,	IT	IS	CLEAR,

IF	YOU	GRANT	THE	PLEA	‘NEVER	INDEBTED.’

“THE	FACT	OF	DESERTION	I	WILL	NOT	DISPUTE;

BUT	ITS	GUILT,	AS	I	TRUST,	IS	REMOVED

(SO	FAR	AS	RELATED	TO	THE	COSTS	OF	THIS	SUIT)

BY	THE	ALIBI	WHICH	HAS	BEEN	PROVED.

“MY	POOR	CLIENT’S	FATE	NOW	DEPENDS	ON	YOUR	VOTES.”

HERE	THE	SPEAKER	SAT	DOWN	IN	HIS	PLACE,

AND	DIRECTED	THE	JUDGE	TO	REFER	TO	HIS	NOTES

AND	BRIEFLY	TO	SUM	UP	THE	CASE.

BUT	THE	JUDGE	SAID	HE	NEVER	HAD	SUMMED	UP	BEFORE;

SO	THE	SNARK	UNDERTOOK	IT	INSTEAD,

AND	SUMMED	IT	SO	WELL	THAT	IT	CAME	TO	FAR	MORE

THAN	THE	WITNESSES	EVER	HAD	SAID!

WHEN	THE	VERDICT	WAS	CALLED	FOR,	THE	JURY	DECLINED,

AS	THE	WORD	WAS	SO	PUZZLING	TO	SPELL;



BUT	THEY	VENTURED	TO	HOPE	THAT	THE	SNARK	WOULDN’T	MIND

UNDERTAKING	THAT	DUTY	AS	WELL.

SO	THE	SNARK	FOUND	THE	VERDICT,	ALTHOUGH,	AS	IT	OWNED,

IT	WAS	SPENT	WITH	THE	TOILS	OF	THE	DAY:

WHEN	IT	SAID	THE	WORD	“GUILTY!”	THE	JURY	ALL	GROANED,

AND	SOME	OF	THEM	FAINTED	AWAY.

THEN	THE	SNARK	PRONOUNCED	SENTENCE,	THE	JUDGE	BEING	QUITE

TOO	NERVOUS	TO	UTTER	A	WORD:

WHEN	IT	ROSE	TO	ITS	FEET,	THERE	WAS	SILENCE	LIKE	NIGHT,

AND	THE	FALL	OF	A	PIN	MIGHT	BE	HEARD.

“TRANSPORTATION	FOR	LIFE”	WAS	THE	SENTENCE	IT	GAVE,

“AND	_THEN_	TO	BE	FINED	FORTY	POUND.”

THE	JURY	ALL	CHEERED,	THOUGH	THE	JUDGE	SAID	HE	FEARED

THAT	THE	PHRASE	WAS	NOT	LEGALLY	SOUND.

BUT	THEIR	WILD	EXULTATION	WAS	SUDDENLY	CHECKED

WHEN	THE	JAILER	INFORMED	THEM,	WITH	TEARS,

SUCH	A	SENTENCE	WOULD	HAVE	NOT	THE	SLIGHTEST	EFFECT,

AS	THE	PIG	HAD	BEEN	DEAD	FOR	SOME	YEARS.

THE	JUDGE	LEFT	THE	COURT,	LOOKING	DEEPLY	DISGUSTED:

BUT	THE	SNARK,	THOUGH	A	LITTLE	AGHAST,

AS	THE	LAWYER	TO	WHOM	THE	DEFENSE	WAS	ENTRUSTED,

WENT	BELLOWING	ON	TO	THE	LAST.

THUS	THE	BARRISTER	DREAMED,	WHILE	THE	BELLOWING	SEEMED

TO	GROW	EVERY	MOMENT	MORE	CLEAR:

TILL	HE	WOKE	TO	THE	KNELL	OF	A	FURIOUS	BELL,

WHICH	THE	BELLMAN	RANG	CLOSE	AT	HIS	EAR.



.	.	.

FIT	THE	SEVENTH
THE	BANKER’S	FATE

THEY	SOUGHT	IT	WITH	THIMBLES,	THEY	SOUGHT	IT	WITH	CARE;

THEY	PURSUED	IT	WITH	FORKS	AND	HOPE;

THEY	THREATENED	ITS	LIFE	WITH	A	RAILWAY-SHARE;

THEY	CHARMED	IT	WITH	SMILES	AND	SOAP.

AND	THE	BANKER,	INSPIRED	WITH	A	COURAGE	SO	NEW

IT	WAS	MATTER	FOR	GENERAL	REMARK,

RUSHED	MADLY	AHEAD	AND	WAS	LOST	TO	THEIR	VIEW

IN	HIS	ZEAL	TO	DISCOVER	THE	SNARK

BUT	WHILE	HE	WAS	SEEKING	WITH	THIMBLES	AND	CARE,

A	BANDERSNATCH	SWIFTLY	DREW	NIGH

AND	GRABBED	AT	THE	BANKER,	WHO	SHRIEKED	IN	DESPAIR,

FOR	HE	KNEW	IT	WAS	USELESS	TO	FLY.

HE	OFFERED	LARGE	DISCOUNT--HE	OFFERED	A	CHEQUE

(DRAWN	“TO	BEARER”)	FOR	SEVEN-POUNDS-TEN:

BUT	THE	BANDERSNATCH	MERELY	EXTENDED	ITS	NECK

AND	GRABBED	AT	THE	BANKER	AGAIN.

WITHOUT	REST	OR	PAUSE--WHILE	THOSE	FRUMIOUS	JAWS

WENT	SAVAGELY	SNAPPING	AROUND--

HE	SKIPPED	AND	HE	HOPPED,	AND	HE	FLOUNDERED	AND	FLOPPED,

TILL	FAINTING	HE	FELL	TO	THE	GROUND.

THE	BANDERSNATCH	FLED	AS	THE	OTHERS	APPEARED



LED	ON	BY	THAT	FEAR-STRICKEN	YELL:

AND	THE	BELLMAN	REMARKED	“IT	IS	JUST	AS	I	FEARED!”

AND	SOLEMNLY	TOLLED	ON	HIS	BELL.

HE	WAS	BLACK	IN	THE	FACE,	AND	THEY	SCARCELY	COULD	TRACE

THE	LEAST	LIKENESS	TO	WHAT	HE	HAD	BEEN:

WHILE	SO	GREAT	WAS	HIS	FRIGHT	THAT	HIS	WAISTCOAT	TURNED	WHITE--

A	WONDERFUL	THING	TO	BE	SEEN!

TO	THE	HORROR	OF	ALL	WHO	WERE	PRESENT	THAT	DAY.

HE	UPROSE	IN	FULL	EVENING	DRESS,

AND	WITH	SENSELESS	GRIMACES	ENDEAVOURED	TO	SAY

WHAT	HIS	TONGUE	COULD	NO	LONGER	EXPRESS.

DOWN	HE	SANK	IN	A	CHAIR--RAN	HIS	HANDS	THROUGH	HIS	HAIR--

AND	CHANTED	IN	MIMSIEST	TONES

WORDS	WHOSE	UTTER	INANITY	PROVED	HIS	INSANITY,

WHILE	HE	RATTLED	A	COUPLE	OF	BONES.

“LEAVE	HIM	HERE	TO	HIS	FATE--IT	IS	GETTING	SO	LATE!”

THE	BELLMAN	EXCLAIMED	IN	A	FRIGHT.

“WE	HAVE	LOST	HALF	THE	DAY.		ANY	FURTHER	DELAY,

AND	WE	SHA’NT	CATCH	A	SNARK	BEFORE	NIGHT!”

.	.	.

FIT	THE	EIGHTH

THE	VANISHING



THEY	SOUGHT	IT	WITH	THIMBLES,	THEY	SOUGHT	IT	WITH	CARE;

THEY	PURSUED	IT	WITH	FORKS	AND	HOPE;

THEY	THREATENED	ITS	LIFE	WITH	A	RAILWAY-SHARE;

THEY	CHARMED	IT	WITH	SMILES	AND	SOAP.

THEY	SHUDDERED	TO	THINK	THAT	THE	CHASE	MIGHT	FAIL,

AND	THE	BEAVER,	EXCITED	AT	LAST,

WENT	BOUNDING	ALONG	ON	THE	TIP	OF	ITS	TAIL,

FOR	THE	DAYLIGHT	WAS	NEARLY	PAST.

“THERE	IS	THINGUMBOB	SHOUTING!”	THE	BELLMAN	SAID,

“HE	IS	SHOUTING	LIKE	MAD,	ONLY	HARK!

HE	IS	WAVING	HIS	HANDS,	HE	IS	WAGGING	HIS	HEAD,

HE	HAS	CERTAINLY	FOUND	A	SNARK!”

THEY	GAZED	IN	DELIGHT,	WHILE	THE	BUTCHER	EXCLAIMED

“HE	WAS	ALWAYS	A	DESPERATE	WAG!”

THEY	BEHELD	HIM--THEIR	BAKER--THEIR	HERO	UNNAMED--

ON	THE	TOP	OF	A	NEIGHBORING	CRAG.

ERECT	AND	SUBLIME,	FOR	ONE	MOMENT	OF	TIME.

IN	THE	NEXT,	THAT	WILD	FIGURE	THEY	SAW

(AS	IF	STUNG	BY	A	SPASM)	PLUNGE	INTO	A	CHASM,

WHILE	THEY	WAITED	AND	LISTENED	IN	AWE.

“IT’S	A	SNARK!”	WAS	THE	SOUND	THAT	FIRST	CAME	TO	THEIR	EARS,

AND	SEEMED	ALMOST	TOO	GOOD	TO	BE	TRUE.

THEN	FOLLOWED	A	TORRENT	OF	LAUGHTER	AND	CHEERS:

THEN	THE	OMINOUS	WORDS	“IT’S	A	BOO-”

THEN,	SILENCE.	SOME	FANCIED	THEY	HEARD	IN	THE	AIR

A	WEARY	AND	WANDERING	SIGH

THEN	SOUNDED	LIKE	“-JUM!”	BUT	THE	OTHERS	DECLARE

IT	WAS	ONLY	A	BREEZE	THAT	WENT	BY.

THEY	HUNTED	TILL	DARKNESS	CAME	ON,	BUT	THEY	FOUND



NOT	A	BUTTON,	OR	FEATHER,	OR	MARK,

BY	WHICH	THEY	COULD	TELL	THAT	THEY	STOOD	ON	THE	GROUND

WHERE	THE	BAKER	HAD	MET	WITH	THE	SNARK.

IN	THE	MIDST	OF	THE	WORD	HE	WAS	TRYING	TO	SAY,

IN	THE	MIDST	OF	HIS	LAUGHTER	AND	GLEE,

HE	HAD	SOFTLY	AND	SUDDENLY	VANISHED	AWAY---

FOR	THE	SNARK	_WAS_	A	BOOJUM,	YOU	SEE.

THE	END
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HEART	OF	DARKNESS
Joseph	Conrad	(1857-1924)

III

“I	looked	at	him,	lost	in	astonishment.	There	he	was	before	me,	in	motley,	as
though	he	had	absconded	from	a	troupe	of	mimes,	enthusiastic,	fabulous.	His
very	existence	was	improbable,	inexplicable,	and	altogether	bewildering.	He
was	an	insoluble	problem.	It	was	inconceivable	how	he	had	existed,	how	he
had	succeeded	in	getting	so	far,	how	he	had	managed	to	remain--why	he	did
not	instantly	disappear.	‘I	went	a	little	farther,’	he	said,	‘then	still	a	little
farther--till	I	had	gone	so	far	that	I	don’t	know	how	I’ll	ever	get	back.	Never
mind.	Plenty	time.	I	can	manage.	You	take	Kurtz	away	quick--quick--I	tell
you.’	The	glamour	of	youth	enveloped	his	parti-coloured	rags,	his	destitution,
his	loneliness,	the	essential	desolation	of	his	futile	wanderings.	For	months--
for	years--his	life	hadn’t	been	worth	a	day’s	purchase;	and	there	he	was
gallantly,	thoughtlessly	alive,	to	all	appearances	indestructible	solely	by	the
virtue	of	his	few	years	and	of	his	unreflecting	audacity.	I	was	seduced	into
something	like	admiration--like	envy.	Glamour	urged	him	on,	glamour	kept
him	unscathed.	He	surely	wanted	nothing	from	the	wilderness	but	space	to
breathe	in	and	to	push	on	through.	His	need	was	to	exist,	and	to	move
onwards	at	the	greatest	possible	risk,	and	with	a	maximum	of	privation.	If	the
absolutely	pure,	uncalculating,	unpractical	spirit	of	adventure	had	ever	ruled	a
human	being,	it	ruled	this	bepatched	youth.	I	almost	envied	him	the
possession	of	this	modest	and	clear	flame.	It	seemed	to	have	consumed	all
thought	of	self	so	completely,	that	even	while	he	was	talking	to	you,	you
forgot	that	it	was	he--the	man	before	your	eyes--who	had	gone	through	these
things.	I	did	not	envy	him	his	devotion	to	Kurtz,	though.	He	had	not
meditated	over	it.	It	came	to	him,	and	he	accepted	it	with	a	sort	of	eager
fatalism.	I	must	say	that	to	me	it	appeared	about	the	most	dangerous	thing	in



When	I	had	a
chance	I	begged
him	to	try	and
leave	while	there

was	time;	I
offered	to	go	back

with	him.	.	.

every	way	he	had	come	upon	so	far.

