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KARANLIGIN YUREGI



I

Gezi teknesi Nellie, yelkenlerinde en ufak bir kipirt1 goriilmeksizin zincirine tutunmus dinleniyordu.
Sular c¢ekilmis, riizgar neredeyse dinmisti; nehirden asag gidecek olan Nellie’nin yapacag tek sey
gelgiti beklemekti.

Thames’in agzi, ugsuz bucaksiz bir su yolunun baslangic noktas1 gibi éniimiizde uzamyordu. ileride
denizle gokylizii kaynasmisti ve bu aydinlik alanda gelgitle siiriiklenen mavnalarin giines yanmgi
yelkenleri gergince goge yiikselen kirmuzi yelken bezi kiimeleri olusturmus, vernikli gonderlerin
parlakligr icinde kimiltisiz duruyor gibiydi. Yitip giden bir diizliikkle denize uzanan alcak kiyilara
sisten bir tiil yayilmisti. Gravesend’in lizerinde hava karanlikti; karanlik daha da otelerde kederli bir
yogunluga biirtinmiis, diinyanin en biiyiik, en miithis kentinin tizerine ¢oreklenmisti.

Sirket yoneticisi hem kaptammiz, hem ev sahibimizdi. Biz dordiimiiz pruvada dikilmis denize bakan
kaptantmizin sirtim hayranlikla izliyorduk. Koca nehirde, onun yarisi kadar olsun denizciye benzeyen
bir kisi daha yoktu. Bir kilavuzu andiriyordu; denizcilerin en ¢ok giiven duyduklar1 adamu. Isinin,
oniindeki aydinlik haligte degil arkasinda birikmekte olan karanlikta oldugunu anlamak zordu.

Daha once bir yerlerde sOylemistim; aramizda deniz bag vardi. Bu bag uzun ayrilik donemlerine
ragmen kalplerimizi bir arada tutuyor, dahasi, birbirimizin hikayelerine —hatta inan¢larina— kars1 daha
hosgoriilii olmamiz1 sagliyordu. Eski dostlarin en iyisi olan Avukat, ardinda biraktigi yillarin ve
sahip oldugu erdemlerin hatirina giivertedeki tek minderi almus, tek halinin iizerine uzanmisti.
Muhasebeci, getirdigi bir kutu dominoyu ¢ikartmus, taslarla mimarlik oynuyordu. Marlow sag kicta
bagdas kurmus, mizana diregine yaslanmisti. Cokmiis yanaklari, soluk benzi, diimdiiz sirt1, diinya
islerinden elini etegini ¢ekmis edas1 ve avuglar1 disa bakan sarkmus kollariyla daha ¢ok bir heykeli
andiriyordu. Miidiir, ¢apayr yoklayip tarama yapmadigindan emin olduktan sonra ki¢ tarafa gelip
yammiza oturdu. Tembel tembel biraz lafladik. Daha sonra yatin glivertesine sessizlik hakim oldu.
Nedense domino oynamaya bir tiirlii baslamadik. Diisiincelere dalmistik, hicbir sey yapmadan, dylece
etrafi seyretmek istiyorduk. Giin sessiz ve enfes bir parlaklikla durgun batiyordu. Suyun 1s1mas1 huzur
vericiydi; gokyliziinde tek bir bulut yoktu ve engin bir tenin 1s1k seli gibiydi; Essex sazliklarinin
tizerini kaplayan sis, daha i¢ kesimlerdeki agaclikli yiiksekliklere asilmus, alcak kiyilar1 seffaf
katmanlarla orten 1s1kl1 bir tiil gibiydi, ama Bati’da, nehrin yukarilarina ¢oken karanlik, giinesin
batmasina 6fkeleniyormusgasina her an giderek daha da kasvetli bir hal aliyordu.

En sonunda kavisli, fark edilmeyecek kadar yavas hareketini tamamlayan giines 1yice alcaldi ve
yakict beyazlik, su bir grup insamn iizerini saran o karanliga deger degmez sanki 6liimciil bir yara
alip diismiis gibi yerini 151ns1z, 1sitmayan mat kizila birakti.

Derken sularin tizerinde bir degisiklik oldu. Huzur; daha az pariltili fakat daha derin bir hal aldi.
Kiyilarina yerlesmis olan halklara ¢aglar boyu hizmet veren bu eski, genis nehir, simdi giinbatiminda
kimiltisiz duruyor, diinyanin en uzak koselerine kadar uzanan bir su yolunun kayitsiz agirbasliligiyla
uzayip gidiyordu. Bu saygideger nehri gelip gecici, kisa bir giiniin kabaran coskusuyla degil, ebedi
anilarin soylu 1s1@inda seyrediyorduk. Gergekten de “denizlerde dolagmus” bir adanmuin saygr ve
ilgiyle Thames’in asagilarinda ge¢misin engin ruhunu ammsamasit kolaydir. Bikip usanmadan
gorevini yerine getiren gelgit akintisi, eve donen veya denize savasa giden gemilerin ve adamlarin
hatiralartyla yiikltidiir. Sir Francis Drake’ten Sir John Franklin’e kadar ulusumuzun gurur duydugu
herkesi, i1simli isimsiz sovalyeleri, denizin maceraperest, biiylik sovalyelerini tamms ve hepsine



hizmet etmistir. Sisman sagrilar1 hazine dolu doniip de majesteleri kralice tarafindan ziyaret edilen, o
biiyiik masala konu olan Golden Hind’den tutun da baska fetihlere katilip asla geri gelmeyen Erebus
ve Terror’a dek isimleri zamamn karanliginda miicevher gibi parildayan ne gemileri tasimistir o.
Hem gemileri hem de gemidekileri tammustir. Deptford’tan, Greenwich’ten, Erith’ten gelen gemileri,
maceraperestleri ve yerlesimcileri, krallarin gemilerini, is¢i gemilerini, kaptanlari, amiralleri, Dogu
ticaretinin karanlik “fazlaliklarim™ yani korsanlari, Dogu Hindistan filolarimn kiralik “generallerim”.
Altin arayicilart da sohret avcilart da bu nehirden yola ¢ikmislardi; ellerinde kili¢ ve ¢ogu zaman
mesaleyle, lilkedeki kudretin habercileri, kutsal atesten birer kivilcim tasiyanlardi onlar. Bu nehrin
taskinindan bilinmeyen bir diinyanin gizemine ne yiicelikler kaymadi ki!.. Insanoglunun diisleri,
uluslarin tohumlar1, imparatorluklarin niiveleri.

Giines batti; nehrin tizerine aksam karanlig ¢oktii, kiyr boyunca 1siklar yanmaya basladi. Bir camur
tepesinin tizerine kurulu li¢ ayakli Chapman fenerinin 15181 giicliiydii. Gemilerin 1siklart nehrin
tizerinde bir asag bir yukari oynasiyordu. Daha Bati’da, yliksek yerlerde korkung kentin yeri
gokyliziinde bir kotiiliik alameti gibi belli oluyordu; giin 1s18inda diisiinceli bir kasveti, yildizlarin
altinda korku salan bir pariltisi vardi.

“Iste buras1,” dedi Marlow birden, “diinyanin karanlik yerlerinden biri oldu hep.”

Icimizde “denizin pesine diismeye devam eden” bir tek o kalmisti. Hakkinda sdylenebilecek en kotii
sey, smifimn temsilcisi olmamasiydi. Marlow bir denizciydi, ancak denizcilerin ¢ogu, deyim
yerindeyse yerlesik hayatlar siirerken, o ayn1 zamanda bir maceraperestti de. Denizcilerin akillarinda
hep evde olmak vardir; zaten evleri de, yani gemileri de hep yanlarindadir; yurtlar1 da denizdir
onlarin. Biitlin gemiler birbirlerine benzer, deniz hep aymdir. Bu de8ismez cevreleri igersinde, yeni
limanlar1, yeni yiizleri, hayatin de8isken biiyiikliiglinii ve akip giden maziyi bilinmeyene kars1 duyulan
korkuyla degil, kiictimseyici bir aldirmazlikla gormezden gelirler. Ciinkii bir denizci i¢in, varligimn
metresi ve kader kadar anlasilmaz olan denizin kendisinden baska gizemli hicbir sey yoktur. Geri
kalanina gelince; saatlerce calistiktan sonra kiyida bir gezinti ya da kii¢iik bir eglence ona tiim kitanin
gizini bahseder ve denizci de zaten genellikle bu sirrin bilmeye degecek kadar onemli bir sey
olmadigina kanaat getirir. Denizcilerin hikdyelerinin dogrudan bir basitligi vardir; bu hikayelerin
biitiin anlamu incir ¢ekirdegini bile doldurmaz. Oysa ki Marlow (eger hikdye anlatma egilimi bir yana
birakilirsa) tipik bir denizci degildi, ona gore bir olayin anlamu bir ¢ekirdek gibi icte degil distaydi
ve atesin hafif sisi ortaya ¢ikarisi gibi anlanu ortaya cikarir, kimi zaman ay 1s181min hayali aydinlid
tarafindan goriiniir kilinan sisli haleler gibi hikdyeyi sarmalardi.

Aslinda soyledigi hi¢ de sasirtict degildi; hatta tam Marlow’a gore bir sozdii iste. Sessizce kabul
gordii. Kimse duydugunu belli etmedi bile. O da agir agir anlatmaya devam etti:

“Cok eski zamanlar1 diislinliyordum, Romalilarin buraya ilk kez geldigi giinleri, bin dokuz yiiz y1l
onceyi; diin gibi yani... Bu nehir ne zamandir 151k sagiyor? Sovalyeler zamamndan beri mi diyorsunuz
siz? Evet, ama ovada yayilan bir yangin, bulutlarin arasinda bir simsek gibidir 0. Onun pariltisinda
yastyoruz. Thtiyar diinya dondiik¢e de boyle siirer umarim! Ama daha diin buralara karanlik hakimdi.
Birden rotasim kuzeye cevirmesi emredilen, alelacele kara yoluyla Galyalilarin arasindan gecen;
elbette eger okuduklarimiz dogruysa lejyonerlerin bir iki ayda insa ettigi —onlar da ¢ok becerikli
adamlardi herhalde— yiizlerce tekneden birinin basina verilecek olan Akdeniz’deki giizel bir —nasil
derler— kadirgamn komutanini diisiiniin. O adam burada hayal edin; diinyanin 6biir ucu, kursun rengi
deniz, duman rengi gokyiizii, akordeon kadar saglam gemilerden biri —erzak, siparis ya da her ne ise



yiiklii— nehirden yukar1 dogru ilerliyor. Kum sigliklar1, sazliklar, ormanlar, vahsiler... Uygar bir adam
i¢in yiyecek hicbir sey yok, icme suyu da Thames’ten. Ne Falernia sarabi ne de kiyiya ¢ikma imkani.
Arazi i¢inde kaybolmus, surada burada bir askeri kamp, samanlikta igne aramak gibi bir sey. Soguk,
sis, firtina, hastalik, siirgiin ve 6liim; 6liim sinsi sinsi dolasiyor; havada, suda, caliliklarin arasinda.
Burada sinek gibi oliiyorlardi herhalde. Ama o... O basardi elbette. Hem de ¢ok 1yi yapti isini, hi¢
kuskusuz, yaptig1 is lizerinde ¢ok da fazla diisiinmedi, daha sonralar1, yapmis olduguyla 6viinmesinin
disinda, belki de. Onlar karanlikla yiizlesebilecek kadar cesurdular. Muhtemelen, eger Roma’da siki
dostlar1 varsa, bu iklimden de sag kurtulabilirse Ravenna’daki filoya terfi edebilecegini diisiiniip
keyifleniyordu. Ya da eski Roma giysileri i¢inde gen¢ ve nazik bir yurttasi diisiiniin; belki zar
oyunlarina fazlaca diiskiin bir geng, anlarsimz ya, buraya bir valinin, vergi tahsildarinin veya

tliccarin pesinde talihini kovalamak i¢in gelmis. Bataklia, agaclarin arasindan yiiriiyiip icerlerde
bir lisse vardiginda etrafim saran vahseti, o biiylik vahseti sezer; ormanda, cangillarda ve vahsi
adamlarin yiireklerinde yasayan yabaniligin gizemli diinyasimi. Bu tiir gizemlerin kabul torenleri de
olmaz. Anlasilmaz olamn, bu yiizden de nefret edilenin gobeginde yasamak zorundadir. Biitiin bunlar
yetmezmis gibi, bir de bir biiyii etkisi altina alir onu. igrengligin biiyiileyici giicii, bilirsiniz. Giderek
bliyliyen pismanlig1 hayal edin, kacip kurtulma arzusunu, aciz tiksinme hissini, teslimiyeti ve nefreti.”

Durdu.

“Ama,” diye baslad1 yeniden, bir kolunu dirseginden kaldirip avucunu disa dogru cevirerek. Bagdas
kurmus haliyle, Avrupai giysiler i¢inde, elinde bir tek lotus cigegi eksik, oturmus vaaz veren bir
Buda’ya benziyordu. “Ama hi¢gbirimiz tam olarak bdyle hissetmeyiz,” dedi. “Basarmak kurtarir bizi;
basariya olan bagliligimiz. Onlar aslinda pek de kayda deger adamlar degillermis. SOmiirgeci
degillermis; sadece yonetimleri disiplinliymis diye diistiniiyorum. Fatihtiler, bunun i¢in yalmzca
vahsi bir gii¢ gerekir, bunun da oviiniilecek bir yam yoktur, ¢iinkii giiciiniiz bagkalarinin zayifligindan
kaynaklanan bir seydir sadece. Sirf ortada sahip olunacak bir seyler var diye her seyi kapmaya
calistilar. Kanli bir soygundu yaptiklari, genis ¢apli bir kiyim, gozlerini karartip girisiyorlardi bu
islere; karanlikla cebellesenlerden de beklenen budur zaten. Diinyamn fethi, ki bu genellikle topragin,
farkl1 bir ten rengine, nispeten daha basik burunlara sahip olanlarin elinden alinmasi anlamina gelir,
aslinda iizerine kafa yoruldugunda pek de hos bir sey degildir. Bu durumu diizelten tek sey
diisiincedir. Yapilan isin arkasindaki diisiince; yalandan bir duygusallik degil ama, gercek diisiince;
diistinceye bencilce olmayan bir inang, kurgulayabileceginiz, 6niinde diz ¢okebileceginiz, adaklar
adayabileceginiz bir sey...”

Soziinii kesti... Alevler siiziiliiyordu nehrin tlizerinde; kiiciik yesil alevler, kirmizi alevler, beyaz
alevler, kovalayan, yarisan, toplasan, birlesen, birbirlerinin lizerinden gegen, sonra da yavasca ya da
aceleyle ayrilan alevler. Biiylik kentin trafigi, uykusuz nehrin {izerinde derinlesen gece boyunca siirdii
gitti. Biz ise izlemeye devam ediyorduk, sabirla bekliyorduk; nehrin akintis1 kesilene dek yapacak bir
sey yoktu, fakat uzun sliren sessizligin ardindan, duraksayarak, “Bir zamanlar benim de tatli su
denizciligl yaptigimm samrim hepiniz hatirliyorsunuz,” dediginde cezir gerceklesene kadar Marlow’un
sonu gelmez tecriibelerinden birini daha dinlemenin kaderimiz oldugunu biliyorduk.

“Aslinda sahsen basima gelenlerle sizi sikmak istemem,” diye baslayip dinleyicilerinin en ¢ok
neleri duymak istediginden emin olamayan su hikayecilere 6zgii zayifligi gosterdi. “Ama yine de bu
olayin iizerimdeki etkisini anlayabilmeniz i¢in oraya nasil gittigimi, neler gordiigiimii, nehri ge¢ip o
zavall1 dostla tamstiZim yerlere nasil ulastiZimn bilmeniz gerekir. Bu seyahatimin en ug,



tecriibelerimin de tepe noktasiydi. Bu tecriibeden sonra sanki bana dair her seye ve diisiincelerime
bir tiir 151k tutuldu. Olay i¢ karartic1 ve acikli, hi¢bir sekilde siradis1 bir olay degil, ama pek agik da
sayllmaz. Yok, hi¢ acik sayilmaz, ama yine benim i¢in aydinlaticiyd.

“Hatirlarsamz, o zamanlar Hint Okyanusu’nu, Pasifik’i, Cin Denizi’ni dolasip alti y1l kadar —yani
yeterli bir siire— Dogu’da kaldiktan sonra Londra’ya yeni donmiistiim; bos gezenin bos kalfasi
oldugumdan, gelip sizi islerinizden alikoyuyor, evlerinizi istila ediyordum, sanki sizi uygarlastirmak
gibi kutsal bir vazifem vardi. Baslangicta keyifliydi ama dinlenmekten yorulmaya baslamistim. Sonra
bir gemi aramaya koyuldum. Bu bana o zaman diinyanin en zor isi gibi geldi, ama gemilerin hi¢biri
yiiziime bakmiyordu ve o oyundan da sikildim.

“Kiicliikken haritalara karsi bliylik bir tutkum vardi. Saatlerce Giiney Amerika’ya, Afrika’ya,
Avustralya’ya bakar, kesiflerin heyecaniyla kendimi kaybederdim. Diinya iizerinde o zamanlar pek
cok bos alan vardi; ben de haritada 6zellikle davetkar bir yer goriince (gerci o zaman her yer goziime
boyle goriliniiyordu ya) parmagimi iizerine koyup, biiyiiylince buraya gidecegim derdim. Kuzey Kutbu
da iste bu noktalardan biriydi, hatirliyorum. Beyler, bugiine dek hi¢ oraya gitmedim, bundan sonra da
deneyecek degilim. Benim i¢in artik bir c¢ekiciligi kalmadi. Kimi yerler de Ekvator’un etrafinda
uzamyordu; her iki yarikiire lizerinde ve her enlemde. Bunlardan bazilarina gittim de... Her neyse;
konumuz bu degildi, ama bunlardan bir tanesi vardi ki; en biiyiigii, en bos olam. Oraya gitmeye can
attyordum denebilir.

“Dogru; artik oras1 da pek bos sayilmazdi. Cocuklugumdan bu yana nehirlerle, gbllerle ve isimlerle
dolmustu. Cekici sirlar tagiyan bos alan —bir ¢ocugun hakkinda hayaller kurabilecegi bir beyazlik—
olarak kalmaya devam edemedi. Karanligin yurdu haline geldi, ama o haritanin {izerinde, bas1 denize
uzanan, govdesi biitlin {ilkenin iizerine yayilan, kuyrugu arazinin derinliklerinde kaybolan dev bir
yilana benzeyen, dyle kudretli, dyle biiyiik bir nehir vardi ki... Onu bir diikkdnin vitrinindeki haritada
gordiigimde, minik, aptal bir kus yilanla yiiz yiize geldiginde nasil biiyiilenirse, iste Oyle
bliyiilenmistim. Neden sonra, o nehir lizerinde ticaretle ugrasan biiyiikk bir sirketin varligim
ammsadim. Iste bu! Bu kadar ¢ok nehirde ticaret yapmak i¢in gemileri olmas: gerekir dedim kendi
kendime —buharli tekneleri! Niye bu teknelerden birinin basina gecen ben olmayacaktim ki?
Donanma Caddesi boyunca yiirtimeye koyuldum, bu fikir aklimdan ¢ikmiyordu. Yilan beni kendimden
gecirmist.

“Kita Avrupasi’nin bir sirketinin oradaki ticaret grubundan soz ettigimi anlanuissimzdir, ama benim
de Kita Avrupasi’nda yasayan bir¢cok akrabam vardi; dediklerine gore hem ¢ok daha ucuz hem de
gortindiigii kadar kotii degilmis oralar.

“Maalesef, akrabalarimin basim agritmaya basladigimu itiraf etmeliyim. Benim i¢in bu zaten yeni
bir baslangicti. Bilirsiniz; amacima ulasmak i¢in bu tiir yollara basvurmayr sevmem. Ben her zaman
gidecegim yere kendi yolumdan, kendi ayaklarim {izerinde gitmisimdir. Yaptiklarima ben de
inanamiyordum, ama goriiyorsunuz ya, 0yle ya da boyle oraya gitmem gerektigini hissediyordum.
Baslarina eksidim. Adamlar ‘Sevgili dostum,” diyor, ama hi¢bir sey yapmuyorlardi. Sonra —inamr
misimz?— kadinlar1 denedim. Ben, Charlie Marlow, is bulabilmek i¢in araya kadinlari soktum.
Tanrim! Kendimi iyiden iyiye kaptirmistim. Bir halam vardi, sevimli, girisken bir kadincagiz. Bana,
‘Harika olur. Senin i¢in ne gerekiyorsa yapmaya hazirim. Bu ¢ok iyi bir fikir. Yonetimde ¢ok iist
diizeyde birinin hammuni, ayrica ¢ok sozii gegen bir adamu tamyorum,’ tiirlinden bir mektup yazdi.
Eger hayalim buysa, buharl1 bir nehir gemisinin kaptam olarak atanmanu saglamak i¢in elinden geleni



ardina koymamaya kararliydi.

“Sonunda atandim elbette; iistelik ¢ok da cabuk oldu bu. Sirket, yerlilerle yasanan bir kavga
sirasinda kaptanlarindan birinin 6ldiiriildiigii haberini almusti galiba. Bu benim i¢in bir sansti; artik
gitmek icin iyice sabirsizlamyordum. Aylarca sonra 6len adamin cesedini aramaya koyuldugumda,
s0z konusu kavgamn iki tavuk yiiziinden ¢ikan anlasmazliktan kaynaklandigim ogrendim. Evet, iki
kara tavuk. Fresleven —adamin adi buymus. Danimarkali’ymis— pazarlik sirasinda kandirildigim
diistinerek karaya ¢ikip koylin sefine sopayla vurmaya baslamis. Ah, sonradan bu adamun diinyanin en
nazik, en sakin insanlarindan biri oldugunu duydugumda aslinda hi¢ de sasirmadim. Kuskusuz oyleydi,
ama soylu davasi ugruna iki yildir oralardaydi ve takdir edersiniz ki muhtemelen bir sekilde onurunu
korumak istemisti. Bu yilizden toplanan halk saskin bakislarla seyrederken o ihtiyar zenciyi acimasizca
dovmiistii; ta ki, —bana anlatildigina gére— ihtiyarin oglu, babasimn feryatlar1 karsisinda caresizlikle
mizragini tereddiitle de olsa beyaz adama saplayana dek. Mizrak, kaptamin kiirek kemikleri arasina
kolayca girivermisti. Biitiin halk, baslarina bir felaket gelecegi korkusuyla ormamn i¢ kesimlerine
cekilmig. Samirim Fresleven’in gemisi de panik i¢inde, bas makinistin kumandasinda oradan
uzaklasmusti. Ben gidip de yerine gecene kadar kimse Fresleven’in cesediyle ilgilenmemisti. Cesedin
Oylece kalmasina izin veremezdim, ama giinii gelip de, selefimle tamisma firsatt buldugumda,
kaburgalarinin arasinda biiyiiyen otlar kemiklerini Ortecek kadar uzamusti. Oylece yatiyordu.
Dogaiistii varliga, yere diistiikten sonra hi¢ kimse dokunmanusti. Koy terk edilmis, ¢iiriiyen kararnus
kuliibeler yikilmis, araziyi ¢evreleyen c¢itler darmadagin olmustu. Koyii ger¢cekten de bir felaketin
vurduguna siiphe yoktu. insanlar ortadan kaybolmustu. Cilginca korku erkekleri, kadinlari, ¢ocuklari
caliliklara siiriiklemis, bir daha da ger1 donmemislerdi. Tavuklarin basina ne geldiginmi de
bilmiyorum, ama bu olaydan onlar da etkilendiler samirim. Yine de, bu biiyiik olayin sayesinde yeni
isime umdugumdan ¢abuk atanmistim iste.

“Hazirlanmak i¢in ¢1lginca kosturdum ve daha kirk sekiz saat dolmamusti ki patronlarima goriinmek
icin Mans Denizi’ni ge¢iyordum. Birka¢ saat i¢inde bana hep beyaz kirecle sivanmus bir mezari
animsatan kente varmistim. Kuskusuz bir 6n yargt bu. Sirketin biirosunu bulmakta zorlanmadim.
Kentin en biiyiik binasiydi; kime sorsamz gosterirdi. Denizasir1 bir imparatorluk kuracak, ticaret
yapip paraya para demeyeceklerdi.

“Koyu golgeler altinda dar ve 1ss1z bir sokak, yiiksek binalar, sayisiz panjurlu pencere, 6liimciil bir
sessizlik, taglarin arasindan fiskiran otlar, sagda ve solda biiyiik araba girisleri, aralik duran devasa,
cift kanath kapilar. Bu yariklardan birinin i¢ine daldim, ¢6l kadar sikici, siissliz merdivenlerden bir
kat ¢iktim ve karsima ¢ikan i1k kapiyr actim. Biri sigsman, digeri zayif iki kadin hasirdan iskemlelerde
oturmus bir seyler Orliyorlardi. Zayif olam ayaga kalkti, bana dogru yiiriidii —6rmey1 birakmamusti,
gozler1 yere bakiyordu— tam da bir uyurgezerin yolundan cekilir gibi 6niinden ¢ekilmeyi diistindiigiim
anda karsimda dikilip basim kaldirdi. Elbisesi semsiye kumasi kadar sadeydi; tek kelime etmeden
dondii ve beni bir bekleme odasina gotiirdii. Adimu verdim, etrafa bakindim. Ortada sade bir masa,
duvar kenarlarinda satafatsiz sandalyeler, bir kosede biiylik, parlak bir harita vardi; harita
gokkusagimin renklerine boyanmusti. Kirmuzilar agirliktaydi —kirmiziyr gormek her zaman iyidir,
clinkii bu yerlerde gercekten de 1s yapildigim bilirsiniz— bir siirii mavilik, biraz yesil, yer yer oranj
ve Dogu kiyisinda da ilerlemenin neseli onciilerinin keyifle lager biralarim igtikleri yerleri gosteren
mor bir bolge vardi, ama bunlardan hi¢biri benim gidecegim yer degildi. Ben sar1 kisma gidiyordum.
Tam ortadaki bolgeye. Nehir iste oradaydi —biiyiileyici, dlimciil- yilan gibi. Of! Bir kap1r a¢ildi;
beyaz sagli kitibin basi1 goriindii; yiiziinde anlayisl bir ifade vardi; ciliz isaret parmagiyla isaret



ederek beni mabede davet etti. Icerisi lostu; ortada agir bir yazi masast duruyordu. Masamn
arkasindaysa solgun yiizlii, sisman, frakli bir adam oturuyordu: Patronun bizzat kendisi. Tahminimce
boyu 1.60 civarlarindaydi; kim bilir ka¢ milyon tutuyordu elinde. Galiba tokalastik, belli belirsiz bir
seyler soyledi; Fransizcamdan memnun kaldi. Bon voyage.

“Neredeyse kirk bes saniye icinde kendimi yeniden bekleme salonunda su sefkatli katiple birlikte
buldum. Katip iiziilerek ve halime aciyarak bana baz1 belgeler imzalatti. Orada, bir¢ok seyin yaninda
sirket sirlarim da kimseye anlatmayacagima dair imza attim. Burada da anlatmayacagim.

“Kendimi biraz rahatsiz hissetmeye baslamistim. Bilirsiniz bdyle seremonilere pek alisik
degilimdir; havada da bir ugursuzluk vardi. Sanki gizli bir teskilata giriyordum, bilemiyorum; bir
seyler tam da dogru gitmiyor gibiydi; ¢ikinca rahatladim. Disaridaki odada iki kadin hararetle kara
yinlerini 6rmeye devam ediyordu. Gelip gidenler oluyor, kadinlardan gen¢ olam kalkiyor, onlar
igeri gotlriip getiriyordu. Yasl olan iskemlesinde oturmaya devam ediyordu. Topuksuz kumas terlikli
ayaklarini kiigiik 1siticimin {izerine yerlestirmisti; kucaginda da bir kedi uyuyordu. Basinda kolali
beyaz bir baslik vardi, yanaginda bir sigil goze carpiyordu, giimiis cerceveli gozliikleri burnunun
ucunda asili duruyordu. Gozliiklerinin iizerinden bana bakti. O bakisin ani ve kayitsiz siiklineti beni
tedirgin etti. Salak, siritkan goriiniimlii iki geng geldi, kadin aym kayitsiz, bilge edasiyla onlara da
bakt1. Sanki onlar hakkinda da, benim hakkimda da her seyi biliyordu. I¢ime iirkiitiicii bir his ¢oktii.
Esrarengiz ve mesum birine benziyordu. Cok uzaklardayken bile, Karanligin kapisim bekleyen, sanki
bir tabut ortiisii orer gibi kara ylinlerini oren bu iki kadim sik sik diistinmiisiimdiir. Biri durmadan
insanlar1 bilinmeyenle tamstirtyordu, digeri giileg, aptal yiizleri kayitsiz, ihtiyar gozleriyle stiziiyordu.
Ave! Kara yiin Orlicli ihtiyar. Morituri te salutant. Bu kadinin yiiziine baktiklarimn yaris1 bile
kendisini tekrar gorememistir.

“Bir de doktora goriinmem gerekiyordu. Katip, kederimi biiylik oranda paylastigim belli eden
tavriyla bana bunun ‘basit bir formalite’ olduguna dair giivence verdi. Ardindan sapkasint sol kasinin
tizerine devirmis bir gen¢ geldi; tahminimce bir memur —bu iste siiphesiz memurlara da yer olmaliydi,
fakat bina, tipki oliiler kentinin evlerinden biri kadar sessizdi— iist katlardan bir yerlerden gelmisti,
bana yol gosterdi. Pejmiirde, 6zensiz giyimli biriydi; ceketinin kollar1 miirekkep lekesi i¢indeydi;
kravati bliyiik ve kabarikti, ¢enesi eski bir botun burnunu andiriyordu. Doktora gitmemiz i¢in heniiz
erken oldugundan ben bir icki i¢cmeyi teklif edince arkadas canlis1 oluverdi. Oturmus vermutlarimzi
igerken, bana sirketin yaptigi isleri 6viip durdu; bir ara kendisinin o uzak diyarlara gitmemis olmasina
sasirdigim ifade ettim. O zaman birden ciddilesip toparlandi: ‘Platon’un dedigi gibi, goriindiigiim
kadar salak degilimdir ben’ dedi yliksekten bakarak, biiyiik bir kararlilikla kadehini bosaltti ve
kalktik.

“Yasli doktor nabzima bakti, bu sirada aklindan bambaska seyler gectigi belliydi, ‘lyi, iyi, oralar
icin 1yi,” diye mirildand1 ve ardindan gayet hevesli bir ses tonuyla kafatasimu 6l¢mek icin izin istedi.
Sasirmistim, ‘Olur,” dedim. Doktor pergele benzer bir alet ¢ikardi; basimin Oniinii, arkasini, her
tarafim Ol¢lip, dikkatli dikkatli notlar tutuyordu. Tirassiz, ufak tefek bir adamdi; eski piiskii, gabardin
tirii bir ceket giyiyor; ayaginda terlikleriyle zararsiz bir sapsala benziyordu. ‘Oralara gidenlerden,
bilim adina kafataslarim 6l¢gmek i¢in izin isterim hep,” dedi. ‘Geri dondiiklerinde de Ol¢iim yapiyor
musunuz?’ diye sordum. ‘Donenleri hi¢ gormedim,” yamtim verdi; ‘Zaten asil degisim disarida degil,
iceride olur, anliyorsun degil mi?’ Sanki ortada komik bir sey varmus gibi giildii. ‘Demek oralara
gidiyorsun ha? Harika. Pek ilging.” Beni soyle bir siizdiikten sonra tekrar not aldi. Siradan bir sey
sOyler gibi, ‘Ailenizde hi¢ deliren olmus muydu?’ diye sordu. Bu soru beni ¢ok rahatsiz etti. ‘Bu soru



da bilimin yararina mi?’ dedim. Sinirlenmeme aldirmadan, ‘Bireylerdeki,” dedi, ‘zihinsel degisimleri
yerinde incelemek tip icin enteresan olabilirdi ama...” ‘Siz ruh doktoru musunuz?’ diye soziini
kesiverdim, ama o sakinligini elden birakmadan, ‘Her doktor biraz olmalidir,” diye devam etti
konusmasina. ‘Oraya giden, siz beylerin yardimuyla kamtlanabilecek kiigiik bir teorim var. Ulkemin
boylesine muazzam bir somiirgeye sahip olmaktan saglayacagl olanaklara benim sunabilecegim katki
da iste bu. Isin servet kismim baskalarina birakiyorum. Sordugum sorulardan 6tiirii beni bagislayn,
¢linkii siz muayene ettigim ilk Ingilizsiniz...” Ona tipik bir Ingiliz olmadigimi anlatmaya ¢alistim.
‘Eger olsaydim,” dedim, ‘sizinle burada bu sekilde konusuyor olmazdim.” ‘Bu soyledikleriniz ¢ok
etkileyici ancak muhtemelen yanlis,” diyerek kahkahayr basti. ‘Glineste kalmaktan ¢ok,
hiddetlenmekten sakinin. Adieu. Ingilizcede nasil diyorsunuz? Hosca kal. Ah! Hosca kal. Adieu...
Tropikal bolgelerde kisi her seyden Once sakin olmayr basarmali.” Dikkatli ol dercesine isaret
parmagim havaya kaldirdi... ‘Du calme, du calme, adieu.’

“Geriye bir tek is kalmusti; biricik halamla vedalagmak. Karsilastigimizda keyfi yerindeydi. Bir
fincan cayim ictim. Kim bilir bir daha ne zaman bu kadar giizelini icecegim! Rahat havasiyla bir
hammefendinin sahip olmasim bekleyeceginiz oturma odasina bire bir uyan odada, atesin basinda
uzun uzun sohbet ettik. Iste, bu bas basa sohbet sirasinda ileri gelen beylerden birinin esinin yam sira,
kim bilir daha ka¢ kisiye esi benzeri olmayan, 6zel ve son derece yetenekli bir adam, sirket i¢in
bulunmaz nimet olarak tamitildigimui 6grendim. Ah, Tanrim! Verdikleri is de nehirde calisan g
kurusluk bir buharli geminin yonetimiydi alt1 iistii, artik ben de o biiyiik harfle yazilan “Is¢i”’lerden
biriydim. Iste, aydinligin elgisi, ikinci simf havari gibi bir sey. O siralar gazetelerde bu tiirden
zirvalar sik sik yayimnlanirdi, anlasilan kadincagiz etrafim saran sagmaliklara kendisini epeyce
kaptirmisti. ‘Cahil milyonlar1 kaba yasamlarindan kurtarmaktan’ o kadar ¢ok soz etti ki, sonunda
dayanamadim. Araya girip sirketin amacinin kar etmek oldugunu ima etmeye calistim.

“Ama o, kendisinden gayet emin, ‘Sevgili Charlie, unutma ki herkes hak ettigi hayati yasar,” diye
kestirip atti. Kadinlar gerceklerden ne kadar da uzaklar! Kendi diinyalarinda yasayip gidiyorlar, asla
var olmayan, miimkiin olmayan bir diinyada. Elbette her seyiyle ¢ok gilizel bir diinya bu, ama eger
onlarin tasarladigr gibi kurulmus olsaydi, eminim daha ilk giiniinde, giin giines batmadan ¢oker gider,
diinya kurulali beri biz erkeklerin i¢ginde memnuniyetle yasadigimiz diinyanin g¢etrefil gercekleri
ortaya ¢ikip boylesi bir diinyay1 yikiverirdi.

“Ardindan kucaklandim; siki giyinmem, sik sik mektup yazmam falan tembih edildi ve ayrildim.
Yolda, neden bilmiyorum, sahtekirin tekiymisim gibi tuhaf bir hisse kapildim: Isin garibi, siradan
birinin karsidan karsiya gegmeye karar verirken gegirdigi kararsizligi bile gecirmeden, pilimt pirtinm
toplayip, yirmi dort saat icinde diinyanin Obiir ucuna gitmeye karar verebilen ben, bu siradan olay
karsisinda tereddiit demesem bile, bir tiir saskinlik yasiyordum. Samirim i¢inde bulundugum ruh
halimi en 1y1 sO0yle anlatabilirim: Birka¢ saniyeligine kendimi sanki bir kitamn degil, koca diinyanin
ortasina dogru gitmek tizereymisim gibi hissettim.

“Bir Fransiz buharli gemisiyle yola c¢iktim; gorebildigim kadariyla yalmzca askerleri ve
giimriik¢iileri indirmek i¢in 6niimiize gelen her lanet olas1 limanda duruyorduk. Kiyiy1 seyre daldim.
Geminin yamindan kayip giden kiyr seridini izlemek, bir muammaya kafa yormaya benziyordu.
Kiyilar, oniintizde giileg, asik suratli, davetkar, ulu, huysuz, tatsiz ve yabanidirler; her zaman dilsiz,
ama sanki ‘Gel de kesfet,” diye fisildar gibidirler, fakat bu kiyr gordiiklerimin i¢inde en yavaniyda.
Sanki daha tam olarak bi¢cimlenmemisti, gaddar bir tekdiizelik i¢indeydi. Neredeyse siyah



denebilecek kadar koyu yesil olan devasa ormanin kenari, pariltisi ¢gokmekte olan sisle bulamklagnus
mavi deniz boyunca cetvelle ¢izilmis gibi diimdiiz akan beyaz dalgalarin kopiikleriyle stsliiydii.
Giines yakip kavuruyordu, kara

buguluydu; terliyordu sanki. Kiyida patlayan dalgalarin beyaz kopiiklerinin ardinda yer yer, grili-
beyazli lekelerden kiimeler gbze ¢arpiyor, bazen de iizerlerinde bir bayrak dalgalamyordu. Yiizlerce
yillik yerlesimler, el degmemis genisligin oniinde birer topluigne basi gibi goriiniiyorlardi. Dalgalara
carpa carpa ilerliyor, durup askerleri indiriyor, sonra biraz daha ilerleyip tenekeden birer kuliibeyle
bayrak direginin i¢lerinde kayboldugu, Tanri’mn unuttudu o toprak parcalarina zorla tahsilat
yapmalari i¢in vergi memurlarim ve bu kez muhtemelen onlar1 korumalari i¢in askerleri indiriyorduk.
Duyduguma gore bazilar1 dalgalarin arasinda boguluyordu, ama kimsenin umurunda degildi bu. Onlar1
karaya atip kendi yolumuza devam ediyorduk. Kiy1 her giin aymydi, sanki hi¢ kipirdamuyorduk; oysa
bir siirii yer, bir siirii ticaret merkezi gegmistik; biiylik Biiyiik Bassam, Kii¢iik Popo gib1 adlari, sanki
lanet bir dekorun Oniinde oynanan bir a¢gozIliiliikk komedisinden alinmus gibiydi. Yolculugun verdigi
aylaklik hissi, hi¢bir ortak noktamuz olmayan bu adamlar arasinda yasadigim tecrit, yagli ve uyusuk
deniz, kiyinin kasvetli tekdiizeligi; bunlar beni adeta nesnelerin ger¢ekliginden uzaklastiriyor, kederli,
mayisik bir kuruntu kapammn iginde tutuyordu. Arada sirada kiyiya ¢arpan dalgalarin sesleri, tipki
bir kardesin konusmas1 gibi keyif vericiydi. Dalga sesi dogaldi, clinkii bir nedeni, bu yiizden de bir
anlami vardi. Ara sira kiyidan gelen bir kayik, gercekle anlik da olsa bag kurmamu sagliyordu.
Kiireklere asilanlar siyah adamlardi. Ta uzaklardan gozlerinin parildayan aklar1 goriiliirdii. Bagrisir,
sarki soylerlerdi; viicutlar: ter i¢inde, yiizleri grotesk maskeler gibi; fakat bunlar, eti kemigi, yabani
canliliklar1, atesli yasama enerjileri olan, en az kiyitya vuran dalgalar kadar dogal ve gergek
adamlardi. Orada bulunmak i¢in bir bahaneye ihtiyaclar1 yoktu. Onlar1 1zlemek biiyiik bir rahatlama
sagliyordu. Bir an i¢in kendimi diipediiz gercekler diinyasinda hissediyordum, ama bu da ¢ok uzun
stirmiiyordu. Bu ruh halini sonlandiracak bir seyler ¢ikiveriyordu ortaya. Hatirliyorum, bir defasinda
aciga demirlemis bir savas gemisine rastladik. Ortalikta bir kuliibe dahi yoktu, ama gemi, toplariyla
araziyi doviiyordu. Fransizlarin savaslarindan biri oralarda siiriiyor olmaliydi. Geminin bayragi,
pacgavra gibi sarkmusti; alti in¢lik toplar geminin alt govdesindeki deliklerden disar1 tasiyor; yag gibi
kaygan dalgalar gemiyi agir agir kaldirip indirirken narin direkleri yalpaliyordu. Toprak, hava ve
suyun bombos sonsuzlugunda bu gemi bir kitayr anlamsizca atese tutuyordu iste. Alt1 ingliklerden biri
‘gim’ diye patliyor, kii¢iik bir alev parlayip soniiyor, beyaz bir duman biraz ¢ikip hemen yok oluyor,
kiicticlik mermiden ciliz bir ses geliyor ve hi¢gbir sey olmuyordu. Olamazdi da zaten. Bu isin delice
bir yam vardi; olay zaten acikli bir komedi seyrettigimiz hissini veriyordu; giivertede adamin birinin
oralarda, goriinmeyen bir yerlerde yerlilerin —*Diismanlar!” diyordu o— kamp1 oldugunu séylemesi de
bu duyguyu yok etmeye yetmiyordu.