“They	had	come	together	unavoidably,	like	two	ships	becalmed	near	each
other,	and	lay	rubbing	sides	at	last.	I	suppose	Kurtz	wanted	an	audience,
because	on	a	certain	occasion,	when	encamped	in	the	forest,	they	had	talked
all	night,	or	more	probably	Kurtz	had	talked.	‘We	talked	of	everything,’	he
said,	quite	transported	at	the	recollection.	‘I	forgot	there	was	such	a	thing	as
sleep.	The	night	did	not	seem	to	last	an	hour.	Everything!	Everything!...	Of
love,	too.’	‘Ah,	he	talked	to	you	of	love!’	I	said,	much	amused.	‘It	isn’t	what
you	think,’	he	cried,	almost	passionately.	‘It	was	in	general.	He	made	me	see
things--things.’

“He	threw	his	arms	up.	We	were	on	deck	at	the	time,	and	the	headman	of	my
wood-cutters,	lounging	near	by,	turned	upon	him	his	heavy	and	glittering
eyes.	I	looked	around,	and	I	don’t	know	why,	but	I	assure	you	that	never,
never	before,	did	this	land,	this	river,	this	jungle,	the	very	arch	of	this	blazing
sky,	appear	to	me	so	hopeless	and	so	dark,	so	impenetrable	to	human	thought,
so	pitiless	to	human	weakness.	‘And,	ever	since,	you	have	been	with	him,	of
course?’	I	said.

“On	the	contrary.	It	appears	their	intercourse
had	been	very	much	broken	by	various
causes.	He	had,	as	he	informed	me	proudly,
managed	to	nurse	Kurtz	through	two
illnesses	(he	alluded	to	it	as	you	would	to
some	risky	feat),	but	as	a	rule	Kurtz
wandered	alone,	far	in	the	depths	of	the
forest.	‘Very	often	coming	to	this	station,	I
had	to	wait	days	and	days	before	he	would
turn	up,’	he	said.	‘Ah,	it	was	worth	waiting
for!--sometimes.’	‘What	was	he	doing?
exploring	or	what?’	I	asked.	‘Oh,	yes,	of
course’;	he	had	discovered	lots	of	villages,	a
lake,	too--he	did	not	know	exactly	in	what
direction;	it	was	dangerous	to	inquire	too
much--but	mostly	his	expeditions	had	been	for	ivory.	‘But	he	had	no	goods	to
trade	with	by	that	time,’	I	objected.	‘There’s	a	good	lot	of	cartridges	left	even
yet,’	he	answered,	looking	away.	‘To	speak	plainly,	he	raided	the	country,’	I
said.	He	nodded.	‘Not	alone,	surely!’	He	muttered	something	about	the



villages	round	that	lake.	‘Kurtz	got	the	tribe	to	follow	him,	did	he?’	I
suggested.	He	fidgeted	a	little.	‘They	adored	him,’	he	said.	The	tone	of	these
words	was	so	extraordinary	that	I	looked	at	him	searchingly.	It	was	curious	to
see	his	mingled	eagerness	and	reluctance	to	speak	of	Kurtz.	The	man	filled
his	life,	occupied	his	thoughts,	swayed	his	emotions.	‘What	can	you	expect?’
he	burst	out;	‘he	came	to	them	with	thunder	and	lightning,	you	know--and
they	had	never	seen	anything	like	it--and	very	terrible.	He	could	be	very
terrible.	You	can’t	judge	Mr.	Kurtz	as	you	would	an	ordinary	man.	No,	no,
no!	Now--just	to	give	you	an	idea--I	don’t	mind	telling	you,	he	wanted	to
shoot	me,	too,	one	day--but	I	don’t	judge	him.’	‘Shoot	you!’	I	cried	‘What
for?’	‘Well,	I	had	a	small	lot	of	ivory	the	chief	of	that	village	near	my	house
gave	me.	You	see	I	used	to	shoot	game	for	them.	Well,	he	wanted	it,	and
wouldn’t	hear	reason.	He	declared	he	would	shoot	me	unless	I	gave	him	the
ivory	and	then	cleared	out	of	the	country,	because	he	could	do	so,	and	had	a
fancy	for	it,	and	there	was	nothing	on	earth	to	prevent	him	killing	whom	he
jolly	well	pleased.	And	it	was	true,	too.	I	gave	him	the	ivory.	What	did	I	care!
But	I	didn’t	clear	out.	No,	no.	I	couldn’t	leave	him.	I	had	to	be	careful,	of
course,	till	we	got	friendly	again	for	a	time.	He	had	his	second	illness	then.
Afterwards	I	had	to	keep	out	of	the	way;	but	I	didn’t	mind.	He	was	living	for
the	most	part	in	those	villages	on	the	lake.	When	he	came	down	to	the	river,
sometimes	he	would	take	to	me,	and	sometimes	it	was	better	for	me	to	be
careful.	This	man	suffered	too	much.	He	hated	all	this,	and	somehow	he
couldn’t	get	away.	When	I	had	a	chance	I	begged	him	to	try	and	leave	while
there	was	time;	I	offered	to	go	back	with	him.	And	he	would	say	yes,	and
then	he	would	remain;	go	off	on	another	ivory	hunt;	disappear	for	weeks;
forget	himself	amongst	these	people--forget	himself--you	know.’	‘Why!	he’s
mad,’	I	said.	He	protested	indignantly.	Mr.	Kurtz	couldn’t	be	mad.	If	I	had
heard	him	talk,	only	two	days	ago,	I	wouldn’t	dare	hint	at	such	a	thing....	I
had	taken	up	my	binoculars	while	we	talked,	and	was	looking	at	the	shore,
sweeping	the	limit	of	the	forest	at	each	side	and	at	the	back	of	the	house.	The
consciousness	of	there	being	people	in	that	bush,	so	silent,	so	quiet--as	silent
and	quiet	as	the	ruined	house	on	the	hill--made	me	uneasy.	There	was	no	sign
on	the	face	of	nature	of	this	amazing	tale	that	was	not	so	much	told	as
suggested	to	me	in	desolate	exclamations,	completed	by	shrugs,	in
interrupted	phrases,	in	hints	ending	in	deep	sighs.	The	woods	were	unmoved,
like	a	mask--heavy,	like	the	closed	door	of	a	prison--they	looked	with	their
air	of	hidden	knowledge,	of	patient	expectation,	of	unapproachable	silence.
The	Russian	was	explaining	to	me	that	it	was	only	lately	that	Mr.	Kurtz	had
come	down	to	the	river,	bringing	along	with	him	all	the	fighting	men	of	that



lake	tribe.	He	had	been	absent	for	several	months--getting	himself	adored,	I
suppose--and	had	come	down	unexpectedly,	with	the	intention	to	all
appearance	of	making	a	raid	either	across	the	river	or	down	stream.	Evidently
the	appetite	for	more	ivory	had	got	the	better	of	the--what	shall	I	say?--less
material	aspirations.	However	he	had	got	much	worse	suddenly.	‘I	heard	he
was	lying	helpless,	and	so	I	came	up--took	my	chance,’	said	the	Russian.
‘Oh,	he	is	bad,	very	bad.’	I	directed	my	glass	to	the	house.	There	were	no
signs	of	life,	but	there	was	the	ruined	roof,	the	long	mud	wall	peeping	above
the	grass,	with	three	little	square	window-holes,	no	two	of	the	same	size;	all
this	brought	within	reach	of	my	hand,	as	it	were.	And	then	I	made	a	brusque
movement,	and	one	of	the	remaining	posts	of	that	vanished	fence	leaped	up
in	the	field	of	my	glass.	You	remember	I	told	you	I	had	been	struck	at	the
distance	by	certain	attempts	at	ornamentation,	rather	remarkable	in	the
ruinous	aspect	of	the	place.	Now	I	had	suddenly	a	nearer	view,	and	its	first
result	was	to	make	me	throw	my	head	back	as	if	before	a	blow.	Then	I	went
carefully	from	post	to	post	with	my	glass,	and	I	saw	my	mistake.	These	round
knobs	were	not	ornamental	but	symbolic;	they	were	expressive	and	puzzling,
striking	and	disturbing--food	for	thought	and	also	for	vultures	if	there	had
been	any	looking	down	from	the	sky;	but	at	all	events	for	such	ants	as	were
industrious	enough	to	ascend	the	pole.	They	would	have	been	even	more
impressive,	those	heads	on	the	stakes,	if	their	faces	had	not	been	turned	to	the
house.	Only	one,	the	first	I	had	made	out,	was	facing	my	way.	I	was	not	so
shocked	as	you	may	think.	The	start	back	I	had	given	was	really	nothing	but	a
movement	of	surprise.	I	had	expected	to	see	a	knob	of	wood	there,	you	know.
I	returned	deliberately	to	the	first	I	had	seen--and	there	it	was,	black,	dried,
sunken,	with	closed	eyelids--a	head	that	seemed	to	sleep	at	the	top	of	that
pole,	and,	with	the	shrunken	dry	lips	showing	a	narrow	white	line	of	the
teeth,	was	smiling,	too,	smiling	continuously	at	some	endless	and	jocose
dream	of	that	eternal	slumber.

“I	am	not	disclosing	any	trade	secrets.	In	fact,	the	manager	said	afterwards
that	Mr.	Kurtz’s	methods	had	ruined	the	district.	I	have	no	opinion	on	that
point,	but	I	want	you	clearly	to	understand	that	there	was	nothing	exactly
profitable	in	these	heads	being	there.	They	only	showed	that	Mr.	Kurtz
lacked	restraint	in	the	gratification	of	his	various	lusts,	that	there	was
something	wanting	in	him--some	small	matter	which,	when	the	pressing	need
arose,	could	not	be	found	under	his	magnificent	eloquence.	Whether	he	knew
of	this	deficiency	himself	I	can’t	say.	I	think	the	knowledge	came	to	him	at
last--only	at	the	very	last.	But	the	wilderness	had	found	him	out	early,	and



had	taken	on	him	a	terrible	vengeance	for	the	fantastic	invasion.	I	think	it	had
whispered	to	him	things	about	himself	which	he	did	not	know,	things	of
which	he	had	no	conception	till	he	took	counsel	with	this	great	solitude--and
the	whisper	had	proved	irresistibly	fascinating.	It	echoed	loudly	within	him
because	he	was	hollow	at	the	core....	I	put	down	the	glass,	and	the	head	that
had	appeared	near	enough	to	be	spoken	to	seemed	at	once	to	have	leaped
away	from	me	into	inaccessible	distance.

“The	admirer	of	Mr.	Kurtz	was	a	bit	crestfallen.	In	a	hurried,	indistinct	voice
he	began	to	assure	me	he	had	not	dared	to	take	these--say,	symbols--down.
He	was	not	afraid	of	the	natives;	they	would	not	stir	till	Mr.	Kurtz	gave	the
word.	His	ascendancy	was	extraordinary.	The	camps	of	these	people
surrounded	the	place,	and	the	chiefs	came	every	day	to	see	him.	They	would
crawl....	‘I	don’t	want	to	know	anything	of	the	ceremonies	used	when
approaching	Mr.	Kurtz,’	I	shouted.	Curious,	this	feeling	that	came	over	me
that	such	details	would	be	more	intolerable	than	those	heads	drying	on	the
stakes	under	Mr.	Kurtz’s	windows.	After	all,	that	was	only	a	savage	sight,
while	I	seemed	at	one	bound	to	have	been	transported	into	some	lightless
region	of	subtle	horrors,	where	pure,	uncomplicated	savagery	was	a	positive
relief,	being	something	that	had	a	right	to	exist--obviously--in	the	sunshine.
The	young	man	looked	at	me	with	surprise.	I	suppose	it	did	not	occur	to	him
that	Mr.	Kurtz	was	no	idol	of	mine.	He	forgot	I	hadn’t	heard	any	of	these
splendid	monologues	on,	what	was	it?	on	love,	justice,	conduct	of	life--or
what	not.	If	it	had	come	to	crawling	before	Mr.	Kurtz,	he	crawled	as	much	as
the	veriest	savage	of	them	all.	I	had	no	idea	of	the	conditions,	he	said:	these
heads	were	the	heads	of	rebels.	I	shocked	him	excessively	by	laughing.
Rebels!	What	would	be	the	next	definition	I	was	to	hear?	There	had	been
enemies,	criminals,	workers--and	these	were	rebels.	Those	rebellious	heads
looked	very	subdued	to	me	on	their	sticks.	‘You	don’t	know	how	such	a	life
tries	a	man	like	Kurtz,’	cried	Kurtz’s	last	disciple.	‘Well,	and	you?’	I	said.	‘I!
I!	I	am	a	simple	man.	I	have	no	great	thoughts.	I	want	nothing	from	anybody.
How	can	you	compare	me	to...?’	His	feelings	were	too	much	for	speech,	and
suddenly	he	broke	down.	‘I	don’t	understand,’	he	groaned.	‘I’ve	been	doing
my	best	to	keep	him	alive,	and	that’s	enough.	I	had	no	hand	in	all	this.	I	have
no	abilities.	There	hasn’t	been	a	drop	of	medicine	or	a	mouthful	of	invalid
food	for	months	here.	He	was	shamefully	abandoned.	A	man	like	this,	with
such	ideas.	Shamefully!	Shamefully!	I--I--haven’t	slept	for	the	last	ten
nights...’



Not	a	living	soul
was	seen	on	the
shore.	The	bushes
did	not	rustle.	.	.

“His	voice	lost	itself	in	the	calm	of	the
evening.	The	long	shadows	of	the	forest	had
slipped	downhill	while	we	talked,	had	gone
far	beyond	the	ruined	hovel,	beyond	the
symbolic	row	of	stakes.	All	this	was	in	the
gloom,	while	we	down	there	were	yet	in	the
sunshine,	and	the	stretch	of	the	river	abreast
of	the	clearing	glittered	in	a	still	and	dazzling
splendour,	with	a	murky	and	overshadowed
bend	above	and	below.	Not	a	living	soul	was
seen	on	the	shore.	The	bushes	did	not	rustle.

“Suddenly	round	the	corner	of	the	house	a	group	of	men	appeared,	as	though
they	had	come	up	from	the	ground.	They	waded	waist-deep	in	the	grass,	in	a
compact	body,	bearing	an	improvised	stretcher	in	their	midst.	Instantly,	in	the
emptiness	of	the	landscape,	a	cry	arose	whose	shrillness	pierced	the	still	air
like	a	sharp	arrow	flying	straight	to	the	very	heart	of	the	land;	and,	as	if	by
enchantment,	streams	of	human	beings--of	naked	human	beings--with	spears
in	their	hands,	with	bows,	with	shields,	with	wild	glances	and	savage
movements,	were	poured	into	the	clearing	by	the	dark-faced	and	pensive
forest.	The	bushes	shook,	the	grass	swayed	for	a	time,	and	then	everything
stood	still	in	attentive	immobility.

“‘Now,	if	he	does	not	say	the	right	thing	to	them	we	are	all	done	for,’	said	the
Russian	at	my	elbow.	The	knot	of	men	with	the	stretcher	had	stopped,	too,
halfway	to	the	steamer,	as	if	petrified.	I	saw	the	man	on	the	stretcher	sit	up,
lank	and	with	an	uplifted	arm,	above	the	shoulders	of	the	bearers.	‘Let	us
hope	that	the	man	who	can	talk	so	well	of	love	in	general	will	find	some
particular	reason	to	spare	us	this	time,’	I	said.	I	resented	bitterly	the	absurd
danger	of	our	situation,	as	if	to	be	at	the	mercy	of	that	atrocious	phantom	had
been	a	dishonouring	necessity.	I	could	not	hear	a	sound,	but	through	my
glasses	I	saw	the	thin	arm	extended	commandingly,	the	lower	jaw	moving,
the	eyes	of	that	apparition	shining	darkly	far	in	its	bony	head	that	nodded
with	grotesque	jerks.	Kurtz--Kurtz--that	means	short	in	German--don’t	it?
Well,	the	name	was	as	true	as	everything	else	in	his	life--and	death.	He
looked	at	least	seven	feet	long.	His	covering	had	fallen	off,	and	his	body
emerged	from	it	pitiful	and	appalling	as	from	a	winding-sheet.	I	could	see	the
cage	of	his	ribs	all	astir,	the	bones	of	his	arm	waving.	It	was	as	though	an
animated	image	of	death	carved	out	of	old	ivory	had	been	shaking	its	hand



with	menaces	at	a	motionless	crowd	of	men	made	of	dark	and	glittering
bronze.	I	saw	him	open	his	mouth	wide--it	gave	him	a	weirdly	voracious
aspect,	as	though	he	had	wanted	to	swallow	all	the	air,	all	the	earth,	all	the
men	before	him.	A	deep	voice	reached	me	faintly.	He	must	have	been
shouting.	He	fell	back	suddenly.	The	stretcher	shook	as	the	bearers	staggered
forward	again,	and	almost	at	the	same	time	I	noticed	that	the	crowd	of
savages	was	vanishing	without	any	perceptible	movement	of	retreat,	as	if	the
forest	that	had	ejected	these	beings	so	suddenly	had	drawn	them	in	again	as
the	breath	is	drawn	in	a	long	aspiration.

“Some	of	the	pilgrims	behind	the	stretcher	carried	his	arms--two	shot-guns,	a
heavy	rifle,	and	a	light	revolver-carbine--the	thunderbolts	of	that	pitiful
Jupiter.	The	manager	bent	over	him	murmuring	as	he	walked	beside	his	head.
They	laid	him	down	in	one	of	the	little	cabins--just	a	room	for	a	bed	place
and	a	camp-stool	or	two,	you	know.	We	had	brought	his	belated
correspondence,	and	a	lot	of	torn	envelopes	and	open	letters	littered	his	bed.
His	hand	roamed	feebly	amongst	these	papers.	I	was	struck	by	the	fire	of	his
eyes	and	the	composed	languor	of	his	expression.	It	was	not	so	much	the
exhaustion	of	disease.	He	did	not	seem	in	pain.	This	shadow	looked	satiated
and	calm,	as	though	for	the	moment	it	had	had	its	fill	of	all	the	emotions.

“He	rustled	one	of	the	letters,	and	looking	straight	in	my	face	said,	‘I	am
glad.’	Somebody	had	been	writing	to	him	about	me.	These	special
recommendations	were	turning	up	again.	The	volume	of	tone	he	emitted
without	effort,	almost	without	the	trouble	of	moving	his	lips,	amazed	me.	A
voice!	a	voice!	It	was	grave,	profound,	vibrating,	while	the	man	did	not	seem
capable	of	a	whisper.	However,	he	had	enough	strength	in	him--factitious	no
doubt--to	very	nearly	make	an	end	of	us,	as	you	shall	hear	directly.

“The	manager	appeared	silently	in	the	doorway;	I	stepped	out	at	once	and	he
drew	the	curtain	after	me.	The	Russian,	eyed	curiously	by	the	pilgrims,	was
staring	at	the	shore.	I	followed	the	direction	of	his	glance.

“Dark	human	shapes	could	be	made	out	in	the	distance,	flitting	indistinctly
against	the	gloomy	border	of	the	forest,	and	near	the	river	two	bronze	figures,
leaning	on	tall	spears,	stood	in	the	sunlight	under	fantastic	head-dresses	of
spotted	skins,	warlike	and	still	in	statuesque	repose.	And	from	right	to	left
along	the	lighted	shore	moved	a	wild	and	gorgeous	apparition	of	a	woman.



“She	walked	with	measured	steps,	draped	in	striped	and	fringed	cloths,
treading	the	earth	proudly,	with	a	slight	jingle	and	flash	of	barbarous
ornaments.	She	carried	her	head	high;	her	hair	was	done	in	the	shape	of	a
helmet;	she	had	brass	leggings	to	the	knee,	brass	wire	gauntlets	to	the	elbow,
a	crimson	spot	on	her	tawny	cheek,	innumerable	necklaces	of	glass	beads	on
her	neck;	bizarre	things,	charms,	gifts	of	witch-men,	that	hung	about	her,
glittered	and	trembled	at	every	step.	She	must	have	had	the	value	of	several
elephant	tusks	upon	her.	She	was	savage	and	superb,	wild-eyed	and
magnificent;	there	was	something	ominous	and	stately	in	her	deliberate
progress.	And	in	the	hush	that	had	fallen	suddenly	upon	the	whole	sorrowful
land,	the	immense	wilderness,	the	colossal	body	of	the	fecund	and	mysterious
life	seemed	to	look	at	her,	pensive,	as	though	it	had	been	looking	at	the	image
of	its	own	tenebrous	and	passionate	soul.

“She	came	abreast	of	the	steamer,	stood	still,	and	faced	us.	Her	long	shadow
fell	to	the	water’s	edge.	Her	face	had	a	tragic	and	fierce	aspect	of	wild	sorrow
and	of	dumb	pain	mingled	with	the	fear	of	some	struggling,	half-shaped
resolve.	She	stood	looking	at	us	without	a	stir,	and	like	the	wilderness	itself,
with	an	air	of	brooding	over	an	inscrutable	purpose.	A	whole	minute	passed,
and	then	she	made	a	step	forward.	There	was	a	low	jingle,	a	glint	of	yellow
metal,	a	sway	of	fringed	draperies,	and	she	stopped	as	if	her	heart	had	failed
her.	The	young	fellow	by	my	side	growled.	The	pilgrims	murmured	at	my
back.	She	looked	at	us	all	as	if	her	life	had	depended	upon	the	unswerving
steadiness	of	her	glance.	Suddenly	she	opened	her	bared	arms	and	threw	them
up	rigid	above	her	head,	as	though	in	an	uncontrollable	desire	to	touch	the
sky,	and	at	the	same	time	the	swift	shadows	darted	out	on	the	earth,	swept
around	on	the	river,	gathering	the	steamer	into	a	shadowy	embrace.	A
formidable	silence	hung	over	the	scene.

“She	turned	away	slowly,	walked	on,	following	the	bank,	and	passed	into	the
bushes	to	the	left.	Once	only	her	eyes	gleamed	back	at	us	in	the	dusk	of	the
thickets	before	she	disappeared.

“‘If	she	had	offered	to	come	aboard	I	really	think	I	would	have	tried	to	shoot
her,’	said	the	man	of	patches,	nervously.	‘I	have	been	risking	my	life	every
day	for	the	last	fortnight	to	keep	her	out	of	the	house.	She	got	in	one	day	and
kicked	up	a	row	about	those	miserable	rags	I	picked	up	in	the	storeroom	to
mend	my	clothes	with.	I	wasn’t	decent.	At	least	it	must	have	been	that,	for
she	talked	like	a	fury	to	Kurtz	for	an	hour,	pointing	at	me	now	and	then.	I



don’t	understand	the	dialect	of	this	tribe.	Luckily	for	me,	I	fancy	Kurtz	felt
too	ill	that	day	to	care,	or	there	would	have	been	mischief.	I	don’t
understand....	No--it’s	too	much	for	me.	Ah,	well,	it’s	all	over	now.’

“At	this	moment	I	heard	Kurtz’s	deep	voice	behind	the	curtain:	‘Save	me!--
save	the	ivory,	you	mean.	Don’t	tell	me.	Save	_me!_	Why,	I’ve	had	to	save
you.	You	are	interrupting	my	plans	now.	Sick!	Sick!	Not	so	sick	as	you
would	like	to	believe.	Never	mind.	I’ll	carry	my	ideas	out	yet--I	will	return.
I’ll	show	you	what	can	be	done.	You	with	your	little	peddling	notions--you
are	interfering	with	me.	I	will	return.	I....’