“Mektuplarimi verdik (o 1ss1z gemide her giin ortalama ii¢ adanmun sitmaya yakalanarak 6ldiigiinii
duydum) ve yolumuza devam ettik. Oliimiin ve ticaretin coskulu dansinin asir1 sicak bir dehlizin
durgun ve topraksi havasinda stirdiigii birkag¢ giiliing isimli yerde daha durduk; gemimiz diimdiiz kiy
boyunca tehlikeli dalgalar arasinda ilerlerken, Doga adeta kendisini rahatsiz edenleri basindan
savmak istiyordu; kiyilarina camur yi1gilmus, sular1 balgik gibi koyulagmis, kivrim kivrim mangrovlari
istila eden, bize umutsuzluga kars1 aciyla kivramyor gibi goriinen, yasam i¢indeki 6liim nehirlerine
girdik, ciktik. Hicbir yerde 6zel izlenimler edinecek kadar kalmadik, ama i¢cimde genel, belirsiz,
bunaltici bir merak duygusu giderek biiyliyordu. Sanki kabuslar1 c¢agristiran bezdirici bir hac
yolculugundaydim.



“Biiylik nehrin agzim gordiigiimde, neredeyse otuz giinden fazladir yoldaydim. Baskent onlerinde
demir attik, ama yeni isime baslayabilmem i¢in iki yiiz mil daha yol kat edecektim. Ben de ilk firsatta
otuz mil 6tedeki bir baska yere dogru yola ¢iktim.

“Kiigiik bir gemide yer buldum. Geminin kaptani Isvecliydi, denizci oldugumuzu 6grenince beni
kopriiye davet etti. Kaptan siska, acik tenli, uzun sacli, asik yiizlli, ayaklarim siirtiyerek yiiriiyen bir
gencti. Sefil kiiciik iskeleden ayrildiktan sonra kiiglimseyerek, basiyla kiyiyr gosterdi, ‘Orada mu
yastyordun?’ diye sordu. ‘Evet,” dedim. ‘Su hiikiimetin adamlar1 bir alem degil mi?’ diye devam etti
diizgiin bir Ingilizce’yle ve buruk bir ses tonuyla, ‘Kimileri ayda birka¢ frank ugruna neler neler
yapiyorlar. Bu tiir adamlar iilkenin i¢ kesimlerine gittiklerinde baslarina neler gelir kim bilir.
Sorusunun cevabim bizzat gérmeyi bekledigimi sOyledim. ‘Yaa!” diye bagirdi. Goziinili rotasindan
ayirmadan hafif yana kaydi. ‘O kadar da hevesli olmayin,” diye devam etti. ‘Daha gegen giin yolda
kendisini asan bir adamu tasidim. O da Isvegli’ydi.” ‘Kendisini mi asmus! Ama neden?’ diye
bagirdim. Dikkatle ileri bakmayi siirdiirtiyordu. ‘Kim bilir? Belki giines carpnustir; belki de bu tilke.’

“Sonunda bir yere varmustik. Oniimiizde bir kayalik yiikseliyordu. Kiyida kazilnus topraklar
yigilmisti; bir tepenin tizerinde kimileri sac damli evler ya kaz1 artiklarimin arasina ya da yamaca insa
edilmislerdi. Yukarilardan nehrin siirekli ugultusu, insanlarin yasadig bu harap manzaraya eslik
ediyordu. Cogu zenci ve c¢iplak insanlar etrafta karincalar gibi dolamyordu. Iskele nehre dogru
uzamyordu. Giines arada bir aniden parildiyor, her seyi kor edici bir 1518a boguyordu. Isvegli, kayalik
yamactaki barakaya benzer {ic ahsap binayr gostererek, ‘Iste sizin sirketin yeri,” dedi. ‘Esyalarin
gonderirim. Dort koli demistin degil mi? Hadi... Hosca kal.’

“Cimenlere gomiilmiis bir kazan gordiim, ardindan tepeye tirmanan patikayr buldum. Yol, biiyiik
kayalarin ve tekerlekleri havada duran devrilmis kiiciik bir vagonun etrafindan dolamyordu.
Tekerleklerden biri eksikti. Arag, bir hayvan lesi gibi 6lii goriiniiyordu. Yiirtidiik¢e, ¢lirimekte olan
baska makine parcgalariyla bir 6bek pasli raya rast geldim. Solda, bir aga¢ kiimesinin olusturdugu
golgede, karanlik nesneler ciliz ciliz kimildiyordu sanki. Derin bir soluk aldim; patika ¢ok dikti. Sag
taraftan bir diidiik sesi geldi, siyah adamlar kosusturmaya basladilar. Giiclii, tok bir patlama topragi
sarstl, yandan hafif bir duman yiikseldi, o kadar. Kayamn ylizeyinde bir degisiklik goriinmiiyordu.
Demiryolu inga ediyorlardi. Ugurum, demiryolu yapilisina engel degildi, ama ¢alisildigina dair tek
isaret de az onceki amagsiz patlamaydi.

“Arkamdan gelen hafif bir singirtiya doniip baktim. Alt1 zenci sira olmus patikayr ¢ikiyorlardi.
Baglarindaki toprak yiiklii sepetleri dengede tutmaya calisarak, agir agir, dimdik yiriyorlardi;
adimlar1, ¢ikan singirtiyla uyum icindeydi. Bellerine bagladiklari1 pagavralarin arkadan sarkan uglari
kuyruk gibi ileri geri sallamyordu. Kaburgalar1 tek tek sayiliyordu; kollarindaki ve bacaklarindaki
eklem yerleri, bir ipin lizerine atilmis diigiimler gibiydi; her birinin boynunda demirden birer tasma
vardi, birbirlerine zincirle baglanmuslardi, o ritmik singirti iste bu aralarinda salinan zincirden
geliyordu. Ucurumdan gelen ikinci patlama sesi bana o kitayr bombalayan savas gemisini hatirlatti.
Aym ugursuz ses; oysa bu adamlar1 diisman olarak tasavvur etmek miimkiin degildi. Bunlara
hiikiimliiler deniyordu; adaletin 6fkesi onlar1 sarapnel parcalari gibi vurmustu; onlar i¢in denizden
gelen anlasilmaz bir muammaydi bu. Zayif gogiisleri aym anda inip kalkiyor, siddetli solumalariyla
burun delikler1 titriyor, tas kesmis gozleri dimdik yokusa bakiyordu. Mutsuz vahsilere 6zgii, bastan
asag tuhafliklariyla, yiiziime bile bakmadan hemen bir karis yammdan gecip gittiler. Bu kaba
yontulmamigligin arkasinda kazanilmislardan biri, yeni giiclerin iiriinii, ortasindan tuttugu tiifegiyle
umutsuzca yiiriiyordu. Uniformasimin bir diigmesi eksikti; patikada beyaz birini goriince derhal



tifegini omzuna koydu. Basit bir Onlemdi bu, beyaz adamlar birbirlerine uzaktan fazlasiyla
benzediginden, benim kim olabilecegimi bilemiyordu, ama ¢abucak kimligimden emin oldu, kocaman,
beyaz, namussuz bir giiliimseme ve kendisine emanet edilenlere ¢evirdigi ani bir bakisla beni de
duydugu giivene ortak etti adeta. Ne de olsa ben de bu yiiksek ve adil isleyisin, bu davamn bir
pargastydim.

“Yukar1 ¢ikmak yerine, sola doniip asagiya yoneldim. Tepeye ¢cikmadan 6nce bu prangali grubun
gozden kaybolmasim istiyordum. Bilirsiniz; aslinda pek de yufka yiirekli degilimdir; benim de
baskasina vurmak, kendimi korumak zorunda kaldigim zamanlar olmustur. Igine diistiigiim hayat tarzi
bunu gerektirdiginden, ben de sonuglarini hesaba katmadan bagkalarina karsi koydum, saldirdim —ki
bazen saldirmak tek karsi koyma bicimidir. Siddetin, a¢ gozliliigiin, arzunun seytani yilizlerini
gormiisiimdiir, ama lanet olsun, bunlar giiclii kuvvetli, hirsh, gézlerini kan bliriimiis seytanlardi;
insanlar1 kontrol eden, siirii gibi yoneten seytanlar; insanlar1 diyorum, duyuyor musunuz? Yamagta
dikildim; bu toprak parcasimin kor edici gilinesi altinda lacka, rol kesen, a¢ gozlii ve ¢ilginliga
varacak derecede acimasiz seytanla tamisacagimm gorebiliyordum. Ne denli sinsi oldugunuysa ancak
aylar sonra, kilometrelerce uzakta anlayacaktim. Bir an, sanki bir uyariyla saskinlik iginde
kalakaldim. Sonunda yan yan tepeden asagiya inip, daha Once gordiiglim aga¢liga dogru yola
koyuldum.

“Yamagta, kimin ne amagla kazdigim anlamama imkan bulunmayan, biiyiik bir ¢ukurun etrafindan
dolandim. Ne tas ne de kum ocagina benziyordu. Oylesine bir ¢ukurdu iste. Belki de acilmasina tek
sebep, hiikiimliilere bir 15 bulma arzusuydu. Bilemiyorum. Derken neredeyse yamactaki yara i1zi gibi
ince bir koyaga diisecektim. igine pis su borularimn atilnus oldugunu gdrdiim. Aralarinda tek bir
saglam boru yoktu. Hunharca par¢alanmislardi. En sonunda agacliga vardim. Gélgede biraz dolanmak
amacindaydim ama anminda bir tiir cehennemin karanlik ¢emberinin i¢ine giriverdigimi fark ettim.
Caglayanlar yakindaydi. Kesintisiz, tekdiize bir ugultu, en ufak bir esintinin bile olmadigi, yaprak
kimildamayan agacligin kederli duraganligim doldurmustu; gizemli bir sesti bu; sanki yoriingesine
giren diinyanin biiytik giiriiltiisii aniden isitilir hale gelmisti.

Agaclarin arasina ¢omelmis, uzanmis, oturmus, aga¢ govdelerine yaslanmis, topraga tutunmus kara
siluetler. Ugurumda bir patlama daha oldu, ayagimin altindaki toprak hafif¢ce titredi. Is devam
ediyordu. Ne is ama! Burasi da ¢alisanlarin bazilarimin 6lmek iizere ¢ekildigi yerdi zaten.

“Yavas yavas oOllyorlardi, bu ¢ok acikti. Disman degillerdi, hiikiimlii de degillerdi, ama bu
diinyayla bir alakalar1 kalmamisti. Bulanik zihinleriyle yesilimsi karanligin i¢inde uzanan, hastaligin
ve aghigin kara golgelerinden ibarettiler artik. Kiymmin {licra koselerinden siireli sozlesmelerin
yasalligina dayanilarak getirilmisler, buralara uyum saglayamamuslar, asina olmadiklar1 besinlerle
beslenmislerdi; hasta diisiip is géremez hale gelince de siiriinerek buraya gelmelerine, dinlenmelerine
izin verilmisti. Can ¢ekisen bu adamlar hava kadar 6zglrdii ve zayifliktan neredeyse hava kadar
seffaftilar. Agaclarin altinda gozlerinin 1s18&1m yavas yavas se¢meye basladim. Daha sonra yere
baktigimda, ayak ucumda bir yiiz gérdim. Bir omzu agaca yaslanmus, kara kemikleriyle boylu
boyunca uzanmusti, gézkapaklari agir agir agildi, ¢okmiis gbzleriyle bana bakti: Gozleri kocaman
birer ¢cukurdu, sanki kor gibiydi, beyaz parilti, g6z kiiresinin derinliklerine dogru giderek soniiyordu.
Geng birine benziyordu, belki de ¢ocuktu, ama bilirsiniz, onlarin yaslarim tahmin etmek giigtiir. Ona
iyi kalpli Isvecli kaptanimuzdan aldigim biskiivilerden vermekten baska yapacak bir sey gelmedi
aklima. Parmaklar1 yavasca biskiivinin iizerine kapandi; baska ne bir kipirdama, ne bir bakis...



Boynuna bir parca beyaz yiin iplik baglamisti. Neden? Nereden bulmustu acaba? Bu bir sembol
miiydii, siis miiydii, muska nmiydi, yoksa kendini avutmak i¢in mi baglanustt onu? Belirli bir anlamu
var miyd1 gercekten? Denizasir iilkelerden gelen o beyaz ip parcasi, onun siyah boynunda ilging
goriiniiyordu.

“Aymi agacin yaminda iki kemik yigim daha sivri tiggenler olusturarak bacaklarim toplamus
oturuyordu. Biri ¢enesini dizlerine dayamus, etrafa bos bos bakiyordu, yiliziinde dayamlmaz, berbat
bir ifade vardi: Onun hayalet kardesi de bitkin almm dizlerine yaslamisti. Geri kalanlarsa toplu bir
katliam ya da salgin tablosunda rastlanacak her tiirlii yiirek burkucu manzarayr sergilemek tizere
etrafa yayilmislardi. Dehset i¢erisinde donup kalmustim ki, bu yaratiklardan biri, elleri ve ayaklari
tizerinde dogruldu, su igmek i¢in emekleyerek nehre dogru ilerlemeye koyuldu. Avucuyla su icti,
bagdas kurup giinesin altinda oturdu, az sonra kivircik sacli basi, gogsiiniin tizerine diistii.

“Artik golgelikte oyalanmak istemiyordum, kalkip istasyona dogru yollandim. Binalarin oniinde bir
beyazla karsilagtim, o kadar sik goriiniiyordu ki bir an icin diis goriiyorum sandim. Kolali yaka,
bembeyaz mansetler, hafif, alpaka ceket, bembeyaz bir pantolon, piril piril bir kravat, cilali botlar.
Sapka giymemisti. Sag¢lar1 ikiye ayrilmus, giizelce tarannus ve yaglanmusti; koca beyaz eliyle yesil
astarl1 bir semsiye tutuyordu. Sasirtici biriydi, kulaginin arkasinda kalem vardi.

“Bu mucizeyle el sikistim ve kendisinin sirketin muhasebe miidiirii oldugunu, tiim hesap islerinin de
bu subede goriildiigiinii 0grendim. ‘Temiz hava almak icin’ disar1 c¢ikmusti. Masa basi islerde
calisanlara 6zgii bu ifade kulagima c¢ok tuhaf gelmisti. O doneme dair amilarimin ayrilmaz pargasi
olan sahsin adim ilk kez onun agzindan duymus olmasaydim, size bu adamdan hig
bahsetmeyebilirdim. Dahasi, ona saygi duymustum. Evet, yakasina, genis mansetlerine, tarali
saclarina saygli duymustum. Goriiniisii bir berber mankeni gibiydi, fakat bu iilkenin moral bozucu
bir¢ok yoniine ragmen dis goriiniisiinii korumay1 basarmusti iste. Metanetli adamnus demek ki. Kolal
yakasi, sik gomlegi, giiclii karakterinin gOstergesiydi. Neredeyse lic yildir oradaydi, daha sonra
dayanamayip, giyimini nasil boyle diizgiin tutabildigini sordum. Yiizii hafifce kizararak,
alcakgoniilliiliikle, “Yerli kadinlardan birine 6grettim. Kolay olmadi. Bu isten hi¢ hoslanmmyordu,’
dedi. Bu adam gergekten bir¢ok seyi basarmusti. Inci gibi tuttugu defterlerine de ¢ok diiskiindii.

“Bunun disinda, subedeki her sey darmadagindi —kafalar, esyalar, bina— hepsi. Toz igindeki
zenciler, yayvan ayaklariyla sira sira iceriye girip ¢ikiyorlardi; berbat pamuklular, boncuklar, piring
teller, bir y1iZin mamul madde karanligin derinliklerine yollamrken, karsiliginda azar azar, ama
kesintisiz fildisi geliyordu.

“Bana hi¢ bitmeyecekmis gibi gelen on giin boyunca subede beklemem gerekti. Avluda, bir
kuliibede kaliyordum, ama kargasadan uzak durabilmek i¢in arada bir muhasebecinin bilirosuna
gidiyordum. Biiro enlemesine konmus tahtalardan yapilmisti, ama o kadar kotii insa edilmisti ki, adam
masasimn iizerine egildiginde, tahtalarin aralarindan sizan giines 15181yla bastan asagiya ¢izgi ¢izgi
oluyordu. Odaya 1s1k girmesi icin biiyiik kepenkleri agmaya gerek yoktu. Igerisi ¢ok da sicak
oluyordu; koca sinekler vizildayip duruyor, isirmiyor, adeta saplamp kaliyorlardi. Ben genellikle
yere oturuyordum, kusursuz giyimli (biraz da koku siirlinmiis) muhasebeciyse yiiksek taburesinde
oturarak durmadan bir seyler yazardi. Bazen biraz hareket etmis olmak i¢in ayaga kalkardi. Bir giin
hasta bir adam tekerlekli yatagiyla odasina getirildiginde (iilkenin i¢ kesimlerinden yatalak olmus bir
temsilciydi getirilen), duydugu rahatsizligi kibarca dile getirmisti. ‘Bu hasta adamun,” diyordu,
‘iniltiler1 dikkatimi dagitiyor. Bu iklim kosullarinda dikkatim dagilinca da hesap hatalar1 yapmamaya



calismak 1yice gii¢lesiyor.’

“Bir giin, masadan basim kaldirmadan bana, ‘I¢ kesimlerde hi¢ kuskusuz Bay Kurtz ile
tanisacaksimz,’ dedi. Bay Kurtz’un kim oldugunu sordugumda, birinci simf bir temsilci oldugunu
sOyledi; bu bilgiyle yetinmedigimi goriince, kalemini birakti ve agir agir, ‘Son derece ilging bir
kisidir,” diye ekledi. Sorularima verdigi yamtlardan 6grendigim kadariyla bu adam asil fildisi
bolgesinde, en licra kesimlerde ¢ok onemli bir trampa noktasinin basindaymus; ‘Gonderdig fildisi,
geri kalan tiim temsilcilerin gonderdiginin toplamindan fazla...” Tekrar yazmaya koyuldu. Hasta adam
inleyemeyecek kadar kotli durumdaydi, sinekler biiyiik bir sessizlik i¢inde vizildamaya devam
ediyordu.

“Birden, giderek artan konusmalar ve giiriiltiilii ayak sesleri duyulmaya basladi. Bir kervan
gelmisti. Tahtalarin 6te yamndan kaba saba bagrismalar geliyordu. Hamallar hep bir agizdan
konusuyor, bu samatamn ortasinda bugiin belki yirminci kez aglamakli, ‘Artik 151 birakiyorum,” diyen
bas temsilcinin sesi isitiliyordu... Yavasc¢a ayaga kalkti. ‘Ne korkung giirtiltii,” dedi. Sakin adimlarla
odanin 6biir ucuna gitti, hasta adama bakip, bana, ‘Duymuyor,” dedi. ‘Ne! Olmiis mii yoksa?’ diye
sordum. Biiyiik bir sogukkanlilikla, ‘Hayir, heniiz degil,” yamitin1 verdi. Daha sonra, basiyla avludaki
kargasay1 isaret ederek, ‘Girisleri dogru yapmak isteyen biriyseniz, bu vahsilerden nefret etmemeniz
imkansiz, hem de oldiiresiye,” deyiverdi. Bir an diisiincelere daldi. Ve sonra, ‘Bay Kurtz’u
gordiigiiniiz zaman,” diye devam etti; ‘ona sdyleyin ki, burada...” deyip masasina bir goz atti, ‘her sey
yolunda. Ona mektup yazmak istemiyorum. Bizde bu haberciler varken, mektubun merkez subede
kimin eline gececegi bilinmez.” Bana bir siire patlak gozleriyle uysal uysal bakti, sonra, ‘O adam ¢ok
ilerleyecek, ¢ok,” diye siirdiirdii konusmasinm. ‘Yonetimde Onemli bir yerinin olmasi uzun siirmez.
Yukaridakiler —anlarsimz ya, Avrupa’daki yonetim kurulu— 6yle olmasina karar verdi.’

“Isine geri dondii. Disaridaki sesler durmustu, tam disar1 ¢ikacakken kapida durakladim. Sineklerin
kesintisiz vizildamalar1 arasinda evine donmekte olan temsilci sicaktan kizarmus, yart baygin bir
halde yatiyor; digeri defterlerine gdmiilmiis, dogru girisler, kusursuz islemler yapiyor; esikten on bes
metre kadar 6tede 6liim korulugunun tepesi goriiniiyordu.

“Ertesi giin altmus kisilik bir kervanla subeden sonunda ayrilabildim; 6niimde yiiriinecek iki yiiz
millik bir yol vardi.

“Lafi fazla uzatmanin geregi yok. Her yerde yollar, yollar; bombos arazide gecile gecile ezilmis
patikalar ag1; uzun otlarla kapli ya da yanmus otlaklar, ¢aliliklar, inisli ¢ikisli serin koyaklar, sicaktan
cayir cayir yanan tashik tepeler gectik ve her yer mutlak bir 1ssizlik igindeydi, hi¢ kimseye
rastlamadik, tek bir kuliibe dahi gdrmedik. Insanlar buralari ¢oktan terk etmisti. Elbette her tiirlii
korkung silahi kusanmis bir y18in ne idiigii belirsiz zenci, Deal ile Gravesend arasindaki yolda gezip
dursa, sagda solda yakaladiklar1 koyliilere agir yiiklerini tasitmaya kalksa, etraftaki biitlin ¢iftliklerin
ve koy evlerinin bosalmasi normal karsilanabilirdi, ama buralarda ev de kalmamusti. Yine de birkag
terk edilmis kdy gordiik. Ottan duvar yikintilarimn ¢ocuksu, dokunakli bir tarafi var. Ardimda otuzar
kilo tasiyan altmus ¢ift ¢iplak ayagin patirtis1 ve siirtiinmesi giinlerce siirdii. Kamp kur, yemek pisir,
uyu, kamp1 topla, yola koyul. Bazen sirtindaki kosum takimiyla y18ilip 6len bir hamal, bos matarasi ve
uzun asasiyla birlikte patikanin yanina, ¢imenlige birakiliveriyordu. Yerde ve gokte derin bir
sessizlik. Bazen sessiz gecelerde, ¢ok otelerden davul sesleri geliyordu; algalip yiikselen, biiyiik bir
glimbiirtiiye doniisiip sonra kaybolup giden tuhaf, kulaga hos gelen, ¢ekici, vahsi davul sesi burada,
belki de bir Hiristiyan tlilkesinde ¢an seslerinin tasidigl derin anlanu tasiyordu. Bir defasinda, beyaz



bir adamla karsilastik, tiniformasimn 6nii agikti, yaninda uzun boylu Zanzibarlilardan olusan silahli
korumalar1 vardi, olduk¢a konukseverdi, neseliydi ve elbette sarhostu. Bize yolun bakimindan
sorumlu oldugunu séyledi. Bense ortada ne bir yol gérdiim ne de yol bakimi, elbette eger ti¢ mil kadar
ileride takilip tokezlenmeme yol agan, alninda kursun deligi olan orta yasli zencinin cesedini kalici
bir gelisme saymazsaniz. Bir de beyaz bir yol arkadasim vardi; kotii adam sayilmazdi, ama fazla
kiloluydu, bezdirici bir aliskanlikla en yakin golgelikten ve sudan kilometrelerce uzakta, sicaktan
kavrulan yamaclarda hemen bayiliveriyordu. Ceketinizi birinin ilizerine tente gibi gerip ayilmasim
beklemek ¢ok sikict oluyor. Kendimi alamayip, buralara niye geldigini sordum bir keresinde. ‘Elbette
para kazanmak ic¢in. Ne sandin ya?’ dedi kizarak. Sonra sitmaya tutuldu; onu, bir siriga astigimz
hamakta tagimamiz gerekti. Adam yiiz kilodan fazla ¢ektiginden, hamallarla kavgalarimin

ard1 arkas1 kesilmedi. Bana karsi c¢ikiyorlar, kagiyorlar, geceleri tasidiklari yiiklerle birlikte
ortadan kayboluyorlar; diipediiz isyan ediyorlardi. Ben de bir aksam, adamlara Ingilizce bir nutuk
cektim, beni dikkatle i1zleyen altmus c¢ift goziin hepsi de el kol hareketlerimden ne kadar
hiddetlendigimi gordii ve ertesi sabah hamag onden yola koymustum. Bir saat sonra, her seyi
caliliklarin arasinda darmadagin bir halde buldum; adam, hamak, iniltiler, battaniyeler, dehset. Agir
hamak sir1g1 adamcagizin zavalli burnunun derisini styirmusti. Sabirsizlikla benim birini 6ldiirmemi
bekliyordu, ama hamallarin golgesi bile ortalikta gériinmiiyordu. Su bizim ihtiyar doktorun sozleri
geldi aklima; ‘Bireylerdeki zihinsel degisimleri yerinde incelemek tip icin ilging olur,” demisti.
Benim de tip i¢in ilging biri olmaya basladigim hissediyordum. Ama bunun bir 6nemi yoktu. On bes
giin sonra biiyiik nehir yeniden karsima c¢ikti, topallayarak merkez subeye girdim. Fundalarin,
agaclarin arasinda, sular1 durgun bir girintideydi; bir kenar1 olduk¢a kokusmus ¢amur, diger {li¢c kenar1
gelisigiizel sazlardan olusmus bir citle giizelce ¢evrilmisti. Kap1 yerine gegen tistiinkorii a¢ilmis bir
delik, daha ilk bakista bu gosterinin mimarimin lagka bir seytan oldugunu belli ediyordu. Beyaz
adamlar, beni yakindan gérmek i¢in ellerinde uzun degnekleriyle binalarin arasindan uyusuk uyusuk
¢ikip geldiler, sonra gene gozden kayboldular. Iglerinden biri, kara biyikl, irikiyim, heyecanli bir
adam, kim oldugumu 6grenince, hizl1 bir konuskanlik, hatta gevezelikle, bana, buharli gemimin nehrin
dibinde oldugunu bildirdi. Saskina dondiim. Ne? Nasil yani? Neden? Ona gore ‘bir sorun yok’tu.
‘Miidiir beyin bizzat orada’ oldugunu sdyledi. Anlattiklarimin hepsi dogruydu. ‘Herkes cok 1yi
davranmust! Cok iy1’ ... ‘Bir an 6nce genel miidiirii gormen gerekiyor,” dedi ardindan hararetle; ‘Seni
bekliyor!’

“Kazamn ger¢ek anlamim hemen kavrayamamistim. Sanirim simdi biliyorum, ama yine de emin
degilim; hem de hi¢. Uzerine kafa yorunca, bu olay insana biitiinilyle aptalca geliyor, dogal
olamayacak kadar aptalca. Gene de... Ama o zaman bu durumu sadece berbat bir bas belas1 gibi
algilamistim. Gemi batmust: iste. Iki giin dnce, baslarinda goniillii bir kaptanla, miidiirii de giiverteye
alarak, nehrin yukarisina dogru yola ¢ikmuslar, daha ii¢ saat ge¢cmeden geminin altimi kayaliklara
carpip parcalayarak giiney yakada batmislardi. Kendi kendime, bir gemim de olmadigina gore simdi
burada ne yapacagim diye sordum. Aslina bakarsaniz gemiyi battig1 yerden ¢ikarmak da 6nemli bir is
sayilirdi. Hemen ertesi gilin ise koyulmam gerekiyordu. Geminin sudan ¢ikarilmasi ve ismarladigim
parcalarin istasyona gelmesinden sonra tamiri aylarca siirdii.

“Midirle ilk goriismem ilging oldu. O sabahki otuz kilometrelik yiiriiylisiimden sonra bana,
‘Oturabilirsiniz,” dahi demedi. Yiizi, tavirlar1 ve sesi itibartyla siradan bir adamdi. Orta boyluydu,
beden yapisi normaldi. Go6zlerinin mavisi siradandi; biraz soguk baktigi soylenebilirdi, ama bu
bakislar hi¢ kuskusuz bir baskasinin {izerine balta gibi siddetli ve keskin bir darbe indirebilirdi, yine



de boylesi durumlarda bile kisiliginin geri kalan yanlar1 adamin amacini yadsir gibiydi. Bunun
disinda, dudaklarinda tarifi gii¢, hafif bir ifade olurdu, sinsi bir ifade; bir tiir giiliimseme —yok, hayir,
glliimseme degil— hatirliyorum fakat anlatamiyorum. Bu sey, bu giilimseme kasitli degildi, ama bir
seyler soOylediginde bir an i¢in belirginlesiyordu. Konusmasimin sonunda sanki soOzciikleri
miihiirleyerek, en siradan laflara gizemli bir hava veriyordu. Gengliginden beri buralarda calisan
siradan bir tiiccardi, o kadar. Soylediklerine uyuluyordu, ama kimsede ne sevgi ne korku ne de saygi
uyandirtyordu. Sadece tedirginlik hissi

yaratiyordu. Iste bu! Tedirginlik. Agiktan bir giivensizlik degil, sadece ve sadece tedirginlik.
Oralarda boylesi bir seyin... yetenegin ne kadar da etkili oldugunu bilemezsiniz. Orgiitleme, inisiyatif
hatta emretme konularinda hi¢bir 6zel yetenedi yoktu. Bu, subenin iginde bulundugu igler acisi
durumdan bile anlasiliyordu. Ne bilgisi vardi ne de zekasi. Bulundugu pozisyon ona bahsedilmisti,
ama neden? Belki de higbir zaman hasta olmadig icindir... Uger yillik ii¢ donemdir orada gorev
yaptyordu... Ve biinyelerin ¢oktiigii yerlerde saglikli olmak tek basina bir tiir gii¢ olarak kabul edilir.
Izin alip evine gittiginde taskinliklar yapiyordu. Davramslari, limana inmis denizciler gibiydi, ama
bir farkla; sadece bos giinlerinde bodyle davranan biriydi. Bunu havadan sudan konusurken
anliyordunuz. Bir sey yaratmiyordu, yalnizca rutin isleri yiiriitiiyordu, o kadar; ama biiyiik adamdi
iste. Onu icten i¢e kontrol eden, tarifi imkansiz o kii¢ilik sey bu adamu biiyiik kiliyordu. Asla bu sirr1
disariya belli etmiyordu. Belki de i¢i bombostu. Boyle bir siiphe diistindiiriiciiydii, ¢linkii oralarda
insanin kendini disariya karsi kontrol etmesine gerek yoktu. Bir donem c¢esitli tropikal hastaliklar,
subedeki tiim ‘temsilcileri’ yataga diisiirdiigiinde, ‘Buraya gelen adamin bagirsaklar1 olmamali,’
dedigi duyulmustu. Bu soziinii de elinde tuttugu karanligin kapisiymus gibi, o meshur giiliimsemesiyle
miihiirledi. insanlarin bir seyler gorebildigini diisiiniirken kap: miihiirlenmisti bile. Beyaz adamlarin,
yemek zamanlarinda giristikleri Oncelik sirasina dair bitmez tiikenmez kavgalarindan bikinca,
kocaman yuvarlak bir masa yapilmasim emretti, bu masayr koymak i¢in de yeni bir bina insa edilmesi
gerekti. Burasi, subenin yemekhanesi oldu. Onun oturdugu yer bir numaraydi; digerlerinin hi¢birinin
kendilerine ait yeri olmayacakti. Bunun ona ait degismez bir kanaat oldugu anlasiliyordu. Nazik de
degildi, kaba da. Sakindi. Usaginin, sahilden getirdigi giirbliz zenci ¢ocugun, kendi gozetimi altinda
diger beyaz adamlara kiskirtic1 bir kabalikla davranmasina izin veriyordu.

“Beni goriir gbrmez konusmaya basladi. Yolda ¢ok zaman kaybetmisim. Bekleyememis. Ben
olmadan baslamasi1 gerekmis. Nehrin yukarilarindaki subelere yardim gerekiyormus. Zaten bir siirii
gecikme olmus, kimin 6ldiiglinii kimin sag kaldigini, saglarin ne durumda oldugunu da bilmiyormus
vesaire, vesaire... Benim yaptigim aciklamalara kulak asmadi, elindeki balmumu ¢ubuguyla oynarken
bir yandan da durumun ‘¢ok ciddi’ oldugunu séyleyip durdu. Cok 6nemli bir subenin tehlikede
olduguna ve sefi Bay Kurtz’un da hastalandigina dair dedikodular dolasmaya baslamismis. Bunun
dogru olmamasim umuyormus. Bay Kurtz... Yorgundum, sinirlerim de tepemdeydi. ‘Kurtz’un cam
cehenneme,” diye diisiindiim. Bay Kurtz’un adim kiyidayken duydugumu soyleyerek araya girdim.
‘Ah! Demek oralarda da ondan bahsediyorlar,” diye kendi kendine mirildandi. Sonra da Bay Kurtz’un
elindeki en i1yl temsilci oldugunu, gelecek vaat ettigini, sirket icin biliylik 6nem tasidigim,
tasalanmasim anlayacagimn umdugunu sodyledi. Cok, ama c¢ok endiseliydi. Sanki oturdugu yerde
duramiyordu, ‘Ah Bay Kurtz!” diye inledi; bu arada balmumu ¢ubugunu kirdi ve bu kaza onu ¢ok
sasirtti. Bundan sonra 08renmek istedigi sey, ‘geminin acaba ne kadar zamanda...” Yine soziinii
kestim. Zaten karmm agti, bu adam da hala beni ayakta bekletiyordu, tepem iyice atmak lizereydi.
‘Ben nereden bileyim?’ dedim. ‘Daha batigi gormedim bile. Aylar siirer siiphesiz.” Tim bu
konugmalar bana anlamsiz geliyordu. ‘Aylar demek,” dedi. ‘Diyelim ki yola ¢ikmamuz li¢ ay stirer.



Iyi. Bu bizim isimizi goriir.” Kendimi kuliibesinden disar1 attigimda, (bir ¢esit verandasi olan, kilden
bir kuliibede tek basina yasiyordu) adam hakkindaki izlenimlerimi kendi kendime homurdanmyordum.
Cenesi diistik salagin tekiydi. Ama ‘isimizin goriilmesi’ i¢in gereken zamam sasirtici bir sekilde ne
kadar da dogru hesapladigim goériince, sozlerimi geri alacaktim.

“Ertesi giin deyim yerindeyse, sirttmu subeye donerek ise giristim. Hayatin insam ayakta tutan
gercekleriyle bagimu korumamin tek yolu bu gibi geliyordu bana. Yine de insan ara sira etrafa
bakmadan edemiyor, iste o zaman da subeyi, bah¢ede giinesin altinda aylak aylak gezen adamlari
goriiyordum. Bazen kendime tiim bunlarin ne anlama geldigini soruyordum. Ellerindeki tuhaf, uzun
asalariyla berbat bir citin i¢inde biiyiilenip kalmus imansiz seyyahlar gibi dolasip duruyorlardi.
‘Fildisi’ s6zli havada yankilamyor, fisildamyor, i¢ ¢ekmelere neden oluyordu. Fildisine tapiyorlar
samrdimz. Aptalca bir aggozliiliik havasi, ceset kokusu gibi yayilmust ortaliga. Tanrim! Omriimde bu
denli gercekdis1 bir sey gormedim. Ve disarida, topragin bu acilip temizlenmis bolgesini ¢evreleyen
1ss1z ¢Ol, sanki sabirla bu akil almaz isgalin bitmesini bekleyen, tipki kotiiliik ya da gergek gibi yiice
ve altedilmez bir sey gibi goriiniiyordu bana.

“Ah biitlin o aylar! Neyse, bos verin. Neler neler yasamadik ki. Bir aksam, patiskayla, basma
kumasla, boncukla, baska aklimza ne gelirse onunla dolu ottan bir kuliibe dylesine aniden alevlere
boguldu ki, yer yarilmistt da atesin, tim bu pislikten 6¢ almasina izin vermisti samrdimz. Parcalara
ayrilmis buharli teknemin yaninda pipomu tiittiiriip yangimn sactigi 1sikta elleri kollari1 havada saga
sola kosusturanlar1 izliyordum ki, biyikli, irikiyim adam elinde teneke bir kovayla kosarak nehre
geldi. Beni ‘herkesin ¢ok iy1, ama ¢ok 1yi ¢alistigina’ temin ederken bir litre daha su alip, kosarak
geri gitti. Kovasinin altinda bir delik oldugunu gérdiim.