“The	manager	came	out.	He	did	me	the	honour	to	take	me	under	the	arm	and
lead	me	aside.	‘He	is	very	low,	very	low,’	he	said.	He	considered	it	necessary
to	sigh,	but	neglected	to	be	consistently	sorrowful.	‘We	have	done	all	we
could	for	him--haven’t	we?	But	there	is	no	disguising	the	fact,	Mr.	Kurtz	has
done	more	harm	than	good	to	the	Company.	He	did	not	see	the	time	was	not
ripe	for	vigorous	action.	Cautiously,	cautiously--that’s	my	principle.	We	must
be	cautious	yet.	The	district	is	closed	to	us	for	a	time.	Deplorable!	Upon	the
whole,	the	trade	will	suffer.	I	don’t	deny	there	is	a	remarkable	quantity	of
ivory--mostly	fossil.	We	must	save	it,	at	all	events--but	look	how	precarious
the	position	is--and	why?	Because	the	method	is	unsound.’	‘Do	you,’	said	I,
looking	at	the	shore,	‘call	it	“unsound	method?”’	‘Without	doubt,’	he
exclaimed	hotly.	‘Don’t	you?’...	‘No	method	at	all,’	I	murmured	after	a	while.
‘Exactly,’	he	exulted.	‘I	anticipated	this.	Shows	a	complete	want	of	judgment.
It	is	my	duty	to	point	it	out	in	the	proper	quarter.’	‘Oh,’	said	I,	‘that	fellow--
what’s	his	name?--the	brickmaker,	will	make	a	readable	report	for	you.’	He
appeared	confounded	for	a	moment.	It	seemed	to	me	I	had	never	breathed	an
atmosphere	so	vile,	and	I	turned	mentally	to	Kurtz	for	relief--positively	for
relief.	‘Nevertheless	I	think	Mr.	Kurtz	is	a	remarkable	man,’	I	said	with
emphasis.	He	started,	dropped	on	me	a	heavy	glance,	said	very	quietly,	‘he
_was_,’	and	turned	his	back	on	me.	My	hour	of	favour	was	over;	I	found
myself	lumped	along	with	Kurtz	as	a	partisan	of	methods	for	which	the	time
was	not	ripe:	I	was	unsound!	Ah!	but	it	was	something	to	have	at	least	a
choice	of	nightmares.

“I	had	turned	to	the	wilderness	really,	not	to	Mr.	Kurtz,	who,	I	was	ready	to
admit,	was	as	good	as	buried.	And	for	a	moment	it	seemed	to	me	as	if	I	also
were	buried	in	a	vast	grave	full	of	unspeakable	secrets.	I	felt	an	intolerable
weight	oppressing	my	breast,	the	smell	of	the	damp	earth,	the	unseen



presence	of	victorious	corruption,	the	darkness	of	an	impenetrable	night....
The	Russian	tapped	me	on	the	shoulder.	I	heard	him	mumbling	and
stammering	something	about	‘brother	seaman--couldn’t	conceal--knowledge
of	matters	that	would	affect	Mr.	Kurtz’s	reputation.’	I	waited.	For	him
evidently	Mr.	Kurtz	was	not	in	his	grave;	I	suspect	that	for	him	Mr.	Kurtz
was	one	of	the	immortals.	‘Well!’	said	I	at	last,	‘speak	out.	As	it	happens,	I
am	Mr.	Kurtz’s	friend--in	a	way.’

“He	stated	with	a	good	deal	of	formality	that	had	we	not	been	‘of	the	same
profession,’	he	would	have	kept	the	matter	to	himself	without	regard	to
consequences.	‘He	suspected	there	was	an	active	ill-will	towards	him	on	the
part	of	these	white	men	that--’	‘You	are	right,’	I	said,	remembering	a	certain
conversation	I	had	overheard.	‘The	manager	thinks	you	ought	to	be	hanged.’
He	showed	a	concern	at	this	intelligence	which	amused	me	at	first.	‘I	had
better	get	out	of	the	way	quietly,’	he	said	earnestly.	‘I	can	do	no	more	for
Kurtz	now,	and	they	would	soon	find	some	excuse.	What’s	to	stop	them?
There’s	a	military	post	three	hundred	miles	from	here.’	‘Well,	upon	my
word,’	said	I,	‘perhaps	you	had	better	go	if	you	have	any	friends	amongst	the
savages	near	by.’	‘Plenty,’	he	said.	‘They	are	simple	people--and	I	want
nothing,	you	know.’	He	stood	biting	his	lip,	then:	‘I	don’t	want	any	harm	to
happen	to	these	whites	here,	but	of	course	I	was	thinking	of	Mr.	Kurtz’s
reputation--but	you	are	a	brother	seaman	and--’	‘All	right,’	said	I,	after	a
time.	‘Mr.	Kurtz’s	reputation	is	safe	with	me.’	I	did	not	know	how	truly	I
spoke.

“He	informed	me,	lowering	his	voice,	that	it	was	Kurtz	who	had	ordered	the
attack	to	be	made	on	the	steamer.	‘He	hated	sometimes	the	idea	of	being
taken	away--and	then	again....	But	I	don’t	understand	these	matters.	I	am	a
simple	man.	He	thought	it	would	scare	you	away--that	you	would	give	it	up,
thinking	him	dead.	I	could	not	stop	him.	Oh,	I	had	an	awful	time	of	it	this	last
month.’	‘Very	well,’	I	said.	‘He	is	all	right	now.’	‘Ye-e-es,’	he	muttered,	not
very	convinced	apparently.	‘Thanks,’	said	I;	‘I	shall	keep	my	eyes	open.’
‘But	quiet-eh?’	he	urged	anxiously.	‘It	would	be	awful	for	his	reputation	if
anybody	here--’	I	promised	a	complete	discretion	with	great	gravity.	‘I	have	a
canoe	and	three	black	fellows	waiting	not	very	far.	I	am	off.	Could	you	give
me	a	few	Martini-Henry	cartridges?’	I	could,	and	did,	with	proper	secrecy.
He	helped	himself,	with	a	wink	at	me,	to	a	handful	of	my	tobacco.	‘Between
sailors--you	know--good	English	tobacco.’	At	the	door	of	the	pilot-house	he
turned	round--‘I	say,	haven’t	you	a	pair	of	shoes	you	could	spare?’	He	raised



one	leg.	‘Look.’	The	soles	were	tied	with	knotted	strings	sandalwise	under
his	bare	feet.	I	rooted	out	an	old	pair,	at	which	he	looked	with	admiration
before	tucking	it	under	his	left	arm.	One	of	his	pockets	(bright	red)	was
bulging	with	cartridges,	from	the	other	(dark	blue)	peeped	‘Towson’s
Inquiry,’	etc.,	etc.	He	seemed	to	think	himself	excellently	well	equipped	for	a
renewed	encounter	with	the	wilderness.	‘Ah!	I’ll	never,	never	meet	such	a
man	again.	You	ought	to	have	heard	him	recite	poetry--his	own,	too,	it	was,
he	told	me.	Poetry!’	He	rolled	his	eyes	at	the	recollection	of	these	delights.
‘Oh,	he	enlarged	my	mind!’	‘Good-bye,’	said	I.	He	shook	hands	and	vanished
in	the	night.	Sometimes	I	ask	myself	whether	I	had	ever	really	seen	him--
whether	it	was	possible	to	meet	such	a	phenomenon!...

“When	I	woke	up	shortly	after	midnight	his	warning	came	to	my	mind	with
its	hint	of	danger	that	seemed,	in	the	starred	darkness,	real	enough	to	make
me	get	up	for	the	purpose	of	having	a	look	round.	On	the	hill	a	big	fire
burned,	illuminating	fitfully	a	crooked	corner	of	the	station-house.	One	of	the
agents	with	a	picket	of	a	few	of	our	blacks,	armed	for	the	purpose,	was
keeping	guard	over	the	ivory;	but	deep	within	the	forest,	red	gleams	that
wavered,	that	seemed	to	sink	and	rise	from	the	ground	amongst	confused
columnar	shapes	of	intense	blackness,	showed	the	exact	position	of	the	camp
where	Mr.	Kurtz’s	adorers	were	keeping	their	uneasy	vigil.	The	monotonous
beating	of	a	big	drum	filled	the	air	with	muffled	shocks	and	a	lingering
vibration.	A	steady	droning	sound	of	many	men	chanting	each	to	himself
some	weird	incantation	came	out	from	the	black,	flat	wall	of	the	woods	as	the
humming	of	bees	comes	out	of	a	hive,	and	had	a	strange	narcotic	effect	upon
my	half-awake	senses.	I	believe	I	dozed	off	leaning	over	the	rail,	till	an
abrupt	burst	of	yells,	an	overwhelming	outbreak	of	a	pent-up	and	mysterious
frenzy,	woke	me	up	in	a	bewildered	wonder.	It	was	cut	short	all	at	once,	and
the	low	droning	went	on	with	an	effect	of	audible	and	soothing	silence.	I
glanced	casually	into	the	little	cabin.	A	light	was	burning	within,	but	Mr.
Kurtz	was	not	there.

“I	think	I	would	have	raised	an	outcry	if	I	had	believed	my	eyes.	But	I	didn’t
believe	them	at	first--the	thing	seemed	so	impossible.	The	fact	is	I	was
completely	unnerved	by	a	sheer	blank	fright,	pure	abstract	terror,
unconnected	with	any	distinct	shape	of	physical	danger.	What	made	this
emotion	so	overpowering	was--how	shall	I	define	it?--the	moral	shock	I
received,	as	if	something	altogether	monstrous,	intolerable	to	thought	and
odious	to	the	soul,	had	been	thrust	upon	me	unexpectedly.	This	lasted	of



I	was	anxious	to
deal	with	this

shadow	by	myself
alone--and	to	this
day	I	don’t	know
why	I	was	so

jealous	of	sharing
with	any	one	the

peculiar
blackness	of	that
experience.	.	.

course	the	merest	fraction	of	a	second,	and	then	the	usual	sense	of
commonplace,	deadly	danger,	the	possibility	of	a	sudden	onslaught	and
massacre,	or	something	of	the	kind,	which	I	saw	impending,	was	positively
welcome	and	composing.	It	pacified	me,	in	fact,	so	much	that	I	did	not	raise
an	alarm.

“There	was	an	agent	buttoned	up	inside	an
ulster	and	sleeping	on	a	chair	on	deck	within
three	feet	of	me.	The	yells	had	not	awakened
him;	he	snored	very	slightly;	I	left	him	to	his
slumbers	and	leaped	ashore.	I	did	not	betray
Mr.	Kurtz--it	was	ordered	I	should	never
betray	him--it	was	written	I	should	be	loyal
to	the	nightmare	of	my	choice.	I	was	anxious
to	deal	with	this	shadow	by	myself	alone--
and	to	this	day	I	don’t	know	why	I	was	so
jealous	of	sharing	with	any	one	the	peculiar
blackness	of	that	experience.

“As	soon	as	I	got	on	the	bank	I	saw	a	trail--a
broad	trail	through	the	grass.	I	remember	the
exultation	with	which	I	said	to	myself,	‘He
can’t	walk--he	is	crawling	on	all-fours--I’ve
got	him.’	The	grass	was	wet	with	dew.	I
strode	rapidly	with	clenched	fists.	I	fancy	I
had	some	vague	notion	of	falling	upon	him
and	giving	him	a	drubbing.	I	don’t	know.	I	had	some	imbecile	thoughts.	The
knitting	old	woman	with	the	cat	obtruded	herself	upon	my	memory	as	a	most
improper	person	to	be	sitting	at	the	other	end	of	such	an	affair.	I	saw	a	row	of
pilgrims	squirting	lead	in	the	air	out	of	Winchesters	held	to	the	hip.	I	thought
I	would	never	get	back	to	the	steamer,	and	imagined	myself	living	alone	and
unarmed	in	the	woods	to	an	advanced	age.	Such	silly	things--you	know.	And
I	remember	I	confounded	the	beat	of	the	drum	with	the	beating	of	my	heart,
and	was	pleased	at	its	calm	regularity.