“Yavas yavas ylriimeye basladim. Aceleye gerek yoktu. Kuliibe kibrit kutusu gibi yamp Kkiil
olmustu. Zaten bastan beri hi¢ sans1 yoktu. Alevler tepelere kadar ¢ikti, herkesi uzaklastirdi, her seyi
kil etti, kulilbbe coOktii. Hararetle parlayan bir kor yigimna dondii. Kenarda zencinin birini
doviiyorlardi. Yangim bir sekilde onun ¢ikardig sdyleniyordu; belki de dogruydu, ama zencinin
feryatlar1 korkunctu; onu bir golgelikte

epeyce hirpalanmus bir halde otururken gordiim; toparlanmaya calisiyordu; sonra kalkip gitti; ¢ol
sessizce onu yeniden bagrina basti. Karanliktan ¢ikip alevlere dogru yiiriirken kendimi sohbet eden
iki adamin arkasinda buldum. Once Kurtz’ un ismini, ardindan da ‘bu talihsiz kazamn avantajlarindan
yararlanmaktan’ bahsettiklerini duydum. Adamlardan biri, bizim miidiirdii. Ona, ‘Iyi aksamlar,’
dedim. O da, ‘Daha énce bdyle bir sey gdrmiis miiydiin? Inamlmaz degil mi?* diyerek uzaklast:.
Digeriyse benimle kaldi. Adam birinci simf bir temsilciydi, geng, nazik, biraz tutuktu; ufak, ikiye
ayrilmus bir sakal1, kemerli bir burnu vardi. Oteki temsilcilere pek yiiz vermiyordu; digerleriyse onun
miidiiriin casusu oldugunu soyliiyorlardi. Bense daha once onunla pek konusmamistim. Biraz sohbet
ettik ve cizirdayan kalintilardan yavas yavas uzaklastik. Sonra beni subenin ana binasindaki odasina
davet etti. Bir kibrit yakti; genc¢ aristokratimizin glimiis kakmali bir tuvalet kutusunun yam sira,
yalnizca kendine ait koskocaman bir biitlin mumu oldugunu gérdiim. O zamanlar sadece miidiiriin mum
sahibi olma hakki vardi. Yerli kilimleriyle kapli kerpi¢ duvarda kargilar, muzraklar, kalkanlar,
bigaklar asiliydi. Bu adama tugla yapim isinin sorumlulugu verilmisti, en azindan bana oOyle
sOylenmisti ama subenin hi¢bir kdsesinde tek bir tuglanin 1zi bile yoktu ve adam bir yili agkin siiredir
orada bekliyordu. Belirli bir malzeme olmadan —ne bilmiyorum, saman falan herhalde— tugla
yapilamiyormus. Her ne ise orada bulunmuyormus, Avrupa’dan getirtmek de miimkiin degilmis; o
zaman neyi bekliyordu, pek anlamadim. Belki de Tanri’min ona 6zel olarak bir seyler yaratmasini



bekliyordu. Zaten hepsi —on bes yirmi seyyah— bir seyler bekliyorlardi; durumlarina bakilirsa fena bir
is degildi bu, ama goérdiiglim kadariyla baslarina hastaliktan baska bir sey de getirmemisti. Vakitlerini
birbirlerinin arkasindan konusarak, en aptalca yontemlerle dolaplar c¢evirerek geciriyorlardi. O
subenin her yaninda bir entrika havasi vardi, ama elbette hi¢bir sey oldugu yoktu. Her sey gibi, bu da
gercek distydi —her seydeki gOstermelik hayirseverlik gibi, sohbetleri gibi, yonetimleri gibi, is
dedikleri gosteri gibi. Oradaki tek gercek duygu, fildisi bulunan bir trampa noktasina gonderilerek
donen paradan ylizde alma tutkusuydu. Birbirlerine dolaplar cevirmelerinin, iftira atmalarimin,
birbirlerinden nefret etmelerinin arkasinda yalmzca bu hesap vardi, ama sira parmaklarim oynatmaya
gelince... Asla. Hey Tanrim! Bu diinyada kiminin at ¢almasina gdz yumulurken kiminin yulara
bakmasina bile izin verilmemesinin elbette bir nedeni vardir. At1 ¢al gitsin. Cok giizel. Iste yaptigi
budur. Belki binebilir de, ama yulara bakmanmin da dyle bir yolu olabilir ki, en merhametli ermisleri
dahi kiskirtip zivanadan ¢ikartmaya yeter.

“Benimle niye yakinlik kurmak istedigine dair hi¢bir fikrim yoktu ama sohbet ilerledik¢e bu herifin
bir seylerin pesinde oldugunu, benim agzimu aradigim anlayiverdim. Durmadan Avrupa’yi, orada
tantmam muhtemel olan kisileri ima ediyor, o mezar gibi kentteki tamdiklarimla ilgili konular agmaya
calisiyordu. Kibirli bir eday: siirdiirmeye caligsa da kii¢iik gézlerinin i¢i meraktan mika pargalari
gibi parildiyordu. Baslangicta sasirdim, ama kisa siire sonra benden acaba ne ¢ikarabilir diye iyice
meraklandim. Bende, adamin bu kadar zaman harcamasina degecek ne vardi, tahmin bile
edemiyordum. Kafasinin karistigini gormek keyifliydi, ama dogrusu bedenimin her yam kabuk
baglamusti, listiyordum ve aklimda da berbat durumdaki buharli gemi isinden baska hi¢bir sey yoktu.
Sonunda sinirlendi, bir o6fke belirtisi gdstermemek i¢in esnedi. Kalktim. O sirada goziim bir pano
lizerine yagliboyayla yapilmus, elinde mesale tutan, carsafli, gozleri bagli kadin resmine takildi. Arka
plan kasvetliydi, neredeyse simsiyahti. Kadimn durusu gorkemli, yiiziindeki mesale 1s1g8imin yarattig
etki tehditkard.

“Resim 1lgimi ¢ekti; o da elinde yarim litrelik (muhtemelen sifa niyetine alinmis) bos bir sampanya
sisesinin tepesine oturtulmus mumla nazik nazik yammda dikiliyordu. Ben sorunca, Bay Kurtz’un bu
resmi bir y1l kadar once; bu istasyonda kendi trampa noktasina hareket etmek i¢in beklerken yaptigim
soyledi. ‘Tanr1 agkina soyleyin,” dedim, ‘kimdir bu Bay Kurtz?’

““I¢ istasyonun sefi,” diye kestirip att1 dtelere bakarak. Giilerek, ‘Liitfettiniz,” dedim. Zaten siz de
merkez subenin tuglacibasisinmz. Bunu bilmeyen var mi?’ Bir siire sessiz kaldi. ‘O bir dahidir,” dedi
sonunda. ‘Merhametin, bilimin, gelismenin ve kim bilir daha nelerin el¢isidir. Biz...” Birden
kliselerle ve el kol hareketleri de yaparak konusmaya basladi: ‘ Avrupa’nin bize emanet ettigi davamn
selameti 1¢in daha yliksek diizeyde zeka, daha fazla anlayis ve amagta birlik istiyoruz.” ‘Kim soyliiyor
bunlar1?’ diye sordum. ‘Hemen herkes,” diye yanitladi. ‘Kimileri yaziyor bile. O zaman da o buraya
geliyor, o 0zel bir varlik, siz de biliyorsunuz...” Gergekten sasirmistim, ‘Nereden bilecekmisim?’
diye soziinii kestim. Ama o aldirmadi. ‘Evet bugiin o en i1yi subenin basinda, gelecek yil miidiir
yardimcisi olacak, iki y1l sonra da... Sanmirim simdi siz i¢inizden iki yil i¢inde neler olacagim zaten
bildiginizi sOyliiyorsunuz. Siz de yeni ekiptensiniz, erdemliler ekibinden. Onu 6zel olarak buraya
gonderenler, sizi 0zel olarak tavsiye edenlerle aym kisiler. Yok, hayir demeyin liitfen. Ben
gordiigiime inanirim.” Iste o an anladim. Benim sevgili halamin niifuzlu tamdiklar1 bu gen¢ adam
tizerinde beklenmedik bir etki yaratiyordu. Neredeyse basiyordum kahkahayi. Yoksa siz sirketin gizli
yazismalarim mu okuyorsunuz?’ diye sordum. Agzim bile agamadi. Bu is ger¢cekten cok eglenceliydi.
‘Bay Kurtz,” diye devam ettim, ‘genel miidiir oldugunda buna firsat bulamayacaksiniz.’



“Mumu birden sondiiriiverdi, disar1 ¢iktik. Ay dogmustu. Ortalikta dolanan bitkin, kara tipler
korlara su dokiiyorlar, korlar cizirdiyor; ay 1s18inda yiikselen buhar goriiliiyor, bir yerlerden déviilen
zencinin inlemeleri geliyordu. Yammzda biten, yorulmak nedir bilmez biyikli adam, ‘Su hayvamn
cikardigi girtiltiye bak,” dedi. ‘Buna da boylesi layik. Ezeceksin, cezalandiracaksin, giim!
Acimayacaksin, acimayacaksin. Baska care yok. Yoksa ileride ¢ikacak biiyiikk yanginlari
engelleyemezsin. Miidiire diyordum ki...” Arkadasimu fark edince hemen havasi kagti. Yilisik yilisik,
‘Hala yatmamussiniz,” dedi; ‘ama dogaldir. Degil mi? Bu kadar tehlike, heyecan.” Ve ortadan
kayboldu. Nehir kiyisina dogru yiiriidiim, arkadasim da pesimden geldi. Kulagima kizgin bir fisilti
calindi: ‘Ahmak yigimi, gidin! Seyyahlar 6bek 6bek toplanmus, el kol hareketleriyle tartisiyorlardi.
Cogunun degnekleri hala elindeydi. Eminim ki o degnekleri yataga bile gotiiriiyorlardi. Citin
ardindaki orman, ay 1siginda hayaletimsi bir goriiniime buriinmiistii; o belli belirsiz ugultunun,
acinacak haldeki avludan gelen hafif seslerin arasinda topragin suskunlugu sirlariyla, biiytikliigiiyle,
barindirdig hayatin gizemiyle insanin dogrudan yiiregine isliyordu. Yakinlarda bir yerlerden yarali
zencinin inleyisi duyuldu, ardindan gelen derin i¢ ¢ekisse oradan uzaklasmama neden oldu. Koluma
giren bir el hissettim. ‘Aman sevgili bayim,” diyordu, ‘yanlis anlasilmaktan korkarim, 6zellikle de
Bay Kurtz’u benden c¢ok daha once gérme onuruna nail olacak sizin tarafimzdan. Kendisinin,
hakkimda yanlis bir fikre kapilmasim istemem...’

“Bu kagittan Mefisto’nun konugmaya devam etmesine izin verdim; istesem isaret parmagimi igine
sokuverirdim, icinden ¢iksa ¢iksa biraz toz toprak cikardi. Belli ki zamanla simdiki miidiiriin
yardimcist olacagint planlamig, ama Bay Kurtz’un gelmesiyle ikisi de de azzmsanmayacak bir hayal
kirikligina ugranmusti. Telagli telasli konusuyordu, ben de hizin1 kesmeye calismadim. Sirtimu, dev bir
nehir hayvamnin lesi gibi, kiyiya c¢ekilmis buharli gemimin enkazina vermistim. Camurun, ezeli
camurun kokusu —Tanrim ne koku!— burnumdaydi; ezeli ormanin ylice durgunlugu 6niimde uzaniyordu;
karanlik irmagin {izerinde parlak lekeler vardi. Ay, sik otlarin, camurun, bir tapinak duvarindan daha
yiiksek karman corman bitki Ortliisii duvarimn, karanligin i¢indeki kasvetli yariktan piril piril
pirildayarak sessiz ve genis aktigini gérdiiglim biiylik nehrin, kisaca her seyin istiinii ince bir giimiis
tabakayla kaplamusti. Tiim bunlar muhtesem, umut verici ve dingindi; adamsa kendi hakkinda konusup
duruyordu. Oniimiizde bize bakan engin durgunlugun bir ¢agr1 mu, yoksa bir tehdit mi oldugunu merak
ettim. Yolunu sasirip buralara diisen bizler neydik? Bu dilsizligin iistesinden gelebilecek miydik,
yoksa o mu bizi alt edecekti? Konugsamayan, hatta belki sagir da olan bu seyin aslinda ne kadar biiyiik,
ne kadar akla hayale sigmayacak denli biiyiik oldugunu diisiindiim. Orada ne vardi? Az miktarda
fildisi geldigini goriiyordum, Bay Kurtz’un da orada oldugunu duymustum. Tanr1 biliyor ya hem de ne
kadar ¢cok duymustum, ama sanki bana bir melekten ya da iblisten s6z etmisler gibi, géziimde hi¢bir
sey canlanmiyordu. Anlatilanlara, aramizdan birilerinin Mars gezegeninde yasayanlar olduguna
inandi1f1 gibi inaniyordum. Bir zamanlar Mars’ta yasayanlar olduguna adi gibi emin olan Iskog bir
yelkenci tammmustim. Bu yelkenciye

Mars’takilerin neye benzedigini, nasil davrandiklarim sordugunuzda sikilir, ‘Dort ayak {izerinde
yiirliyorlar,” gibi bir seyler yumurtlardi, ama —altmus yasindaki— bu adam, verdigi yamta giilenlerle de
kavga etmeye hazirdi. Kuskusuz Bay Kurtz ytliziinden kavga edecek degildim, ama onun i¢in neredeyse
yalan sOyledim. Yalam hi¢ sevmedigimi bilirsiniz; nefret ederim, dayanamam yalana, bunun sebebi
de sizden daha diiriist olmam degil, yalanin beni ¢cok sarsmasidir. Yalanda bir 6liim tadi, bir fanmlik
hissi vardir; iste bu da diinyada en sevmedigim, en nefret ettigim ve en unutmak istedigim seydir.
Yalan, sanki ciirtik bir seyler yemisim gibi beni perisan eder, hasta diisiiriir. Miza¢ meselesi sanirim.
Her neyse; o sapsal gencin benim Avrupa’daki niifuzumla ilgili olarak hayal ettigi her seye



inanmasim saglayacak kadar ileri gittim. Bir anda su efsunlasmus seyyahlar kadar rol yapmaya
baslamistim. Bunun o zamanlar heniiz gérmedigim Bay Kurtz’a bir faydasi olacagina inanmistim,
anhiyorsunuz degil mi? Kurtz, benim i¢in sadece bir kelimeden ibaretti. Bu adin ardindaki adamu siz
ne kadar gormiigsseniz ben de o kadar gormiistiim. Siz onu gorebiliyor musunuz? Hikayeyi gorebiliyor
musunuz? Herhangi bir sey gorebiliyor musunuz? Sanki size bir riiyayr anlatmaya c¢alisiyormusum gibi
geliyor; bosa kiirek salltyormusum gibi, yani ¢iinkii bir riiyayla ilgili higbir anlati o riiyanin hissini,
karmasik sagmaligim, sasirticiligini, miicadeleci bir isyanin i¢indeki sarsintimin insam afallatmasini,
riyalarin temel oOzelliklerinden biri olan inamlmaz bir sey tarafindan esir alinma duygusunu
tastyamaz...”

Bir stire sessiz kald.

“..Yok, hayir, imkansiz. Birinin, varligimn belirli bir donemine ait yasam kesitint —o kesite
gercekligini veren, anlamim veren— incelikle, derinlere inen 6zle birlikte aktarmasi imkansiz. Tipki
riyalarimizdaki gibi yasiyoruz; tek bagimiza...”

Yine sustu, diisiiniir gibiydi; ardindan ekledi:

“Elbette sizler bu olay icinde benim o zamanlar gordiigiimden ¢ok daha fazla sey goriiyorsunuz.
Beni goriiyorsunuz, tanidigimz beni...”

Karanlik o kadar bastirmusti ki, biz dinleyiciler birbirimizi giicliikle gorebiliyorduk. Bizden ayri
oturan Marlow ise bizim i¢in uzun sliredir sadece bir sesten ibaretti. Kimse konugsmuyordu. Digerleri
belki uyuyakalmus olabilirdi, ama ben uyaniktim. Dinledim, nehrin bu agir gece havasinda sanki bir
insanin dudaklarindan dokiilmiiyormus gibi sekillenen bu hikdyenin dogurdugu belli belirsiz
tedirginlik duygusu hakkinda bana bir ipucu verecek o ciimleyi, o kelimeyi bekleyerek dinledim.

Marlow, “Evet, devam etmesine izin verdim,” diyerek yeniden basladi. “Arkamdaki giic i¢in
istedigini diistinebilirdi. Engel olmadim! Oysa arkamda hi¢bir gii¢ yoktu. O, akic1 konugmasiyla ‘her
adamun ilerlemesinin gerekliligi’nden s6z edip dururken, benim arkamda yasli, par¢alanms buharli
gemi enkazindan baska bir seyim yoktu. ‘Biri eger ¢ikip buralara kadar geldiyse, sadece ay1 izlemeye
gelmediginden emin olabilirsiniz,” diyordu. Dedigine gore, Bay Kurtz ‘evrensel bir dehaya’ sahipti,
ama bir deha bile ‘uygun araglarla ve akilli adamlarla’ ¢calismay: tercih ederdi. Tugla yapmiyordu.
Neden? Ciinkii bunun 6niinde fiziksel imkansizliklar vardi; bunu ben de pekala biliyordum. Eger
miidiirtin yazmanlik islerini yiiriitliyorsa, bunun nedeni ‘hi¢cbir makul kisinin, iistlerinin giivenini
reddetme mantiksizliginda bulunmayacak olmasi’ydi. Anlamus miydim? Anlamistim. Baska ne
istiyordum? Ulu Tanrim, percinden baska bir sey istemiyordum. Per¢in. Isime devam edebilmek,
deligi tikamak i¢in percin istiyordum. Asagida, deniz kiyisinda kutu kutu percin vardi; iist liste
yigilmus, kimisi patlamus, yarilmis kutular per¢in doluydu. O yamagtaki subenin bahgesinde adim basi
ayaginiz gevsemis bir pergine takilirdi. Percinler 6liim koruluguna yuvarlanmisti. Egilme zahmetine
katlanan, ceplerini perginle doldurabilirdi, ama gerektigi yerde bir tane bile yoktu iste. Isimizi
gorecek kadar plakamiz vardi ama plakalar1 ¢akacak per¢inimiz yoktu. Habercilik yapan bir zenci,
her hafta omzunda mektup c¢antasi, elinde asasiyla subeden tek basina ¢ikip kiyiya iniyordu. Kiyidan
da haftada birka¢ kez mal yiiklii kervanlar gelir; bakinca insanin i¢ini bulandiran igreng patiskalar,
bes para etmez cam boncuklar, alacali, puantiye mendiller getirirdi, ama perginin izi bile yoktu. Oysa
buharl1 gemiyi yeniden ylizebilir hale getirmek i¢in {ic hamalin tagiyabilecedi malzeme yeterliydi.

“Daha 0zel konulara girmeye baslamisti ama sanirim benim karsilik vermemem sonunda onu



usandirdi; ¢iinkii sonunda birakin insanlari, Tanri’dan ve seytandan bile korkmadigim sdylemeyi
gerekli gordii. Bunu anlayabildigimi ifade ettim, ama su anda benim sadece belirli bir miktar percine
ihtiyacim vardi ve eger haberi olsaydi Bay Kurtz da muhakkak percin isterdi. Madem ki her hafta
kiytya mektup gidiyordu... ‘Sayin bayim!” diye bagirdi; ‘ben sadece bana dikte ettirilenleri yazarim.’
Ben de pergin talep ediyordum iste. Akill1 adamlar i¢in her zaman bir yol bulunurdu. Tavr1 degismis;
soguklagmusti, birden bir suaygirindan s6z etmeye basladi; ardindan geminin giivertesinde yatmaktan
(ben gece giindiiz gemimin yanindan ayrilmiyordum) rahatsiz olup olmadigim sordu. Geceleri kiyrya
citkmayr ve subenin oralarda dolagsmay:1 aligkanlik haline getirmis yasli bir aygir vardi. Seyyahlar
birlik olup ellerine gegen biitiin silahlar1 hayvamn tizerine bosaltirlardi. Hatta kimileri aygir1 vurmak
i¢in bazen sabahlardi. Ama nafile ugrasiyorlardi. ‘O hayvan efsunlu,” dedi, ‘ama bu tlilkede sadece
hayvanlar efsunlu olur, insanlar olmaz, anliyorsun degil mi beni?’ Ay 15181 altinda biraz bekledi.
Sonra kemerli narin burnu hafifce yanda, parildayan donuk gozlerini hi¢ kirpmadan, aniden ‘lyi
geceler,” deyip uzaklasti. Onun rahatsiz oldugunu ve kafasimn karistigim gorebiliyordum; bu beni
glinlerdir olmadigim kadar umutlandirdi. Bu adamdan kurtulup niifuz sahibi dostuma, yaralanmus,
egilip biikiilmiis, harap olmus, orada Oylece teneke yi1gim gibi duran buharli gemime donmek beni
miithis rahatlatmisti. Giiverteye ¢iktim. Ayaklarimin altinda tekmelenmis bos bir Huntley&Palmers
biskiivi tenekesi gibi ¢inladi; bir biskiivi tenekesi kadar bile saglam degildi, o kadar bi¢imli de
sayllmazdi ama bu teknenin tizerinde onu sevmeme yol acacak kadar emegim vardi artik. Niifuz sahibi
bir arkadas bize bu denli faydali olamazdi. Bana kendime gelme, neler yapabilecegimi gérme firsati
tanimusti tekne. Yok, hayir, calismayr sevmem ben. Tembellik etmeyi ve yapilabilecek iy1 isleri
diistinmeyi tercih ederim. Calismayr hi¢ sevmem —zaten hi¢ kimse sevmez— ama c¢alismanin insana
kendini bulma sans1 vermesini severim. Kendi gercekligini —baskalar1 i¢in degil, kendisi i¢in—
bagkalarimin asla bilemeyecegi seyleri kesfetmek i¢in. Digerleri sadece isin gosteri kismim
1zleyebilir ama gordiikleri seyin gercek anlamini asla bilemezler.

“Ki¢ tarafinda, giivertede oturmus ¢amurun lizerine ayaklarim sarkitmus birini gérmek beni hig
sasirtmadi. Tahmin edersiniz, samirim uygunsuz tavirlarindan dolayr diger seyyahlar tarafindan dogal
olarak hor goriilen subedeki birka¢ teknisyenle ahbap olmustum. Kicta oturan da usta basiyds;
dogustan kazan ustasiydi, iy1 c¢alisirdi. Uzun, kemikli, soluk yiizlii biriydi, kocaman, atesli gozleri
vardi. Her zaman endiseli goriiniirdii, kafasinda tek tel sa¢ yoktu, ama sanki dokiilen saclar gidip
cenesine yapismisti, gobegine kadar sakali vardi. Alti ¢ocuklu bir duldu (buraya gelirken ¢ocuklarim
kiz kardeslerinden birinin yamina birakmusti), hayatta en biiyiik tutkusu giivercinlerdi. Hayrandi
giivercinlere, uzmam olmustu artik. Gilivercinler iistiine konusup duruyordu. Saatlerce calistiktan
sonra bazen kuliibesinden ¢ikip gelir, ailesini, kuslarim anlatirdi; c¢alisirken, teknenin altinda,
camurun i¢inde siirtinmesi gerektiginde, sakalim bu is i¢in getirdigi beyaz bir bezle baglardi. Bezin
kenarlarinda kulaklara gecirmek icin ilmikler vardi. Aksamlari nehrin kiyisinda ¢omelip bezini
Ozenle yikar, sonra da bir ayin havasiyla kurumasi i¢in ¢alilarin iistiine sererdi.

“Sirtina vurdum, ‘Perginler geliyor!” diye bagirdim. Ayaga firlayip, ‘Yok ya! Percinler ha!” dedi,
kulaklarina inanamamusti sanki. Sonra kisik sesle, ‘Sen ha?’ diye ekledi. Neden boyle deliler gibi
davrandigimizi bilmiyorum. Parmagimi burnuma gotiiriip gizemli bir havayla basim salladim. ‘Helal
be!” diye bagirdi oynamaya baslarken. Bense zaten sevingten oynuyordum. Metal giiverte tizerinde
hoplayip duruyorduk. Enkazdan korkun¢ tangirtilar kopuyor, nehrin kars1 kiyisindaki bakir orman
cikan sesleri uyuyan subeye gok giriiltiisii gibi geri yansitiyordu. Patirti, harabe halindeki
kuliibelerinde uyuyan seyyahlardan bazilarim ayaga dikmis olmaliydi. Midiiriin aydinlanan kap1
girisinde karanlik bir siluet belirdi, kisa siire sonra, once siluet, sonra da kapi girisi géozden kayboldu.



Kendimize geldik, tepinerek uzaklastirdigimiz sessizlik, topragin derinliklerinden geri geldi. Biiyiik
bitki duvari, karmakarisik agac govdeleri, dallar, budaklar, yapraklar, 6bek 6bek cicekler ay 1518inda
kipirtisiz duruyordu, biitiin bunlar sessiz yasamin tantanali bir istilasiydi sanki; bitkilerin biiyiik
dalgas1 tepe noktasina ulasmus, irmagin iizerine devrilmeye, biz kii¢lik adamlarin kiigiik yasamlarim
siipiiriip atmaya hazirdi. Ama harekete gegmedi. Otelerden biiyiik sapirtilarin tok sesleri bize
ulasiyordu; sanki caglar oncesinden kalma bir su yaratigir koca nehirde yaldiz banyosu yapiyordu.
Kazanc1 makul bir ses tonuyla, ‘Elbette ya,” dedi, ‘neden percinimiz olmasin ki?’ Elbette, neden
olmasindi1! Per¢inimizin olmamasimin higbir gecerli nedeni yoktu. Kendimden emin bir sekilde, ‘Ug
haftaya kadar gelecek,” dedim.

“Ama gelmedi. Percin yerine bir istila, bir eziyet, bir ziyaretci akim geldi. Ug hafta boyunca dalga
dalga geldiler; yeni elbiseler, deri ayakkabilar giyen, bulundugu seviyeden saga sola egilip kendisine
hayran biraktigi seyyahlar1 selamlayan beyaz adamu tasiyan bir esek her yeni dalgamin basim
cekiyordu, ayaklarina kara sular inmig, somurtan, kavgaci zenci kalabalig da esegin pesinden geliyor;
avluya cadirlar, seyyar tabureler, teneke kutular, beyaz kasalar, kahverengi balyalar yayiliyor, subede
yasanan bu kargasayla gizemli hava biraz daha yogunlasiyordu. Boyle bes taksitte geldiler; garip,
diizensiz, telasli, sayisiz techizat diilkkimmin ve erzak deposunun ganimetleriyle sanki esitce
boliisebilmek icin bir baskindan kirlara mal kagirir gibiydiler. Coziilmesi imkansiz dagimkligin
icindeki mallarin aslinda tek tek bakildiginda bir gariplikleri yoktu, ancak bu insanlarin aptalca
hareketleriyle calinti havasina biiriiniiyorlard.

“Bu kendini kaptirmiglar cetesi kendisine ‘Eldorado Arastirma Seferi’ adim veriyordu ve sanirim
gizlilik yemini etmislerdi. Ama tuhaftir, konugmalar1 pis korsanlarin konusmalarim andiriyordu:
Mertlikten uzak oldugu halde umursamaz, gozii pek olmadig halde a¢gozlii, cesaretli olmadig halde
zalimce; i¢lerinden hi¢birinde Ongdriiniin, ciddi bir hedefin zerresi yoktu, iistelik diinya islerini
yiiriitebilmek icin bunlara ihtiyaclari oldugunun farkinda bile degillerdi. Ulkenin i¢ kisimlarindaki
hazineyi sokiip alma arzusundaydilar; bir kasay1 patlatmak isteyen hirsizlarinkinden daha ahlaki bir
gayeleri yoktu. Bu asil girisimin masraflarim kim karsiliyordu bilmiyorum, ama miidiiriimiiziin
amcas1 bu ¢etenin liderligini yapiyordu.

“Dig gOrlinimii yoksul bir mahalle kasabim andiriyordu, gézlerinde uykulu bir kurnazlik vardi
sanki. Koca gobegini, kisa bacaklari tizerinde ¢aliml1 caliml1 tasiyordu, ¢etesi, subeyi ¢ekirgeler gibi
istila ettigi silirece de yegeninden baska kimseyle de tek kelime konugmadi. Bu ikisini giin boyunca
kafa kafaya vermis, bitmek bilmez sohbetlere dalmig halde gezerken gorebilirdiniz.

“Ben artik percinlerim i¢in kaygilanmay1 birakmistim. Insanin bu tiir aptalliklara tahammiilii tahmin
ettiginden ¢ok daha az oluyor. ‘Cam cehenneme!” deyip her seyi oluruna biraktim. Diistinmek i¢in bol
bol vaktim vardi, arada sirada Bay Kurtz’a da kafa yorabilirdim. Artik pek ilgimi ¢ekmiyordu. Yok,
hayir. Yine de ahlaki fikirlerle donamp buraya gelen bir adamin sonunda en tepeye cikip
cikamayacagim ve c¢iktiginda da isleri ne sekilde siirdiirecegini gormek i¢in sabirsizlaniyordum.



I1

“Bir aksam gemimin giivertesinde uzanirken, giderek yaklasan sesler duydum; amcayla yegen kiy
boyunda geziyorlardi. Basimu yeniden kolumun iizerine gomdiim, tam dalacaktim ki, sanki birisi
kulagimin dibinde, ‘Bir ¢ocuk kadar zararsizzmdir fakat emir almaktan hi¢ hoslanmam. Miidiir ben
miyim, degil miyim? Bana, onu oraya gondermem emredildi. Aklim almiyor,” gibi bir seyler dedi.
Ikisinin kiyida, geminin 6n kismunda, yani basimin tam altinda durdugunu fark ettim. Sesimi
cikarmadim; pek kipirdayacak halde de degildim zaten, uykum vardi. Amca, ‘Tatsiz bir durum,” diye
homurdandi. ‘Y6netimden buraya atanmasim istemis,” dedi digeri; ‘Neler yapabilecegini gdstermek
istiyor. Bana da, buna gore talimat verildi. Goriiyor musun ne kadar etkili bir adam? Korkutucu degil
mi?’ Ikisi de durumun korkutucu oldugu konusunda hemfikirdi; daha sonra tuhaf ifadeler kullanmaya
basladilar: ‘Yagmur da ondan, giinesli hava da... Tek adam... Yonetim Kurulu... Burnundan...” Bu
sagma sapan ciimlecikler uykumu dagitmisti; amca ‘Iklim belki de senin sorununu ortadan kaldirir.
Orada yalmiz mu?’ deyince iyice uyandim. Miidiir, ‘Evet,” diye yamtladi, ‘Yardimcisim buraya
gonderdi, eline de soyle bir not tutusturmus: Bu zavalli seytam lilkeden ¢ikarin, boylelerinin tiimiinii
gonderin. Yammda kurtulmamiz gereken adamlar olmasindansa yalmz kalmay: tercih ederim. Bu, bir
yil kadar onceydi. Boylesi bir arsizlig aklin aliyor mu?” Digeri boguk bir sesle, ‘O zamandan beri
bagka bir sey gelmedi mi?’ diye sordu. Yegen, ‘Fildisi,” diye i¢ini ¢ekti. ‘Hem de dolu. En iyi
cinsten. Ondan gelmesi ¢ok can sikic1.” Amca, ‘Neyle?’ diye sorunca, ‘Irsaliyeli,” yaniti geldi. Sonra
sessizlik oldu. Kurtz hakkinda konusuyorlardi.

“Artik 1yice uyanmustim, ama hala rahat rahat uzamyordum; kipirdamadan, hareket etmek icin bir
nedenim yoktu. Anlasilan duruma ¢ok igerleyen yasli adam homurdandi: ‘Fildisini onca yoldan nasil
getiriyorlar?’ Digeri, malin Kurtz’un yaninda ¢alisan yar1 Ingiliz melez katibin sorumlulugundaki bir
kano filosuyla geldigini, anlagilan Kurtz’un da bizzat gelmeye niyetlenmis oldugunu, ¢iinkii o aralar
istasyonda malin da, erzagin da kalmamis oldugunu, ama ti¢ yiiz mil kadar yol aldiktan sonra Kurtz’un
aniden donmeye karar verdigini, dort kiirek¢inin ylriittiigii bir kanoyla geri dondiigiinii, melezin de
fildisiyle birlikte nehirden asagi dogru yoluna devam ettigini anlatti. Birilerinin boyle bir ise
girismesini akillar1 almiyor gibiydi. Bunun i¢in yeterli bir gerek¢e bulamuyorlardi. Bana gelince,
Kurtz’u ilk kez goriir gibi olmustum. Apacik bir goristii bu: Kano ve dort vahsi kiirek¢iyle merkeze,
rahatliga, eve donme fikirlerine aniden sirtim doniip; belki de yiiziinii arazinin derinliklerine, bos,
1ss1z subesine ceviren, tek basina bir beyaz adam. Ben de onu neyin harekete gegirdigini
bilmiyordum. Belki de sadece isine sirf is1 oldugu i¢in sarilan, iyi bir adamdi. Sizin de anladiginmiz
tizere, ad1 bir kez olsun telaffuz edilmemisti. Sadece ‘O adam’di1. Gorebildigim kadariyla biiyiik bir
sezgi ve cesaretle cok zorlu bir yolculuga koyulan melezden ise siirekli ‘su alcak,” diye soz
ediliyordu. ‘Alcak’, ‘o adamin’ hasta distiigiinii, tam olarak da iyilesemedigini bildirmisti... Altimda
duran ikili birka¢ adim uzaklasip kisa bir mesafede volta atmaya basladi. Sunlar1 duydum: Askeri
kisla... Doktor... Iki yiiz mil... Simdi tek basia... Kagimlmaz gecikmeler... Dokuz ay... Haber yok...
Acayip dedikodular.” Tekrar yaklastilar, miidiir tam o sirada, ‘Bildigim kadariyla, yerlilerin elinden
fildisini yok pahasina alan su gezgin tiiccarlardan biri, belki de hi¢ kimse,” diyordu. Bu defa kimden
s0z ediyorlard1? Boliik porgiik konugmalardan bu kisinin Kurtz’un bolgesinden oldugu, miidiir
tarafindan pek onaylanmadigl anlasiliyordu. ‘Bu adamlardan biri ibret-i alem i¢in sallandirilmadikca
haksiz rekabetten kurtulamayacagiz,” dedi. Obiirii, ‘Kesinlikle,” diye homurdandi; ‘Astirmak
gerekiyor. Neden olmasin? Bu iilkede her sey ama her sey mubahtir. Diyecegim budur.
Buradakilerden higbiri, anliyor musun, burada hi¢ kimse senin pozisyonunu tehlikeye sokamaz.



Neden? Ciinkii sen iklime gogiis geriyorsun; hepsinden daha uzun siiredir buradasin. Asil tehlike
Avrupa’da, ama orada da gelmeden Once ben bu isle ilgilendim.” Uzaklastilar, fisiltiyla konusmaya
basladilar, sonra sesleri yeniden yiikseldi. ‘Bu iist iiste gelen beklenmedik gecikmeler benim hatam
degil. Elimden geleni yaptim.” Sisman olan i¢ gecirdi, ‘Cok yazik,” dedi. ‘Bir de soylediklerinin
igren¢ sacmaligl,” diye devam etti digeri, ‘buradayken yeterince camimu sikti. Her sube, daha 1yi
seylere giden yolun iizerindeki bir deniz feneri olmaliymus, elbette ticaretin merkezi olacaklarmis
ama aym zamanda insanligin, ilerlemenin ve egitimin de merkezi haline gelmeliymis. Aklin aliyor
mu? Esek herif! Bir de miidiir olmak istiyor. Hayir, bu...” O anda 6fkeden laflar1 bogazina takildi, ben
de basimu biraz kaldirdim. Bana ne kadar yakin olduklarini goriince sasirdim. Tam altimdaydilar.
Istesem sapkalarimn tepesine tiikiirebilirdim. Yere bakiyorlardi, diisiincelere gdmiilmiislerdi. Miidiir,
elindeki ince dal pargasiyla yavas yavas bacagina vuruyordu. Sagduyulu akrabasi basim kaldirdi.
‘Buraya son gelisinden bu yana iyisin degil mi?” diye sordu. Obiirii konusmaya basladi: ‘Kim? Ben
mi? Elbette. Iyiyim. Sapasaglamim. Ama digerleri. Hey Tanrim! Hepsi hasta. O kadar cabuk
Oliiyorlar ki adamlari iilkelerine yollayacak vakit bile bulamunyorum. Bu inamlmaz.” Amca, ‘Demek
oyle,” diye homurdandi; ‘Ah, oglum. Sen buna giliven, derim ki sen buna giiven.” Balik yiizgecini
andiran kisa kolunu acip cayi, ¢amuru, nehri kucaklayan bir hareket yaptigini gérdiim; sanki gilinesin
aydinlattig1 toprakta pusuya yatms oliimi, gizlenmis kotiiliigi, o topragin kalbinin derin karanligim
asagilayici bir el hareketiyle, haince bir yakarisla cagirmisti. O kadar sasirtictyd: ki bu, bu karanlik
gliven gosterisine verilecek bir yamt bekliyormusum gibi kalkip ormamn ug¢ kesimlerine baktim.
Bilirsiniz, bazen insamn aklina bdyle sagma sapan fikirler gelir. Ulu bir siikiinet, felaket habercisi
sabr1 ile, diigsel bir istilanin sona ermesini bekleyen bu iki adamin karsisindaydi.

“Ikisi de yiiksek sesle kiifrii basti, bana kalirsa sirf korktuklar1 icin, sonra beni hi¢ fark etmemis
gibi subeye geri dondiiler. Giines batiyordu; iki adam 6ne dogru egilmis yan yana giderlerken, uzamis
cimenler iizerinde tek bir otu ezmeden agir agir siiriiklenen farkli boylardaki komik gdlgelerini
tepeden yukar1 dogru giigliikle ¢cekiyor gibiydiler.

Birkac¢ giin i¢cinde Fldorado Seferi dayamkli el degmemis dogaya daldi, arazi onlar1 tipki bir
denizin bir dalgici yutmasi gibi i¢ine aldi. Epey sonra tiim eseklerin 61diigii haberi geldi. Daha az
degerli hayvanlarin basina ne geldigi hakkindaysa hi¢bir fikrim yoktu. Kuskusuz, geri kalan hepimiz
gibi, onlar da hak ettiklerini bulmuslardi. Sormadim. O siralar daha ¢ok, bir an 6nce Kurtz ile tamsma
ihtimalinin heyecamna kaptirmisttm kendimi. Elbette, soziin gelisi bir an 6nce diyorum. Kiiclik
koyumuzdan ayrilisimizdan ancak iki ay sonra Kurtz’un istasyonunun altindaki kiyiya ulasabildik.