“I	kept	to	the	track	though--then	stopped	to	listen.	The	night	was	very	clear;	a
dark	blue	space,	sparkling	with	dew	and	starlight,	in	which	black	things	stood
very	still.	I	thought	I	could	see	a	kind	of	motion	ahead	of	me.	I	was	strangely
cocksure	of	everything	that	night.	I	actually	left	the	track	and	ran	in	a	wide



semicircle	(I	verily	believe	chuckling	to	myself)	so	as	to	get	in	front	of	that
stir,	of	that	motion	I	had	seen--if	indeed	I	had	seen	anything.	I	was
circumventing	Kurtz	as	though	it	had	been	a	boyish	game.

“I	came	upon	him,	and,	if	he	had	not	heard	me	coming,	I	would	have	fallen
over	him,	too,	but	he	got	up	in	time.	He	rose,	unsteady,	long,	pale,	indistinct,
like	a	vapour	exhaled	by	the	earth,	and	swayed	slightly,	misty	and	silent
before	me;	while	at	my	back	the	fires	loomed	between	the	trees,	and	the
murmur	of	many	voices	issued	from	the	forest.	I	had	cut	him	off	cleverly;	but
when	actually	confronting	him	I	seemed	to	come	to	my	senses,	I	saw	the
danger	in	its	right	proportion.	It	was	by	no	means	over	yet.	Suppose	he	began
to	shout?	Though	he	could	hardly	stand,	there	was	still	plenty	of	vigour	in	his
voice.	‘Go	away--hide	yourself,’	he	said,	in	that	profound	tone.	It	was	very
awful.	I	glanced	back.	We	were	within	thirty	yards	from	the	nearest	fire.	A
black	figure	stood	up,	strode	on	long	black	legs,	waving	long	black	arms,
across	the	glow.	It	had	horns--antelope	horns,	I	think--on	its	head.	Some
sorcerer,	some	witch-man,	no	doubt:	it	looked	fiendlike	enough.	‘Do	you
know	what	you	are	doing?’	I	whispered.	‘Perfectly,’	he	answered,	raising	his
voice	for	that	single	word:	it	sounded	to	me	far	off	and	yet	loud,	like	a	hail
through	a	speaking-trumpet.	‘If	he	makes	a	row	we	are	lost,’	I	thought	to
myself.	This	clearly	was	not	a	case	for	fisticuffs,	even	apart	from	the	very
natural	aversion	I	had	to	beat	that	Shadow--this	wandering	and	tormented
thing.	‘You	will	be	lost,’	I	said--‘utterly	lost.’	One	gets	sometimes	such	a
flash	of	inspiration,	you	know.	I	did	say	the	right	thing,	though	indeed	he
could	not	have	been	more	irretrievably	lost	than	he	was	at	this	very	moment,
when	the	foundations	of	our	intimacy	were	being	laid--to	endure--to	endure--
even	to	the	end--even	beyond.

“‘I	had	immense	plans,’	he	muttered	irresolutely.	‘Yes,’	said	I;	‘but	if	you	try
to	shout	I’ll	smash	your	head	with--’	There	was	not	a	stick	or	a	stone	near.	‘I
will	throttle	you	for	good,’	I	corrected	myself.	‘I	was	on	the	threshold	of
great	things,’	he	pleaded,	in	a	voice	of	longing,	with	a	wistfulness	of	tone	that
made	my	blood	run	cold.	‘And	now	for	this	stupid	scoundrel--’	‘Your	success
in	Europe	is	assured	in	any	case,’	I	affirmed	steadily.	I	did	not	want	to	have
the	throttling	of	him,	you	understand--and	indeed	it	would	have	been	very
little	use	for	any	practical	purpose.	I	tried	to	break	the	spell--the	heavy,	mute
spell	of	the	wilderness--that	seemed	to	draw	him	to	its	pitiless	breast	by	the
awakening	of	forgotten	and	brutal	instincts,	by	the	memory	of	gratified	and
monstrous	passions.	This	alone,	I	was	convinced,	had	driven	him	out	to	the



edge	of	the	forest,	to	the	bush,	towards	the	gleam	of	fires,	the	throb	of	drums,
the	drone	of	weird	incantations;	this	alone	had	beguiled	his	unlawful	soul
beyond	the	bounds	of	permitted	aspirations.	And,	don’t	you	see,	the	terror	of
the	position	was	not	in	being	knocked	on	the	head--though	I	had	a	very	lively
sense	of	that	danger,	too--but	in	this,	that	I	had	to	deal	with	a	being	to	whom	I
could	not	appeal	in	the	name	of	anything	high	or	low.	I	had,	even	like	the
niggers,	to	invoke	him--himself--his	own	exalted	and	incredible	degradation.
There	was	nothing	either	above	or	below	him,	and	I	knew	it.	He	had	kicked
himself	loose	of	the	earth.	Confound	the	man!	he	had	kicked	the	very	earth	to
pieces.	He	was	alone,	and	I	before	him	did	not	know	whether	I	stood	on	the
ground	or	floated	in	the	air.	I’ve	been	telling	you	what	we	said--repeating	the
phrases	we	pronounced--but	what’s	the	good?	They	were	common	everyday
words--the	familiar,	vague	sounds	exchanged	on	every	waking	day	of	life.
But	what	of	that?	They	had	behind	them,	to	my	mind,	the	terrific
suggestiveness	of	words	heard	in	dreams,	of	phrases	spoken	in	nightmares.
Soul!	If	anybody	ever	struggled	with	a	soul,	I	am	the	man.	And	I	wasn’t
arguing	with	a	lunatic	either.	Believe	me	or	not,	his	intelligence	was	perfectly
clear--concentrated,	it	is	true,	upon	himself	with	horrible	intensity,	yet	clear;
and	therein	was	my	only	chance--barring,	of	course,	the	killing	him	there	and
then,	which	wasn’t	so	good,	on	account	of	unavoidable	noise.	But	his	soul
was	mad.	Being	alone	in	the	wilderness,	it	had	looked	within	itself,	and,	by
heavens!	I	tell	you,	it	had	gone	mad.	I	had--for	my	sins,	I	suppose--to	go
through	the	ordeal	of	looking	into	it	myself.	No	eloquence	could	have	been
so	withering	to	one’s	belief	in	mankind	as	his	final	burst	of	sincerity.	He
struggled	with	himself,	too.	I	saw	it--I	heard	it.	I	saw	the	inconceivable
mystery	of	a	soul	that	knew	no	restraint,	no	faith,	and	no	fear,	yet	struggling
blindly	with	itself.	I	kept	my	head	pretty	well;	but	when	I	had	him	at	last
stretched	on	the	couch,	I	wiped	my	forehead,	while	my	legs	shook	under	me
as	though	I	had	carried	half	a	ton	on	my	back	down	that	hill.	And	yet	I	had
only	supported	him,	his	bony	arm	clasped	round	my	neck--and	he	was	not
much	heavier	than	a	child.

“When	next	day	we	left	at	noon,	the	crowd,	of	whose	presence	behind	the
curtain	of	trees	I	had	been	acutely	conscious	all	the	time,	flowed	out	of	the
woods	again,	filled	the	clearing,	covered	the	slope	with	a	mass	of	naked,
breathing,	quivering,	bronze	bodies.	I	steamed	up	a	bit,	then	swung	down
stream,	and	two	thousand	eyes	followed	the	evolutions	of	the	splashing,
thumping,	fierce	river-demon	beating	the	water	with	its	terrible	tail	and
breathing	black	smoke	into	the	air.	In	front	of	the	first	rank,	along	the	river,



They	broke	and
ran,	they	leaped,
they	crouched,

they	swerved,	they
dodged	the	flying
terror	of	the

sound.	The	three
red	chaps	had
fallen	flat,	face

three	men,	plastered	with	bright	red	earth	from	head	to	foot,	strutted	to	and
fro	restlessly.	When	we	came	abreast	again,	they	faced	the	river,	stamped
their	feet,	nodded	their	horned	heads,	swayed	their	scarlet	bodies;	they	shook
towards	the	fierce	river-demon	a	bunch	of	black	feathers,	a	mangy	skin	with
a	pendent	tail--something	that	looked	a	dried	gourd;	they	shouted	periodically
together	strings	of	amazing	words	that	resembled	no	sounds	of	human
language;	and	the	deep	murmurs	of	the	crowd,	interrupted	suddenly,	were
like	the	responses	of	some	satanic	litany.

“We	had	carried	Kurtz	into	the	pilot-house:	there	was	more	air	there.	Lying
on	the	couch,	he	stared	through	the	open	shutter.	There	was	an	eddy	in	the
mass	of	human	bodies,	and	the	woman	with	helmeted	head	and	tawny	cheeks
rushed	out	to	the	very	brink	of	the	stream.	She	put	out	her	hands,	shouted
something,	and	all	that	wild	mob	took	up	the	shout	in	a	roaring	chorus	of
articulated,	rapid,	breathless	utterance.

“‘Do	you	understand	this?’	I	asked.

“He	kept	on	looking	out	past	me	with	fiery,	longing	eyes,	with	a	mingled
expression	of	wistfulness	and	hate.	He	made	no	answer,	but	I	saw	a	smile,	a
smile	of	indefinable	meaning,	appear	on	his	colourless	lips	that	a	moment
after	twitched	convulsively.	‘Do	I	not?’	he	said	slowly,	gasping,	as	if	the
words	had	been	torn	out	of	him	by	a	supernatural	power.

“I	pulled	the	string	of	the	whistle,	and	I	did
this	because	I	saw	the	pilgrims	on	deck
getting	out	their	rifles	with	an	air	of
anticipating	a	jolly	lark.	At	the	sudden
screech	there	was	a	movement	of	abject
terror	through	that	wedged	mass	of	bodies.
‘Don’t!	don’t	you	frighten	them	away,’	cried
some	one	on	deck	disconsolately.	I	pulled	the
string	time	after	time.	They	broke	and	ran,
they	leaped,	they	crouched,	they	swerved,
they	dodged	the	flying	terror	of	the	sound.
The	three	red	chaps	had	fallen	flat,	face
down	on	the	shore,	as	though	they	had	been
shot	dead.	Only	the	barbarous	and	superb
woman	did	not	so	much	as	flinch,	and



down	on	the
shore,	as	though
they	had	been
shot	dead.	.	.

stretched	tragically	her	bare	arms	after	us
over	the	sombre	and	glittering	river.

“And	then	that	imbecile	crowd	down	on	the
deck	started	their	little	fun,	and	I	could	see
nothing	more	for	smoke.

“The	brown	current	ran	swiftly	out	of	the
heart	of	darkness,	bearing	us	down	towards	the	sea	with	twice	the	speed	of
our	upward	progress;	and	Kurtz’s	life	was	running	swiftly,	too,	ebbing,
ebbing	out	of	his	heart	into	the	sea	of	inexorable	time.	The	manager	was	very
placid,	he	had	no	vital	anxieties	now,	he	took	us	both	in	with	a
comprehensive	and	satisfied	glance:	the	‘affair’	had	come	off	as	well	as	could
be	wished.	I	saw	the	time	approaching	when	I	would	be	left	alone	of	the	party
of	‘unsound	method.’	The	pilgrims	looked	upon	me	with	disfavour.	I	was,	so
to	speak,	numbered	with	the	dead.	It	is	strange	how	I	accepted	this
unforeseen	partnership,	this	choice	of	nightmares	forced	upon	me	in	the
tenebrous	land	invaded	by	these	mean	and	greedy	phantoms.

“Kurtz	discoursed.	A	voice!	a	voice!	It	rang	deep	to	the	very	last.	It	survived
his	strength	to	hide	in	the	magnificent	folds	of	eloquence	the	barren	darkness
of	his	heart.	Oh,	he	struggled!	he	struggled!	The	wastes	of	his	weary	brain
were	haunted	by	shadowy	images	now--images	of	wealth	and	fame	revolving
obsequiously	round	his	unextinguishable	gift	of	noble	and	lofty	expression.
My	Intended,	my	station,	my	career,	my	ideas--these	were	the	subjects	for	the
occasional	utterances	of	elevated	sentiments.	The	shade	of	the	original	Kurtz
frequented	the	bedside	of	the	hollow	sham,	whose	fate	it	was	to	be	buried
presently	in	the	mould	of	primeval	earth.	But	both	the	diabolic	love	and	the
unearthly	hate	of	the	mysteries	it	had	penetrated	fought	for	the	possession	of
that	soul	satiated	with	primitive	emotions,	avid	of	lying	fame,	of	sham
distinction,	of	all	the	appearances	of	success	and	power.