“O nehirden yukar1 yol almak, bitki Ortiisiiniin topraktan cilginca fiskirdig, biiylik agaglarin kral
oldugu diinyanin ilk giinlerine seyahat etmek gibiydi. Bombos akan bir su, biiyiik bir sessizlik, ge¢it
vermez bir orman. Hava sicakti, yogundu, agirdi, uyusukluk veriyordu. Giines 1siklarinin parlakliginmin
keyif verici bir yam yoktu. Terk edilmis golgeli uzakliklarin hiizniine dogru uzamp gidiyordu. Kiyida,
glimiis rengi kumlarin {izerinde suaygirlariyla timsahlar yan yana giinesleniyordu. Genisleyen sular,
agacli ada kiimelerinin arasindan akiyordu; tipki bir ¢6lde oldugu gibi yolunuzu kaybediyor, gecit
bulmaya calisirken giin boyunca sigliklara tosluyordunuz, ta ki biiyiilendiginizi diisliniip bir zamanlar
bildiginiz her seyle bagimzin koptugunu, artik uzaklarda, ¢ok uzaklarda, belki de bir bagka diinyada
oldugunuzu diisiinene dek. Kendinize ayiracak tek bir saniye bulamadigimz zamanlarda oldugu gibi,
gecmis, birden geri doniiveriyordu, ama bu gegmis, karsinizdaki tuhaf bitki, su ve sessizlik diinyasinin
ezici ger¢ekliginin icinde saskinlikla hatirlanan rahatsiz edici ve patirtili bir diis seklinde
listisiiyordu. Ustelik hayatin bu durgunlugu i¢inde huzurdan eser yoktu. Esrarengiz bir gayeye kafa



yoran a¢g0zIi bir kuvvetin durgunluguydu bu. Size kinci bir edayla bakiyordu. Sonralar1 buna aligtim;
artik onu gérmiiyordum; buna vaktim yoktu. Gegebilecegimiz kanallar1 bulmam gerekiyordu; gizli kum
yiginlarimt genellikle de iggiidiiyle tahmin etmek zorundaydim; su altindaki kayalari ariyordum;
tenekeden teknemin altim parcalayip, tiim seyyahlar1 bogacak lanet olasi, sinsi, ihtiyar kiitiikleri kil
payt styirdigimda kalbimin yerinden firlamamasi i¢in dislerimi sikmayr 6greniyordum; ertesi giinkii
yolculugumuzu siirdiirmemizi saglayacak kuru odunlar1 bulmak i¢in gdziimii dort agmaliydim. Bu tiir
seylerle, yalmzca yiizeysel olaylarla ilgilenmek zorunda kalinca, inamin bana gergeklik siliniveriyor.
Neyse ki 1¢ gercek gizli kaliyor, ama yine de hissettim onu; gizemli durgunlugunun benim
maskaraliklarim izlemekte oldugunu sik sik hissediyordum, tipki sizin ip cambazligimz da, diyelim
lic kurusa yaptigimz atlayislarimz izledigi gibi.”

Bir ses, “Kabalik etme Marlow,” diye homurdandi; demek ki benden baska dinleyen biri daha
vardi.

“Affiniza sigimiyorum. Bedelin geri kalamm olusturan kalp agrisim unutmusum. Hem, numara iyi
yapildiktan sonra bedelin ne 6nemi var ki? Siz numaralarimizi gayet iyi yaparsimz. Hem ben de kotii
saytlmam, ilk yolculugumda buharli teknemi batirmadigima gore. Buna hala inanammyorum. Goézleri
bagli bir adamin bozuk bir yolda kamyon siirdiigiinii hayal edin. Size bu isi yaparken bol bol
terledigimi ve Urperdigimi sOyleyebilirim. Her sey bir yana, kendi idaresi altinda oldugu siirece
yiizecegi varsayilan herhangi bir seyin tabammn dibe siirttiirmek, her denizci i¢in bagislanamaz bir
giinahtir. Kimsenin ruhu duymasa da, o carpma sesi asla akildan ¢ikmaz; degil mi? Tam yiirekten
vurur insani. Hatirlarsimz; rilyamza girer, gece kalkip diisiiniirsiiniiz, yillar sonra bile bir ates basar,
bir tisiirsiiniiz. O buharl1 geminin hep yiizdiigiinii sdyleyecek degilim elbette. Cogu zaman s1g sularda
yirmi yamyamin ¢irpinarak itmesiyle ilerledik. Bu adamlardan bazilarim yoldan toplayip, miirettebata
dahil ettik. Yerine gore iyi adamlardi, ama yamyamlardi. Beraber calisilacak adamlardi, onlara
minnettarim. Ustelik sonugta benim goziimiin oniinde birbirlerini yemiyorlardi: Yanlarina erzak
olarak, daha sonra kokup arazinin gizemini genzime yapistiracak olan suaygir eti almislardi. Ofl.. O
koku hala burnumda. Gemide miidiir ve ellerinde asalariyla ii¢ dort seyyah da vardi; tam takimdik
yani. Kimi zaman kiyiya yakin, bilinmezligin eteklerine yapismus bir subeye rastliyorduk; darmadagin
mezbelelerden disar1 firlayip seving ve saskinlik hareketleriyle bizi karsilayan beyaz adamlar ¢ok
tuhaf goriiniiyorlardi; sanki biiyiilenip orada tutsak kalmus gibiydiler. Bir siire havada fildisi sozciigi
cinliyor, sonra yeniden bos araziler boyunca, durgun kivrimlar, dolambacgli rotamiz tizerindeki yiiksek
duvarlar ve kigtaki carkin hantal ¢arpislariin yankilanmalar1 arasinda sessizlige giden yolumuza
koyuluyorduk. Aga¢, agac, milyonlarca agag, heybetli, kocaman, goklere uzanan agaclar; o agaclarin
dibindeyse akintiyla kiyiya yapisan pis, kii¢iik buharli teknemiz, yiiksek siitunlu bir avlunun zemininde
kimil kimul ilerleyen himbil bir bocek gibi siiriiniiyordu. Bu durum insana kendisimi ¢ok kiiciik,
fazlasiyla kaybolmus hissettiriyordu, fakat yine de bu duygu o kadar da moral bozucu degildi. Sonugta
kiiciik de olsanmiz, siirtinen pis bir bocek de olsaniz ilerliyordunuz; yapmak istedigimiz de bu degil
miydi zaten? Seyyahlar nereye dogru stirtindiiglimiizii diisiiniiyorlar miyd: bilmiyorum. Bahse girerim,
bir seyler elde edebilecekleri bir yere! Benim i¢inse Bay Kurtz’a dogru gidiyorduk —ozellikle ona,
ama buhar borular1 sizint1 yapmaya baslayinca daha da yavas siiriinmeye basladik. Oniimiiz aciliyor,
ardimiz kapamyordu, sanki orman doniis yolumuzu kapamak i¢in uyusuk adimlarla suyu
ortiiveriyordu. Giderek karanligin yiireginin daha da derinlerine indik. Her yer ¢ok sessizdi. Geceleri
bazen aga¢ perdesinin ardindan gelen davul sesleri nehir boyunca devam ediyor, sanki tistiimiizdeki
havada hafifce asili, sabah olana dek Oylece duruyordu. Bunlar savas mu, baris mu, yoksa yakaris
anlanmina mt geliyordu, bilemiyorduk. Urpertici durgunluk, safagi haber veriyordu; odun kesenler



uyuyor, atesleri zayifliyor; insan ince bir dal kirilmasiyla irkiliyordu. Tarih 6ncesi bir diinyanin
gezginleriydik biz; bilinmeyen bir gezegen goriintiisiine biiriinmiis bir diinyada geziyorduk. Derin
acilar ve biiyiik zorluklar pahasina dizginlenmis lanetli bir miras1 devralan ilk insanlardan
oldugumuzu diisiinebilirdik, fakat aniden bir donemecte bogusurken karsimuza saz duvarlar, sivri ot
catilar ¢ikiveriyor, agir ve hareketsiz yapraklarin altinda bagirismalar kopuyor, kara kollar havada
doniiyor, yiginla el cirpiliyor, ayaklar yere vuruluyor, viicutlar dalgalamyor, gozler yerlerinden
firliyordu. Gemimiz agir agir, karanlik, akil almaz bir ¢ilginligin kiyisinda ilerliyordu. Tarih Oncesi
insanlar bize soOviiyor, dua ediyor, yoksa hos geldin mi diyorlardi; kim bilir? Cevremizdekileri
anlamaktan uzaktik; yanlarindan hayalet gibi siiziiliip gidiyorduk, merakla ve gizemli bir saskinlik
icinde; tipki, timarhanedeki heyecan verici bir patlama anim izleyen akli basinda adamlar gibi. Ne
oldugunu anlayamiyorduk, c¢iinkii ¢ok uzaktik, hatirlayamiyorduk, ¢iinkii ilk ¢aglarin gecesinde yol
aliyorduk, gegmiste kalan, neredeyse hi¢ iz birakmayan ve hi¢bir hatiras1 olmayan ¢aglarda.

“Diinya, bildigimiz diinya degildi. Yenilmis bir canavarin prangalanmus haline bakmaya
alistirilmistik, oysa orada ger¢ekten dev gibi ve 0zgiir bir seydi baktigimiz. Esrarengizdi, insanlar da
Oyle; yok, hayir, onlar insanlik dis1 degillerdi. Siz de bilirsiniz, en kotiisii budur; onlarin insan olup
olmadiklarina kuskuyla yaklasmak. Agir agir gelir {istiiniize bu kusku. Ulur, hoplayip durur, fir1l firil
doner, suratlarim berbat sekillere sokarlardi, ama yine de en korkutucu sey, onlarin insan olduklarini
diistinmekti; kendi insanliimz gibi; bu vahsi ve tutkulu patirtiyla uzak akrabaligimzi diisiinmek.
Cirkindi. Evet, epey cirkindi, ama eger yeterince erkekseniz, bu giiriiltiiniin korkung samimiyetine
icinizde azicik da olsa yanit verdiginizi kabul etmeniz gerekirdi; bunun i¢inde sizin, ilk ¢aglarin
gecesinden bu kadar uzakta olan sizin kavrayabileceginiz bir anlam oldugundan belli belirsiz de olsa
kuskulanabilirdiniz. Neden olmasindi1? Insan zihni her seye kadirdir, ¢iinkii her sey onun i¢indedir;
biitiin gegmis de, biitlin gelecek de. Orada olan neydi ki? Nese, korku, keder, adanmuslik,
kahramanlik, hiddet, kim bilir? Yalmzca gercek, iizerinden zamanin perdesi siyrilmis gercek. Birakin
avanaklar sasakalip iirpersin; adam olan bilir ve ger¢cege goziinii kirpmadan bakabilir, ama bunun i¢in
de en az kiyidakiler kadar gii¢lii olmas1 gerekir. O gercekle, ancak kendi hamurundaki gerc¢ekle,
icindeki giicle yiizlesmelidir. ilkeler ise yaramaz. Kazang, giysiler, cicili bicili pagavralar daha ilk
gliclii sarsintida yok olup giden pagavralar. Hayir; siz kasitli bir inang istiyorsunuz. Bu amansiz
kavgada bana bagvuruluyor; 6yle mi? Cok giizel; duyuyorum, kabul de ediyorum, ama benim de bir
sesim var ve soylediklerim 1y1 de olsa, kotii de olsa, susturulamayacak bir ses benimkisi. Elbette ¢cok
korkan ve asil duygular1 olan bir salak her zaman giivenliktedir. Su homurdanan da kim? Neden benim
de tepinip dans etmek i¢in kiyrtya inmedigimi mi merak ediyorsunuz? Evet, inmedim. Asil duygular
yiiziinden mi dediniz? Cam cehenneme asil duygularin! Vaktim yoktu, ondan inmedim. Sizint1 yapan
buhar borularint lehimlemekle, bunlar1 yiin battaniyeden yapilmis seritlerle sarmakla ugrasmak
zorundaydim diyorum size. Diimene bakmam, sudaki o kiitiiklerden sakinmam, o teneke tavayi oyle ya
da boyle ylizdiirmem gerekiyordu. Tiim bu islerde daha akilli bir adamu kurtarmaya yetecek kadar
yiizeysel gerceklik vardi. Ara sira da ates¢ilik yapan vahsiye goz kulak olmam gerekiyordu. Tiirtiniin
gelismis bir ornegiydi; dikey bir kazam atesleyebiliyordu. Tam altimda duruyordu ve diyebilirim ki
ona bakmak, ancak su gosterilerde arka ayaklari iizerinde yiirliyen, golf pantolonlu, tiiylii sapkali
kopekleri izlemek kadar egiticiydi. Bu harika adama birkag¢ aylik egitim yetmisti. Buhar ibresine de,
su ibresine de agik¢a korkmadigim gosterme cabasiyla bakiyordu; disleri de torpiilenmisti, zavalli
seytan; tepesindeki saglar tuhaf bicimlerde kazinmisti, iki yanaginda da siis amach tiiger kesik 1zi
vardi. Burada agir isler yapmak, boyle yeni bir biiyliye tutulmusgasina bilgisini artirmaya ¢alismak
yerine, kiyida el ¢irpiyor, tepiniyor olmas: gerekirdi. Ise yariyordu, ciinkii egitilmisti; bildigi sey de



suydu: Eger o saydam seyin i¢indeki su goriinmez olursa, kazamn i¢indeki kotii ruh korkung
susuzluguyla ofkelenecek, Ofkesini bastirmak i¢in de korkung bir intikam alacakti. O (koluna
bagladig1 pacavradan uyduruk muskasi ve alt dudagina enlemesine gecirdigi saat biiyiikliiglindeki
cilali kemikle) terliyor, ateslemeye devam ediyor, korkuyla camu izliyorken agaclikli kiyilar
yammizdan akip gidiyor, kisa siiren giiriiltiler ardimizda kaliyor, bitmek tiikenmek bilmeyen miller
boyunca sessizlik siirtiyordu; Kurtz’a dogru siiriinerek ilerlemeye devam ediyorduk, ama kiitiikler
coktu, su tehlikelerle dolu ve s1gdi, sanki kazanin i¢inde gercekten asik yiizlii bir seytan vardi, bu
yiizden de ne atescinin ne de benim tiiyler iirperten diisiincelere vaktimiz vard.

“I¢ subeye elli mil kadar kala, kamistan bir kuliibeye, yan yatmus, bir zamanlar tepesinde bir
bayragin dalgalandigi, ama artik ne oldugu pek anlasilmayan yirtik pirtik bir bezin asildig egik,
hiiziinlii bir direge ve itinayla istiflenmis bir odun yigimina rastladik. Beklenmedik bir seydi bu.
Kiytya yanastik; odun yigimimin iizerinde, lstiinde kursunkalemle yazilmis silik yazilar olan diiz bir
tahta parcasi1 bulduk. Yaziy1 gii¢liikle ¢ozdiik: ‘Sizin i¢in odun. Acele edin. Dikkatli yanasin.” Bir de
imza vardi, ama okunmuyordu; Kurtz degildi yazan, daha uzun bir isimdi. ‘Acele edin.” Ama nereye?
Nehirden yukar1 dogru mu? ‘Dikkatli yanasin.” Oyle yapmamustik, ama uyar1 ancak yanastiktan sonra
bulunacagt i¢in kendisinin oldugu yeri kastediyor olamazdi. Daha yukarida bir sorun vardi, ama ne?
Ve ne kadar? Iste sorun buydu. Bu telgraf iislubunun aptalligina dair biraz fikir yiiriittiik. Etraftaki
calilar bize higbir sey soylemedikleri gibi, daha 6teleri gormemize de engel oluyorlardi. Kuliibenin
girisinde kirmiz1 kumastan yirtik



bir perde asiliydi, lizgiin lizgiin yliziimiize dogru dalgalamyordu. Mesken olmaktan ¢ikmisti; gene de
cok yakin bir zamana kadar i¢inde bir beyazin yasadig belli oluyor, i¢eride iki kazigin {izerine
yerlestirilmis kalastan ibaret kaba bir masa hala duruyordu; karanlik bir kdsede ¢opler yigiliyds;
kapinin yaninda buldugum kitab1 elime aldim. Kapaklar1 kaybolmustu, sayfalar1 ¢evrile ¢evrile son
derece pis, yumusak bir hal almig, ama kitabin sirt1 hala temiz goriinen beyaz bir keten iplikle giizelce
dikilmisti. Bu beklenmedik bir buluntuydu. Basligt Bazi Denizcilik Konular: Uzerine Arastirma idi;
yazar1 Kraliyet Donanmas1’ndan Kaptan Tower ya da Towson gibi bir seydi. icindeki agiklayici
cizimler ve itici sayisal tablolarla oldukga sikici bir kitaba benziyordu; altmus yillik bir kitapti. Bu
inan1lmaz antikayi, elimde dagilip gitmesin diye biiyiik bir 6zenle tutuyordum. Kitabin i¢inde Tower
veya Towson, ciddiyetle gemi zincirlerinin ve halatlarimin gerilimleri ve kopma noktalar1 gibi
konulara deginiyordu. Pek de kendinizi kaptiracagimz bir kitap degildi, fakat bundan yillar 6nce
tasarlanmis, sadece mesleki olmakla yetinmeyen bir 1s1kla parildayan bu miitevaz sayfalar1 olugturan
151 dogru yapmaya yonelik essiz kararlilik ve diiriistge 11gi, daha ilk bakista seziliyordu. Zincirlerden,
makaralardan s0z eden, basit, yasl denizci, ger¢ekligi su gotiirmez bir seyle karsilagsmanin verdigi
tath hisle bana ormani ve seyyahlar1 unutturdu. Orada boyle bir kitap bulmak zaten harikaydi, ama
bana daha da ilging gelen sey, sayfa kenarlarina kursunkalemle alinmmus, metinle ilgili olduklar1 belli
notlardi. Gozlerime inanamiyordum! Sifreli yazilmiglardi! Evet, bu sifre olmaliydi. Bu unutulmus
yerde elinde anlattigim gibi bir kitap olan, kitabinin tizerinde c¢alisan, notlar alan, listelik bu notlar1 da
sifreli yazan bir adam diisiiniin! Bu ger¢ekten de akla hayale sigmayan bir gizemdi.

“Sanki bir siiredir rahatsiz edici sesler geliyordu kulagima, kafanu kaldirdigimda odun yigimimin
artik yerinde olmadiZim ve miidiirle seyyahlarin nehir kiyisindan bana seslenmekte olduklarim
gordiim. Kitab1 cebime attim. Sizi temin ederim kitab1 okumadan birakmak bana eski ve siki bir
dostun koruyuculugundan mahrum kalmak gibi gelmisti.

“Aksak motoru yeniden calistirdim. ‘Su sefil tiiccar olmali, o davetsiz misafir!” diye bagirdi miidiir,
geride biraktigimiz yere hain gozlerle bakarak. ‘ingiliz olmali,” dedim. Miidiirse karanlik bir edayla,
‘Eger dikkatli olmazsa bu onu beladan kurtarmaya yetmeyecektir,” diye murildandi. Masum bir
havayla, ‘Bu diinyada kimsenin beladan uzak duramayacagim,’ séyledim.

“Simdi akinti daha da hizliydi, gemi sanki son nefesini veriyor, kigtaki cark uyusuk uyusuk doniiyor,
ben de kulagimi motorun bir sonraki atisina kaptirmus, dogruyu sdylemek gerekirse her an bu perisan
seyin durmasint bekliyordum. Can ¢ekisen birini izlemek gibi bir seydi bu. Ama yine de agir agir
ilerliyorduk. Bazen Kurtz’a dogru ilerleyisimizin hizzm 6l¢ebilmek i¢in bir agaci kerteriz aliyor, ama
her defasinda daha yanina varmadan onu gézden kaybediyordum. Onca siire goziinii bir seyin iizerinde
tutmaya sabredemiyor insan. Miidiir harika bir kaderine raz1 olmusluk tavr1 sergiliyordu. Sikiliyor,
ofkeleniyor ve kendi kendime Kurtz ile agik agik konusup konusamayacagim tartisiyordum, ama daha
bir sonuca ulasamadan yapacagim konugsmamn ya da sessiz kalmamn, herhangi tiirden bir hareketin
aslinda cok anlamsiz olacagim anladim. Kimin ne bildiginin, neyi bilmezden geldiginin ne onemi
vard1i? Midiiriin kim oldugunun ne oOnemi vardi? Bazen insamin zihninde boyle bir kavrayis
parildayiverir. Bu meselenin 0zii, ylizeyin ¢ok altinda, benim uzanabilecegim, burnumu sokabilecegim
noktadan ¢ok daha derinde yatiyordu.

“Ikinci giiniin aksanuna dogru, Kurtz’un subesine sekiz mil mesafede oldugumuzu hesapladik. Ben
ilerlemek istiyordum, fakat miidiir agirbasli tavriyla o bolgede yol almamn c¢ok tehlikeli oldugunu,



glines de neredeyse batmak iizere oldugundan ertesi sabaha kadar bulundugumuz yerde kalmanin daha
akillica olacagim sOyledi. Dahasi, dikkatli yanagsma uyarisina uyacak olursak, oraya giindiiz gitmemiz
gerekirdi; aksam karanliginda ya da gece degil. Bu, ger¢ekten de mantikliydi. Sekiz mil, bizim igin
yaklasik olarak ii¢ saatlik yolculuk anlamina geliyordu; iistelik baktigimda Gtelerde kaygi verici
dalgalanmalar gorebiliyordum. Yine de gecikme beni anlatamayacagim kadar, hem de anlamsiz bir
sekilde sinirlendirmisti; gecen onca aydan sonra bir gecenin ne Onemi olabilirdi. Yeteri kadar
odunumuz oldugundan ve dikkatli olmamiz gerektiginden tekneyi nehrin ortasina ¢ektim. Nehir dar ve
diizdii, kiyilar, demiryolu kenarlar1 gibi yiiksekti. Giines batmadan cok once karanlik ¢cokmeye
basladi. Akint1 biteviye ve hizliydi, ama kiyilara sessiz bir hareketsizlik hakimdi. Sarmasiklarla
birbirine dolanan o canli agaglar ve altlarindaki her biri canh cali, en ince dala, en zayif yapraga
kadar tas kesmisti sanki; uyku degildi bu; dogal goriinmiiyordu; tipki bir trans hali gibi. En kiiclik bir
ses bile duyulmuyordu. Sasirip kaliyor, sagir oldugunuzdan kuskulanmaya basliyordunuz; sonra gece
aniden indi, artik gozlerimiz de gébrmez olmustu. Sabaha dogru ii¢ sularinda iri bir balik suda si¢radi,
sapirtisina sanki silah patlamis gibi zipladim. Giines dogdugunda fazlasiyla sicak ve nemli geceden
daha da kor edici, bembeyaz bir sis vardi. Sis kalkmmyordu, uzaklasmiyordu bile; etrafimizi saran kati
bir maddeymis gibi orada oylece duruyordu. Saat ya sekiz ya da dokuzdu; sis bir kepenk gibi kalkti.
Kule gibi yiikselen onca agaci, u¢suz bucaksiz, donuk ormani, tizerinde asil1 duran kiiciik atesten topu
ve glinesi gordiik —hepsi kimultisizdi— ve sonra beyaz kepenk geri geldi, yaglanmis yuvalarindan
kayar gibi indi. Toplamaya basladiginuz zinciri geri salmalarini emrettim. Daha zincirin boguk bir
tangirtiyla inmesi bitmemisti ki, bir ¢i18lik, sanki sonsuz bir yalmzlikla yiiklii, ¢cok yliksek perdeden
bir ¢i18lik, kesif havada yavasca yiikseldi. Ve kesildi. Vahsi bir uyumsuzlukla yiiklii sikayet¢i bir
giriilti kulaklarimizi doldurdu. Bu beklenmedik ses, saglarimu kasketimin iginde dimdik etti.
Digerlerini nasil vurdu, bilmiyorum: Bana sanki ¢igligi atan sisin kendisiymis gibi geldi, o kadar
aniydi ki, kopan kargasa, hiiziin dolu patirti goriiniise gore her yonden gelmisti. Ciglik, neredeyse
tahammiil edilmez derecede asiri, ¢ok sayida daha kiigiik feryatla birlikte yiikselip, birden son
buldugunda garip pozlarda donakalmistik ve inatla, en az duydugumuz ses kadar sasirtici ve asir1 olan
sessizligi dinlemekteydik. ‘Aman Tanrim! Bu da nedir?’ diye kekeledi dirse§imin dibinde duran
seyyahlardan biri; saclari sari, favorileri kizil, lastikli cizmeler giyen, pembe pijamalarin
coraplarinin i¢ine sokan ufak tefek sisman bir adamdi. Diger ikisinin bir dakika boyunca agz1 acik
kaldi, once kiiciik kamaraya daldilar, sonra korkulu gozlerle tekrar disar1 firladilar, ellerinde
Winchesterleriyle ‘hazir’ bekliyorlardi. Gorebildigimiz tek sey iizerinde oldugumuz gemiydi, sanki
erime noktasindaynmus gibi hatlar1 belirsizlesmisti, bir de onun etrafinda belki yarim metre genislikte
puslu bir su hatti goriiniiyordu, o kadar. Gozlerimize ve kulaklarimiza bakilirsa diinyanin geri kalani
yok olmustu. Gitmis, gozden kaybolmus; ardinda ne bir fisilti ne bir gélge birakarak silinip gitmisti.

“Burna gittim ve gerekirse bir an 6nce demir alip buharli tekneyi hareket ettirebilmemiz igin
zincirin kisaltilmasim emrettim. ‘Saldiracaklar mi?” diye sordu tirkmiis bir ses. Bir digeri, ‘Bu sisin
icinde hepimizi dograyacaklar,” diye mirildandi. Yiizler korkudan kasilmisti, eller hafifce titriyordu,
gozler kirpilmayr unutmustu. Beyazlarin evleri sadece sekiz mil uzaktaydi, ama nehrin bu kismina en
az beyazlar kadar yabanci olan miirettebatimizdaki siyahlarin yiiz ifadelerindeki farki gérmek cok
ilgingti. Kuskusuz ¢cok korkmus olan beyazlar, boylesine siddetli bir patirtidan dolayr soke olmus,
endiseli gozlerle etrafa bakiyorlardi. Otekiler tetikteydi ve dogal olarak kaygiliydilar, ama yiizleri
esas olarak sakindi; aralarinda zinciri ¢ekerken siritan bir iki tane adam bile vardi. Birkag1 girtlaktan
gelen bir sesle birbirleriyle kisa ciimlelerle konustular, bu da sorunu ¢ozmelerine yetti. Sefleri,
lacivert bir kumasa sikica sarinmus, genis burunlu, saclari sanatkirca yapilmis parlak bukleler



halinde duran, genis gogiislii siyah bir gencti ve yan1 basimda duruyordu. ‘Hah!” dedim arkadaslik
gostermek adina. O ise, ‘Yakalayin onu!” diye azarladi; kocaman olmus kan ¢anag gozleri ve
parildayan disleriyle; ‘Yakalayin. Bize ver onu.” ‘Size mi?’ diye sordum; ‘Ne yapacaksiniz onlar1?’
Kisa ve sert, ‘Yiycez!” dedi ve dirseklerini kiipesteye yaslayip, derin diislincelere dalmis agirbash
bir edayla gozlerini sisin i¢ine dikti. Onun ve arkadaslarimin a¢ oldugunu diisiinmeseydim herhalde
iyice korkardim: En azindan gectigimiz ay boyunca acliklar1 iyice artmis olmaliydi. Alti ayligina ise
alinmiglardi (i¢lerinden birinin bile bizim sayisiz asirlar sonunda elde ettigimiz zaman kavramu
hakkinda en ufak bir fikri oldugunu sanmiyorum. Onlar hila zamamn baslangicina aittiler. Onlara
atalarindan kalan, neyin ne oldugunu ogretecek bir tecriibbe yoktu) ve kuskusuz ortada sagma
yasalardan birine dayanilarak nehrin asag kesimlerinde yazilmus bir kagit parcasi olduktan sonra,
nasil yasayacaklari kimsenin umurunda bile degildi. Yanlarinda biraz kokusmus suaygiri eti
getirmiglerdi elbette, ama eger etlerin 6nemli bir kismu seyyahlar tarafindan biiyiik bir samatayla
denize atilmamus olsaydi dahi pek uzun siire dayanmayacakti. Seyyahlarinki ¢cok kaba bir kapris gibi
goriiniiyor olabilir, ama aslinda mesele tam bir nefsi miidafaaydi. Uyamkken, uyurken, yemek yerken
hem Olu suaygirt kokan havayr soluyup hem de yasamla aramzdaki zaten zayif olan bagi korumaya
devam edemezdiniz. Ayrica, adamlara her hafta licer par¢a, ofuz santim uzunlugunda piring tel
veriliyordu: Teoriye gore tedaviildeki bu nesneyle kiyilardaki koylerden ihtiyaglarin
karsilayacaklardi. Bunun pek ise yaradign sOylenemez. Ya etrafta kdy yoktu, ya halk diismanca
davramyordu ya da geri kalammuz gibi konserve, ara sira da keci eti yiyen idareci belirsiz nedenlerle
tekneyi durdurmak istemiyordu. Bu yiizden de bizzat teli kemirmedikleri ya da balik tutmak i¢in kanca
yapmadiklar1 slirece bu abartili maaslarimin onlara ne faydasi vardi, anlanus degilim. Maaslarin
biliyiik ve onurlu bir sirkete yakisan intizamla 6dendigini belirtmek zorundayim. Bunun disinda
yiyebilecekleri tek sey —hos o da pek yenecek gibi goriinmiiyordu ya— yapraklara sardiklari, kirli
lavanta renginde yar1 pigsmis hamura benzeyen, ara sira birer parca yuttuklari bir seylerdi, ama o
kadar kii¢iik pargalar 1siriyorlardi ki, bunu da ciddi bir beslenme amaciyla degil, daha ¢ok gosteris
icin yapiyor gibiydiler. Acligin tiim kemirgen seytanlar1 adina neden bize saldirip —otuza karsi bes
kisiydik— tika basa karinlarim doyurmadiklarina hala sasiyorum. Bir seyin sonu¢larinmi idrak etme
kabiliyetleri gelismis degildi, tenleri parlakligim, kaslar1 da sertliklerini yitirmisti, yine de hala
yapili, cesur, giiclii adamlardi, ama iste tam o noktada dizginleyici bir seylerin, insanligin sasirtici
sirlarindan birinin rol oynadigim gérdiim. Birden onlara yonelik ilgim artti, fakat kisa siire i¢inde
beni yiyebileceklerini diisiindiiglimden degil, sunu soylemeliyim ki, durumu yeni bir 1s18in altinda
algiliyordum; su seyyahlar ne kadar da sagliksiz goriiniiyorlardi ve umuyordum ki, evet yiirekten
umuyordum ki, kendi goriintimiim de o denli —nasil diyebilirim?— istah kapatic1 bir hale gelmemis
olsun. O zamanlarda giinlerimi dolduran riiya hissine ¢ok uyan hayal iiriinii bir kendini begenmisligin
yansimastyd1 bu. Belki atesim de biraz ¢ikmusti. Insan siirekli bir eli nabzinda yasayamaz ki. Sik sik
‘biraz atesim’ olurdu ya da kiigiik rahatsizliklar yagsardim; tiim bunlar arazinin oyuncu pengeleri, daha
bliylik ve ciddi saldirimin 6ncesindeki baslangic oyunlariydi. Evet, onlara herhangi bir insanogluna
baktiZimiz gozle, cetin bir sinavla karsi karsiya kaldiklar1 andaki giidiilerini, dirtiilerini,
yeteneklerini, zaaflarim merak ederek bakiyordum. Ozdenetim! Hangi 6zdenetim? Batil bir inang,
tiksinme, sabir, korku mu; ya da bir tiir ilkel onur muydu bu? Higbir korku agligin 6niinde duramaz,
hi¢bir sabir onu ortadan kaldiramaz, agligin oldugu yerde tiksinme de olmaz; is, sizin ilkeler diye
adlandirabileceginiz batil inanglara, itikatlara gelince; bunlarin riizgarda savrulan saman tanesi kadar
etkisi yoktur. Giderilemeyen acligin kotiiliigiinii, delirtici sancisini, insana verdigi karanlik fikirleri,
kasvetin giderek artan siddetini bilmez misiniz? Ben biliyorum. Aclikla bas etmek i¢in insanin,
olanca giiciiyle savasmasi1 gerekir. Inanin, serefini yitirmekle, ruhunu yitirmekle savasmak, boyle



uzayan bir aglikla savasmaktan daha kolaydir. Ne yazik ki gercek boyle. Ustelik bu adamlarin
herhangi tiirden bir vicdana sahip olmalari icin hi¢bir gecerli nedenleri yoktu. Ozdenetim! Ancak
savas alaninda, oOliilerin arasinda gezen bir sirtlandan bekledigim kadar kendinmi dizginleme
bekleyebilirdim onlardan, ama ger¢ek karsimdaydi iste; diislinlince, aslinda nehrin kenarinda, sisin
kor beyazliginin ardinda yammzdan ge¢ip giden bu vahsi seslerdeki agiklanamaz ve umarsiz kederli
timdan daha da tuhaf olan onun daha biiylik bir sir barindirmasiydi i¢inde; denizlerin kopiikleri gibi
akil almaz bir muammanin lizerinde oynasan dalgaciklar gibi, insam sasirtan gercek buydu iste.

“Iki seyyah telash fisiltilarla sesin hangi taraftaki kiyidan geldigini tartistyorlardi. ‘Soldan.” ‘Hayir,
hayir; olur mu hi¢c? Sagdan geldi, elbette sagdan.” ‘Durum c¢ok ciddi,” diyen miidiiriin sesi
arkamdaydi; ‘Biz varmadan Bay Kurtz’un basina bir sey gelirse c¢ok iiziiliirim’. Doniip baktim,
ictenligi siiphe gotiirmezdi. Miidiir, tam da dis goriiniisiinii korumak isteyecek adamlardandi. Bu da
onun Ozdenetimiydi, ama bir an 6nce ilerlemekle ilgili bir seyler mirildandiginda cevap verme
zahmetine bile girmedim. Bunun imkansiz oldugunu o da biliyordu, ben de. Eger teknemiz dibe
simsiki tutunuyor olmasaydi, hi¢ siiphe yok ki havada, uzayda siiriikleniyor olurduk. Kiyilardan birine
bindirene dek ileri dogru mu, geriye dogru mu, yoksa yan yan mu giderdik Tanr1 bilir; ¢arptigimiz
kiyinin hangisi oldugunu dahi bilemezdik. Elbette kipirdamadim. Bir yerlere ¢arpmaya hi¢ niyetim
yoktu. Deniz kazas1 i¢in daha korkung bir yer olamazdi. Aninda bogulmasak bile, kisa siire iginde
hizla olurdiik; soyle veya boyle. Kiigiik bir sessizligin ardindan, ‘Sana tiim riskleri almam
emrediyorum,” dedi. Kisaca, ‘Almayr reddediyorum’ dedim; ses tonum onu sasirtmus olsa da aslinda
duymayr bekledigi yamt tam da buydu. Dikkat cekici bir nezaketle, ‘Sizin kararimza uymak
zorundayim, kaptan sizsiniz,” yamtim verdi. Tesekkiir ettigimi gosterir bigimde ona dondiim ve sise
baktim. Ne kadar stirecekti bu? Durum ¢ok umutsuz goriinityordu. Bu rezil ¢alilikta fildisi talamndaki
Kurtz’a yaklagsmak, muhtesem bir satoda uyuyan gilizele giden yol kadar tehlikelerle doluydu. Miidiir,
bana giiveniyormus gibi, ‘Sence yeniden saldirirlar m?” diye sordu.

“Acikea belli pek ¢cok nedenden dolay: yeniden saldirmayacaklarini diisiiniiyordum. Birincisi, etrafi
saran koyu sisti. Biz nasil kipirdamamiz halinde kaybolacaksak, kanolariyla kiyidan uzaklasmaya
kalkarlarsa, onlar da kaybolurlardi. Gerg¢i her iki kiyidaki orman da, bana icine girilemeyecek kadar
sik goruinityordu fakat yine de gozler vardi orada, bizi daha once gormiis olan gozler. Tam kiyidaki
calilar gercekten de sikti, fakat arkalarindaki ¢alilarin arasina pekala girilebilirdi. Yine de sis kisa
siireligine kalktiginda etrafta kano falan gérmemistim; en azindan geminin yaninda. Ama benim i¢in
saldirinin tekrarlanmasim mantiksiz kilan asil sey, duydugumuz giiriiltiiniin, ¢igliklarin niteligiydi.
Ani, diismanca bir tutum havasi yoktu bu ¢igliklarda. Beklenmedik, yabanil, vahsi ¢igliklar olsalar
da, bana dayamlmaz bir hiiziin duygusu vermislerdi. Buharli tekneyi gormek, bir sekilde o yerlilerin
icini dizginlenmemis bir aciyla doldurmustu. Farkina vardigim bir tehlike varsa, o da, koyverilmis
bliylik bir insani tutkunun yakiminda olmanmuzdi. Biiyiik bir ac1 bile sonunda siddete doniisebilir, ama
genellikle duyarsizlikla sonlanir...

“Seyyahlarin bakiglarim gormeliydiniz! Gililiimsemeye, hatta bana kizmaya bile cesaretleri
kalmamusti, ama eminim delirdigimi, muhtemelen de korkudan delirdigimi diistiniiyorlardi. Tam bir
nutuk ¢ektim onlara. Sevgili ¢ocuklar, kaygilanmanin geregi yok. Goziimii agmak mu? Elbette, tahmin
edersiniz ki sisin kalktigina dair bir belirti gormek icin kedinin fareye baktigi gibi goziimii dort
acmistim, ama bunun disinda, kilometrelerce uzunlugunda bir pamuk yigimimn altina gomiilmiis
olsaydik gozlerimiz ancak bu kadar islevsiz olabilirdi. Sisin yarattigi duygu tam da boyleydi; bogucu,
sicak, agir. Ayrica, tiim bu anlattiklarim size ne kadar abartilmug gelirse gelsin, sonuna kadar dogru.



Daha sonradan saldir1 diye adlandirdigimiz sey de, aslinda bir saldiriyr geri piiskiirtme girigimiydi.
Eylem, saldirgan olmaktan uzakti, bildik anlamda savunma dahi sayilmazdi; caresizligin yarattigi
gerilim altinda gergeklestirilmisti, 6ziinde sadece korunma vardi.

“Kendiliginden gelistigini sdylemeliyim; sisin kalkmasindan iki saat sonra, baslangic noktas1 da
Kurtz’un bulundugu subenin hemen hemen bir buguk mil asagisiydi. Nehrin ortasinda iizeri sadece
parlak yesil cimenlerle kapli adacig gordiugimde bir donemeci giic bela agmayr basarmustik.
Karsimiza ilk kez boyle bir kara pargasi ¢ikiyordu, ama yaklastik¢a bunun, uzun bir sigligin alt ucu,
daha dogrusu nehrin ortasina dogru uzanan sigliklar zincirinin ilki oldugunu fark ettim. Hemen
yiizeyde, soluk renkli suyun altinda, tipki bel kemiginin derinin altindan belli olusu gibi biitiiniiyle
belli olan tepeciklerdi bunlar. Artik gorebildigim kadariyla bu tepecikleri sagimda ve solumda
birakarak ilerleyebiliyordum, ama elbette gecitleri de bilmiyordum. iki kiyr birbirlerine ¢ok benziyor,
derinlikleri de aym gibi goriiniiyordu, ancak bana subenin bati kiyisinda oldugu s6ylenmisti, ben de
dogal olarak bu yone bakiyordum.

“Icine girer girmez kanalin bu kisminin tahmin ettigimden ¢ok daha dar oldugunu gordiim. Sol
tarafimizda bir siglik uzayip gidiyor, sagimizdaysa sarp, lizeri tamamen ¢alilarla kapli bir kiyi
yiikseliyordu. Caliligin iist tarafinda sira sira agaclar vardi. Akintimin tizerine sik dallar uzamyor, yer
yer agaclarin biiylik kalin dallar1 da sivri uglariyla nehrin iizerine tasiyordu. Artik vakit 6gleden
sonra olmus, ormamn yiizii kasvetli bir hal almus, golgeler kalin bir bant gibi ¢oktan suyun {izerine
diismiistii. Bu golgelerde tasavvur edersiniz ki ¢ok yavas ilerliyorduk. Sirikla derinligi 6lgen adama
gore kiyrya yakin kesimde su daha derin oldugundan iyice yakindan gidiyorduk.

“Ac ve sabirli arkadaslarimdan biri tam altimdaki pruvadan bana derinligi bildiriyordu. Buharli
teknemiz siislii piislii bir salapurya gibiydi. Giivertede, tik agacindan kapilari, pencereleriyle iki
kiiciik kuliibe vardi. Kazan basaltinda, motor da tam kigtaydi. Hepsinin iizerinde direklerle
desteklenmis hafif bir cati duruyor, baca, iste bu ¢atidan yukari1 c¢ikiyor, hafif tahtalardan bacanin
oniine insa edilmis kiigiik kuliibeyse kaptan koskii islevini goriiyordu. I¢inde bir divan, iki katlanan
tabure, kosede dolu bir Martini-Henry marka tiifek, kiiciik bir masayla diimen yer aliyordu. Oniinde
bliylik bir kapi, her iki yanda genis kepenkler vardi. Elbette hepsi de siirekli agikti. Glinlerimi o
cattmn en ucuna, kapinin hemen Oniine tiineyerek geciriyordum. Geceleri divanda uyuyordum; en
azindan uyumaya calisiyordum. Diimencim, kiyidaki kabilelerden birinden gelen ve zavalli selefim
tarafindan egitilmis olan atletik yapili1 bir zenciydi. Kulaklarinda bir ¢ift piring kiipe sallamyor,
belinden ayak bileklerine kadar uzanan mavi bir kumas parcasina sarimyor, kii¢iik daglar1 ben
yarattim der gibi duruyordu. Hayatimda gérdiiglim en dengesiz salakti. Siz yamndayken kasim kasim
kasilarak diimeni abartiyla ¢eviriyor, ama goriis alammin disim ¢ikiverdiniz mi sefil bir korkuyla
donup kaliyor ve zaten sakat olan teknenin kontroliinii amnda kaybediyordu.

“Ben suyun derinligini 6lgen siriga bakip her defasinda sirigin daha uzun bir kisminin suyun
yiizeyinde kaldigim gordiikce sinirlenirken sirik¢i aniden yaptigr isi birakti, sirigim igeri alma
zahmetini dahi gostermeden giiverteye sirtiistii uzandi. Hala elinde tuttugu sirigin bir ucu suyun
icindeydi. Aym anda, hemen altimda goriinen ates¢i aniden ocagin Oniine oturup basim yere egdi.
Sasirmisttm. Hemen yliziimii irmaga donmek zorunda kaldim, ¢iinkii onlimiize bir kiitiik ¢ikmusti.
Cubuklar, kiigiik ¢cubuklar havada ugusuyor; yagmur gibi yagarak burnumun 6niinden gegiyor, ardima
diistiyor, arkamdaki kaptan koskiine isabet ediyordu. Tiim bunlar olurken nehir, kiyl, orman hepsi
sakindi; son derece sakin. Kulagima sadece pervanenin suya ¢arpmasinin sapirtisiyla bu seylerin
patirtist geliyordu. Zar zor kiitiigiin yamndan gectik. Tanrim, oktu bunlar! Bize ok atiliyordu! Kiy1



tarafindaki kepengi kapatmak tizere derhal iceri girdim. Diimenci salag diimenin kollarina tutunmus,
dizlerini yukar1 ¢ekiyor, ayaklarimi yere vuruyor, agzim a¢ip kapiyor... tipki dizginlenmis bir at gibi.
Saskin herif! Kiyiya {ic metre kadar mesafede sallamp duruyorduk. Biiyiik kepengi kapatmak icin
tamamen disar1 egilmem gerekti, o sirada benimle aym seviyede, yapraklarin arasinda, bana goziinii
kirpmadan vahsi gozlerle bakan bir yiiz gordiim; hemen ardindan, gozlerimin Oniinden bir perde
kalkti, allak bullak karanligin i¢inde c¢iplak govdeleri, kollari, bacaklari, parildayan gozleri fark
ettim; calilik, hareket eden, 1s11dayan, bronz renkte kol ve bacaklarla doluydu. ince dallar sallamyor,
sarsiliyor, hisirdiyor, aralarindan oklar firliyordu, kepenk sonunda kapandi. Diimenciye, ‘Dosdogru
git,” dedim. Bas1 dimdik, yiizii 6nde, ama gozleri yuvalarinda oynuyordu adeta, ayaklarini yavasca
yukar1 kaldirip yere vurmaya devam ediyordu, agz hafifce kopiirmiistii. Ofkeyle, ‘Sessiz ol!” dedim.
Ama bu, bir agaca riizgarda sallanmamasini emretmekten farksizdi. Disar1 firladim. Altimda, demir
glivertede karmakarisik ayak sesleri isitildi; saskin haykirislar ylikseliyordu; birileri ‘Geri donemez
misin?’ diye bagirdi. Ileride V biciminde dalgaciklar gordiim. O da ne? Bir kiitiik daha! Ayagimin
alindan bir yaylim atesi basladi. Seyyahlar Winchesterlerini atesleyerek, caliliklara kursun
yagdirtyorlardi. Bir duman bulutu ylikselmis, agir agir ilerliyordu. Kiiflirii bastim. Artik dalgacig da
kiitiigli de goremiyordum. Kapida durup gormeye calisiyordum; iizerime de obek dbek ok yagiyordu.
Oklar belki de zehirliydi ama goriiniise bakilirsa bir kediyi bile oldiiremeyecek cinstendiler.
Caliliktan iniltiler gelmeye basladi. Oduncularimizdan bir savas ¢i18lig1 yiikseldi; arkamda patlayan
tiifek beni neredeyse sagir ediyordu. Donilip omzumun lizerinden baktim; derhal diimene kostugumda
kaptan koskii hala giiriiltii ve dumanla doluydu. Aptal zenci her seyi birakip, kepengi agnus, Martini-
Henri’yi ateslemisti. Pencerenin Oniine gecmis, 6tkeyle disar1 bakiyordu; bir taraftan bagirip onu geri
cagirirken bir taraftan da ani doniis nedeniyle bozulan rotayr diizelttim. Istesem bile donecek yer
yoktu, kiitiik, oniimiizdeki duman bulutunun i¢inde, ¢ok yakin bir noktadaydi, harcayacak zamanim
kalmamusti, orada suyun derin oldugunu bildigimden gemiyi kiytya dogru yanastirdim.

“Kirilan dallarin ve ugusan yapraklarin curcunasi arasinda, listlimiizde asili duran ¢alilarin altindan
nehri yara yara ilerledik. Asagidaki yaylim atesi uzun siirmedi, zaten tiifekler bosalinca bdyle
olacagim biliyordum. Bir pencereden girip digerinden ¢ikan patirtili vizilidan ¢evik hareketlerle
basimi sakindim. Doniip, bos silahim sallayarak bagiran, deliye donmiis diimencinin ardindan kiyiya
baktigimda, iki biikliim kosan, sigrayan, siirlinen, kimi biitiinliyle kimi yarim yamalak sec¢ilen ve
kaybolup giden belirsiz insan siluetleri gordiim. Kepengin oniinde, havada kocaman bir sey belirdi,
tifek firlayip denize diistii, adam aniden geriye adim atti, omzunun lizerinden bana tuhaf, derin, sicak
bir ifadeyle bakti ve ayagimin dibine yigildi. Baginin yan tarafini iki kez diimene carpti, uzunca
kamisa benzeyen bir sey, tangirdayarak kiiciik, katlanir sandalyelerden birinin tizerine devrildi.

O seyi kiyidaki birinin elinden ¢ekip aldiktan sonra dengesini yitirip diigmiis gibi goriiniiyordu.
Oniimiizdeki ince duman tabakas1 kalknus, kiitiigiin yanindan ge¢mistik, ileriye baktigimda yiiz metre
kadar mesafeyi gorebiliyordum; artik kiyidan uzaklasabilirdim, ama ayagimda sicak ve nemli bir sey
oldugunu hissettim ve yere bakmak zorunda kaldim. Adam sirtiistii donmiistii ve dogrudan bana
bakiyordu; iki eli o kanusa sarilmisti. Pencereden igeri atilan ya da sokulan bir mizragin gévdesiydi
elindeki, diimenciyi kaburga kemiklerinin hemen altindan, yanindan vurmustu, ucu korkung bir yara
acarak goriinmeyecek kadar derine girmisti; ayakkabilarimin i¢i kan dolmustu; yerde olusan durgun
kan g6lii diimenin altinda koyu kirmiz1 parliyordu; gézlerinde sasirtict bir parilti vardi. Yaylim atesi
yeniden basladi. Bana endiseyle bakiyordu, mizraga degerli bir seymis gibi sarilmusti; sanki onu
elinden almamdan korkuyordu. Giigliikle gozlerimi onun gozlerinden alip diimene donebildim.
Basimin iizerinde duran buhar diidiigiiniin ipini tek elle bulup, aceleyle iist iiste ottiirdiim. Ofkeli ve



savasl ¢agristiran bagrisma yaygarasi aninda kesildi ve ardindan ormamn derinliklerinden, insana
sanki son umudun da diinyadan ugup gitmek lizere oldugunu diisiindiiren, titrek, uzun, kederli ve korku
dolu bir inleme yiikseldi. Caliliklarin arasinda biiylik bir karisiklik vardi; ok yagmuru sona ermisti,
atilan son birkag¢ el mermi keskin sesler ¢ikardi ve ardindan sessizlik geldi; kigtaki pervanenin himbil
vuruslarim rahatlikla duymama i1zin veren sessizlik. Pembe pijamali seyyah kapida atesli ve heyecanli
bir halde goriindiigiinde diimeni tam sancaga kirmustim. Resmi bir ses tonuyla, ‘Beni miidiir
gonderdi,” diye basladi ama birden durakladi. ‘Aman Tanrim!” dedi yarali adama bakarak.

“Biz iki beyaz basinda dikiliyorduk, parlak ve saskin bakislar1 ikimizi de sarmusti. Inanin, sanki
birazdan anlasilir bir dille bir seyler soracak gibi goriiniiyordu, ama dogru diiriist ses bile
cikaramadan, kolunu bacagim bile oynatmadan, tek bir kas1 bile segirmeden 61dii. Yalmzca son anda,
bizim goremedigimiz bir isarete, duyamadiginmuz bir fisiliya yamt verircesine suratim asti, bu
somurtma da, onun kara 6liim maskesine inamilmaz bir kasvet, bogucu, tehditkar bir ifade ekledi.
Endiseli bakislarin parlaklig agir agir sonerek bos bir cama doniistii. Temsilciye umutla, ‘Diimende
durabilir misin?’ diye sordum. Cok kararsiz goriiniiyordu, ama koluna sarildim, o da istese de
istemese de diimende durmasi gerektigini anladi. Dogrusunu sdylemem gerekirse ayakkabilarim,
coraplarimu degistirmek icin oliiyordum. ‘Oldii,” diye nurildandi; derinden etkilenmisti. ‘Ona ne
siiphe,” dedim, ayakkabi bagciklarima deli gibi asilirken. ‘Bu arada Bay Kurtz’un da o siralarda
0ldiigiinii tahmin ediyorum.’

“O an i¢in en gii¢lii diisiince buydu. Sanki var olmayan bir sey pesinde cabalamakta oldugumu
kesfetmisim gibi biiyiik bir hayal kirikligina kapilmistim. Onca yolu sadece Bay Kurtz ile konugmak
amactyla tepmis olsaydim, bundan daha fazla rahatsiz olamazdim. Onunla konusmak...
Ayakkabilarimdan tekini suya firlatttm ve bekledigim tek seyin bu oldugunu anladim; Bay Kurtz ile
bir konusma. Sasirarak, aslinda onu bir seyler yaparken degil de bir seyler konusurken hayal ettigimi
fark ettim. Kendi kendime, ‘Artitk onu asla goremeyecegim,” ya da ‘Artik onunla asla el
sikisamayacagim,” demiyordum, ‘Artik onu asla duyamayacagim,” diyordum. Kendisini bir ses olarak
tanitmusti. Elbette onu bazi hareketlerle iliskilendirmemis de degildim. Her tirlii kiskanglik ve
imrenme ifadesiyle diger tiim temsilcilerin toplamindan fazla fildisi topladigi, takas ettigi,
dolandirdig1 ya da ¢aldig anlatilmamis mmydi bana? Mesele bu degildi. Mesele, onun yetenekli bir
yaratik olmasiydi ve tiim yetenekleri arasinda en 6ne ¢ikani ve i¢inde gergek bir varlik hissi tasiyam
da hitabet yetenegi ve sozleriydi; sasirtici, aydinlatici, en ¢ok oviilen, en ¢ok asagilanan, yanmip sénen
151k huzmesi, gecit vermez bir karanligin kalbinden gelen sahte bir akimdi bu ifade yetenegi.

“Ayakkabinin diger teki de nehrin kotiiliik Tanrisi’m boyladi. ‘Tanrim!” diye diisiindiim, ‘Her sey
bitti. Cok ge¢ kaldik; o yok oldu, yetenek yok oldu, bir mizrakla, okla ya da sopayla. O adamin
konustugunu asla duyamayacagim artik.” Duydugum hiiziin, asir1 bir duygu patlamasiydi; tipki ¢alilarin
arasindaki su vahsilerin inlemelerinde gordiiglim hiiziin gibi. Bir inancimu yitirseydim ya da
hayatimdaki en biiylik talihi 1skalasaydim daha biiyiik bir yalmzlik hissetmezdim... Neden dylesine i¢
geciriyorsunuz? Sagma mu? Tamam, sagma. Yiice Tanrim! Insan hic... Neyse, biraz tiitiin verin
bana...”

Bir an derin bir sessizlik oldu, ardindan bir kibrit ¢akti ve sarkan kirisikliklari, diigsmiis g6z
kapaklariyla Marlow’un yogun bir dikkat ifadesi tasiyan yipranmus, c¢okmiis yiizii goriindii;
piposundan gii¢lii nefesler ¢ekerken sanki geceyle kibritten ¢ikan kiigiik alevin diizenli yamp sénmesi
arasinda bir goriiniip bir kayboluyordu. Kibrit sondi.



“Sagma!” diye bagirdi. “Anlatmasi en zor yam1 da bu... Su halinize bakin; ¢ifte ¢apali, yerinden
kipirdamayan gemiler gibi ikiser palamara baglanmissinmz, bir kdsede kasap, bir kosede polis,
istahimz yerinde, atesiniz de normal; duydunuz mu? Yilin basindan yilin sonuna dek normal. Tutup ne
diyorsunuz? Sa¢gma! Sagmanin cam1 cehenneme! Sagma! Benim sevgili dostlarim, sirf sinirden bir ¢ift
yeni ayakkabiyr denize firlatan bir adamdan baska ne bekleyebilirsiniz? Simdi diisiiniince,
aglamadigima sasiyorum. Her seye ragmen, yiirekliligimle gurur duyarim. Yetenekli Bay Kurtz’u
dinlemenin paha bi¢ilmez ayricaligim yitirdigim fikrine kapilmistim, ama elbette yanilmaktaydim. Bu
ayricalik beni bekliyordu. Evet, onun hakkinda haddinden fazla sey dinlemistim. Ve ben de hakliydim.
Bir ses. Bir sesten baska bir sey degildi o. Ve duydum onu —o sesi— ve digerlerini; hepsi bir sesten
bagka bir sey degillerdi; o giinlerin elle tutulamaz, biiyiik bir samatamn son titreyisleri gibi aptalca,
asagilik, sefil, vahsi, ya da sadece kotii ve hi¢bir sekilde mantiga sigmayan hatirasim hala yammda
tasiyorum. Sesler, sesler —kizin kendisi bile— simdi.”

Uzun siire sessiz kaldi.

“Yeteneklerinin hayaletini sonunda bir yalanla yere serdim,” diye basladi birden. “Kiz! Ne? Kiz mu
dedim? Kizin bunlarla hi¢ alakasi1 yok. Onlarin —kadinlarin yani— bunlarla alakalar1 yoktur, olamaz.
Biz onlarin kendi gilizel diinyalarinda yasamaya devam etmelerine yardimci olmaliyiz, yoksa bizim
diinyamuz daha da ¢irkinlesir. Ah, tiim bunlarla alakasi olmamasi1 gerekirdi onun. Bay Kurtz’un
hortlamis bedenini ‘S6zliim’ derken duymaliydimz. O zaman kizin nasil da tiim bunlarla alakasiz
oldugunu anlardiniz. Bir de Bay Kurtz’un o koca almint gorseydiniz! Bazen, insanin 6ldiikten sonra da
saclarinin uzamaya devam ettigini soylerler ama bu, bu tiir tamamuyla keldi. Arazi onun basina bir
saplak indirmisti, gérecektiniz, top gibiydi basi... Fildisinden bir top gibi; oksamisti doga onu ve hop,
soluvermisti Kurtz; doga onu almus, sevmis, damarlarina niifuz etmis, etini tiikketmis, seytani bir kabul
toreninin akil almaz seremonileriyle ruhunu ele gecirmisti. O arazinin en ¢ok tizerine dustiigii simarik
gozdesiydi. Fildisi mi? Elbette. Kiime kiime, 6bek dbek, eski kerpi¢ kuliibe agzina kadar fildisiyle
doluydu. Tiim iilkede ne yerin altinda ne iistiinde ulasilacak tek bir dis kalmadi samrdimz. Miidiir
kiiciimseyerek, ‘Cogu fosil,” demisti. Benden daha fosil sayilmazlardi ama topraktan c¢ikarilan
fildisine fosil diyorlar iste. Goriinen o ki, bu zenciler fildislerini bazen gomiiyorlardi, ama bu y1gim
belli ki yetenekli Bay Kurtz’u kaderinden koruyacak kadar derine gomememislerdi. Tekneyi fildisiyle
doldurduk, epeycesini de giiverteye yigmamiz gerekti. Boylece, gdormesi miimkiin oldugu siirece
hayranlikla izleyebilecekti fildisini, son ana kadar korumustu bu hayranlik duygusunu. Onu, ‘Benim
fildisim,” derken duymaliydimz. Evet, dyle diyordu. ‘Benim s6zliim, benim fildisim, benim subem,
benim nehrim, benim...” Her sey ona aitti. Tiim bunlar, dogamn muazzam bir kahkaha patlatarak,
yildizlar1 dahi yerlerinden oynatmasi beklentisiyle nefesimi tutmama yol agnusti. Her sey ona aitmis;
zirvaliktan baska bir sey degildi bu. Asil mesele, onun neye ait oldugunu, karanligin hangi giiclerinin
onun {izerinde hak iddia ettigini bilmekti. Insanin tiiylerini diken diken ediyordu bu diisiince. Bunu
tasavvur etmeye ¢alismak imkansizdi, saglikli da degildi. Ulkenin kétiileri arasinda kendisine yiiksek
bir makam bulmustu —gercekten de. Anlayamazsimiz. Nasil anlayasimz ki? Altimizdaki zemin
saglamken, etrafimz, yliziiniize giiliimsemeye, lizerinize titremeye hazir nazik komsularimz tarafindan
sartlmisken, kibarca polisle kasabin arasindaki yolu adimlayip rezalet ¢ikarmaktan, daragaclarindan
ve timarhanelerden duydugunuz kutsal korku iginde yasarken, bir insamn engel bilmez ayaklari,
yalnizliktan gecerek, polissiz mutlak yalmzlikta, sessizlikte, kamuoyunun goriisiinden s6z eden hicbir
nazik komsunun fisiltistmn duyulmadigi mutlak sessizlikte onu ilk c¢aglarin hangi 6zel bolgesine
gotiiriir; hayal edebilir misiniz? Bu kiiclik seyler, aslinda ¢ok biiyiik farklar yaratir. Bunlar
kayboldugunda, kendi i¢ giicliniize, kendi inancimzin giiciine giivenmek zorundasimzdir. Elbette



yanlis yola sapmak i¢in fazlasiyla salak da olabilirsiniz; karanliin gili¢lerinin saldirisina ugradigimz
dahi bilemeyecek kadar akilsiz da olabilirsiniz. Kabul ediyorum; hi¢bir salak, seytanla ruhu igin
pazarliga oturmaz; ya salak, ¢cok salaktir ya da seytan cok fazla seytanidir, bilemiyorum. Ya da
cennetin goriintiileri ve sesleri disindaki her seye kars1 kor ve sagir olacak kadar yiice bir
yaratiksimzdir. O zaman da diinya sizin i¢in gegici bir duraktir; boyle biri olmak kayip nmudir, kazang
mudir; ben bilemem, ama c¢ogumuz ne biri, ne Obiirli gibiyiz. Diinya, bizim i¢in gOriintiilerine,
seslerine ve kokularina da katlanarak —aman Tanrim! Sikiysa 6lmiis suaygirim kokla da zehirlenme—
icinde yasanacak bir yerdir. Gormiiyor musunuz, bu noktada giiciiniiz, pisligi gdommek i¢in miitevaz
cukurlar kazma yetene8inize olan inancimz, yani adanmusligimzin, ama kendinize degil muglak,
yorucu bir ise adanmishgmzin giicii devreye giriyor. Bu da yeterince zor zaten. Hos, bahane
bulmaya, hatta agiklamaya dahi ¢gabalamiyorum, Bay Kurtz i¢in, Bay Kurtz’un golgesi i¢in kendimle
hesaplasiyorum sadece. Bu yoklar diyarindan gelen, seytanlar alemine kabul edilmis hayalet, her
seyiyle yok olmadan 6nce akil almaz sirlariyla onurlandirdi beni. Bunun tek nedeni de benimle
Ingilizce konusabiliyor olmasiydi. Ger¢ek Kurtz kismen Ingiltere’de egitim gormiistii ve kendisinin de
liitfettigi gibi, duygular1 yerli yerindeydi. Annesi yar1 Ingiliz, babasi yar1 Fransiz’mus. Kurtz’un
meydana gelisine tiim Avrupa katkida bulunmus; zaman gegtikce 6grendim ki, Uluslararasi Vahsi
Gelenekleri Yok Etme Dernegi sonraki ¢alismalarina 1sik tutmasi igin ¢ok yerinde bir davramsta
bulunarak Kurtz’tan bir rapor hazirlamasim istemis. O da bu raporu yazmis. Gordiim. Okudum.
Hitabet ¢ok iyiydi, ¢ok c¢ok iyi, ama bence biraz fazla 6tkeliydi. Dolu dolu on yedi sayfa yazacak
kadar zaman bulmustu! Ama bu herhalde, diyelim, sinirlerinin bozulup da, c¢esitli zamanlarda
duyduklarimu istemeyerek de olsa bir araya getirerek anladigim kadariyla kendisine onerilen, Bay
Kurtz’un kendisine anliyorsunuz ya, korkung ayinlerle son bulan baz1 gece yarisi1 danslarim yonetmeye
baslamasina yol ag¢masindan Onceydi. Ama metin iyt yazilmisti. Yine de daha sonradan
ogrendiklerimin 1s181inda, giris paragrafi bugiin bana ¢ok ugursuz geliyor. Biz beyazlarin onlara
(vahsilere), vardigimiz gelismislik noktas1 nedeniyle ‘zorunlu olarak dogaiistii varliklar olarak
goriinmemiz ve tanrisal bir kudretle yaklagsmamz gerektigi’ falan filan... Sonra, ‘Sadece irademizi
ortaya koyarsak, saglayacagimiz iyilikler i¢in simrsiz giic elde edebiliriz’ vesaire vesaire... Bu
noktadan sonra iyice yiikseklere ¢ikiyordu ve beni de sardi. Vardig sonuglar ¢ok gérkemliydi, ama
akilda kalmasi1 zordu. Soylu bir yiiceligin kontrol ettigi egzotik bir ululuk hissi verdi bana.
Heyecandan tirperdim. Kelimelerin yakici, soylu, sinirsiz hitabet giicliydii bu. Climlelerin biiyiileyici
akisim engelleyecek pratik imalar yoktu, sadece son sayfanin altinda, daha sonradan dengesiz bir elle
ciziktirildigi ¢ok belli olan bir tiir not, yontem tartismasi olarak kabul edilebilirdi. Cok basitti ve her
turlii fedakarlik duygusuna dair o dokunakli ¢agrimn ardindan insam yakiyordu; sakin gokyiiziinde
cakan bir simsek gibi parlak ve korkutucuydu. ‘Biitiin hayvanlarin kokiinii kaziyin!” Asil sasirtici
olan, bu degerli notu biitiiniiyle unutabilmesiydi, ¢iinkii daha sonra bir anlamda kendine geldiginde
(kendi deyimiyle) “risalesine” 1yl bakmam i¢in bana defalarca yalvardi, yazdiklarinin ileride kariyeri
tizerinde olumlu bir etkisi olacagina inamyordu. Bu isler hakkinda her seyi biliyordum, dahasi, sanki
onun hatirasina da goz kulak olmam gerekecekti. Isteseydim ilerlemenin ¢dp tenekesinde sonsuz bir
uykuya gondermek tlizere onu, biitiin o siipriintiilerin ve deyim yerindeyse uygarligin kedi leslerinin
arasina gonderebilirdim, ¢linkii yaptiklarimla bunu sonuna kadar hak etmistim, ama gordiigiiniiz gibi,
bunu yapamam. O unutulmayacak. Ne olursa olsun, siradan biri degildi. Ilkel ruhlar1 kendi serefine
yapilan sinir bozucu bir cadi dansina katilmaya c¢ekecek veya onlar1 korkutacak kadar giicliiydii;
seyyahlarin da kii¢iik ruhlarim tatsiz kuskularla doldurabiliyordu; en azindan bir sadik dostu vardi; su
diinyada adi olmayan, c¢ikarcilik pisligine bulagmanus en azindan tek bir ruhu fethetmisti. Hayir; ben
onu unutamam, ama yine de ona ulagmak i¢in yitirdigimiz cana degdigini de kabul edemem. Eski



diimencimi ¢ok 6zledim. Onu daha bedeni kaptan kdskiinde yatiyorken 6zlemistim. Kara sahrada bir
avuc kum kadar degeri olmayan bir vahsiye 6zlem duymam size tuhaf gelebilir, ama onun ne ise
yaradigini gébrmiiyor musunuz? Diimendeydi; aylarca arkamda durdu, bir yardime1, bir aracti. Bir tiir
ortaklikti aramizdaki. O benim i¢in diimen salliyordu, ben ona bakiyor, onun kusurlariyla
ilgileniyordum ve boylece, sadece aniden koptugunda varligini fark ettigim tuhaf bir bag kurulmustu
aramizda. Bana, yaralandig1 anki sicak, derin bakis1 bugiin gibi aklimda; ¢ok can alic1 bir anda ortaya
atilan uzak akrabalik iddias1 gibi.

“Zavall1 aptal! O kepengi ellememis olsaydi... Kendisini hi¢ tutamiyordu, hi¢ —tipki Kurtz gibi—
riizgarda sallanan bir aga¢ gibi. Ayagima kuru bir ¢ift terlik gecirir gecirmez mizragr bogriinden
cikardim; itiraf etmeliyim ki bu operasyonu gézlerimi simsiki kapatip ger¢eklestirdim ve sonra onu
disar1 ¢ektim. Kiiciik esigi asarken topuklar1 havaya zipladi; omuzlarim gogsiime bastirmustim;
caresizlik i¢inde arkasindan sarildim ona. Ah! Oyle agird: ki, bana, diinyadaki herkesten daha agr
gibi geldi. Ve daha fazla oyalanmadan onu giiverteden denize devirdim. Akinti, diimenciyi bir parca
ot gibi surtikledi, bir daha gormemek tizere onu gdzden kaybedene dek bedeninin iki kez dondiigiinii
gordiim. Bu arada seyyahlar ve miidiir kaptan koskiiniin etrafindaki iist giiverteye toplanmuslar,
heyecanl1 saksagan siiriisli gibi birbirleriyle konusuyorlar ve benim kalpsiz tez canliligim hakkinda
fisildasiyorlardi. Bedenin gemide durmasimi hangi nedenle istiyorlardi, bilemiyorum. Mumyalamak
miyd1 yoksa niyetleri? Ama asagidaki giiverteden de baska ugursuz fisildagsmalar duydum. Oduncu
dostlarim da tepkiliydi, iistelik onlarin nedeni daha mantikliydi, ama yiiriittiikleri mantigin pek akla
yatkin olmadigim kabul etmeliyim. Susun bakayim! Kararim vermistim, eger eski diimencim illa ki
yenecekse bunu sadece baliklar yapacakti. Hayattayken ikinci simf bir diimenci olabilirdi ama
oldiikten sonra birinci simf bir ¢ekicilik kazanabilir ve beklenmedik kargasalara yol acabilirdi.
Hepsi bir yana, bir an once diimenimin basina ge¢mek istiyordum ¢iinkii pembe pijamali adam ise
yaramaz bir ahmak oldugunu gésteriyordu.

“Basit cenaze toreni biter bitmez de O0yle yaptim. Nehrin tam ortasindan yarim yol ilerliyorduk;
benimle 1lgili konusmalara kulak kabartmistim. Kurtz’tan da subeden de umudu kesmislerdi; Kurtz
Olmiis, sube yanmusti vesaire vesaire. Kizil sacli seyyah en azindan Kurtz’un Ociiniin alindigim
distinerek kendinden geciyordu. ‘Yahu, ¢aliliklarin arasinda sanli bir kiyim yaptik, degil mi? Ne
diyorsunuz? Ha?’ Kana susamus kizil kafali serseri gébek atiyordu, oysa yarali adamu gordiigiinde
neredeyse bayiliyordu! ‘En azindan ortalig sanli bir dumana bogmay1 basardimz,’ demekten kendimi
alamadim. Calilarin hisirdamasindan, havada ugusmasindan, mermilerin hepsinin ¢ok yukaridan
gittigini gormiistim. Nisan alip silalm omzunuza dayayarak ates etmediginiz siirece hicbir sey
vuramazsiniz, ama bu arkadaslar gozlerini kapatip kalcalarindan ates ediyorlardi. Bana kalirsa, ki
hakli ¢ikacaktim, geri ¢ekilme buhar diidiigliniin 6tmesinden kaynaklanmisti. Bunun iizerine Kurtz’u
unutup alingan karsi ¢ikislarla bana sdylenmeye baslamiglardi.

“Miidiir, diimenin yamnda dikilmis alcak sesle karanlik basmadan nehirden asag dogru
olabildigince ilerlememiz gerektigini anlatirken uzaklarda, nehrin kiyisinda bir agiklik ile bina gibi
bir seylerin ana hatlarim goérdiim. ‘Bu nedir?’ diye sordum. Merakla ellerini ¢irpti. ‘Sube!” diye
bagirdi. Yar1 hizla gitmeye devam ederek hemen kiyiya yanastim.

“Diirbiinle bakinca, caliliklardan tamamen temizlenmis, iizerinde yer yer agag¢lar bulunan bir
tepenin yamacim gordiim. Tam tepede ¢oktandir ¢iirlimeye birakilmus bir bina yarisina kadar otlara
gomiilmiistii; yiiksek ¢atisindaki biiyiik delikler uzaktan kara kara belli oluyor; agaclar ve cangil arka
plam olusturuyordu. Etrafinda ne ¢it ne de parmaklik gibi bir seyler vardi, ama evin yakiminda kabaca



kesilip yontulmus, tepelerine yuvarlak oymali toplar oturtulmus bir dizi halinde alti ince direkten, bir
zamanlar orada bir ¢it oldugu anlasiliyordu. Parmakliklar, ya da aralarinda her ne vardiysa, yok
olmustu. Elbette tiim bunlar1 orman cevreliyordu. Kiyr ¢iplakti, suyun hemen yamnda, basinda
tekerlek biiyiikliigiinde bir sapka tasiyan beyaz bir adam var giicliyle bize el ediyordu. Ormamn hem
alt hem iist kesimlerini inceleyince kipirdamalar gordiigiimden emindim; sagda solda insan figiirleri
hareket ediyordu. Buralardan temkinli bir bigimde gectikten sonra motoru durdurdum, tekneyi kendi
ivmesiyle kiyiya yonlendirdim. Kiyidaki adam bagira ¢cagira bizi karaya inmeye ¢agiriyordu. Miidiir,
‘Saldiriya ugradik!” diye ciglik atti. Digeri, ‘Biliyorum, biliyorum. Sorun yok!” diye seslendi neseyle.
‘Gelin. Sorun yok. Sizi gordiigiime ¢ok sevindim!’

“Yiizii bana bir seyleri hatirlatiyordu; bir yerlerde daha Once gordiiglim komik bir seyleri.
Yanasmak i¢in manevra yaparken kendi kendime, ‘Bu adam neye benziyor yahu?’ diye soruyordum.
Birden ¢ikardim; palyagoyu andiriyordu. Elbiseleri sanki kahverengi Amerikan bezindendi, ama her
yamnda yamalar vardi; mavi, kirmizi, sar1 renkte parlak yamalar; arkasinda, oniinde, dirseklerinde,
dizlerinde yamalar; ceketinin kenarlarinda renkli biyeler, pantolonunun pagalarinda kirmizi seritler
vardi; giin 15181nda oldukca carpici ve sik goriiniiyordu, ¢ilinkii yamalarin hepsinin ne kadar 6zenle
yapildigt belli oluyordu. Sakalsiz, ¢ocuksu aydinlik yiiziinde 6ne ¢ikan higbir 6zellik yoktu; burnu
soyulmustu, kiigiik, mavi gozleri vardi, riizgarin siipiirdiigii diiz bir ovada nasil giin 1s181yla golge
birbirlerini kovalarsa, adamin yiiziinde de giiliimseme ve somurtma birbirlerini 6yle kovaliyordu.
‘Dikkat et kaptan, surada diin geceden takilip kalan bir kiitiik var!” diye seslendi. Ne! Yine mi kiitiik?
Ne yalan sOyleyeyim, ¢cok kotii kiifrettim. Neredeyse biiyiileyici yolculugumun sonunda topal teknemin
dibini deliyordum. Palyaco, kiigiik kiit burnunu bana ¢evirdi, ‘Ingiliz misiniz?’ diye sordu giilerek,
ben de dimenden, ‘Ya siz?’ diye bagirdim. Yiiziinden giilimsemesi silindi ve hayal kirikligina
ugramama Uziilmiis gibi ‘hayir’ anlaminda basini iki yana salladi. Sonra yilizii yeniden aydinlandi.
Beni yiireklendirmek ister gibi bir edayla, ‘Bos ver,” dedi. ‘Vaktinde gelebildik mi?’ diye sordum.
Basim tepeye cevirerek, ‘O burada,” dedi, birden surati asilmisti. Yiizii sonbahar havasi gibiydi; bir
kapiyor, bir aciyordu.

“Miidiir, tepeden tirnaga silahli seyyahlar esliginde eve gidince o giliverteye geldi. ‘Bu isi
sevmedim, c¢aliliklar yerlilerle dolu,” dedim ona. O da ciddiyetle bunun pek 6nemli olmadigim
soyledi ve ‘Basit insanlardir onlar,” diye ekledi; ‘Neyse, geldiginize ¢ok sevindim. Onlar1 uzakta
tutmak tim zamanim aldi.” ‘Ama 6nemli olmadigim séylemistiniz!” diye bagirdim. ‘Yani, demek
istedigim Ozel olarak zarar vermek amacinda degillerdi,” dedi, ama dikkatle ona baktigimn fark
edince, ‘Ciddi bir zarar,” diyerek soziinii diizeltti. Sonra neseli bir tavirla, ‘Yahu bu kaptan koskiiniin
temizlenmesi gerekir!” dedi. Bir solukta, basimizin belaya girme olasiligina karsi siirekli buhar
didiigiinde buhar bulundurmam gerektigini sdyledi. ‘Diidiigiin bir otiisii, silahlarimzin hepsinden
daha ¢ok ise yarayacaktir. Dedim ya, basit insanlar onlar,” diye tekrar etti. O kadar hizl1 konusuyordu
ki afallamistim. Biiylik yalmzligimin acisim ¢ikarir gibiydi, zaten giilerek durumun bu oldugunu bana
kendisi de ima etti. ‘Bay Kurtz ile konusmaz misimz?’ diye sordum. ‘Onunla konusmazsimz, sadece
dinlersiniz,’” dedi biiylik bir coskuyla. ‘Ama simdi...” derken kolunu salladi, goz acip kapayincaya dek
biiyiik bir hiizniin derinliklerine gémiildii. Fakat hemen sonra bir sicramayla kendine geldi, iki elimi
de kaptig1 gibi sallamaya basladi, bir yandan da agzinda bir seyler geveliyordu: ‘Denizci kardes...
onur... keyif... memnuniyet... kendimi tamitayim... Rus... basrahibin oglu... Tabmov Hiikiimeti... O da
ne? Tiitiin! Ingiliz tiitiinii; mitkemmel Ingiliz tiitiinii! Bu ¢ok dost¢a. Igmek mi? Siz tiitiin igmeyen
denizci gordiiniiz mii hi¢?’



“Pipo onu sakinlestirdi, ben de yavas yavas adamin okuldan ka¢tigimi, bir Rus gemisiyle denize
agildigini; ama tekrar kagtifim; bir siire Ingiliz gemilerinde calistigim; basrahip olan babasiyla
aralarimin artik diizeldigini anlayabildim. Bunun iizerinde ¢ok duruyordu. ‘Ama gencken insanin bir
seyler gormesi, tecriibe edinmesi, fikirler biriktirmesi, ufkunu genisletmesi gerekir,” dedi. ‘Burada
mi?’ diye araya girdim. ‘Asla bilemezsiniz! Ben Bay Kurtz ile burada tamstim,” karsiligim verdi
gencglere Ozgii bir agirbaslilik ve biraz da sitemle. Ondan sonra dilimi tuttum. Anladigim kadariyla
kiyidaki bir Hollandali ticarethaneyi kendisine gereken erzag ve mallar1 vermeye raz ettikten sonra
gonill rahathigiyla i¢ kesimlere dogru yola koyulmustu; basina gelebilecekler hakkinda bir bebek
kadar fikri yoktu. iki y1l kadar o nehirde tek basina, herkesten ve her seyden kopuk bir halde gezinip
durmustu. ‘Goriindiigiim kadar gen¢ degilim. Yirmi bes yasindayim,” dedi ve biiyiik keyifle,
‘Baglarda ihtiyar Van Shuyten, beni bu cehennemin derinliklerine yollardi,” diye anlatmaya baslad;
‘ama ben inat ettim, konustum, durmadan konustum, sonunda dirdirimla pek sevdigi kopegini
oldiirecegimden korktu da bana ucuzundan biraz mal ile birkag¢ silah verdi, bir daha da benimle
karsilasmamayr umdugunu sdyledi. Iyi adamdr ihtiyar Hollandali Van Shuyten. Bir y1l énce ona kiigiik
bir parti fildisi gonderdim, artik dondiigiimde bana ‘kiigiik hirs1z’ diyemez. Umarim eline ge¢mistir.
Gerisi de umurumda degil. Sizin i¢in biraz odun dizmistim. Oras1 benim eski evimdi. Gordiiniiz mi?’