“Sometimes	he	was	contemptibly	childish.	He	desired	to	have	kings	meet
him	at	railway-stations	on	his	return	from	some	ghastly	Nowhere,	where	he
intended	to	accomplish	great	things.	‘You	show	them	you	have	in	you
something	that	is	really	profitable,	and	then	there	will	be	no	limits	to	the
recognition	of	your	ability,’	he	would	say.	‘Of	course	you	must	take	care	of
the	motives--right	motives--always.’	The	long	reaches	that	were	like	one	and
the	same	reach,	monotonous	bends	that	were	exactly	alike,	slipped	past	the



steamer	with	their	multitude	of	secular	trees	looking	patiently	after	this	grimy
fragment	of	another	world,	the	forerunner	of	change,	of	conquest,	of	trade,	of
massacres,	of	blessings.	I	looked	ahead--piloting.	‘Close	the	shutter,’	said
Kurtz	suddenly	one	day;	‘I	can’t	bear	to	look	at	this.’	I	did	so.	There	was	a
silence.	‘Oh,	but	I	will	wring	your	heart	yet!’	he	cried	at	the	invisible
wilderness.

“We	broke	down--as	I	had	expected--and	had	to	lie	up	for	repairs	at	the	head
of	an	island.	This	delay	was	the	first	thing	that	shook	Kurtz’s	confidence.
One	morning	he	gave	me	a	packet	of	papers	and	a	photograph--the	lot	tied
together	with	a	shoe-string.	‘Keep	this	for	me,’	he	said.	‘This	noxious	fool’
(meaning	the	manager)	‘is	capable	of	prying	into	my	boxes	when	I	am	not
looking.’	In	the	afternoon	I	saw	him.	He	was	lying	on	his	back	with	closed
eyes,	and	I	withdrew	quietly,	but	I	heard	him	mutter,	‘Live	rightly,	die,	die...’
I	listened.	There	was	nothing	more.	Was	he	rehearsing	some	speech	in	his
sleep,	or	was	it	a	fragment	of	a	phrase	from	some	newspaper	article?	He	had
been	writing	for	the	papers	and	meant	to	do	so	again,	‘for	the	furthering	of
my	ideas.	It’s	a	duty.’

“His	was	an	impenetrable	darkness.	I	looked	at	him	as	you	peer	down	at	a
man	who	is	lying	at	the	bottom	of	a	precipice	where	the	sun	never	shines.	But
I	had	not	much	time	to	give	him,	because	I	was	helping	the	engine-driver	to
take	to	pieces	the	leaky	cylinders,	to	straighten	a	bent	connecting-rod,	and	in
other	such	matters.	I	lived	in	an	infernal	mess	of	rust,	filings,	nuts,	bolts,
spanners,	hammers,	ratchet-drills--things	I	abominate,	because	I	don’t	get	on
with	them.	I	tended	the	little	forge	we	fortunately	had	aboard;	I	toiled	wearily
in	a	wretched	scrap-heap--unless	I	had	the	shakes	too	bad	to	stand.

“One	evening	coming	in	with	a	candle	I	was	startled	to	hear	him	say	a	little
tremulously,	‘I	am	lying	here	in	the	dark	waiting	for	death.’	The	light	was
within	a	foot	of	his	eyes.	I	forced	myself	to	murmur,	‘Oh,	nonsense!’	and
stood	over	him	as	if	transfixed.

“Anything	approaching	the	change	that	came	over	his	features	I	have	never
seen	before,	and	hope	never	to	see	again.	Oh,	I	wasn’t	touched.	I	was
fascinated.	It	was	as	though	a	veil	had	been	rent.	I	saw	on	that	ivory	face	the
expression	of	sombre	pride,	of	ruthless	power,	of	craven	terror--of	an	intense
and	hopeless	despair.	Did	he	live	his	life	again	in	every	detail	of	desire,
temptation,	and	surrender	during	that	supreme	moment	of	complete



knowledge?	He	cried	in	a	whisper	at	some	image,	at	some	vision--he	cried
out	twice,	a	cry	that	was	no	more	than	a	breath:

‘The	horror!	The	horror!’

“I	blew	the	candle	out	and	left	the	cabin.	The	pilgrims	were	dining	in	the
mess-room,	and	I	took	my	place	opposite	the	manager,	who	lifted	his	eyes	to
give	me	a	questioning	glance,	which	I	successfully	ignored.	He	leaned	back,
serene,	with	that	peculiar	smile	of	his	sealing	the	unexpressed	depths	of	his
meanness.	A	continuous	shower	of	small	flies	streamed	upon	the	lamp,	upon
the	cloth,	upon	our	hands	and	faces.	Suddenly	the	manager’s	boy	put	his
insolent	black	head	in	the	doorway,	and	said	in	a	tone	of	scathing	contempt:

“‘Mistah	Kurtz--he	dead.’

“All	the	pilgrims	rushed	out	to	see.	I	remained,	and	went	on	with	my	dinner.	I
believe	I	was	considered	brutally	callous.	However,	I	did	not	eat	much.	There
was	a	lamp	in	there--light,	don’t	you	know--and	outside	it	was	so	beastly,
beastly	dark.	I	went	no	more	near	the	remarkable	man	who	had	pronounced	a
judgment	upon	the	adventures	of	his	soul	on	this	earth.	The	voice	was	gone.
What	else	had	been	there?	But	I	am	of	course	aware	that	next	day	the
pilgrims	buried	something	in	a	muddy	hole.

“And	then	they	very	nearly	buried	me.

“However,	as	you	see,	I	did	not	go	to	join	Kurtz	there	and	then.	I	did	not.	I
remained	to	dream	the	nightmare	out	to	the	end,	and	to	show	my	loyalty	to
Kurtz	once	more.	Destiny.	My	destiny!	Droll	thing	life	is--that	mysterious
arrangement	of	merciless	logic	for	a	futile	purpose.	The	most	you	can	hope
from	it	is	some	knowledge	of	yourself--that	comes	too	late--a	crop	of
unextinguishable	regrets.	I	have	wrestled	with	death.	It	is	the	most	unexciting
contest	you	can	imagine.	It	takes	place	in	an	impalpable	greyness,	with
nothing	underfoot,	with	nothing	around,	without	spectators,	without	clamour,
without	glory,	without	the	great	desire	of	victory,	without	the	great	fear	of
defeat,	in	a	sickly	atmosphere	of	tepid	scepticism,	without	much	belief	in
your	own	right,	and	still	less	in	that	of	your	adversary.	If	such	is	the	form	of
ultimate	wisdom,	then	life	is	a	greater	riddle	than	some	of	us	think	it	to	be.	I



was	within	a	hair’s	breadth	of	the	last	opportunity	for	pronouncement,	and	I
found	with	humiliation	that	probably	I	would	have	nothing	to	say.	This	is	the
reason	why	I	affirm	that	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	was	a	remarkable	man.	After	all,	this	was	the	expression	of	some
sort	of	belief;	it	had	candour,	it	had	conviction,	it	had	a	vibrating	note	of
revolt	in	its	whisper,	it	had	the	appalling	face	of	a	glimpsed	truth--the	strange
commingling	of	desire	and	hate.	And	it	is	not	my	own	extremity	I	remember
best--a	vision	of	greyness	without	form	filled	with	physical	pain,	and	a
careless	contempt	for	the	evanescence	of	all	things--even	of	this	pain	itself.
No!	It	is	his	extremity	that	I	seem	to	have	lived	through.	True,	he	had	made
that	last	stride,	he	had	stepped	over	the	edge,	while	I	had	been	permitted	to
draw	back	my	hesitating	foot.	And	perhaps	in	this	is	the	whole	difference;
perhaps	all	the	wisdom,	and	all	truth,	and	all	sincerity,	are	just	compressed
into	that	inappreciable	moment	of	time	in	which	we	step	over	the	threshold	of
the	invisible.	Perhaps!	I	like	to	think	my	summing-up	would	not	have	been	a
word	of	careless	contempt.	Better	his	cry--much	better.	It	was	an	affirmation,
a	moral	victory	paid	for	by	innumerable	defeats,	by	abominable	terrors,	by
abominable	satisfactions.	But	it	was	a	victory!	That	is	why	I	have	remained
loyal	to	Kurtz	to	the	last,	and	even	beyond,	when	a	long	time	after	I	heard
once	more,	not	his	own	voice,	but	the	echo	of	his	magnificent	eloquence
thrown	to	me	from	a	soul	as	translucently	pure	as	a	cliff	of	crystal.

“No,	they	did	not	bury	me,	though	there	is	a	period	of	time	which	I	remember
mistily,	with	a	shuddering	wonder,	like	a	passage	through	some
inconceivable	world	that	had	no	hope	in	it	and	no	desire.	I	found	myself	back
in	the	sepulchral	city	resenting	the	sight	of	people	hurrying	through	the
streets	to	filch	a	little	money	from	each	other,	to	devour	their	infamous
cookery,	to	gulp	their	unwholesome	beer,	to	dream	their	insignificant	and
silly	dreams.	They	trespassed	upon	my	thoughts.	They	were	intruders	whose
knowledge	of	life	was	to	me	an	irritating	pretence,	because	I	felt	so	sure	they
could	not	possibly	know	the	things	I	knew.	Their	bearing,	which	was	simply
the	bearing	of	commonplace	individuals	going	about	their	business	in	the
assurance	of	perfect	safety,	was	offensive	to	me	like	the	outrageous
flauntings	of	folly	in	the	face	of	a	danger	it	is	unable	to	comprehend.	I	had	no
particular	desire	to	enlighten	them,	but	I	had	some	difficulty	in	restraining



myself	from	laughing	in	their	faces	so	full	of	stupid	importance.	I	daresay	I
was	not	very	well	at	that	time.	I	tottered	about	the	streets--there	were	various
affairs	to	settle--grinning	bitterly	at	perfectly	respectable	persons.	I	admit	my
behaviour	was	inexcusable,	but	then	my	temperature	was	seldom	normal	in
these	days.	My	dear	aunt’s	endeavours	to	‘nurse	up	my	strength’	seemed
altogether	beside	the	mark.	It	was	not	my	strength	that	wanted	nursing,	it	was
my	imagination	that	wanted	soothing.	I	kept	the	bundle	of	papers	given	me
by	Kurtz,	not	knowing	exactly	what	to	do	with	it.	His	mother	had	died	lately,
watched	over,	as	I	was	told,	by	his	Intended.	A	clean-shaved	man,	with	an
official	manner	and	wearing	gold-rimmed	spectacles,	called	on	me	one	day
and	made	inquiries,	at	first	circuitous,	afterwards	suavely	pressing,	about
what	he	was	pleased	to	denominate	certain	‘documents.’	I	was	not	surprised,
because	I	had	had	two	rows	with	the	manager	on	the	subject	out	there.	I	had
refused	to	give	up	the	smallest	scrap	out	of	that	package,	and	I	took	the	same
attitude	with	the	spectacled	man.	He	became	darkly	menacing	at	last,	and
with	much	heat	argued	that	the	Company	had	the	right	to	every	bit	of
information	about	its	‘territories.’	And	said	he,	‘Mr.	Kurtz’s	knowledge	of
unexplored	regions	must	have	been	necessarily	extensive	and	peculiar--
owing	to	his	great	abilities	and	to	the	deplorable	circumstances	in	which	he
had	been	placed:	therefore--’	I	assured	him	Mr.	Kurtz’s	knowledge,	however
extensive,	did	not	bear	upon	the	problems	of	commerce	or	administration.	He
invoked	then	the	name	of	science.	‘It	would	be	an	incalculable	loss	if,’	etc.,
etc.	I	offered	him	the	report	on	the	‘Suppression	of	Savage	Customs,’	with
the	postscriptum	torn	off.	He	took	it	up	eagerly,	but	ended	by	sniffing	at	it
with	an	air	of	contempt.	‘This	is	not	what	we	had	a	right	to	expect,’	he
remarked.	‘Expect	nothing	else,’	I	said.	‘There	are	only	private	letters.’	He
withdrew	upon	some	threat	of	legal	proceedings,	and	I	saw	him	no	more;	but
another	fellow,	calling	himself	Kurtz’s	cousin,	appeared	two	days	later,	and
was	anxious	to	hear	all	the	details	about	his	dear	relative’s	last	moments.
Incidentally	he	gave	me	to	understand	that	Kurtz	had	been	essentially	a	great
musician.	‘There	was	the	making	of	an	immense	success,’	said	the	man,	who
was	an	organist,	I	believe,	with	lank	grey	hair	flowing	over	a	greasy	coat-
collar.	I	had	no	reason	to	doubt	his	statement;	and	to	this	day	I	am	unable	to
say	what	was	Kurtz’s	profession,	whether	he	ever	had	any--which	was	the
greatest	of	his	talents.	I	had	taken	him	for	a	painter	who	wrote	for	the	papers,
or	else	for	a	journalist	who	could	paint--but	even	the	cousin	(who	took	snuff
during	the	interview)	could	not	tell	me	what	he	had	been--exactly.	He	was	a
universal	genius--on	that	point	I	agreed	with	the	old	chap,	who	thereupon
blew	his	nose	noisily	into	a	large	cotton	handkerchief	and	withdrew	in	senile