“Towson’un kitabim verdim ona. Beni 6pecek sandim ama kendisini tuttu. Kendinden gegmis bir
halde, ‘Elimde kalan tek kitap buydu, kaybettim samyordum,” dedi. ‘Tek basina gezen adamin basina
bir siirii 13 gelir biliyorsunuz. Kimi zaman kanolar devrilir, kimi zaman insanlar1 kizdirinca bir an
once toz olmamz icap eder.” Sayfalar1 ¢evirdi. ‘Rus¢a mu not aliyorsunuz?’ diye sordum. Basim evet
anlaninda salladi. ‘Ben de sifreli yazdimz sanmistim,” dedim. Once giildii, sonra ciddilesti. ‘Bu
adamlar1 uzak tutmam ¢ok zor oldu,” dedi. ‘Sizi 6ldirmek mi istediler?” diye sordum. Yok, hayir,’
diye bagirdi 6nce, ama sonra kendini tuttu. ‘Peki bize niye saldirdilar?’ diye israr ettim. Basta
cekindi, ardindan sikila sikila, ‘Onun gitmesini istemiyorlar.’ ‘Istemiyorlar mu?’ diye sordum
merakla. Biitliniiyle esrar ve bilgelik ytiklii bir havayla basim salladi. ‘Soyledim ya,” dedi, ‘bu adam
benim utkumu genisletti.” Yusyuvarlak mavi gozleriyle bana bakarak kollarim iki yana acti.
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“Hayretle ona baktim. Rengarenk elbisesiyle, pandomim tiyatrosundan kagmus gibi heyecanli ve
gozalici bir sekilde duruyordu karsimda. Varligt dahi inamlmaz, akil almaz, tamamen sasilacak bir
seydi. Coziilmesi 1mkinsiz bir problemdi. Nasil var oldugunu, bu kadar icerilere gelmeyi nasil
basardigini, nasil ayakta kaldigini, amnda neden yok olup gitmedigini anlamak miimkiin degildi.
‘Biraz daha ilerledim,” dedi, ‘sonra biraz daha, geriye nasil donecegimi bilemeyecek kadar ilerilere.
Neyse. Vakit ¢ok... Ben bagimin garesine bakarim. Siz Kurtz’u bir an 0nce gotiiriin, bir an once
diyorum.” Gengligin cazibesi giydigi rengirenk pagavralari; yoksullugunu, yalmzligim, beyhude
dolanmalarimin altindaki tek basinaligim Ortiiyordu. Aylardir, hatta yillardir, yasadigi hayatin tek
glinliik bile ticari bir degeri yoktu ve o orada cesaretle, tasasiz ve mutlak yalmzlig i¢cinde gengligi ve
goze batmayan gozlii karaligt sayesinde yasiyordu. Hayranlikla imrenme arasi bir duyguya
kapilmistim. Cazibe onun itici giicii oluyor, hayatta kalmasim sagliyordu. Belli ki araziden tek
istedigi nefes almasina, hareket etmesine yetecek kadar bir yerdi. Ihtiya¢ duydugu sey, simrsiz
yokluklar i¢cinde var olmak ve muhtemel tiim risklere atilmakti. Tamamen saf, Olciisiiz, mesakkatli
macera ruhu bugiine dek tek kisiyi esir almissa, o kisi karsimda yamal1 bohga gibi duran bu geng
adamdan baskas1 degildi. Bu miitevaz1 ve temiz atesliliginden dolayr neredeyse ona imrenmistim. Bu
ates, benligiyle 1lgili her seyi dyle yok etmisti ki, sizinle konusurken bile onun —g6ziiniiziin 6niindeki
adamin— bunca seyi yasayan kisi oldugunu unutuveriyordunuz, ama Kurtz’a adanmishigi degildi
imrendigim. Bunun iizerine kafa yormamusti. Adanmuslik kendiliginden gelmis, o da bunu bir tiir
hevesli kadercilikle kabul etmisti. Sunu sdylemeliyim ki, bugiine dek karsilastig tehlikelerin en
bliyligli de buydu bence.

“Riizgar olmadig icin ilerleyemeyip yan yana gelen ve birbirine dayanan iki tekne gibi, onlar da
kaginilmaz olarak bir araya gelmislerdi. Bana kalirsa Kurtz, kendisine bir dinleyici ariyordu, ¢ilinkii
bir defasinda ormanda kamp yaparlarken biitlin gece sohbet etmislerdi, daha dogrusu Kurtz
konusmustu. Hatirasina kendini kaptirarak, ‘Her sey hakkinda konusmustuk,” dedi. ‘Uyku nedir
unuttum. Tiim gece sanki bir saat gibi gelmisti. Her seyi! Her seyi!... Aski da elbette.” ‘Seninle ask
hakkinda mu konustu?” dedim eglenerek. ‘Senin anladigin gibi degil!” diye bagirdi, neredeyse tutkulu
bir sesle. ‘Genel olarak konustu. Baz1 seyleri gormemi sagladi —baz seyleri.’

“Kollarim havaya kaldirdi. O sirada giivertedeydik, oduncularimin sefi de yakimmizda uzanmsti;
sert, parildayan gozlerini ona ¢evirdi. Etrafima bir baktim, neden bilmiyorum fakat sizi temin ederim
ki bu iilke, bu nehir, bu cangil, bu tepemde tutusan gokyiizii, bana daha 6nce hi¢ ama hi¢ o kadar
caresiz, o kadar karanlik, insan diisiincesine o kadar kapali, insamn zaaflarina kars1 o kadar acimasiz
gelmemisti. ‘Demek sen de o zamandan beri yanindan ayrilmadin,” dedim.

“Aksine; iliskilerinde cesitli nedenlerle kopukluk yasamis gibi goriiniiyordu. Bana gururla anlattig
kadariyla Kurtz iki kez hastalandiginda ona bakmusti, (tehlikeli bir isin listesinden gelmis gibi s6z
ediyordu bundan), ama aslinda Kurtz, ormanin derinliklerinde hep yalniz gezermis. ‘Bu subeye sik sik
gelirdi; giinlerce onun geri donmesini beklemisimdir c¢ogunlukla,” dedi. ‘Ah, ama beklemeye
degiyordu dogrusu! ...Bazen.” ‘Ne yapiyordu? Arastirma mi, ne?’ diye sordum. ‘Ah evet, elbette,’
dedi; bir¢ok koy kesfetmis, bir de gol —o, goliin tam olarak ne yonde oldugunu bilmiyormus; fazla
soru sormak tehlikeliymis— ama seferleri genellikle fildisi i¢cinmis. ‘Ama o siralar takas yapmak i¢in
yaninda mal yoktu,” diye itiraz ettim. Uzaklara bakarak, ‘Simdi bile elinde bir siirii fisek var ya,” diye
yamtladi. ‘Yani acik¢a sOyleyecek olursak talan etti her yeri,” dedim. Basim salladi. ‘Tek basina



degil elbette!” Goliin ¢evresindeki koylerle ilgili bir seyler homurdandi. ‘Kurtz, kabileyi de pesinden
stirikledi O0yle degil mi?” dedim. Biraz kivrandi. ‘Ona tapiyorlardi,” dedi. Bu sozleri 6yle siradisi bir
tavirla sOyledi ki ince ince siizdiim onu. Kurtz hakkinda konusurkenki heves ve goniilstizliigii tuhaft.
Bu adam, onun hayatin1 esir almus, zihnini isgal etmis, duygularim kontrol altina almusti. ‘Ne
bekliyordunuz ki?’ diye patladi; ‘tepelerine firtina gibi, yildirim gibi ¢oktii; anliyor musunuz? Ustelik
de bdyle bir seyi hi¢ gormemislerdi, boyle korkung bir seyi. Isterse dyle korkung oluyor ki. Bay
Kurtz’u siradan birini yargiladigimiz gibi yargilayamazsimz. Hayir, hayir, hayir! Simdi sirf bir fikir
edinebilmeniz i¢in size anlatmakta hi¢bir sakinca gérmiiyorum, bir giin beni de vurmaya kalkti, ama
onu yargilamiyorum.” ‘Vurmak mu?’ diye bagirdim. ‘Neden?” ‘Bende, evimin yamndaki koyiin kabile
sefinin verdigi kiiclik bir parti fildisi vardi, ¢ilinkii onlar i¢in avlamyordum. Fildisini istedi, bahane
duymak istemiyordu. Fildisimi verip iilkeden cekip gitmezsem beni vuracagim sdyledi, bunu
yapabilirdi de, bundan zevk de alirdi, bu diinyada hi¢bir sey onu camnin istedigini 6ldiirmekten
alikoyamazdi. Bu dogruydu da. Fildisini verdim ona. Umrumda degildi. Ama kacip gitmedim. Hayir,
hayir! Onu birakamazdim. Dikkatli olmam gerekiyordu elbette; tekrar eskisi gibi dost olana dek.
Sonra ikinci kez hastalandi. Daha sonralar1 uzak durmam gerekti ondan, ama bunu dert etmedim.
Genellikle goliin etrafindaki o koylerde yasiyordu. Bazen nehre indiginde bana 1y1 davranmirdi, ama
bazen de temkinli olmak benim yararimaydi. Bu adam ¢ok aci ¢ekti. Buradaki her seyden nefret
ediyor, ama nedense kurtulamiyordu. Firsatin1 bulunca ona heniiz vakit varken gitmesi i¢in yalvardim,
onunla beraber gitmeyi de onerdim. Bir evet diyor, sonra vazgeciyor, ertesi giin yine fildisi avina
gidiyor; birka¢ hafta ortadan kayboluyor; bu insanlar arasinda kendisini unutuyordu; kendisini
unutuyordu anliyor musunuz?” ‘Deli de ondan!” dedim. Ofkeyle kars1 ¢ikti. Bay Kurtz deli olamazdi.
Daha iki giin 6nce onun nasil konustugunu duymus olsaydim, bdyle bir seyin soziinii dahi etmeye
cesaret edemezdim... Konusurken diirbiiniimle sahile bakiyor, her iki yammizda ve evin arkasinda
uzanan ormamn uclarim tariyordum. O ¢aliliklarin i¢inde sessiz, sakin, —tepedeki terk edilmis ev
kadar sessiz ve sakin— insanlar oldugunu bilmek rahatsiz ediyordu beni. Doganin yiiziinde, bana tam
olarak anlatilmasa da, anlamsiz iinlemlerle, omuz silkmelerle, yarim birakilan climlelerle, derin
bakislarla son bulan imalarla sezdirilen, insam hayrete diisiiren hikdyeden hig¢bir 1z yoktu. Gizli bir
bilgi, sabirlt bir beklenti, yamna yaklasilmaz bir sessizlik havasiyla orman, tipki bir maske gibi
kipirtisizdi; agirdi, hapishanenin kapali kapisi gibi. Rus, bana Bay Kurtz’un daha yeni nehre inip, o
g0l kabilesinin tliim savascilarim beraberinde getirdigini anlatiyordu. Aylardir ortada yokmus;
insanlar1 kendisine taptirtyordur bence; sonra aniden cikip gelmis, anlasildigi kadariyla ya karsi
kiyrya ya da nehrin daha alt kesimlerine bir saldir1 hazirligindaymus. Sonugta daha cok fildisi istahi —
nasil desem— daha az maddeci tutkularina agir basmis. Ama, her nedense birden daha da kotiilesmis.
‘Burada kimsesiz yataga distliglinii duydum, ben de kosup geldim; sansinu denemek i¢in,” dedi Rus.
‘Ah, evet, kotiiydii, ger¢ekten de ¢ok kotii.” Dirbiiniimii eve ¢evirdim. Hi¢ hayat belirtisi yoktu;
sadece yikik catiyla, {i¢ kiiclik pencere deligi olan, pencerelerinin hi¢gbirinin boyu digerini tutmayan
uzun kerpi¢ duvar goriilityordu; hepsi de uzansam dokunabilirmisim gibi yakinda goriiniiyordu. Sonra
ani bir hareket yaptim, yikilip giden citin direklerinden biri goriis alamma girdi. Hatirlarsamz, bu
viranede uzaktan goziime carpan siislemeden size daha Once soz etmistim. Simdi birden daha
yakindan gorebiliyordum, gordiigiim seye ilk tepkim, sanki biri bana vuracakmus gibi kafanm aniden
geri ¢ekmek oldu. Daha sonra diirbiinden bakarak direkleri tek tek dikkatle tarayinca yanlisimi
anladim. Bu yuvarlak toplar siisleme degil, semboldii; etkileyici ve kafa karistiriciydilar, ¢arpici ve
rahats1z edici, akil karigtirict olmamn yaninda, eger goklerden bakiyorlarsa akbabalarin da istahlarim
kabartabilirlerdi; boyle durumlarda direklere tirmanacak kadar g¢aliskan olan karincalarin ilgisini
cektikleriyse belli oluyordu. Yiizleri eve ¢evrilmis olmasaydi, kaziklara cakilmis o kafalar ¢ok daha



etkileyici olabilirlerdi. I¢lerinden biri, sadece ilk gdrdiigiim bana doniiktii. Sandigimz kadar soke
olmadim. Irkilmemin de, sasirmaktan baska bir nedeni yoktu. Dedigim gibi, orada agactan bir top
gorecegimi samyordum. 11k gdrdiigiim kafaya geri déndiim —oradaydi iste, kara, kurumus, ¢okmiis,
gozkapaklar1 inik— dire8in tepesinde uyuyan bir kafa gibiydi, biiziismiis dudaklarinin arasindan
goriinen dislerin olusturdugu ince, beyaz ¢izgiyle giiliimsiiyordu da, o ebedi uykuda gordigi keyifli
ve sonsuz rilyaya araliksiz giiliimsiiyordu.

“Higbir ticari sirr1 agiklamiyorum. Aslinda miidiir, daha sonra Bay Kurtz’un yontemlerinin bolgeyi
harabeye ¢evirdigini sdyledi. Bu konuda hig¢bir fikrim yok, ama o kafalarin orada asili durmasinin da
hi¢bir ticari faydasi olmadigim agik¢a bilmenizi isterim. Sadece Bay Kurtz un tiirlii tutkularim tatmin
ederken kendini denetleyemedigini, kisiliginde eksik bir yoniin oldugunu gosteriyordu. Siddetle
ihtiya¢ duydugu anlarda o hitabet yeteneginin i¢inden bulup ¢ikaramadig kiigiik bir seydi bu. Kendisi
de bu eksikligin farkinda mmydi, bilemiyorum. Samrim sonunda fark etti—ta en sonunda. Fakat arazi
bunu ¢ok daha once kesfetmis, 0 muazzam isgalin Gciinii berbat bir sekilde almisti. Tahminimce ona
kendisi hakkinda bilmedigi seyleri, bu biiyiik yalmzliga diismeden once hakkinda hi¢ fikir sahibi
olmadig seyleri fisildamus, bu fisilti ona karsi konulmaz olgiide biiyiileyici gelmisti. Ici de kof
oldugundan, bu fisilt1 i¢inde yankilanmistir herhalde... Diirbilinii indirdim, konusacak kadar yakinda
goriinen kafa birden ulasilamaz bir uzakliga sigradi.

“Bay Kurtz’un hayram biraz yilmus gibiydi. Telasli, belli belirsiz bir sesle bana onlari —o
sembolleri diyelim- indirmeye cesaret edemedigini anlatmaya basladi. Yerlilerden korkmuyordu;
Buy Kurtz soylemeden killarim kipirdatmazlardi. Kurtz’un oradaki niifuzu olaganiistiiydii. Etraf
yerlilerin kamplariyla doluydu, sefleri her giin gelip Kurtz’u goriiyordu. Oniinde yerlere
kapamiyorlardi... ‘Bay Kurtz i¢in yapilan térenler hakkinda hicbir sey bilmek istemiyorum,” diye
bagirdim. Nedense, bu tiir ayrintilarin bana, Kurtz’un penceresi oOniindeki kaziklarda kuruyan
kafalardan daha dayamlmaz gelecegini hissediyordum. Sonucta kafalar sadece vahsi bir goriintii
olusturuyordu, zaten ben de, karmasik olmayan, saf vahsiligin olumlu bir ferahlama yarattig1, bu tiir
seylerin giin 1518inda acik¢a var olma hakkina sahip oldugu, incelikli korkularin hiikiim stirdiigii
151ks1z bir bolgeye gotiiriilmiis gibiydim. Geng adam saskin gozlerle bana bakti. Samirim Bay Kurtz’u
tapilacak biri gibi gormemi beklemiyordu. Benim, Bay Kurtz’un ask, adalet, hayat bilgisi ve aklimza
ne gelirse onun tizerine ¢ektigi muhtesem nutuklar1 dinlememis oldugumu unutuyordu. Bay Kurtz’un
oniinde siirtinmeye gelince; bu delikanli en az vahsiler kadar siirtinmiistii. Benim kosullardan haberim
yokmus; bu kafalar asilerin kafalartymus. Kahkahay1 basinca ¢ok sasirdi. Asiler! Bakalim daha neler
duyacaktim? Diismanlar vardi, suclular vardi, is¢iler vardi; simdi bir de asiler ¢ikmusti. Bu asi
kafalar o kaziklarin lizerinde pek de yumusak basli duruyordu. ‘Boyle bir hayatin Kurtz gibi birini
nasil yiprattigim bilemezsiniz!” diye bagirdi Kurtz’un son miiridi. ‘Peki ya siz?” dedim. ‘Ben! Ben!
Ben siradan bir adamum. Biiyiik fikirlerim yok benim. Hi¢ kimseden hi¢bir sey istemiyorum. Beni
nasil kiyaslarsin?’ Konusamayacak kadar duygulanmisti ve birden ¢oziildi, ‘Anlamiyorum,” diye
inledi. ‘Ben onu hayatta tutmak i¢in elimden geleni yapiyorum, bu da bana yeter. Benim hi¢ kabahatim
yok. Yapabilecegim hi¢gbir sey yok. Aylardir buraya ne ilag geldi ne de bir lokma yiyecek. Utang
verici bir bicimde terk edildi. Boyle bir adam, boyle fikirleri olan biri. Utang verici! Utang verici!
Ben... Ben... On gecedir uyumadim...’

“Sesi aksamun sakinliginde yitip gitti. Biz konusurken ormanin uzun golgeleri tepeden asag kaymus,
yikik mezbeleyi, sembolik kazik sirasim agmusti. Yukarisi karanlikti, bizse asagida hala giines 15181
altindaydik, nehrin genisledigi yer durgun ve g6z kamastirici bir parlaklikla yamyordu; az gerideki ve



ilerideki kivrimlarsa los ve golgeliydi. Kiyida canli tek kisi goriinmiiyordu. Caliliklardan ¢it
cikmmyordu.

“Birden evin kosesinden bir grup adam c¢ikti, sanki yerin dibinden firlamuslardi. Yar1 bellerine
kadar otlara gomiiliiydiiler, toplu halde yiiriiyor, aralarinda uydurma bir sedye tasiyorlardi. Birden,
manzaranmn boslugunda, ¢inlamasiyla topragin kalbine dogru giden sivri bir ok gibi durgun havayi
delip gegcen bir ciglik koptu; ellerinde muzraklarla, yaylarla, kalkanlarla, vahsi bakislar1 ve
hareketleriyle, ciplak insanlar sanki biiylilenmisler gibi kara yiizlii, diisiinceli sira sira ormandan
acikliga akti. Calilar sarsildi, ¢imenler bir siire salland1 ve sonra her sey ihtiyatli bir hareketsizlikle

durgunlasti.

“Yamimda dikilen Rus, ‘Simdi onlara dogru seyi soylemezse isimiz bitti demektir,” dedi. Sedyeyi
tagiyan insan kiimesi de, nehre giden yolun yarisinda tas kesilmisti. Sedyedeki adamin tek kolunun
havada kaldigini, tastyicilarin omuzlar tizerinde dogruldugunu gordiim. ‘Ask hakkinda genel olarak o
kadar i1y1 konusan adamin bu kez de bizi bagislamak icin gecerli bir neden bulmasim umut edelim,’
dedim. Icinde bulundugumuz tehlikeli durumun sagmalifina icerlemistim, gaddar bir hayaletin
merhametine siginmaya mecbur kalmak onur kiriciydi. Tek bir ses duymuyordum, ama diirbiiniimle
kolun emir verir gibi agildigini, alt ¢enenin kipirdadigini, tuhaf hareketlerle sallanan kemikli basa
gomiilii hayaletimsi gozlerin koyu koyu parladigim gorebiliyordum. Kurtz... Kurtz... Almancada kisa
demek, degil mi? Bu isim, hayatindaki ve dliimiindeki her sey kadar dogruydu. Boyu en az iki metre
gibi goriiniiyordu. Uzerindeki ortii s1iyrilmus, bedeni kefenden firlanus gibi acikli ve berbat haliyle
ortaya c¢ikmusti. Kaburga kemiklerinin sayildigi gogiis kafesini secebiliyordum, kol kemikleri
sallamyordu. Kara, parlak bronzdan hareketsiz insan kalabaligina, oliimiin tamamen fildisinden
oyulmus hareketli bir imgesi gibi, el hareketleriyle tehditler savuruyordu adeta. Agzini 1yice actigim
gordiim; bu ona sanki havayi, biitiin topragi, oniindeki biitiin adamlar1 yutmak istiyormus gibi, tuhaf
bir oburluk havasi vermisti. Derin bir ses, zar zor kulagima ulasti. Bagiriyordu herhalde. Birden
devrildi. Sedye sarsildi, tasiyicilar sendeledi, hemen hemen aym anda vahsi kalabaligin hi¢bir
belirgin geri c¢ekilme belirtisi gostermeden gézden kaybolmakta oldugunu fark ettim, orman sanki
derin bir nefes alip vermis gibi, birden i¢inden ¢ikardig bu varliklar1 tekrar i¢ine aliyordu.

“Sedyenin arkasindaki seyyahlardan bazilar1 Bay Kurtz’un silahlarini, o merhametli Zeus’un
yildirimlarini tasiyorlards. iki ¢ifte, agir bir tiifek, hafif bir karabinadan olusuyordu bunlar. Miidiir,
yam basinda ylriirken egilip bir seyler mirildandi. Onu kii¢lik kamaralardan birine yatirdilar; hani su
i¢cine bir yatak, bir iki katlamir tabure sigan kamaralardan birine. Gecikmis mektuplarini getirmistik,
yatagimin uzeri yirtilmus zarflarla, agilmus mektuplarla doluydu. Elleri, giicsiiz, bu kagit yigininin
icinde rastgele gezindi. Gozlerindeki atese ve yiiziindeki dingin bitkinlik ifadesine takilmustim.
Hastaligin verdigi bir halsizlik degildi bu. Ac1 ¢ekiyor gibi goriinmityordu. Bu golgenin, sanki tim
duygular1 tatmin olmus gibi doygun ve sakin bir hali varda.

“Elinde tuttudu mektuplardan birini sallad1 ve dogrudan yiiziime bakarak, ‘Memnun oldum,” dedi.
Birileri ona benim hakkimda yazmus, su o6zel tavsiyeler yine ortaya c¢ikmusti. Caba harcamadan,
neredeyse dudaklarim bile kipirdatmadan ¢ikardigr sesin giiclii tonu beni sasirtti. Bir ses! Bir ses!
Derindi, etkileyiciydi, yankilantyordu; oysa bu adamun fisildamaya bile hali yok gibi duruyordu. Yine
de birazdan duyacagimz gibi, hepimizin isini bitirecek kadar kuvveti —elbette gosteristen ibaretti bu—
vardi.

“Miidiir sessizce kapida belirdi; hemen disar1 ¢iktim, o da arkamdan perdeyi ¢ekti. Seyyahlarin



merakl1 gozlerle siizdiigii Rus, kiytya bakiyordu. Onun baktig yone basim ¢evirdim.

“Uzaklarda, ormanin koyu simirinda kipirdayan karanlik insan figiirleri giicliikle seciliyordu, nehrin
kiyisinda da uzun muzraklarina yaslanmus iki bronz viicut, benekli posttan bagliklariyla ama heykel
gibi dimdik, savasa hazir bigimde giineste duruyorlardi. Ve aydinlik kiyimn sagindan soluna dogru,
vahsi ve harika bir kadin hayali belirdi.

“Olgiilii adimlarla ilerliyordu, ¢izgili ve sagakli giysilerle bezenmisti. Topragin iizerinde magrur
adimlarla ylriiyor, lizerindeki barbarca siisler hafif singirdiyor ve parliyordu. Basi dimdikti;
saclarina migfer sekli verilmisti; bacaklarindaki piring tozluklar dizlerine kadar ¢ikiyordu, piring
eldivenleri de dirseklerine kadardi, esmer yanaginda kizil bir nokta vardi, boynundan asag cam
boncuklardan sayisiz kolye sarkiyordu; lizerindeki tuhaf seyler, muskalar, biiyliciilerin armaganlari,
her adiminda parildayip sallantyordu. Herhalde iizerinde tasidiklari cok sayida fildisine bedeldi.
Yirtict ve muhtesem goriiniiyordu, vahsi bakislt ve olaganiistiiydii; agir agir ilerlemesinde hayra
alamet olmayan gorkemli bir hava vardi. O hiiziinlii topragin {izerine ¢oken sessizlikte u¢csuz bucaksiz
arazi, dogurgan ve gizemli hayatin koca bedeni, kendi karanlik ve tutkulu goriintiisliniin yansimasina
bakar gibi, dalgin dalgin onu izliyordu.

“Bizim geminin yanina geldi ve sakince durup bize dondii. Uzun golgesi suyun kiyisina kadar
diistiyordu. Yiiziinde bir miicadelenin, kararsizlikla karisik vahsi bir hiizniin ve dilsiz bir acinin trajik
ve Ofkeli ifadesi vardi. Bu arazinin kendisi gibi, belirsiz bir amaca kafa yorarcasina, kimildamadan
bize bakiyordu. Tam bir dakika gecti, sonra 6ne dogru bir adim att1. Hafif bir singirdama, sar1 metalin
pariltisi, sagakli elbisenin sallantis1 ve birden kalbi onu yar1 yolda birakmus gibi durdu. Yammdaki
gen¢ adam homurdandi. Arkamdaki seyyahlar murildandi. Sanki hayati, bize gozlerini kirpmadan
dimdik bakmasina bagliymis gibi bakiyordu. Birden ¢iplak kollarimi agip sanki gokyiiziine degmek
i¢in kars1 konmaz bir tutku duyuyormus gibi, sert¢e basinin iizerine kaldirdi, aym anda gélgeler hizla
topragin iizerine firladi ve gemiyi kucakladi. Korkung bir sessizlik etrafta egemen oldu.

“Yavasca geri dondii, ylriidi, nehir kiyisim takip ederek sol yandaki caliliklara girdi. Agaglarin
karanliginda kaybolmadan 6nce bir kez doniip bize bakti.

“Yamal1 adam sinirli sinirli, ‘Tekneye gelmeye kalksaydi onu ger¢ekten vurmaya c¢alisacaktim,’
dedi. ‘Onu evden uzak tutabilmek i¢in iki haftadir her giin hayatim tehlikeye atiyorum. Bir giin gelip
elbiselerimi yamamak i¢in ambardan aldigim su pacavralar i¢in kavga ¢ikardi. Diiriist degilmisim.
Sanirim mesele buydu ¢linkii 1ki saat boyunca, durmadan parmagiyla beni isaret ederek Bay Kurtz ile
konustu. Bu kabilenin lehgesini anlamuyorum. Iyi ki Kurtz o giin bununla ilgilenemeyecek kadar
hastaydi, yoksa bir kotiiliik ¢ikacakti. Anlamiyorum... Hayir, bu kadar1 benim i¢in ¢ok. Neyse; bitti
artik.’

“Bu sirada perdenin ardindan Kurtz’un derinden gelen sesini duyuyordum: ‘Beni kurtarmak nu,
fildisini kurtarmak demek istiyorsunuz sanirim. Bana bunlar1 anlatmayin. Beni kurtarmak! Asil ben
sizi kurtarmak zorunda kaldim. Planlarimu bozuyorsunuz. Hasta! Hasta! Sizin inanmak istediginiz
kadar hasta degilim. Siz merak etmeyin. Ben fikirlerimi gerceklestirecegim, geri donecegim. Size
neler yapilabilecegini gosterecegim. Siz o kiiciik, seyyar satici fikirlerinizle benim yoluma ¢ikmaya
calisiyorsunuz. Geri donecegim. Geri...’

“Miidiir d1s§1r1 cikti. Kolumdan tutup beni onurlandirarak bir kenara ¢ekti. ‘Cok kotii durumda, ¢ok
koti,” dedi. I¢ gecirmeyi gerekli gordii ama c¢ok iiziilmiis goriinmeyi dert etmedi. ‘Onun igin



yapabilece§imiz her seyi yaptik; yapmadik mi? Ama Bay Kurtz’un sirkete yarardan c¢ok, zarar
verdigini gizlemenin Alemi yok. Zamanin boyle keskin eylemler zamani olmadigim goremedi. Ihtiyat,
ihtiyat; benim ilkem budur. Hala ihtiyatli olmamiz gerekiyor. Bolge bir siireligine bize kapali. Cok
aci! Sonugta, olan ticarete olacak. Burada kayda deger miktarda fildisi oldugunu kabul ediyorum,
cogu fosil olsa da. Her kosulda onlar1 kurtarmaliyiz, ama durumun ne kadar hassas olduguna
baksaniza. Neden? Ciinkii yontem tekin degil.” ‘Siz,” dedim, sahile bakarak, ‘buna tekin degil mi
diyorsunuz?’ ‘Siiphesiz,” diye yamtladi atesli atesli. ‘Siz demiyor musunuz?...’

“Biraz bekleyip, ‘Bir yontem yok ki ortada,” dedim. Sevingle, ‘Tam da 0&yle,” dedi. ‘Bunu
bekliyordum. Tam bir sagduyu eksikligi. Ilgili makamlara durumu bildirmek gdrevim.” ‘Ah,” dedim,
‘Su adam; ad1 neydi? Tuglaci, o sizin i¢in okumaya deger bir rapor hazirlar.” Bir an kafas1 karisti.
Sanki daha once hi¢ o kadar rezil bir hava solumamistim, ferahlamak i¢in Kurtz’u diistinmeye
basladim, gercekten ferahlamak igin. Uzerine basa basa, ‘Yine de Bay Kurtz’un olaganiistii biri
oldugunu diisiiniiyorum,” dedim. Irkildi, bana buz gibi bir bakisla baktiktan sonra sakin sakin,
‘Oyleydi,” dedi ve arkasim dondii. Gozden diismiistiim artik; zamansiz eylem yontemlerinin yandas:
olarak Kurtz ile aym kefeye konmus halde buldum kendimi: Ben de tekin deg§ildim! Ah! Ama
karabasanlar arasinda tercih yapabilecek olmak da bir seydir.

“Aslinda, artik neredeyse 0lmiis kabul edebilecegim Bay Kurtz’a degil, araziye yogunlagmistim. Bir
an i¢in kendimi de sozii edilmeyen sirlarla dolu koca bir mezara gomiilmiis gibi hissettim. Gogsiimiin
tizerindeki dayanilmaz agirligi, rutubetli topragin kokusunu, ¢iirlimenin zaferinin goriinmez varligini,
gecit vermez gecenin karanligim hissediyordum... Rus omzuma dokundu. Kekeleye kekeleye, ‘Denizci
kardes saklayamadim; Bay Kurtz’un nanmim kotii etkileyecek meseleler hakkinda bilgi...” gibi bir
seyler geveledigini duyabildim. Bekledim. Belli ki Bay Kurtz onun i¢in heniiz gémiilmiis degildi;
sanirim ona gore Bay Kurtz 6liimsiizlerdendi. Sonunda, ‘Evet!” dedim, ‘Acik konus. Aslinda ben Bay
Kurtz’un dostuyum bir bakima.’

“Biiyiik bir resmiyetle ‘eger aym meslekten olmasaydik’, hangi nedenle olursa olsun bu konuyu
kendisine saklayacagim soyledi. (Bu beyaz adamlarin kendisine karsi art niyetli olduklarindan
siipheleniyordu...) ‘Haklisin,” dedim, daha once kulak misafiri oldugum bir konusmayr animsayarak.
‘Miidiir seni asmak gerektigini diisiiniiyor.” Bu bilginin onu fazlasiyla endiselendirmesi 6nce bana
gliliing gelmisti. ‘Ben sessizce aradan ¢ekilsem iyi olacak,” dedi ciddiyetle. ‘Kurtz i¢in daha fazlasim
yapamam, zaten onlar da kisa slirede bir bahane bulurlar. Ne durdurabilir ki onlar1? Buradan ii¢ yiiz
mil ileride askeri kisla var.” ‘Bana kalirsa,” dedim, ‘yakinlardaki vahsiler arasinda dostlarin varsa,
belki de gitmen daha 1yi olur.’” ‘Cok var,” dedi. ‘Basit insanlardir onlar; ben de hicbir sey
istemiyorum, biliyorsun.” Durup, dudagim isirdiktan sonra, ‘Buradaki beyazlarin zarar gérmesini
istemem, ama elbette Bay Kurtz’un namim diisliniiyordum, ama sen kardes bir denizcisin ve...’
‘Tamam,” dedim bir an durup. ‘Bay Kurtz’un nami benimleyken giivence altindadir.” O zaman ne
kadar da dogru bir s6z sOyledigimin farkinda degildim.

“Sesini alcaltarak, gemiye diizenlenen saldirinin emrini Bay Kurtz’un verdigini soyledi. ‘Bazen
buradan gotiiriilmek fikrinden nefret eder ve yine de... Ama ben bu meselelerden anlamam. Siradan
biriyim. Bunun sizi korkutacagim diigtinmiistii; onun 6ldiiglinii diisiinerek vazgececeginizi. Ona engel
olamadim. Ah, bu bir ay boyunca ¢ok zor zamanlar gecirdim.” ‘Pekala,” dedim. ‘Artik 1yi.” ‘E-e-e-
vet,” diye mirildandi, pek ikna olmus gibi goriinmiiyordu. ‘Tesekkiir ederim’ dedim; ‘G6ziimi agik
tutacagim.” ‘Fakat kimseye,” diye araya girdi, endiseliydi. ‘Onun namu i¢in ¢ok kot olur, eger
buradan birileri...” Biiylik bir agirbaslilikla sir tutacagima dair s6z verdim. ‘Biraz ilerde bir kanoyla



lic styah adamum bekliyor. Ben gidiyorum. Bana birka¢ Martini-Henri fisegi verebilir misin?’
Verebilirdim, hi¢ kimseye gostermeden verdim de. Bana bir g6z kirpip, bir avug da tiitiiniimii aldi.
‘Denizciler arasinda —bilirsin— iyi Ingiliz tiitiinii.” Kaptan koskiiniin kapisindayken geri dondii: ‘Bana
verebilecegin bir ¢ift de ayakkabin var mi?’ Bir ayagim bana uzatti. ‘Bak.” Ayakkabisinin tabani,
ciplak ayagimn lizerine sandalet gibi, iplerle baglanip diigimlenmisti. Eski bir ¢ift ayakkab1 buldum,
alip sol koltugunun altina koymadan once hayranlikla bakti ayakkabilara. Ceplerinden birini (parlak
kirmiz1 olam) fisekler sisirmisti, digerindense (lacivert olanindan) ‘Towson’un Arastirmasi’ vs.
yazist okunuyordu. Kendisini, araziyle yeni karsilasmasi i¢in mikemmel sekilde donammli
hissediyordu. ‘Ah! Bir daha asla boyle bir adamla karsilasamayacagim, asla. Onu siir okurken
dinlemeliydiniz; kendi siirini, bana okumustu. Siir!” Bu harika olaylar1 hatirlayinca mutluluktan
gozleri yuvalarinda oynamusti... Ah, o benim ufkumu genisletti!” ‘Hosca kal,” dedim. Elimi sikt1 ve
gecenin i¢inde kayboldu. Bazen kendi kendime onu gergekten goriip gormedigimi soruyorum; boyle
bir vakayla tamgmak miimkiin olabilir mi diye...

“Gece yarisint biraz gece uyandigimda aklima uyaris1 geldi; ima ettigi tehlike, yildizli karanlikta
etrafi bir kolacan etmek amaciyla beni uyandiracak kadar gercekgiydi. Tepede bir ates yamyor, sube
binasinin yamuk yumuk koselerinden birini aydinlatiyordu. Temsilcilerden biri, bizim zencilerden
birkag¢ silahli gozciiyle birlikte fildislerinin basinda nobet tutuyordu, fakat ormanin derinliklerinden
gelen, yerden, koyu siyahligin karmasik, siitunsu sekilleri arasindan yiikselip algaliyor gibi goriinen
kiz1l 1siklar Kurtz’a tapanlarin da sikintili nobetlerini tutmakta olduklar1 kampin tam yerini
gosteriyordu. Koca bir davulun tekdiize vuruslar1 havayr tok darbeler ve uzayip giden titreyislerle
dolduruyordu. Bir siirii adamin ormanin kara, diiz duvarimt asan, kovandan disar1 firlanus arilari
andiran tuhaf, buyiilii, kesintisiz viziltisi, yart uyamik hislerim tizerinde garip bir narkotik etki
yaratiyordu. Aniden patlak veren bagrismalar, hapsedilmis ve gizemli ¢ilginlik, beni sersemletici bir
merakla uyandirana dek samrim kiipesteye yaslanip uyuyakalmistim. Birden giiriiltii kesildi ve yerinti,
devam eden kisik viziltiyr duyulabilir, yatistirict bir sessizlige birakti. Merakla kamaraya baktim. Isik
yamyordu, ama Bay Kurtz igeride degildi.

“Eger gordiigiime inansaydim, sanirim ¢18lig1 basardim, ama ilk anda gozlerime inanamadim; bu
imkansiz gibi goriiniiyordu. Gergekte herhangi bir fiziksel tehlikeyle alakasi olmayan, katiksiz, bos
bir korkuya, saf, soyut bir dehsete kapilmistim. Bu duyguyu bu denli ezici hale getiren sey —nasil
anlatsam?— zihin i¢in igreng, dayanilmaz, ruh iginse tiksindirici bir seyler tarafindan beklenmedik bir
anda sarilmis gibi maruz kaldigim elle tutulamayan soktu. Elbette bu, bir saniye dahi siirmedi ve
hemen ardindan gelen siradan his, oliimciil tehlike, ani bir saldir1 ya da kiyim ihtimali, ya da
gerceklesmesini bekledigim bu tiir seyler daha rahatlatici, sakinlestiriciydi. Aslinda o kadar sakindim
ki, tehlike alarmu bile vermedim.

“Bir metre otemde, giivertedeki sandalyelerden birinin iizerinde gocuguna sarinmis uyuyan bir
temsilci vardi. Bagrismalar onu uyandirmanusti; hafif hafif horluyordu; onu uykusuyla bas basa
birakip kiyiya sigradim. Bay Kurtz’a ihanet etmedim —ona asla ihanet etmemem emredilmisti— kendi
sectigim kabusa sadik kalmak kaderimdi. Bu golgeyle tek basima basa ¢ikmak istiyordum; bugiine
kadar da neden bu tecriibenin tuhaf karanligim kimseyle paylasmadigimi bilmiyorum.

“Kiyiya iner inmez bir patika gordiim—otlarin arasinda genis bir patika. Kendi kendime nasil da
sevingle ‘Yiriyemez, emekliyordur, yakaladim onu,” dedigimi hatirliyorum. Otlar, ¢iyden 1slanmusti.
Yumruklarim sikip uzun, hizli adimlarla yiirliyordum. Sanirim, yakalayinca iizerine ¢ullanip onu bir



glizel sopalayacagima dair belli belirsiz bir diisiince vardi aklimda. Bilemiyorum. Aptalca seyler
diistiniiyordum. Kucaginda kediyle orgli oren ihtiyar kadin kafama takilmisti, boylesi bir hikdyenin
diger ucunda oturuyor olmasi ne kadar da yersizdi. Kalgalarina dayadiklar1 Winchesterlerden kursun
bosaltan bir dizi seyyah gordiim. Gemiye geri donemeyecegim diye diisiindiim ve kendimi
yaslanincaya kadar tek basima, silahsiz, ormanin i¢inde yasarken hayal ettim. Boyle salakca seyler
iste; bilirsiniz. Ve davulun sesini kalbimin sesiyle karistirdigimi, sesin sakin ve diizenli olmasina
sevindigimi hatirlryorum.

“Patikay1 takip ettim; sonra durup dinledim. Gece ¢ok aydinlikti; i¢inde kara nesnelerin kipirtisiz
durdugu, ¢iy ve yildizlarin pirildadig lacivertlik. Hemen karsimda bir seyler hareket etti gibi geldi
bana. O gece garip bir sekilde her seyden ¢ok emindim. Patikayr birakip, genis bir yarim daire
cizerek (kendi kendime kikirdiyordum samirim) o kimultinin, gordiigiim hareketlenmenin Oniine
gecmeye calisiyordum; elbette eger gercekten de bir sey gormiissem. Sanki ¢ocukca bir oyun
oynuyormusuz gibi Kurtz’un etrafindan dolanmyordum.

“Kurtz’un oniine ¢iktim; eger vaktinde uyanmasaydi lizerine de ¢ullanacaktim. Dengesizce kalkti,
uzundu, solgundu, belli belirsizdi, topragin soludugu nefes gibiydi, oniimde hafifce, bugu gibi ve
sessizce sallandi; bu sirada arkamda, agaclarin arasinda atesler yanmiyor, ormandan tirlii tirli
seslerin miriltilar1 geliyordu. Kurnazca yolunu kesmistim, ama aslinda onunla karsilasinca kendime
gelmis, tehlikenin ger¢ek boyutlarim gormiistiim. Tehlike heniiz gegmemisti. Ya bagirmaya
baslasaydi? Gergi zar zor ayakta duruyordu, ama sesi hala yeterince gii¢liiydii. O derinden gelen
sestyle, ‘Git, saklan,” dedi. Bu ¢ok kotiiydii. Arkama baktim. En yakin atesten otuz metre uzaktaydik.
Kara bir siluet ayaga kalkti, uzun, kara kollarini atesin lizerinde sallayarak, uzun bacaklar1 iizerinde
yirlimeye basladi. Basinda boynuzlari; samirim antilop boynuzlar1 vardi. Biiyliciiniin, cadi adamin
teki sliphesiz: seytana yeterince benziyordu. ‘Sen ne yaptigim biliyor musun?’ diye fisildadim.
‘Tamamen,” diye yanitladi; bu tek kelime ic¢in sesini yiikseltmisti: Ses bana uzaktan ama yiiksek
perdeden geliyordu sanki, megafondan gelir gibiydi. Kendi kendime, ‘Eger mesele ¢ikarsa yandik,’
dedim. Bu golgeyi, bu yoldan ¢ikmus, act ¢eken seyi dovme arzuma ragmen, kavga edecek bir
durumda degildim. ‘Mahvolacaksin,” dedim, ‘tamamen mahvolacaksin.” Insana bazen birdenbire
ilham gelir, bilirsiniz. Dogru seyi sOylemistim, oysa Kurtz’un, onunla son ana dek, hatta daha da
Otesine kadar siirecek dostlugumuzun temellerinin atildig1 o andakinden daha telafi edilemez bigimde
mahvolmasinin imkam yoktu.

“‘Biiyiik planlarim vardi,” diye mirildanmaya basladi. ‘Evet,” dedim; ‘ama bagirmaya kalkarsan
kafam patlatirnm su...” Etrafta ne bir sopa vardi ne de bir tas. ‘Glizelce girtlaklarim seni,” diye
diizelttim soziimii. Kammu donduran, arzu dolu, 6zlem dolu bir sesle, ‘Biiytik islerin esigindeydim,’
diye yakardi. ‘Simdi bu salagin, alcagin yliziinden...” ‘Avrupa’daki basarin her durumda garanti
altinda,” diye 1srarla iisteledim. Onu girtlaklamak istemiyordum, anliyor musunuz? Aslinda bu
davramisim hi¢bir amaca hizmet etmezdi. Onun unutulmus hayvani ig¢giidiilerini uyandiran ve zevk
dolu, igreng¢ hatiralarini acimasiz bagrina basmis gibi goriinen bu 1ss1z arazinin agir, sessiz biliyiislinii
bozmak istiyordum. Onu ormamn kiyisina, calilara, atesin 1s1gina, davullarin vurusuna, tuhaf
bliylilerin vizildayisina ¢eken sey, inamyordum ki sadece buydu; onun kural tammaz ruhunu, hos
karsilanan tutkularin sinirlarinin 6tesine ¢ekerek kandiran sadece buydu. Gérmiiyor musunuz, durumun
dehseti, benim kafama bir sey indirilmesi tehlikesinden degil —ger¢i bu tehlikeyr de gayet canli bir
sekilde hissediyordum— biiyiik ya da kiigiik, hi¢cbir sey icin yalvaramayacagim bir yaratikla karsi
karsiya olmamdan ileri geliyordu. Tipki zenciler gibi, onun kendi abartilmis, inanilmaz yozlagmasim



uyandirmam gerekiyordu. Ne altinda bir seyler vardi ne {izerinde ve ben de bunu biliyordum.
Kendisini diinyadan ¢ok uzaklara tekmelemisti. Tanri’’min cezasi! Attigi tekmeyle diinyayr da
darmadagin etmisti. O tek basinaydi, benim onun karsisinda ayaklarim yere basiyor muydu, yoksa
havada mu siiriikleniyordum, bilemiyorum. Size neler konustugumuzu anlatiyorum, climlelerimizi
tekrar ediyorum ama ne fayda? Bunlar her giin kullandigimiz, siradan sozler; her Tanri’mn giinii
birbirimize soyledigimiz bildik, istii kapali seyler. Ne olmus yani? Bana gore, riiyalarda duyulan
kelimelerin, karabasanlarda sdylenen ciimlelerin korkung diisiindiiriiciiliigii vardi bunlarin ardinda.
Ruh! Eger bugiine dek bir ruhla miicadele etmis birisi olmussa, o da bendim, fakat bir kagik ile
tartistyor da degildim. Ister inamn ister inanmayin, zekas1 gayet



1yi isliyordu. Dogru, diisiinceleri berbat bir sekilde kendine yogunlasmusti, ama yine de akl1
yerindeydi; bu yiizden tek secenegim onu hemen orada 6ldiirmekti ama ister istemez ses ¢ikacagindan
bu da 1yi bir fikir degildi. Ama ruhu ¢ildirmusti. Ormanin i¢inde tek basina kaldigindan, hep kendi
kendine bakmist1 ve Tanrim, ¢ildirmusti iste. Herhalde glinahlarimin cezasi olarak ben de onun i¢ine
bakmak zorunda kaldim. Hi¢bir s6z, kisinin insanliga olan inancim onun o son samimiyet patlamasi
kadar yikamazdi. Kendisiyle de miicadele ediyordu. Gordiim, duydum. Simr, inang, korku nedir
bilmeyen, sadece korii koriine kendisiyle miicadele eden bir ruhun akla hayale sigmaz gizemini
gozlerimle gérdiim. Aklim basimdaydi hep, ama onu sonunda divana yatirdigimda alnim sildim,
bacaklarim da sanki o tepeden asagiya yarim ton yiik tasimisim gibi titriyordu. Oysa sadece destek
olmustum ona, kemikli koluyla boynuma sarilmisti ve bir ¢ocuktan daha agir degildi.

“Ertesi glin 0gleyin yola ¢ciktiginuzda, agaclarin olusturdugu perdenin arkasindaki varliklarimin
fazlasiyla bilincinde oldugum kalabalik yine ormandan disar1 akti, ¢iplak, soluyan, parlayan bronz
viicutlardan olusan bir kitle agiklif1 doldurarak yamaci kapladi. Istimi biraz artirip nehirden asagiya
dogru yoneldim ve iki bin goz, 6fkeli nehir canavarimn korkung kuyruguyla suyu artan bir hiddetle
sapirdatmasini, tokatlamasini, havaya kara dumanim tiflemesini izledi. Nehir kiyisinda, en 6ndeki
siranin Oniinde tepeden tirnaga kirmizi ¢gamura bulanmis {ic adam huysuz huysuz ileri geri yiirtiyordu.
Tekrar aym hizaya geldigimizde ayaklarini yere vuruyor, boynuzlu baslarim salliyor, kirmuzi
bedenlerini oynatiyorlardi; o6fkeli nehir canavarina bir demet kara tiiy, kuyrugu sarkan uyuz bir post,
kurumus sukabag gibi bir seyler salladilar; herhangi bir insan dilini ¢agristirmayan sasirtict sozleri
durmadan bagirarak tekrarliyorlardi; kalabaligin, derinden gelen, birden kesilen muriltisi, seytani bir
dua gibiydi.

“Kurtz’u kaptan koskiine tagimistik; oras1 daha havadardi. Divana uzanip pencereden disar1 bakti.
Insan bedenlerinin olusturdugu kitlede bir dalgalanma oldu ve migfer sacli, esmer yanakli kadin
nehrin kenarina firladi. Ellerini uzatti, bagirarak bir seyler soyledi, vahsi giiruh bu bagrisi belirgin,
hizl1, nefes kesen bir tempodaki giirlemeyle yamtladi.

“‘ Anliyor musun?’ diye sordum.

“Arkamda olanlara atesli, 6zlem dolu gozlerle, hiiziin ve nefretle karisik bir ifadeyle bakiyordu.
Yanit vermedi ama bir giiliimseme, belirsiz bir anlam tasiyan, renksiz dudaklarinda bir anda belirip
kaybolan bir giilimseme gordiim. Sanki kelimeler agzindan dogaiistii bir yaratik tarafindan ¢ekip
cikarilmus gibi giicliikle, ‘ Anlamaz mmyim?” dedi.

“Diidigiin ipini ¢ektim, ¢ektim, ¢iinkii giivertedeki seyyahlarin eglenceli bir samataya baslar gibi
silahlarina sarildiklarim gormiistiim. Diidiigiin birden bire 6tmesi sikisik bedenler kitlesi i¢inde sefil
bir dehset havasi yaratti. ‘Sakin! Sakin korkutma onlar1!” dedi giiverteden birisi kederle. Ipi tekrar
tekrar cektim. Sesin havada dolasan dehsetiyle dagilip kosusturmaya basladilar, sigriyorlar,
¢omeliyorlar, doniip duruyorlar, kendilerini saga sola atiyorlardi. U¢ kirmiz1 adam sanki vurulup
diismiisler gibi kiyida diimdiiz uzamyordu. Bir tek o barbar, o harika kadin g6ziinii bile kirpmamusti
ve ciplak kollarim trajik bir tavirla kasvetli ve parildayan nehrin tizerinden bize uzatti.

“Ardindan giivertedeki geri zekali kalabalik kii¢iik eglencesine basladi, dumandan baska higbir sey
goremiyordum.



“Kahverengi akint1 karanligin yiireginden hizla akiyor, yukar1 dogru gelisimizden iki kat daha biiytik
hizla bizi denize dogru tasiyordu; Kurtz’un hayatt da hizla akiyordu, yiireginden sasmaz zamanin
denizine dogru ¢ekiliyordu. Miidiir durgundu, artik hi¢bir hayati endisesi kalmanusti, kocaman, tatmin
olmus bakislariyla ikimizi de sariyordu; ‘mesele’, olabilecek en iyi sekilde halledilmisti. Tekin
olmayan yontemler takiminda yalniz kalacagim zamanin yaklagsmakta oldugunu goriiyordum. Seyyahlar
bana hosnutsuzlukla bakiyorlardi. Deyim yerindeyse Oliilerle birlikte sayiliyordum artik. Bu
ongoriilmemis ortakligi kabul etmem, bu isgal edilmis karanlik iilkede bu adi ve aggozlii adamlar
tarafindan dayatilan karabasanlari tercih etmem tuhaft.

“Kurtz konustu. Bir ses! Bir ses! Sonene kadar, derin derin ¢inladi. Ses, kalbinin ¢orak karanligini
hitabetin gorkemli katmanlar1 arasinda saklayabilmek i¢in Kurtz’un giiciinii korudu. Ah! Miicadele
ediyordu! Miicadele ediyordu! Tiikenmis beyninin kira¢ topraklarinda karanlik hayaller dolasiyordu
simdi; sonmek bilmez, soylu ve yiiksek yeteneginin etrafinda itaatle doniip duran zenginlik ve {in
hayalleri. Benim nisanlim, benim subem, benim kariyerim, benim fikirlerim, bunlar, yiiceltilmis
duygularin siradan ifadeleri i¢in kullandig1 nesnelerdi. Artik eski ¢aglardan kalma topragin bahcesine
gomiilmiis olan asil Kurtz’un golgesi, beyhude aldatmacamn basucuna dadanmusti. Fakat ¢ozdiigii
sirlara kars1 hissettigi seytani ask ve dogaiistli nefret, ilkel duygulara doymus, yalanci bir {ine, sahte
basar1 ve giiciin her tiirden goriintiisiine diiskiin o ruh i¢in déviistiiler.

“Kimi zaman asagilik derecede c¢ocuklasiyordu. Biylik isler basarmayi tasarladigi o korkung
Yoklar diyarindan doniislerinde, kendisini tren istasyonlarinda krallarin beklemesini arzuluyordu.
‘Onlara, sende ger¢ekten karli bir seyler oldugunu gostermen gerekir, iste o zaman yeteneginin
kabullenilmesinin Oniinde higbir engel kalmaz,’ diyordu. ‘Elbette amagclarina, amaglarimn
dogruluguna, her zaman dikkat etmelisin.” Yiginla asirlik agac¢ bagka bir diinyanin pislik pargasina,
degisimin, fethin, ticaretin, katliamlarin, liituflarin Onciisiine sabirla bakarken, birbirinin aynisi
acikliklar, yine birbirleriyle aym, tekdiize kivrimlar, buharli teknemizin yamindan akip gitti. Otelere
bakiyordum; diimendeydim. Kurtz bir giin, ‘Kepengi kapat,” dedi aniden; ‘Bunlara bakmaya
dayanamiyorum.” Kapattim. Bir sessizlik oldu. ‘Ama senin yiiregini sokecegim yine de!” diye bagirdi
gorlinmeyen araziye.

“Tahmin ettigim gibi gemi arizalandi, bir adamn burnuna yanagmak zorunda kaldik. Bu ariza,
Kurtz’un giivenini sarsan ilk olay oldu. Bir sabah bana ayakkabi bagiyla birbirine baglannus bir deste
kagit ile bir fotograf verdi. ‘Bunu benim i¢in sakla,” dedi. ‘O tehlikeli salak’ (miidiirii kastediyordu)
‘ben gormiiyorken kutularimu kurcalayabilir.” Ogleden sonra onu gordiim. Gozlerini kapamus,
arkasina yaslanmusti, sessizce ¢ekildim, fakat ‘Diizgiin yasa, 6l, 6l,” diye homurdandigint duydum.
Durup dinledim. Bagka bir sey sdylemedi. Uykusunda bir konusmanin provasimi mu yapiyordu, yoksa
bu, gazete makalelerinden bir ibare miydi? Daha once gazetelere yazi yaziyordu ve bu isi stirdiirmek
niyetindeydi, ‘Fikirlerimi gelistirmek i¢in. Gérevim bu,” diyordu.

“Gegit vermez bir karanliktt onunki. Ona hi¢ giines gormeyen bir u¢urumun dibinde yatan bir adam
goziiyle bakiyordum, ama Kurtz’a ayiracak fazla zamamm yoktu, ¢ilinkii sizinti yapan silindirleri
onarmasi, egilmis baglanti rotunu diizeltmesi, bu gibi sorunlar1 ¢dzmesi i¢in makiniste yardim
ediyordum. Sinir bozucu bir pas, dolgu malzemesi, somun, civata, Ingiliz anahtar1, ¢eki¢, delgec
yigim i¢inde, hi¢ 1y1 gecinemedigim, bu yilizden tiksindigim malzemelerin arasinda yasiyordum.
Sansimiza gemide kiiclik bir ocagimiz vardi; ben onunla ilgileniyor; o dayanilmaz titreme ndbetlerinin
izin verdigi Ol¢iide rezil hurda y1giminin arasinda yorgun argin didiniyordum.



“Bir aksam elimde mumla igeri girdigimde biraz da gergin bir halde, ‘Burada, karanligin i¢inde
uzanmis Olmeyi bekliyorum,” dedigini duyunca sasirdim. Isik, g6ziiniin dibindeydi. Kendimi
zorlayarak, ‘Sagmalama!’ diye mirildanip, basucunda kalakaldim.

“Yiiziinde meydana gelen degisiklige benzer bir seyi ne daha 6nce gordiim ne de bir daha gormek
isterim. Yok, liziilmemis, biiylilenmistim. Bir pece vardi yiiziinde de siyrildi sanki. O fildisi suratta,
kasvetli bir gurur, zalim bir gii¢, korkaklara 6zgii bir dehset, yogun ve nagar bir umutsuzluk ifadesi
gordiim. Arzularini, isteklerini en kiiclik ayrintilarina dek yeniden yasayip o ylice herseyi bilme
aninda teslim mi olmustu? Bir hayale, bir goriintiiye fisiltiyla bagirdi iki kez; bu bagrisi nefesten
farksizdi...

“‘Dehset! Dehget!..’

“Mumu sondiiriip kamaradan disar1 ¢iktim. Seyyahlar yemekhanede aksam yemegi yiyordu, ben de
soru soran bakislarim gérmezden gelmeyi basardigim miidiiriin karsisindaki yerime gectim. Huzurla
arkasina yaslandi, kotiiligliniin anlatilmaz derinliklerini miihiirleyen giiliimsemesi vardi yiiziinde.
Lambamn, kiyafetlerimizin, ellerimizin, yiizlerimizin lizerinde ufak sinekler dort doniiyordu. Birden
miidiiriin usag kiistah, kara kafasim kapidan uzatti ve asagilayici bir saygisizlikla ‘Bay Kurtz 6lmiis,’
dedi.

“Seyyahlarin hepsi gormek i¢in disar1 firladi. Ben kalip yemegime devam ettim. Eminim, son
derece kaba oldugum kamsina vardilar. Pek de fazla yemedim. Igeride 1s1k vardi —isik orada ne
demektir, bilemezsiniz— disarisitysa karanlikti, zifiri karanlik. Ruhunun bu diinyadaki seriiveni
hakkinda bir yargiya varan o olaganiistii adamun yanina bir daha ugramadim. Ses gitmisti. Baska da
bir sey yoktu yerinde! Ama elbette seyyahlarin ertesi giin camurlu bir delige bir seyler gomdiigiinden
haberim vardi.

“Ardindan neredeyse beni de gomeceklerdi.

“Yine de gordiiginiiz gibi heniiz Kurtz’un yamna gitmis degilim. Gitmedim... Karabasam sonuna
kadar gorerek Kurtz’a sadakatimi bir kez daha gostermek i¢in yerimde kaldim. Kader! Benim
kaderim! Hayat ne tuhaf; amansiz mantikla beyhude bir ama¢ ugruna gizemli bir uzlagsma. Ondan tek
umabileceginiz sey, kendiniz hakkinda biraz olsun bilgi, —ki o da c¢ok ge¢ gelir— bir yigin
sondiiriilemez pismanlik. Oliimle bogustum. Hayal edebileceginiz en heyecansiz miicadele buydu.
Elle tutulmaz bir grilikte gecger, ayagimzin altinda higbir sey yoktur, yammzda yorenizde hi¢bir sey
yoktur, seyirciniz yoktur, patirti yoktur, sammz yoktur, o biiyiik zafer arzusu yoktur, o biiyiik yenilme
korkusu yoktur, 1lik bir siipheciligin hastalikli havasinda, kendinizin hakli olduguna da pek fazla
inanmadan, diismanimzin hakliliginaysa o kadar bile inanmadan siirer gider. Eger bilgeligin son
asamas1 buysa, o zaman hayat bazilarimizin disiindiiglinden de biiylik bir sir. Son soziimii sdyleme
firsatina kil pay1 uzaktaydim ki, utanarak belki de sdyleyecek higbir seyim olmadigim fark ettim. Iste
bu ylizden Kurtz’un olaganiistii biri oldugunda i1srar ediyorum. Onun sdyleyecek bir seyi vardi.
Soylemisti de. Ugurumun kenarindan kendim de baktigim i¢in, onun mumun alevini géremeyen ama
tiim evreni kucaklayacak kadar genis, karanlikta ¢arpan biitiin kalplere niifuz edebilecek kadar keskin
olan bakisimin anlanuni daha iyi kavrayabiliyorum. Olgiip bigmis, kararim bildirmisti. ‘Dehset!” O
olaganiistii bir adamdi. Ne de olsa bu bir tiir inan¢ ifadesiydi; i¢tenlik vardi onda, yargi vardi,
fisildamasinda titreyen bir isyan ifadesi vardi, ger¢egin bir anda goriiniiveren korkung yiizii vards;
arzuyla nefretin tuhaf karisimu vardi. Bedensel aciyla dolu bigimsiz bir grilik goriintiisii, her seyin



yavas yavas gozden kaybolusuna dair umursamaz bir asagilama. En iyi hatirladigim sey kendi
asirtligim degildi. Hayir, sanki yasamus oldugum sey onun asiriligitydi. Dogru, benim kararsiz
adimimu geri ¢gekmeme izin verilirken o son adimim atmus, ugurumun kiyisina basmusti. Belki de
biitiin fark buradaydi; belki de biitiin bilgelik, biitiin ger¢ek ve biitiin samimiyet, goriinemeyenin
esigine adim attigimiz o kiicliciik ana sigdirilmisti. Belki! Benim toparlayip sdyleyecegim seyin,
umursamaz bir asagilama olmayacagim diisiinmek hosuma gidiyordu. Onunkisi ¢ok muhtesem, ¢ok
daha miikemmel bir ¢iglikti. Bir onaylamaydi onunki, sayisiz yenilgiyle, berbat korkularla, igrenc
doyumlarla bedeli 6denmis soyut bir zafer. Ama sonucta bir zaferdi! Iste bu yiizden Bay Kurtz’a
sonuna dek sadik kaldim; uzun zaman sonra, onun kendi sesini degil ama o muhtesem hitabetinin
kristal bir ugurum gibi saydam ve saf bir ruhtan yankilanmasim duydugumda, bundan daha 6teye de
gectim.

“Hayir, beni gdommediler, ama yine de puslu, insanin ic¢ini iirperten bir hayretle hatirladigim, ne
umut ne de arzu barindiran, tasavvur edilmesi imkansiz bir diinyaya giden bir gec¢idi andiran bir
donem oldu. Kendimi yeniden mezarimsi kentin i¢inde, birbirlerinden ii¢ kurus para asirmak, igrenc
yemeklerini silip siiplirmek, sagliksiz biralarim govdeye indirmek, onemsiz ve aptalca diislerini
gormek i¢in sokaklarda kosusturan insan manzaralarina igerlerken buldum. Diisiincelerimin igine
siztyorlardi. Bunlar, hayat hakkindaki bilgileri bana kalirsa sinir bozucu bir taklitten baska bir sey
olmayan davetsiz misafirlerdi, ¢iinkii benim bildiklerimi bilmelerine imkan olmadigindan dylesine
emindim ki. Sadece siradan bireylere 6zgii davrams bigimleriyle miikemmel bir giivenlik garantisi
icin ugrasmalar1 bana, kavrayamayacag bir tehlike karsisinda salagin tekinin takindigi, abartili
tavirlar gibi itici geliyordu. Onlart aydinlatmak i¢in 6zel bir istek duymuyordum, ama kendilerine
atfettikler1 onemle yukli yiizlerine karsi gilmekten kendimi alikoymakta zorlamyordum. Kabul
etmeliyim ki kendimi o siralar pek iy1 hissetmiyordum. Son derece saygin kisilere ac1 aci siritarak
sokaklarda dolamyordum, halledilecek ¢ok fazla mesele vardi. Tutumum affedilemezdi biliyordum,
ama o zamanlar atesim nadiren normaldi. Sevgili halanmin bana ‘giiciimii kazandirma’ ¢abalari hig ise
yaramiyor gibiydi. Kuvvetlenmeye degil, hayal giiclimiin yatistirilmasina ihtiyacim vardi. Onlarla ne
yapacagimi tam olarak bilmeden Kurtz’un bana verdigi kagit destesini saklamaya devam ediyordum.
Sozliistiniin bana sdyledigi kadariyla yakin zaman once Kurtz’un annesi Olmiis, o da kadimn
basucunda beklemisti. Bir giin, tiragh, resmi tavirh ve altin ¢cerceveli gozligiiyle bir adam gelip beni
buldu ve baslangicta dolayli, daha sonralariysa nazikce 1srar ederek ‘bazi belgeler’ dedigi kagitlar
tizerine sorular sordu. Sasirmanustim, ¢iinkii daha oradayken miidiirle konu hakkinda iki kez
atismistik. Miidiire kagitlarin bir pargasim dahi vermeyi reddettigim gibi, gozliiklii adama kars1 da
aym tutumu siirdiirdiim. Sonunda pis tehditkar bir tavir takindi ve sirketin kendisine ait ‘bolgeler’
hakkinda en kiigiik bilgi kirintisina dahi sahip olma hakki bulundugunu ileri siirdii. Ve dedi ki: ‘Bay
Kurtz’un biiyiik kabiliyeti ve i¢inde yasadigr berbat kosullar goz oniinde tutulursa kesfedilmemis
bolgeler hakkindaki bilgisi kuskusuz ¢cok derin ve Ozgiindiir; bu nedenle...” Onu, Bay Kurtz’un
edindigi bilgilerin derin olmalarina ragmen ticari ya da idari konularla ilgili olmadiklarina temin
ettim. Ardindan bilim lafimn arkasina siginmay1 denedi. ‘Hesaplanamayacak ol¢iide biiylik kayiplar
dogar, eger...” Vesaire, vesaire. Ona, notlar kismum yirtarak ‘Vahsi Gelenekleri Yok Etme’ raporunu
verdim. Hevesle aldi, ama sonra asagilayarak metne burun kivirdi. ‘Bundan daha fazlasim beklemeyi
hak ediyoruz,” dedi, ‘Baska bir sey beklemeyin,” dedim ben de, ‘Bundan baska sadece 6zel mektuplar
var.” Yasal yollara bagvurmak gibi bir tehdit savurarak ¢ekti gitti; bir daha da gérmedim onu; ama iki
glin sonra bir baskasi, Kurtz’un kuzeni oldugunu sdyleyen biri geldi, adam, sevgili akrabasinmin son
anlarimin ayrintilarim dinlemek i¢in heyecanlamyordu. Bu arada bana aslinda Kurtz’un biiyiik bir



miizisyen oldugunu sdyledi. Orgeu oldugunu sandigim, diiz, kir saglar1 ceketinin yagli yakasina diisen
adam, ‘O alanda biiylik bir basar1 kazanabilirdi,” dedi. Soylediginden siiphe etmem i¢in hicbir
nedenim yoktu, zaten bugiine dek Kurtz’un asil mesleginin ne oldugunu anlayabilmis degilim, eger
gercekten varsa, hangi yeteneginin digerlerinden daha gelismis oldugunu bilemiyorum. Onun
gazetelere makale yazan bir ressam ya da resim yapabilen bir gazeteci oldugunu diisiinmiistiim, ama
(gorigsmemiz boyunca durmadan enfiye c¢eken) kuzeni bile onun tam olarak ne 1s yaptigim
soyleyemiyordu. O, evrensel bir zekaydi; bu noktada ben de bu yargiya katiliyordum. Sonra kocaman
keten bir mendille giirtiltiilii bir sekilde burnunu temizledi, birka¢ aile mektubu ve onemsiz birkag
notu alip bir bunak gibi heyecanla ayrildi. Son olarak bir gazeteci ‘sevgili meslektasimn’ kaderi
hakkinda bilgi almaya geldi. Bu ziyaret¢i de Kurtz’a en uygun alamin aslinda ‘popiiler’ politika
oldugu konusunda gozlemini dile getirdi. Kalin kaslar1 diimdiiz, kisa kesilmis saclar1 dimdikti,
genisce bir kurdelenin ucunda tek g6zIigl vardi, Kurtz’un hi¢ yaz1 yazamadigim diistindiigiinii itiraf
etti, ‘ama Tanrim, o adam nasil da konusurdu! Koca toplantilar1 atese verirdi. inan¢ vardi onda —
anliyor musunuz?— inan¢. Kendisini herhangi bir seye inandirabilirdi —herhangi bir seye. Biiyiik bir
partinin gorkemli bir lideri olabilirdi.” ‘Hangi parti?” diye sordum. ‘Herhangi bir parti,” diye
yamtladi digeri. ‘O... o asir1 ucta birtydi.” Ben de boyle diistinmityor muydum? Birden, merakla ‘onu
oraya gotliren seyin ne oldugunu’ bilip bilmedigimi sordu. ‘Evet’ dedim ve hemen uygun bulursa
yayinlayabilecegini sdyleyerek {nlii raporu eline verdim. Acele bir goz atti, durmadan
murildaniyordu, ‘uygun’ olduguna karar verdi ve ganimetini alip gitti.

“Sonunda elimde sadece ince bir kagit yigimyla kizin portresi kalmisti. Giizelligi beni ¢carpmusti,
cok giizel bir ifadesi vardi demek istiyorum. Biliyorum, giines 151%1 da insam yamltabilir ama yine de
hi¢cbir 151k oyununun, hi¢bir pozun o yiiz hatlarinin iizerine diisen zarif gerceklik golgesini
yaratmayacagim hissedebilir insan. Aklinda kuskular uyanmadan, siipheler duymadan, kendini
diisiinmeden dinlemeye hazir bir hali vardi. Mektuplarla portreyi ona kendim gotiirmeye karar
verdim. Meraktan m1? Evet, belki de baska duygulardan. Kurtz’a ait olan her sey elimden ge¢cmisti;
ruhu, bedeni, subesi, planlari, fildisleri, kariyeri. Geriye sadece hatirasi ve sozliisii kalmusti; bir
sekilde onu da ge¢miste birakmak istiyordum—Kkisisel olarak bende ondan kalan her seyi ortak
kaderimizin son sozii olan unutulmusluga teslim etmeyi. Kendimi savunmuyorum. Gergekte ne
istedigimi tam olarak bilmiyordum. Bu belki de bilingaltindan gelen bir sadakat giidiisii, belki de
insan varolusunun gergekleri arasina gizlenen o ironik gereksinimlerden birinin gerceklestirilmesi.
Bilmiyorum. Bilemiyorum. Ama gittim.

“Onun hatirastmn da her insanin yasanminda biriken diger 6lmiislerin hatiralar1 gibi olacagim
samyordum; golgelerin hizla ve son kez isabet ettikleri beynin lizerinde biraktiklar1 belli belirsiz bir
1zdiisiim gibi; ama bakimli bir mezarliktaki gibi sakin ve diizenli olan bir sokagin yiiksek binalari
arasinda, yliksek ve agir bir kapinin oniinde, onun sedyenin tizerindeki hali bir hayal gibi gdziimiin
onuine geldi, sanki 1¢indeki biitiin insanlikla birlikte biitiin diinyayr yutmak ister gibi agzim oburcasina
agmisti. O anda, sanki Oniimde beliriverdi; her zamanki gibi canliydi; gérkemli goriintiilerden,
korkung ger¢eklerden ibaret bir golge; gbdzalici bir hitabetin ortiilerine asilce sarinmis, gecenin
golgesinden daha karanlik bir golge. Bu goriintii de sanki benimle birlikte eve girecekti —sedye, bu
hayaletin tasiyicilari, itaatkdr tebaasinin vahsi kalabaligl, ormanin hiiznii, karanlik girinti ¢ikintilar
arasinda uzanan nehrin pariltisi, davullarin, kalp atis1 gibi diizgiin ve boguk vurusu; fetheden bir
karanligin kalbi. Arazi i¢in bu bir zafer amydi, bana bir baska ruhu kurtarmak i¢in tek basima karsi
koymam gerekiyor hissini veren isgalci, intikamci bir saldir1 am. Ve oradan ¢ok uzaklarda, arkamda
boynuzlu sekiller kipirdarken, atesin kizilliginda, sabirli ormamn ic¢inde, bana soyledigi o bozuk



climleleri, ugursuz ve korkutucu basitlikleriyle yeniden duydum. Asagilayici yakarislarini, asagilayici
korkularim, rezil arzularimin devasa boyutunu, ruhunun koétiliigiinii, sancisini, firtinali 1stirabim
hatirladim. Ve daha sonra, bir giin bana, ‘Bu fildisi partisi benim aslinda. Sirket parasini 6demedi.
Cok biyilik kisisel risklere atilarak ben topladim bunlari. Korkarim bunlarin da kendilerine ait
oldugunu iddia edecekler. Himm! Gii¢ bir durum bu. Sence ne yapmam gerekir? Karsi koymali
miytm? Ha? Adaletten baska bir sey istemiyorum,” dedigi zamanki toparlanmus, sakin halini goriir
gibi oldum... Adaletten baska bir sey istemiyordu, yalmzca adalet istiyordu. Birinci katin maun
kapisindaki zili ¢aldim; ben beklerken, o da sanki kapinin camindan kocaman, ugsuz bucaksiz, tiim
evreni kucaklayan, mahkim eden ve evrenden nefret eden bakisiyla bana bakiyordu. Sanki fisiltiyla
bagirdigim duyuyordum, ‘Dehset! Dehset!..’

“Aksam karanligr ¢okiiyordu. Parlak, perdeli kolonlar gibi tavandan yere kadar inen {i¢ uzun
penceresi olan yiiksek tavanli oturma odasinda beklemem gerekti. Mobilyalarin bombeli, yaldizli
ayaklar1 ve sirtlar1 belli belirsiz kivrimlarla parildiyordu. Yiiksek mermer sominenin soguk ve amtsal
bir beyazligi vardi. Biylk piyano, bir kosede kocaman duruyordu, diiz yilizeylerindeki siyah
pariltilariyla kasvetli, cilalanmuis bir tabutu andiriyordu. Biiyilik bir kapi1 acilip kapandi. Ayaga
kalktim.

“Iceri girdi, siyahlar giymisti, yiizii solgundu, los 1s1kta bana dogru akiyordu. Yastaydi. O 6leli bir
yildan fazla olmus, haberi geleli de bir yili gegmisti; sanki ebediyen onu hatirlayip yasim tutacak
gibiydi. Iki elimi ellerinin arasina aldi ve ‘Geleceginizi duymustum,” diye nmurildandi. Cok geng
olmadigim fark ettim—cocuk gibi degildi yani. Sadakat, inan¢ ve ac1 duygularim hissedecek kadar
olgunlagnmusti sanki. Bulutlu aksamun biitiin hiiziinlii 15181 alnina s1ginmus gibi, oda daha da kararmisti
sanki. Bu sar1 sag1, bu solgun yiizii, bu acik alm ¢evreleyen kiil gibi hale i¢inden koyu gozleri bana
bakiyordu. Bakislar1 safti, derindi, kendinden emin ve baskalarina giivenliydi. Hiizlinlii basim, sanki
o hiiziinle gurur duyuyormus gibi, sanki ben, bir tek ben onun ne biiyiik bir yas1 hak ettigini biliyorum
der gibi tasiyordu. Ama daha el sikisirken yiiziine 0yle berbat bir yalmzlik ifadesi yansidi ki, onun,
zamamn oyuncagl olmayan varliklardan biri oldugunu kavradim. Ona gore Kurtz daha diin 6lmiistii.
Tanrim! Bu izlenim Oyle gu¢liiydii ki, bana gore de sanki daha diin, diin de degil, bir dakika once
olmiistii. Ikisini aym anda goriir gibiydim, Kurtz’un 6liimiinii ve kizin acisim, onun Kurtz’un 61diigii
anki acisim gordiim. Anliyor musunuz? Ikisini beraber gordiim, ikisini beraber isittim. Derin bir nefes
alip, ‘Ben hayatta kaldim,” demisti; o sirada yorgun kulaklarim Kurtz’un sonsuz 6tkesini 6zetleyen
fistldamasim umutsuz 6zleminin tonuyla beraber rahatga duyuyordu sanki. Orada ne aradigimu
soruyordum kendi kendime, insamn gormeye dahi tahammiil edemeyecedi acimasiz, sagma sapan
sirlarla dolu bir yere yanliglikla diismiisiim gib1 bir lirkiintii doldu kalbime. Bana bir koltuk gosterdi.
Oturduk. Paketi nazik¢e sehpanin iizerine biraktim, o da lizerine elini koydu... Bir anlik bir yas
sessizliginin ardindan, ‘Onu 1yi tamyordunuz,” diye fisildadi.

“‘Oralarda dostluk ¢cabuk gelisir,” dedim. ‘Bir insamn bir baskasini tammasi ne kadar miimkiinse, o
kadar tamyordum onu.’

““Ve ona hayrandimz. Birinin onu tamyip da hayran olmamas1 miimkiin degildi. Degil mi?’

“‘Olaganiistii bir adamd1,” dedim, kararsizca. Ama sonra daha fazla bir seyler sdyledigimi gérmek
i¢in yakarircasina dudaklarima odaklanan bakislar1 karsisinda devam ettim. ‘Miimkiin degildi onu...”

“‘Sevmemek,’ diye bitirdi hevesle, beni saskin bir suskunluga iterek, ‘Ne kadar da dogru! Ne kadar



da dogru! Ama hi¢ kimsenin onu benim tamdigim kadar tanimadigim diisliniince! Onun tiim asil
glivenini edinmistim. En 1y1 ben tamyordum onu.’