agitation,	bearing	off	some	family	letters	and	memoranda	without
importance.	Ultimately	a	journalist	anxious	to	know	something	of	the	fate	of
his	‘dear	colleague’	turned	up.	This	visitor	informed	me	Kurtz’s	proper
sphere	ought	to	have	been	politics	‘on	the	popular	side.’	He	had	furry	straight
eyebrows,	bristly	hair	cropped	short,	an	eyeglass	on	a	broad	ribbon,	and,
becoming	expansive,	confessed	his	opinion	that	Kurtz	really	couldn’t	write	a
bit--‘but	heavens!	how	that	man	could	talk.	He	electrified	large	meetings.	He
had	faith--don’t	you	see?--he	had	the	faith.	He	could	get	himself	to	believe
anything--anything.	He	would	have	been	a	splendid	leader	of	an	extreme
party.’	‘What	party?’	I	asked.	‘Any	party,’	answered	the	other.	‘He	was	an--
an--extremist.’	Did	I	not	think	so?	I	assented.	Did	I	know,	he	asked,	with	a
sudden	flash	of	curiosity,	‘what	it	was	that	had	induced	him	to	go	out	there?’
‘Yes,’	said	I,	and	forthwith	handed	him	the	famous	Report	for	publication,	if
he	thought	fit.	He	glanced	through	it	hurriedly,	mumbling	all	the	time,	judged
‘it	would	do,’	and	took	himself	off	with	this	plunder.

“Thus	I	was	left	at	last	with	a	slim	packet	of	letters	and	the	girl’s	portrait.	She
struck	me	as	beautiful--I	mean	she	had	a	beautiful	expression.	I	know	that	the
sunlight	can	be	made	to	lie,	too,	yet	one	felt	that	no	manipulation	of	light	and
pose	could	have	conveyed	the	delicate	shade	of	truthfulness	upon	those
features.	She	seemed	ready	to	listen	without	mental	reservation,	without
suspicion,	without	a	thought	for	herself.	I	concluded	I	would	go	and	give	her
back	her	portrait	and	those	letters	myself.	Curiosity?	Yes;	and	also	some
other	feeling	perhaps.	All	that	had	been	Kurtz’s	had	passed	out	of	my	hands:
his	soul,	his	body,	his	station,	his	plans,	his	ivory,	his	career.	There	remained
only	his	memory	and	his	Intended--and	I	wanted	to	give	that	up,	too,	to	the
past,	in	a	way--to	surrender	personally	all	that	remained	of	him	with	me	to
that	oblivion	which	is	the	last	word	of	our	common	fate.	I	don’t	defend
myself.	I	had	no	clear	perception	of	what	it	was	I	really	wanted.	Perhaps	it
was	an	impulse	of	unconscious	loyalty,	or	the	fulfilment	of	one	of	those
ironic	necessities	that	lurk	in	the	facts	of	human	existence.	I	don’t	know.	I
can’t	tell.	But	I	went.

“I	thought	his	memory	was	like	the	other	memories	of	the	dead	that
accumulate	in	every	man’s	life--a	vague	impress	on	the	brain	of	shadows	that
had	fallen	on	it	in	their	swift	and	final	passage;	but	before	the	high	and
ponderous	door,	between	the	tall	houses	of	a	street	as	still	and	decorous	as	a
well-kept	alley	in	a	cemetery,	I	had	a	vision	of	him	on	the	stretcher,	opening
his	mouth	voraciously,	as	if	to	devour	all	the	earth	with	all	its	mankind.	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	the	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.	And	the	memory	of	what	I	had
heard	him	say	afar	there,	with	the	horned	shapes	stirring	at	my	back,	in	the
glow	of	fires,	within	the	patient	woods,	those	broken	phrases	came	back	to
me,	were	heard	again	in	their	ominous	and	terrifying	simplicity.	I
remembered	his	abject	pleading,	his	abject	threats,	the	colossal	scale	of	his
vile	desires,	the	meanness,	the	torment,	the	tempestuous	anguish	of	his	soul.
And	later	on	I	seemed	to	see	his	collected	languid	manner,	when	he	said	one
day,	‘This	lot	of	ivory	now	is	really	mine.	The	Company	did	not	pay	for	it.	I
collected	it	myself	at	a	very	great	personal	risk.	I	am	afraid	they	will	try	to
claim	it	as	theirs	though.	H’m.	It	is	a	difficult	case.	What	do	you	think	I	ought
to	do--resist?	Eh?	I	want	no	more	than	justice.’...	He	wanted	no	more	than
justice--no	more	than	justice.	I	rang	the	bell	before	a	mahogany	door	on	the
first	floor,	and	while	I	waited	he	seemed	to	stare	at	me	out	of	the	glassy
panel--stare	with	that	wide	and	immense	stare	embracing,	condemning,
loathing	all	the	universe.	I	seemed	to	hear	the	whispered	cry,	“The	horror!
The	horror!”

“The	dusk	was	falling.	I	had	to	wait	in	a	lofty	drawing-room	with	three	long
windows	from	floor	to	ceiling	that	were	like	three	luminous	and	bedraped
columns.	The	bent	gilt	legs	and	backs	of	the	furniture	shone	in	indistinct
curves.	The	tall	marble	fireplace	had	a	cold	and	monumental	whiteness.	A
grand	piano	stood	massively	in	a	corner;	with	dark	gleams	on	the	flat	surfaces
like	a	sombre	and	polished	sarcophagus.	A	high	door	opened--closed.	I	rose.

“She	came	forward,	all	in	black,	with	a	pale	head,	floating	towards	me	in	the
dusk.	She	was	in	mourning.	It	was	more	than	a	year	since	his	death,	more
than	a	year	since	the	news	came;	she	seemed	as	though	she	would	remember
and	mourn	forever.	She	took	both	my	hands	in	hers	and	murmured,	‘I	had
heard	you	were	coming.’	I	noticed	she	was	not	very	young--I	mean	not
girlish.	She	had	a	mature	capacity	for	fidelity,	for	belief,	for	suffering.	The



room	seemed	to	have	grown	darker,	as	if	all	the	sad	light	of	the	cloudy
evening	had	taken	refuge	on	her	forehead.	This	fair	hair,	this	pale	visage,	this
pure	brow,	seemed	surrounded	by	an	ashy	halo	from	which	the	dark	eyes
looked	out	at	me.	Their	glance	was	guileless,	profound,	confident,	and
trustful.	She	carried	her	sorrowful	head	as	though	she	were	proud	of	that
sorrow,	as	though	she	would	say,	‘I--I	alone	know	how	to	mourn	for	him	as
he	deserves.’	But	while	we	were	still	shaking	hands,	such	a	look	of	awful
desolation	came	upon	her	face	that	I	perceived	she	was	one	of	those	creatures
that	are	not	the	playthings	of	Time.	For	her	he	had	died	only	yesterday.	And,
by	Jove!	the	impression	was	so	powerful	that	for	me,	too,	he	seemed	to	have
died	only	yesterday--nay,	this	very	minute.	I	saw	her	and	him	in	the	same
instant	of	time--his	death	and	her	sorrow--I	saw	her	sorrow	in	the	very
moment	of	his	death.	Do	you	understand?	I	saw	them	together--I	heard	them
together.	She	had	said,	with	a	deep	catch	of	the	breath,	‘I	have	survived’
while	my	strained	ears	seemed	to	hear	distinctly,	mingled	with	her	tone	of
despairing	regret,	the	summing	up	whisper	of	his	eternal	condemnation.	I
asked	myself	what	I	was	doing	there,	with	a	sensation	of	panic	in	my	heart	as
though	I	had	blundered	into	a	place	of	cruel	and	absurd	mysteries	not	fit	for	a
human	being	to	behold.	She	motioned	me	to	a	chair.	We	sat	down.	I	laid	the
packet	gently	on	the	little	table,	and	she	put	her	hand	over	it....	‘You	knew
him	well,’	she	murmured,	after	a	moment	of	mourning	silence.

“‘Intimacy	grows	quickly	out	there,’	I	said.	‘I	knew	him	as	well	as	it	is
possible	for	one	man	to	know	another.’

“‘And	you	admired	him,’	she	said.	‘It	was	impossible	to	know	him	and	not	to
admire	him.	Was	it?’

“‘He	was	a	remarkable	man,’	I	said,	unsteadily.	Then	before	the	appealing
fixity	of	her	gaze,	that	seemed	to	watch	for	more	words	on	my	lips,	I	went	on,
‘It	was	impossible	not	to--’

“‘Love	him,’	she	finished	eagerly,	silencing	me	into	an	appalled	dumbness.
‘How	true!	how	true!	But	when	you	think	that	no	one	knew	him	so	well	as	I!
I	had	all	his	noble	confidence.	I	knew	him	best.’

“‘You	knew	him	best,’	I	repeated.	And	perhaps	she	did.	But	with	every	word
spoken	the	room	was	growing	darker,	and	only	her	forehead,	smooth	and
white,	remained	illumined	by	the	inextinguishable	light	of	belief	and	love.



“‘You	were	his	friend,’	she	went	on.	‘His	friend,’	she	repeated,	a	little	louder.
‘You	must	have	been,	if	he	had	given	you	this,	and	sent	you	to	me.	I	feel	I
can	speak	to	you--and	oh!	I	must	speak.	I	want	you--you	who	have	heard	his
last	words--to	know	I	have	been	worthy	of	him....	It	is	not	pride....	Yes!	I	am
proud	to	know	I	understood	him	better	than	any	one	on	earth--he	told	me	so
himself.	And	since	his	mother	died	I	have	had	no	one--no	one--to--to--’

“I	listened.	The	darkness	deepened.	I	was	not	even	sure	whether	he	had	given
me	the	right	bundle.	I	rather	suspect	he	wanted	me	to	take	care	of	another
batch	of	his	papers	which,	after	his	death,	I	saw	the	manager	examining	under
the	lamp.	And	the	girl	talked,	easing	her	pain	in	the	certitude	of	my
sympathy;	she	talked	as	thirsty	men	drink.	I	had	heard	that	her	engagement
with	Kurtz	had	been	disapproved	by	her	people.	He	wasn’t	rich	enough	or
something.	And	indeed	I	don’t	know	whether	he	had	not	been	a	pauper	all	his
life.	He	had	given	me	some	reason	to	infer	that	it	was	his	impatience	of
comparative	poverty	that	drove	him	out	there.

“‘...	Who	was	not	his	friend	who	had	heard	him	speak	once?’	she	was	saying.
‘He	drew	men	towards	him	by	what	was	best	in	them.’	She	looked	at	me	with
intensity.	‘It	is	the	gift	of	the	great,’	she	went	on,	and	the	sound	of	her	low
voice	seemed	to	have	the	accompaniment	of	all	the	other	sounds,	full	of
mystery,	desolation,	and	sorrow,	I	had	ever	heard--the	ripple	of	the	river,	the
soughing	of	the	trees	swayed	by	the	wind,	the	murmurs	of	the	crowds,	the
faint	ring	of	incomprehensible	words	cried	from	afar,	the	whisper	of	a	voice
speaking	from	beyond	the	threshold	of	an	eternal	darkness.	‘But	you	have
heard	him!	You	know!’	she	cried.

“‘Yes,	I	know,’	I	said	with	something	like	despair	in	my	heart,	but	bowing
my	head	before	the	faith	that	was	in	her,	before	that	great	and	saving	illusion
that	shone	with	an	unearthly	glow	in	the	darkness,	in	the	triumphant	darkness
from	which	I	could	not	have	defended	her--from	which	I	could	not	even
defend	myself.

“‘What	a	loss	to	me--to	us!’--she	corrected	herself	with	beautiful	generosity;
then	added	in	a	murmur,	‘To	the	world.’	By	the	last	gleams	of	twilight	I
could	see	the	glitter	of	her	eyes,	full	of	tears--of	tears	that	would	not	fall.

“‘I	have	been	very	happy--very	fortunate--very	proud,’	she	went	on.	‘Too
fortunate.	Too	happy	for	a	little	while.	And	now	I	am	unhappy	for--for	life.’



“She	stood	up;	her	fair	hair	seemed	to	catch	all	the	remaining	light	in	a
glimmer	of	gold.	I	rose,	too.

“‘And	of	all	this,’	she	went	on	mournfully,	‘of	all	his	promise,	and	of	all	his
greatness,	of	his	generous	mind,	of	his	noble	heart,	nothing	remains--nothing
but	a	memory.	You	and	I--’

“‘We	shall	always	remember	him,’	I	said	hastily.

“‘No!’	she	cried.	‘It	is	impossible	that	all	this	should	be	lost--that	such	a	life
should	be	sacrificed	to	leave	nothing--but	sorrow.	You	know	what	vast	plans
he	had.	I	knew	of	them,	too--I	could	not	perhaps	understand--but	others	knew
of	them.	Something	must	remain.	His	words,	at	least,	have	not	died.’

“‘His	words	will	remain,’	I	said.

“‘And	his	example,’	she	whispered	to	herself.	‘Men	looked	up	to	him--his
goodness	shone	in	every	act.	His	example--’

“‘True,’	I	said;	‘his	example,	too.	Yes,	his	example.	I	forgot	that.’

“‘But	I	do	not.	I	cannot--I	cannot	believe--not	yet.	I	cannot	believe	that	I	shall
never	see	him	again,	that	nobody	will	see	him	again,	never,	never,	never.’

“She	put	out	her	arms	as	if	after	a	retreating	figure,	stretching	them	back	and
with	clasped	pale	hands	across	the	fading	and	narrow	sheen	of	the	window.
Never	see	him!	I	saw	him	clearly	enough	then.	I	shall	see	this	eloquent
phantom	as	long	as	I	live,	and	I	shall	see	her,	too,	a	tragic	and	familiar	Shade,
resembling	in	this	gesture	another	one,	tragic	also,	and	bedecked	with
powerless	charms,	stretching	bare	brown	arms	over	the	glitter	of	the	infernal
stream,	the	stream	of	darkness.	She	said	suddenly	very	low,	‘He	died	as	he
lived.’

“‘His	end,’	said	I,	with	dull	anger	stirring	in	me,	‘was	in	every	way	worthy	of
his	life.’

“‘And	I	was	not	with	him,’	she	murmured.	My	anger	subsided	before	a
feeling	of	infinite	pity.

“‘Everything	that	could	be	done--’	I	mumbled.



“‘Ah,	but	I	believed	in	him	more	than	any	one	on	earth--more	than	his	own
mother,	more	than--himself.	He	needed	me!	Me!	I	would	have	treasured
every	sigh,	every	word,	every	sign,	every	glance.’

“I	felt	like	a	chill	grip	on	my	chest.	‘Don’t,’	I	said,	in	a	muffled	voice.

“‘Forgive	me.	I--I	have	mourned	so	long	in	silence--in	silence....	You	were
with	him--to	the	last?	I	think	of	his	loneliness.	Nobody	near	to	understand
him	as	I	would	have	understood.	Perhaps	no	one	to	hear....’

“‘To	the	very	end,’	I	said,	shakily.	‘I	heard	his	very	last	words....’	I	stopped
in	a	fright.

“‘Repeat	them,’	she	murmured	in	a	heart-broken	tone.	‘I	want--I	want--
something--something--to--to	live	with.’

“I	was	on	the	point	of	crying	at	her,	‘Don’t	you	hear	them?’	The	dusk	was
repeating	them	in	a	persistent	whisper	all	around	us,	in	a	whisper	that	seemed
to	swell	menacingly	like	the	first	whisper	of	a	rising	wind.	‘The	horror!	The
horror!’

“‘His	last	word--to	live	with,’	she	insisted.	‘Don’t	you	understand	I	loved
him--I	loved	him--I	loved	him!’

“I	pulled	myself	together	and	spoke	slowly.

“‘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	inconceivable	triumph	and	of
unspeakable	pain.	‘I	knew	it--I	was	sure!’...	She	knew.	She	was	sure.	I	heard
her	weeping;	she	had	hidden	her	face	in	her	hands.	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....”

Marlow	ceased,	and	sat	apart,	indistinct	and	silent,	in	the	pose	of	a	meditating
Buddha.	Nobody	moved	for	a	time.	“We	have	lost	the	first	of	the	ebb,”	said



the	Director	suddenly.	I	raised	my	head.	The	offing	was	barred	by	a	black
bank	of	clouds,	and	the	tranquil	waterway	leading	to	the	uttermost	ends	of	the
earth	flowed	sombre	under	an	overcast	sky--seemed	to	lead	into	the	heart	of
an	immense	darkness.



The	20th	Century	and	Beyond

The	age	of	the	Lost	Generation,	imagism,	city	life,	scientific	advancement,
individualism,	making	classics	new,	&	the	stream	of	consciousness.

MODERNISM

(1900s-Present)

NOTABLE	STUDIES:	THE	WASTE	LAND	-	T.S.	ELLIOT

"You	cannot	say,	or	guess,	for	you	know	only	A	heap	of	broken	images,
where	the	sun	beats,	And	the	dead	tree	gives	no	shelter,	the	cricket	no
relief.	.	."	-from	The	Waste	Land

Orignally	published	in	1922,	Elliot's	poem	is	one	of	the	most	highly	regarded
modernist	poems	and	is	Elliot's	most	famous.	The	Waste	Land	grew	in
popularity	for	its	radical,	raw	confrontation	of	the	demise	of	Western	civility.



T.S.	Elliot,	1963.

.	.	.

POST	MODERNISM

(1940s-1970s)

Notable	studies:

I	Have	a	Dream	-	Martin	Luther	King	(1929-1968)

Caged	Bird	-	Maya	Angelou	(1928-2014)



King	and	Angelou's	iconic	works	reflect	on	the	cultural	injustices
experienced	by	African	Americans	during	the	Civil	Rights	Movement	(1954-
1968)	and	later.

Martin	Luther	King	Jr.	at
the	Lincoln	Memorial

(1963).

King's	speech	uses	significant	documents	and	symbolisms	from	American
history	to	further	express	the	gravity	of	injustice	that	African	Americans
incurred	before	segregation	ended.	King's	humanitarian	work	earned	him	a
Nobel	Peace	Prize	in	1964.	And	King	was	named	Man	of	the	Year	by	Time
magazine	in	1963,	the	same	year	he	delivered	his	speech	at	the	Lincoln
Memorial.

"I	have	a	dream	that	one	day	this	nation	will	rise	up	and	live	out	the
true	meaning	of	its	creed	-	we	hold	these	truths	to	be	self-evident:
that	all	men	are	created	equal	.	.	."	-	From	I	Have	a	Dream

American	poet,	author	and	civil	rights	activist,	Maya	Angelou,	rose	to	fame
for	composing	deeply	relatable	memoirs	and	poetry	that	exposed	issues	of
rape,	identity,	and	racism.



Maya	Angelou,
photographed	by	Adria
Richards	(2009).

"The	caged	bird	sings	with	a	fearful	trill,	of	things	unknown	but
longed	for	still	.	.	."	-	From	Caged	Bird



IMAGES

COVER	IMAGES:

YOUNG	WOMAN	IN	ORISON	READING	A	BOOK	OF	HOURS	(1532)	BY	AMBROSIUS

BENSON

"GOLD	FRAME"	BY	ARTSYBEE,	UNDER	CREATIVE	COMMONS	THROUGH	PIXABAY.COM.

.	.	.

DAVID,	JULES.	“DONE	QUIXOTE	AND	SANCHO	PANZA.”	WIKIMEDIA	COMMONS,	THE
WIKIMEDIA	FOUNDATION,	1887,

HTTPS://COMMONS.WIKIMEDIA.ORG/WIKI/FILE:DON_QUIXOTE_AND_SANCHO_PANZA_BY_JULES_DAVID.PNG
.

GDJ.	“ORNAMENTAL	SECTION	DIVIDER.”	PIXABAY,	SEPT.	2017,
PIXABAY.COM/EN/DECORATIVE-ORNAMENTAL-DIVIDER-2730324/.

HOLIDAY,	HENRY.	‘ILLUSTRATIONS	FOR	THE	HUNTING	OF	THE	SNARK:	FROM	FIT	THE
FIFTH.”	WIKIMEDIA	COMMONS.	THE	WIKIMEDIA	FOUNDATION,	1931,

HTTPS://EN.WIKIPEDIA.ORG/WIKI/FILE:LEWIS_CARROLL_-_HENRY_HOLIDAY_-
_HUNTING_OF_THE_SNARK_-_PLATE_7.JPG	.

JERVAS,	CHARLES.	“JONATHAN	SWIFT.”	WIKIMEDIA	COMMONS,	THE	WIKIMEDIA

FOUNDATION,	1710,
HTTPS://COMMONS.WIKIMEDIA.ORG/WIKI/FILE:JONATHAN_SWIFT_BY_CHARLES_JERVAS_DETAIL.JPG

.

LIVINGSTONE,	DAVID.	“GANG	OF	CAPTIVES	AT	MBAME’S.”	WIKIMEDIA	COMMONS,	THE
WIKIMEDIA	FOUNDATION,	1865,

HTTPS://EN.WIKIPEDIA.ORG/WIKI/FILE:GANG_OF_CAPTIVES_AT_MBAME%E2%80%99S.JPG



.

MANCHESTER,	EDWIN	H."EDGAR	ALLAN	POE.	WIKIMEDIA	COMMONS,THE	WIKIMEDIA

FOUNDATION,1848,
HTTPS://COMMONS.WIKIMEDIA.ORG/WIKI/FILE:EDGAR_ALLAN_POE_2_RETOUCHED_AND_TRANSPARENT_BG.PNG

MARSHALL,	HENRIETTA	ELIZABETH.	“STORIES	OF	BEOWULF.”	WIKIMEDIA	COMMONS,
THE	WIKIMEDIA	FOUNDATION,	1908,

COMMONS.WIKIMEDIA.ORG/WIKI/FILE:STORIES_OF_BEOWULF_HEAD_OF_GRENDEL.JPG	.

“MARTIN	LUTHER	KING	JR.,	AUG.	28,	1963,	MARCH	ON	WASHINGTON,	D.C.”
WIKIMEDIA	COMMONS,	THE	WIKIMEDIA	FOUNDATION,

COMMONS.WIKIMEDIA.ORG/WIKI/FILE:USMC-09611.JPG.

RICHARDS,	ADRIA	“MAYA	ANGELOU.”	WIKIMEDIA	COMMONS,	THE	WIKIMEDIA

FOUNDATION,	2009,	HTTPS://COMMONS.WIKIMEDIA.ORG/WIKI/FILE:MY_HEROES_-
_MAYA_ANGELOU_CONNECTED_WITH_COUNTLESS_PEOPLE_THROUGH_HER_POWERFUL_POETRY.JPG

“THOMAS	STEARNS	(’T.S.’)	ELIOT.”	WIKIMEDIA	COMMONS,	THE	WIKIMEDIA

FOUNDATION,	1934,
HTTPS://COMMONS.WIKIMEDIA.ORG/WIKI/FILE:THOMAS_STEARNS_ELIOT_BY_LADY_OTTOLINE_MORRELL_(1934).JPG

TURNER,	JOSEPH	MALLORD	WILLIAM."FISHERMEN	AT	SEA."	WIKIMEDIA	COMMONS,	THE
WIKIMEDIA

FOUNDATION,1796,HTTPS://COMMONS.WIKIMEDIA.ORG/WIKI/FILE:JOSEPH_MALLORD_WILLIAM_TURNER_-
_FISHERMEN_AT_SEA_-_GOOGLE_ART_PROJECT.JPG.


	Table of Contents
	Preface
	Ancient Literature and the Classics
	Beowulf

	The Renaissance
	Don Quixote

	The Enlightenment
	A MODEST PROPOSAL

	Romanticism
	ANNABEL LEE

	The Victorian Era
	The Hunting of the Snark

	Realism
	Heart of Darkness

	Modernism
	Sources