“‘En 1y1 siz tamyordunuz,’” diye tekrarladim. Belki de Oyleydi. Ama sdylenen her kelimeyle oda
daha da karariyordu, sadece onun diiz, beyaz alm sonmek bilmez inang ve ask 1s181yla aydinlik
kaliyordu.

““Siz onun dostuydunuz,” diye devam etti. ‘Dostuydunuz,” diye yineledi biraz daha yiiksek sesle.
‘Bunlar1 size verip bana yolladigina gore, dyle olmalisimz. Sizinle konusabilece§imi hissediyorum.
Ah, evet! Konusmak zorundayim. Sizin, onun son sézlerini duyan sizin, ona nasil da layik oldugumu
bilmenizi isterim... Gurur degil bu... Evet! Onu diinyadaki herkesten daha iy1 anladigim i¢in gurur
duyuyorum, bunu bana kendisi sOylemisti. Ve annesi 6ldiiglinden beri hi¢ kimseye, hi¢ kimseye, hic...’

“Dinledim. Karanlik koyulasti. Bana, dogru desteyi vermis oldugundan dahi emin degildim. Aslinda
Oliimiinden sonra miidiiriin, 1518in altinda inceledigini gbrdiigiim bir baska kagit destesine sahip
citkmamu istediginden siipheleniyordum. Ve kiz konustu; benim onu anladigimdan emin, acisini
dindirmek i¢in susamuslarin su i¢mesi gibi konustu. Ailesinin, Kurtz ile nisanlanmasina izin
vermedigini 08renmistim. Yeteri kadar zengin degilmis falan filan. Gergekten de hayati boyunca
yoksul biri olup olmadigim bilmiyorum. Onu oralara siiriikleyen seyin gorece bir yoksulluga karsi
duydugu tahammiilsiizliik oldugu sonucuna varmam i¢in bazi nedenler vermisti bana.

“...Bir kez olsun onu konusurken duyan kim onunla dost olmazdi ki?’ diyordu. ‘Insanlari en iyi
yanlarindan tutup kendisine ¢ekerdi. ‘Bana derin derin bakti. ‘Biiyiik insanlarin yetenegi bu,” diye
devam etti, onun algak sesine, bugiline dek duydugum tiim gizem, yalmzlik ve ac1 dolu sesler eslik
ediyor gibiydi; nehrin sipirtilari, riizgarda sallanan agaclarin ugultusu, kalabaliklarin homurtusu,
uzaklardan haykirilan, anlasilmaz sozlerin 6lgiin timisi, ebedi bir karanligin esiginden gelen sesin
fisiltis1. *Ama siz duydunuz onu! Biliyorsunuz!” diye bagird.

“‘Evet, biliyorum,” dedim, kalbimde umutsuzca bir duyguyla, fakat onun i¢indeki inancin 6niinde,
onu sakinamayacagim —kendimi bile sakinamayacagim muzaffer karanlikta goriilmedik bir 1s1ltiyla
parildayan yiice ve esirgeyici yanilsamanin oniinde basim egdim.

“‘Ne biiyiik bir kayip benim i¢in... Bizim i¢in,” diye diizeltti hos bir comertlikle ve fisildayarak
ekledi, ‘Diinya i¢in.” Alacakaranligin son 1siklarinda, yasla dolu, diismeyecek olan yaslarla dolu
gozlerinin pariltisim gorebiliyordum.

“‘Ben ¢ok mutlu oldum, ¢ok talihliydim, ¢ok gurur duydum,’ diye devam etti. ‘Fazla talihli. Kisa bir
siire 1¢in ¢ok mutlu oldum. Ama simdi mutsuzum; 6miir boyu stirecek bu mutsuzluk.’

“Ayaga kalkti; sar1 saglari bir altin zerreciginde kalan son 1s1klar1 yakalar gibiydi. Ben de kalktim.

“‘Ve tlim bunlardan,” diye devam etti yine kederle, ‘tiim sdzlerinden, onun tiim yiiceliginden, comert
zihninden, asil yiireginden geriye hi¢bir sey kalmadi, sadece anisi. Siz ve ben...’

“‘Onu her zaman hatirlayacagiz,” dedim alelacele.

“‘Hayir!” diye bagirdi, ‘Bunlarin hepsinin yitip gitmesi miimkiin degil; boyle bir hayatin geriye
acidan bagka hi¢cbir sey birakmayarak kurban gitmesi. Ne kadar biiyiik planlar1 vardi, biliyorsunuz.
Ben de biliyordum, belki de anlayamuyordum, ama baskalar1 da biliyordu. Geriye bir seyler kalmal.



En azindan s6zleri 6lmedi.’
“‘Sozleri yasayacaktir,” dedim.

“Kendi kendine, ‘Ortaya koydugu &rnek de,” diye muirildandi. ‘Insanlar ona hayrandi; iyiligi her
hareketinde 1s11dard1. Ornekti...’

“‘Dogru,” dedim; ‘6rnek olmustu. Onu unutmusum.’

“‘ Ama ben unutmuyorum. Ben... ben inanamiyorum hala. Onu bir daha gérmeyecegime, hi¢ kimsenin
onu bir daha gérmeyecegine, asla, asla, asla.’

“Birbirine kenetlenmis solgun ellerini, siyah kollarim uzaklasan birinin ardindan uzatir gibi
pencereden yansiyan, sonmekte olan ince 1s18a dogru uzatti. Onu asla gormemek mi! Acik agik
gOormiistiim biraz once. Onun giizel hayaletini yasadigim siirece gorecektim; kiz1 da, bu haliyle tipki
bir basgkasina, yine acikli, ise yaramaz, muskalarla bezenmis, nehrin cehenneminin, karanligin
nehrinin piriltisina ¢iplak kahverengi kollarimi uzatan bir baskasina benzeyen o acikli ve tamdik
golgeyi. Birden cok kisik sesle, ‘Yasadig gibi 6ldi,” dedi.

“Icimde kor bir 6fke titrerken ‘Sonu,” dedim, ‘her yonden hayatina layik oldu.”
““Ve ben onun yaninda degildim,” diye murildandi. Ofkeme sonsuz bir acima duygusu eklenmisti.
““Yapilabilecek her sey...” derken tikandim.

“‘Ah, ben ona diinyadaki herkesin inandigindan daha ¢ok inandim, kendi annesinden, hatta
kendisinden bile. Bana ihtiyact vardi! Bana! Her i¢ cekisinin, her kelimesinin, her isaretinin, her
bakisinin degerini bilirdim ben.’

“Gogstimii bir tirperme basti. Boguk bir sesle, ‘Yapmayin,” dedim.

“‘Bagislayin. Ben... ben ¢ok uzun siiredir sessizce yas tutuyorum, sessizce... Siz onunla
birlikteydiniz, son ana kadar. Onun yalmzligim diisiiniiyorum. Yaninda benim onu anladigim gibi
anlayabilecek kimsesi yoktu. Belki de duyacak...’

“‘En son ana kadar,” dedim, titreyerek. ‘Son sozlerini duydum...” Korkuyla kestim.

“‘Soyleyin bana,” diye mirildand1 kalbi kirik. ‘Beni... beni... hayata baglayacak bir seye ihtiyacim
var.’

“Kadina neredeyse bagiracaktim, ‘Duymuyor musun?’ diye. Aksam karanligi kopan riizgarin ilk
fisiltis1 gibi tehditkdr bir patlamaya hazirlanan bir fisiltiyla o sozleri etrafimizda tekrarlayip
duruyordu: ‘Dehset! Dehset!..’

“‘Son sozleri—Omiir boyu benimle yasayacak,” diye 1srar etti, ‘Anlamiyor musunuz. Onu sevdim,
sevdim, sevdim!’
“Toparlamp agir agir konustum.

““ Agzindan ¢ikan son s0z sizin adimzdi.

“Hafif bir i¢ ¢ekis duydum, kalbim durdu, coskun ve korkung bir ¢iglikla, tarifsiz bir zafer ve



anlatilamaz bir ac1 c¢ighigiyla durdu. ‘Biliyordum, emindim!..” Biliyormus. Eminmis. Agladigin
duyuyordum; yiiziinii ellerinin arasina saklamisti. Kag¢ip kurtulmadan once ev basima yikilacak,
gokylizii tepemme inecekti sanki. Ama hi¢bir sey olmadi. Gokyiizii boylesi zirvalar icin yere inmez.
Merak ediyorum, Kurtz’un hak ettigi adaleti saglasaydim, iner miydi? Adaletten baska bir sey

istemedigini sOylememis miydi? Ama yapamadim. Soyleyemedim. Cok karanlik olurdu, tiimiiyle
karanlik...”

Marlow sustu, meditasyon yapan bir Buda gibi, uzagimizda bir yere sessizce oturdu. Bir siire hig
kimse kipirdamadi. “Ilk sular1 kagirdik,” dedi ydnetici aniden. Basimu kaldirdim. Ufka kara bir bulut
kiimesi ¢Okmiistii, diinyanin en uzak noktalarmma giden sakin su yolu, kapali gokyliziiniin altinda
kasvetle akiyordu, sanki u¢suz bucaksiz bir karanligin kalbine dogru.



HEART OF THE DARKNESS



I

The Nellie, a cruising yawl, swung to her anchor without a flutter of the sails, and was at rest. The
flood had made, the wind was nearlcalm, and being bound down the river, the only thing for it was to
come to and wait for the turn of the tide.

The sea-reach of the Thames stretched before us like the beginning of an interminable waterway. In
the offing the sea and the sky were welded together without a joint, and in the luminous space the
tanned sails of the barges drifting up with the tide seemed to stand still in redclusters of canvas
sharply peaked, with gleams of varnished sprits. A haze rested on the low shores that ran out to sea in
vanishing flatness. The air was dark above Gravesend, and farther back still seemed condensed into a
mournful gloom, brooding motionless over the biggest, and the greatest, town on earth.

The Director of Companies was our captain and our host. We four affectionately watched his back
as he stood in the bows looking to seaward. On the whole river there was nothing that looked half so
nautical. He resembled a pilot, which to a seaman is trustworthiness personified. It was difficult to
realize his work was not out there in the luminous estuary, but behind him, within the brooding gloom.

Between us there was, as I have already said somewhere, the bond of the sea. Besides holding our
hearts together through long periods of separation, it had the effect of making us tolerant of each
other’s yarns—and even convictions. The Lawyer —the best of old fellows— had, because of his many
years and many virtues, the only cushion on deck, and was lying on the only rug. The Accountant had
brought out already a box of dominoes, and was toying architecturally with the bones. Marlow sat
cross-legged right aft, leaning against the mizzen-mast. He had sunken cheeks, a yellow complexion, a
straight back, an ascetic aspect, and, with his arms dropped, the palms of hands outwards, resembled
an idol. The director, satisfied the anchor had good hold, made his way aft and sat down amongst us.
We exchanged a few words lazily. Afterwards there was silence on board the yacht. For some reason
or other we did not begin that game of dominoes. We felt meditative, and fit for nothing but placid
staring. The day was ending in a serenity of still and exquisite brilliance. The water shone
pacifically; the sky, without a speck, was a benign immensity of unstained light; the very mist on the
Essex marsh was like a gauzy and radiant fabric, hung from the wooded rises inland, and draping the
low shores in diaphanous folds. Only the gloom to the west, brooding over the upper reaches, became
more sombre every minute, as if angered by the approach of the sun.

And at last, in its curved and imperceptible fall, the sun sank low, and from glowing white changed
to a dull red without rays and without heat, as if about to go out suddenly, stricken to death by the
touch of that gloom brooding over a crowd of men.

Forthwith a change came over the waters, and the serenity became less brilliant but more profound.
The old river in its broad reach rested unruffled at the decline of day, after ages of good service done
to the race that peopled its banks, spread out in the tranquil dignity of a waterway leading to the
uttermost ends of the earth. We looked at the venerable stream not in the vivid flush of a short day that
comes and departs for ever, but in the august light of abiding memories. And indeed nothing is easier
for a man who has, as the phrase goes, “followed the sea” with reverence and affection, that to evoke
the great spirit of the past upon the lower reaches of the Thames. The tidal current runs to and fro in
its unceasing service, crowded with memories of men and ships it had borne to the rest of home or to
the battles of the sea. It had known and served all the men of whom the nation is proud, from Sir



Francis Drake to Sir John Franklin, knights all, titled and untitled —the great knights-errant of the sea.
It had borne all the ships whose names are like jewels flashing in the night of time, from the —Golden
Hind- returning with her rotund flanks full of treasure, to be visited by the Queen’s Highness and thus
pass out of the gigantic tale, to the Erebus and Terror, bound on other conquests —and that never
returned. It had known the ships and the men. They had sailed from Deptford, from Greenwich, from
Erith—the adventurers and the settlers; kings’ ships and the ships of men on ‘Change; captains,
admirals, the dark “interlopers” of the Eastern trade, and the commissioned “generals” of East India
fleets. Hunters for gold or pursuers of fame, they all had gone out on that stream, bearing the sword,
and often the torch, messengers of the might within the land, bearers of a spark from the sacred fire.
What greatness had not floated on the ebb of that river into the mystery of an unknown earth!... The
dreams of men, the seed of commonwealths, the germs of empires.

The sun set; the dusk fell on the stream, and lights began to appear along the shore. The Chapman
light-house, a three-legged thing erect on a mud-flat, shone strongly. Lights of ships moved in the
fairway —a great stir of lights going up and going down. And farther west on the upper reaches the
place of the monstrous town was still marked ominously on the sky, a brooding gloom in sunshine, a
lurid glare under the stars.

“And this also,” said Marlow suddenly, “has been one of the dark places of the earth.”

He was the only man of us who still “followed the sea.” The worst that could be said of him was
that he did not represent his class. He was a seaman, but he was a wanderer, too, while most seamen
lead, if one may so express it, a sedentary life. Their minds are of the stay-at-home order, and their
home 1s always with them —the ship; and so is their country— the sea. One ship is very much like
another, and the sea is always the same. In the immutability of their surroundings the foreign shores,
the foreign faces, the changing immensity of life, glide past, veiled not by a sense of mystery but by a
slightly disdainful ignorance; for there is nothing mysterious to a seaman unless it be the sea itself,
which is the mistress of his existence and as inscrutable as Destiny. For the rest, after his hours of
work, a casual stroll or a casual spree on shore suffices to unfold for him the secret of a whole
continent, and generally he finds the secret not worth knowing. The yarns of seamen have a direct
simplicity, the whole meaning of which lies within the shell of a cracked nut. But Marlow was not
typical (if his propensity to spin yarns be excepted), and to him the meaning of an episode was not
inside like a kernel but outside, enveloping the tale which brought it out only as a glow brings out a
haze, in the likeness of one of these misty halos that sometimes are made visible by the spectral
illumination of moonshine.

His remark did not seem at all surprising. It was just like Marlow. It was accepted in silence. No
one took the trouble to grunt even; and presently he said, very slow:

“I was thinking of very old times, when the Romans first came here, nineteen hundred years ago—
the other day... Light came out of this river since—you say Knights? Yes; but it is like a running blaze
on a plain, like a flash of lightning in the clouds. We live in the flicker—may it last as long as the old
earth keeps rolling! But darkness was here yesterday. Imagine the feelings of a commander of a fine —
what d’ye call ‘em?— trireme in the Mediterranean, ordered suddenly to the north; run overland across
the Gauls in a hurry; put in charge of one of these craft the legionaries —a wonderful lot of handy men
they must have been, too— used to build, apparently by the hundred, in a month or two, if we may
believe what we read. Imagine him here —the very end of the world, a sea the colour of lead, a sky the



colour of smoke, a kind of ship about as rigid as a concertina— and going up this river with stores, or
orders, or what you like. Sand-banks, marshes, forests, savages, —precious little to eat fit for a
civilized man, nothing but Thames water to drink. No Falernian wine here, no going ashore. Here and
there a military camp lost in a wilderness, like a needle in a bundle of hay —cold, fog, tempests,
disease, exile, and death— death skulking in the air, in the water, in the bush. They must have been
dying like flies here. Oh, yes—he did it. Did it very well, too, no doubt, and without thinking much
about it either, except afterwards to brag of what he had gone through in his time, perhaps. They were
men enough to face the darkness. And perhaps he was cheered by keeping his eye on a chance of
promotion to the fleet at Ravenna by and by, if he had good friends in Rome and survived the awtful
climate. Or think of a decent young citizen in a toga —perhaps too much dice, you know— coming out
here in the train of some prefect, or tax-gatherer, or trader even, to mend his fortunes. Land in a
swamp, march through the woods, and in some inland post feel the savagery, the utter savagery, had
closed round him —all that mysterious life of the wilderness that stirs in the forest, in the jungles, in
the hearts of wild men. There’s no initiation either into such mysteries. He has to live in the midst of
the incomprehensible, which is also detestable. And it has a fascination, too, that goes to work upon
him. The fascination of the abomination--you know, imagine the growing regrets, the longing to
escape, the powerless disgust, the surrender, the hate.”

He paused.

“Mind,” he began again, lifting one arm from the elbow, the palm of the hand outwards, so that, with
his legs folded before him, he had the pose of a Buddha preaching in European clothes and without a
lotus-flower—*“Mind, none of us would feel exactly like this. What saves us is efficiency—the
devotion to efficiency. But these chaps were not much account, really. They were no colonists; their
administration was merely a squeeze, and nothing more, I suspect. They were conquerors, and for that
you want only brute force—nothing to boast of, when you have it, since your strength is just an
accident arising from the weakness of others. They grabbed what they could get for the sake of what
was to be got. It was just robbery with violence, aggravated murder on a great scale, and men going at
it blind—as 1s very proper for those who tackle a darkness. The conquest of the earth, which mostly
means the taking it away from those who have a different complexion or slightly flatter noses than
ourselves, is not a pretty thing when you look into it too much. What redeems it is the idea only. An
idea at the back of it; not a sentimental pretence but an idea; and an unselfish belief in the idea—
something you can set up, and bow down before, and offer a sacrifice to...”

He broke off. Flames glided in the river, small green flames, red flames, white flames, pursuing,
overtaking, joining, crossing each other —then separating slowly or hastily. The traffic of the great city
went on in the deepening night upon the sleepless river. We looked on, waiting patiently —there was
nothing else to do till the end of the flood; but it was only after a long silence, when he said, in a
hesitating voice, “I suppose you fellows remember I did once turn fresh-water sailor for a bit,” that
we knew we were fated, before the ebb began to run, to hear about one of Marlow’s inconclusive
experiences.

“I don’t want to bother you much with what happened to me personally,” he began, showing in this
remark the weakness of many tellers of tales who seem so often unaware of what their audience
would like best to hear; “yet to understand the effect of it on me you ought to know how I got out
there, what I saw, how I went up that river to the place where I first met the poor chap. It was the
farthest point of navigation and the culminating point of my experience. It seemed somehow to throw a



kind of light on everything about me—and into my thoughts. It was sombre enough, too—and pitiful—
not extraordinary in any way—not very clear either. No, not very clear. And yet it seemed to throw a
kind of light.

“I had then, as you remember, just returned to London after a lot of Indian Ocean, Pacific, China
Seas —a regular dose of the East— six years or so, and I was loafing about, hindering you fellows in
your work and invading your homes, just as though I had got a heavenly mission to civilize you. It was
very fine for a time, but after a bit I did get tired of resting. Then I began to look for a ship—I should
think the hardest work on earth. But the ships wouldn’t even look at me. And I got tired of that game,
too.

“Now when I was a little chap I had a passion for maps. I would look for hours at South America,
or Africa, or Australia, and lose myself in all the glories of exploration. At that time there were many
blank spaces on the earth, and when I saw one that looked particularly inviting on a map (but they all
look that) I would put my finger on it and say, ‘When I grow up I will go there.” The North Pole was
one of these places, I remember. Well, I haven’t been there yet, and shall not try now. The glamour’s
off. Other places were scattered about the hemispheres. I have been in some of them, and—well, we
won’t talk about that. But there was one yet —the biggest, the most blank, so to speak— that I had a
hankering after.

“True, by this time it was not a blank space any more. It had got filled since my boyhood with rivers
and lakes and names. It had ceased to be a blank space of delightful mystery —a white patch for a boy
to dream gloriously over. It had become a place of darkness. But there was in it one river especially,
a mighty big river, that you could see on the map, resembling an immense snake uncoiled, with its
head in the sea, its body at rest curving afar over a vast country, and its tail lost in the depths of the
land. And as I looked at the map of it in a shop-window, it fascinated me as a snake would a bird —a
silly little bird. Then I remembered there was a big concern, a Company for trade on that river. Dash
it all! T thought to myself, they can’t trade without using some kind of craft on that lot of fresh water—
steamboats! Why shouldn’t I try to get charge of one? I went on along Fleet Street, but could not shake
off the 1dea. The snake had charmed me.

“You understand it was a Continental concern, that Trading society; but I have a lot of relations
living on the Continent, because it’s cheap and not so nasty as it looks, they say.

“I am sorry to own I began to worry them. This was already a fresh departure for me. I was not used
to get things that way, you know. I always went my own road and on my own legs where I had a mind
to go. I wouldn’t have believed it of myself; but, then —you see— I felt somehow I must get there by
hook or by crook. So I worried them. The men said ‘My dear fellow,” and did nothing. Then—would
you believe it?—I tried the women. I, Charlie Marlow, set the women to work—to get a job.
Heavens! Well, you see, the notion drove me. I had an aunt, a dear enthusiastic soul. She wrote: ‘It
will be delightful. I am ready to do anything, anything for you. It is a glorious idea. I know the wife of
a very high personage in the Administration, and also a man who has lots of influence with,” etc. She
was determined to make no end of fuss to get me appointed skipper of a river steamboat, if such was
my fancy.

“I got my appointment—of course; and I got it very quick. It appears the Company had received
news that one of their captains had been killed in a scuffle with the natives. This was my chance, and



it made me the more anxious to go. It was only months and months afterwards, when I made the
attempt to recover what was left of the body, that I heard the original quarrel arose from a
misunderstanding about some hens. Yes, two black hens. Fresleven —that was the fellow’s name, a
Dane— thought himself wronged somehow in the bargain, so he went ashore and started to hammer the
chief of the village with a stick. Oh, it didn’t surprise me in the least to hear this, and at the same time
to be told that Fresleven was the gentlest, quietest creature that ever walked on two legs. No doubt he
was; but he had been a couple of years already out there engaged in the noble cause, you know, and he
probably felt the need at last of asserting his self-respect in some way. Therefore he whacked the old
nigger mercilessly, while a big crowd of his people watched him, thunderstruck, till some man —I was
told the chief’s son— in desperation at hearing the old chap yell, made a tentative jab with a spear at
the white man—and of course it went quite easy between the shoulder-blades. Then the whole
population cleared into the forest, expecting all kinds of calamities to happen, while, on the other
hand, the steamer Fresleven commanded left also in a bad panic, in charge of the engineer, I believe.
Afterwards nobody seemed to trouble much about Fresleven’s remains, till I got out and stepped into
his shoes. I couldn’t let it rest, though; but when an opportunity offered at last to meet my predecessor,
the grass growing through his ribs was tall enough to hide his bones. They were all there. The
supernatural being had not been touched after he fell. And the village was deserted, the huts gaped
black, rotting, all askew within the fallen enclosures. A calamity had come to it, sure enough. The
people had vanished. Mad terror had scattered them, men, women, and children, through the bush, and
they had never returned. What became of the hens I don’t know either. I should think the cause of
progress got them, anyhow. However, through this glorious affair I got my appointment, before I had
fairly begun to hope for it.

“I flew around like mad to get ready, and before forty-eight hours I was crossing the Channel to
show myself to my employers, and sign the contract. In a very few hours I arrived in a city that always
makes me think of a whited sepulchre. Prejudice no doubt. I had no difficulty in finding the
Company’s offices. It was the biggest thing in the town, and everybody I met was full of it. They were
going to run an over-sea empire, and make no end of coin by trade.

“A narrow and deserted street in deep shadow, high houses, innumerable windows with venetian
blinds, a dead silence, grass sprouting right and left, immense double doors standing ponderously
ajar. I slipped through one of these cracks, went up a swept and ungarnished staircase, as arid as a
desert, and opened the first door I came to. Two women, one fat and the other slim, sat on straw-
bottomed chairs, knitting black wool. The slim one got up and walked straight at me —still knitting
with downcast eyes— and only just as I began to think of getting out of her way, as you would for a
somnambulist, stood still, and looked up. Her dress was as plain as an umbrella-cover, and she
turned round without a word and preceded me into a waiting-room. I gave my name, and looked
about. Deal table in the middle, plain chairs all round the walls, on one end a large shining map,
marked with all the colours of a rainbow. There was a vast amount of red—good to see at any time,
because one knows that some real work is done in there, a deuce of a lot of blue, a little green,
smears of orange, and, on the East Coast, a purple patch, to show where the jolly pioneers of progress
drink the jolly lager-beer. However, I wasn’t going into any of these. I was going into the yellow.
Dead in the centre. And the river was there —fascinating, deadly— like a snake. Ough! A door opened,
ya white-haired secretarial head, but wearing a compassionate expression, appeared, and a skinny
forefinger beckoned me into the sanctuary. Its light was dim, and a heavy writing-desk squatted in the
middle. From behind that structure came out an impression of pale plumpness in a frock-coat. The



great man himself. He was five feet six, I should judge, and had his grip on the handle-end of ever so
many millions. He shook hands, I fancy, murmured vaguely, was satisfied with my French. Bon
Voyage.

“In about forty-five seconds I found myself again in the waiting-room with the compassionate
secretary, who, full of desolation and sympathy, made me sign some document. I believe I undertook
amongst other things not to disclose any trade secrets. Well, I am not going to.

“I began to feel slightly uneasy. You know I am not used to such ceremonies, and there was
something ominous in the atmosphere. It was just as though I had been let into some conspiracy—I
don’t know—something not quite right; and I was glad to get out. In the outer room the two women
knitted black wool feverishly. People were arriving, and the younger one was walking back and forth
introducing them. The old one sat on her chair. Her flat cloth slippers were propped up on a foot-
warmer, and a cat reposed on her lap. She wore a starched white affair on her head, had a wart on
one cheek, and silver-rimmed spectacles hung on the tip of her nose. She glanced at me above the
glasses. The swift and indifferent placidity of that look troubled me. Two youths with foolish and
cheery countenances were being piloted over, and she threw at them the same quick glance of
unconcerned wisdom. She seemed to know all about them and about me, too. An eerie feeling came
over me. She seemed uncanny and fateful. Often far away there I thought of these two, guarding the
door of Darkness, knitting black wool as for a warm pall, one introducing, introducing continuously to
the unknown, the other scrutinizing the cheery and foolish faces with unconcerned old eyes. Ave! Old
knitter of black wool. Morituri te salutant. Not many of those she looked at ever saw her again—not
half, by a long way.

“There was yet a visit to the doctor. ‘A simple formality,” assured me the secretary, with an air of
taking an immense part in all my sorrows. Accordingly a young chap wearing his hat over the left
eyebrow, some clerk I suppose —there must have been clerks in the business, though the house was as
still as a house in a city of the dead— came from somewhere up-stairs, and led me forth. He was
shabby and careless, with inkstains on the sleeves of his jacket, and his cravat was large and billowy,
under a chin shaped like the toe of an old boot. It was a little too early for the doctor, so I proposed a
drink, and thereupon he developed a vein of joviality. As we sat over our vermouths he glorified the
Company’s business, and by and by I expressed casually my surprise at him not going out there. He
became very cool and collected all at once. ‘I am not such a fool as I look, quoth Plato to his
disciples,’ he said sententiously, emptied his glass with great resolution, and we rose.

“The old doctor felt my pulse, evidently thinking of something else the while. ‘Good, good for
there,” he mumbled, and then with a certain eagerness asked me whether I would let him measure my
head. Rather surprised, I said Yes, when he produced a thing like calipers and got the dimensions
back and front and every way, taking notes carefully. He was an unshaven little man in a threadbare
coat like a gaberdine, with his feet in slippers, and I thought him a harmless fool. ‘I always ask leave,
in the interests of science, to measure the crania of those going out there,” he said. ‘And when they
come back, too?’ I asked. ‘Oh, I never see them,” he remarked; ‘and, moreover, the changes take
place inside, you know.” He smiled, as if at some quiet joke. ‘So you are going out there. Famous.
Interesting, too.” He gave me a searching glance, and made another note. ‘Ever any madness in your
family?’ he asked, in a matter-of-fact tone. I felt very annoyed. ‘Is that question in the interests of
science, too?” ‘It would be,” he said, without taking notice of my irritation, ‘interesting for science to
watch the mental changes of individuals, on the spot, but—" ‘Are you an alienist?’ I interrupted.



‘Every doctor should be—a little,” answered that original, imperturbably. ‘I have a little theory
which you messieurs who go out there must help me to prove. This is my share in the advantages my
country shall reap from the possession of such a magnificent dependency. The mere wealth I leave to
others. Pardon my questions, but you are the first Englishman coming under my observation—" I
hastened to assure him I was not in the least typical. ‘If I were,’ said I, ‘I wouldn’t be talking like this
with you.” “What you say 1s rather profound, and probably erroneous,’ he said, with a laugh. ‘Avoid
irritation more than exposure to the sun. Adieu. How do you English say, eh? Good-bye. Ah! Good-
bye. Adieu... In the tropics one must before everything keep calm.” He lifted a warning forefinger...
‘Du calme, du calme.’

“One thing more remained to do—say good-bye to my excellent aunt. I found her triumphant. I had a
cup of tea —the last decent cup of tea for many days— and in a room that most soothingly looked just as
you would expect a lady’s drawing-room to look, we had a long quiet chat by the fireside. In the
course of these confidences it became quite plain to me I had been represented to the wife of the high
dignitary, and goodness knows to how many more people besides, as an exceptional and gifted
creature —a piece of good fortune for the Company— a man you don’t get hold of every day. Good
heavens! and 1 was going to take charge of a two-penny-half-penny river-steamboat with a penny
whistle attached! It appeared, however, 1 was also one of the Workers, with a capital—you know.
Something like an emissary of light, something like a lower sort of apostle. There had been a lot of
such rot let loose in print and talk just about that time, and the excellent woman, living right in the
rush of all that humbug, got carried off her feet. She talked about ‘weaning those ignorant millions
from their horrid ways,’ till, upon my word, she made me quite uncomfortable. I ventured to hint that
the Company was run for profit.

““You forget, dear Charlie, that the labourer is worthy of his hire,” she said, brightly. It’s queer how
out of touch with truth women are. They live in a world of their own, and there has never been
anything like it, and never can be. It is too beautiful altogether, and if they were to set it up it would
go to pieces before the first sunset. Some confounded fact we men have been living contentedly with
ever since the day of creation would start up and knock the whole thing over.

“After this I got embraced, told to wear flannel, be sure to write often, and so on—and I left. In the
street —I don’t know why— a queer feeling came to me that I was an imposter. Odd thing that I, who
used to clear out for any part of the world at twenty-four hours’ notice, with less thought than most
men give to the crossing of a street, had a moment—I won’t say of hesitation, but of startled pause,
before this commonplace affair. The best way I can explain it to you is by saying that, for a second or
two, I felt as though, instead of going to the centre of a continent, I were about to set off for the centre
of the earth.

“I left in a French steamer, and she called in every blamed port they have out there, for, as far as |
could see, the sole purpose of landing soldiers and custom-house officers. I watched the coast.
Watching a coast as it slips by the ship is like thinking about an enigma. There it is before you—
smiling, frowning, inviting, grand, mean, insipid, or savage, and always mute with an air of
whispering, ‘Come and find out.” This one was almost featureless, as if still in the making, with an
aspect of monotonous grimness. The edge of a colossal jungle, so dark-green as to be almost black,
fringed with white surf, ran straight, like a ruled line, far, far away along a blue sea whose glitter was
blurred by a creeping mist. The sun was fierce, the land seemed to glisten and drip with steam. Here



and there greyish-whitish specks showed up clustered inside the white surf, with a flag flying above
them perhaps. Settlements some centuries old, and still no bigger than pinheads on the untouched
expanse of their background. We pounded along, stopped, landed soldiers; went on, landed custom-
house clerks to levy toll in what looked like a God-forsaken wilderness, with a tin shed and a flag-
pole lost in it; landed more soldiers—to take care of the custom-house clerks, presumably. Some, I
heard, got drowned in the surf; but whether they did or not, nobody seemed particularly to care. They
were just flung out there, and on we went. Every day the coast looked the same, as though we had not
moved; but we passed various places —trading places— with names like Gran’ Bassam, Little Popo;
names that seemed to belong to some sordid farce acted in front of a sinister back-cloth. The idleness
of a passenger, my isolation amongst all these men with whom I had no point of contact, the oily and
languid sea, the uniform sombreness of the coast, seemed to keep me away from the truth of things,
within the toil of a mournful and senseless delusion. The voice of the surf heard now and then was a
positive pleasure, like the speech of a brother. It was something natural, that had its reason, that had a
meaning. Now and then a boat from the shore gave one a momentary contact with reality. It was
paddled by black fellows. You could see from afar the white of their eyeballs glistening. They
shouted, sang; their bodies streamed with perspiration; they had faces like grotesque masks—these
chaps; but they had bone, muscle, a wild vitality, an intense energy of movement, that was as natural
and true as the surf along their coast. They wanted no excuse for being there. They were a great
comfort to look at. For a time I would feel I belonged still to a world of straightforward facts; but the
feeling would not last long. Something would turn up to scare it away. Once, I remember, we came
upon a man-of-war anchored off the coast. There wasn’t even a shed there, and she was shelling the
bush. It appears the French had one of their wars going on thereabouts. Her ensign dropped limp like
a rag; the muzzles of the long six-inch guns stuck out all over the low hull; the greasy, slimy swell
swung her up lazily and let her down, swaying her thin masts. In the empty immensity of earth, sky,
and water, there she was, incomprehensible, firing into a continent. Pop, would go one of the six-inch
guns; a small flame would dart and vanish, a little white smoke would disappear, a tiny projectile
would give a feeble screech—and nothing happened. Nothing could happen. There was a touch of
insanity in the proceeding, a sense of lugubrious drollery in the sight; and it was not dissipated by
somebody on board assuring me earnestly there was a camp of natives —he called them enemies!—
hidden out of sight somewhere.

“We gave her her letters (I heard the men in that lonely ship were dying of fever at the rate of three
a day) and went on. We called at some more places with farcical names, where the merry dance of
death and trade goes on in a still and earthy atmosphere as of an overheated catacomb; all along the
formless coast bordered by dangerous surf, as if Nature herself had tried to ward off intruders; in and
out of rivers, streams of death in life, whose banks were rotting into mud, whose waters, thickened
into slime, invaded the contorted mangroves, that seemed to writhe at us in the extremity of an
impotent despair. Nowhere did we stop long enough to get a particularized impression, but the
general sense of vague and oppressive wonder grew upon me. It was like a weary pilgrimage
amongst hints for nightmares.

“It was upward of thirty days before I saw the mouth of the big river. We anchored off the seat of
the government. But my work would not begin till some two hundred miles farther on. So as soon as |
could I made a start for a place thirty miles higher up.

“I had my passage on a little sea-going steamer. Her captain was a Swede, and knowing me for a



seaman, invited me on the bridge. He was a young man, lean, fair, and morose, with lanky hair and a
shuffling gait. As we left the miserable little wharf, he tossed his head contemptuously at the shore.
‘Been living there?’ he asked. I said, ‘Yes.” ‘Fine lot these government chaps—are they not?” he went
on, speaking English with great precision and considerable bitterness. ‘It is funny what some people
will do for a few francs a month. I wonder what becomes of that kind when it goes upcountry?’ I said
to him I expected to see that soon. ‘So-0-0!” he exclaimed. He shuffled athwart, keeping one eye
ahead vigilantly. ‘Don’t be too sure,” he continued. ‘The other day I took up a man who hanged
himself on the road. He was a Swede, too.” ‘Hanged himself! Why, in God’s name?’ I cried. He kept
on looking out watchfully. ‘Who knows? The sun too much for him, or the country perhaps.’

“At last we opened a reach. A rocky cliff appeared, mounds of turned-up earth by the shore, houses
on a hill, others with iron roofs, amongst a waste of excavations, or hanging to the declivity. A
continuous noise of the rapids above hovered over this scene of inhabited devastation. A lot of
people, mostly black and naked, moved about like ants. A jetty projected into the river. A blinding
sunlight drowned all this at times in a sudden recrudescence of glare. ‘There’s your Company’s
station,” said the Swede, pointing to three wooden barrack-like structures on the rocky slope. ‘I will
send your things up. Four boxes did you say? So. Farewell.’

“I came upon a boiler wallowing in the grass, then found a path leading up the hill. It turned aside
for the boulders, and also for an undersized railway-truck lying there on its back with its wheels in
the air. One was off. The thing looked as dead as the carcass of some animal. I came upon more
pieces of decaying machinery, a stack of rusty rails. To the left a clump of trees made a shady spot,
where dark things seemed to stir feebly. I blinked, the path was steep. A horn tooted to the right, and I
saw the black people run. A heavy and dull detonation shook the ground, a puff of smoke came out of
the cliff, and that was all. No change appeared on the face of the rock. They were building a railway.
The cliff was not in the way or anything; but this objectless blasting was all the work going on.

“A slight clinking behind me made me turn my head. Six black men advanced in a file, toiling up the
path. They walked erect and slow, balancing small baskets full of earth on their heads, and the clink
kept time with their footsteps. Black rags were wound round their loins, and the short ends behind
waggled to and fro like tails. I could see every rib, the joints of their limbs were like knots in a rope;
each had an iron collar on his neck, and all were connected together with a chain whose bights swung
between them, rhythmically clinking. Another report from the cliff made me think suddenly of that ship
of war I had seen firing into a continent. It was the same kind of ominous voice; but these men could
by no stretch of imagination be called enemies. They were called criminals, and the outraged law,
like the bursting shells, had come to them, an insoluble mystery from the sea. All their meagre breasts
panted together, the violently dilated nostrils quivered, the eyes stared stonily uphill. They passed me
within six inches, without a glance, with that complete, deathlike indifference of unhappy savages.
Behind this raw matter one of the reclaimed, the product of the new forces at work, strolled
despondently, carrying a rifle by its middle. He had a uniform jacket with one button off, and seeing a
white man on the path, hoisted his weapon to his shoulder with alacrity. This was simple prudence,
white men being so much alike at a distance that he could not tell who I might be. He was speedily
reassured, and with a large, white, rascally grin, and a glance at his charge, seemed to take me into
partnership in his exalted trust. After all, I also was a part of the great cause of these high and just
proceedings.

“Instead of going up, I turned and descended to the left. My idea was to let that chain-gang get out of



sight before I climbed the hill. You know I am not particularly tender; I’ve had to strike and to fend
off. I’ve had to resist and to attack sometimes —that’s only one way of resisting— without counting the
exact cost, according to the demands of such sort of life as I had blundered into. I’ve seen the devil of
violence, and the devil of greed, and the devil of hot desire; but, by all the stars! These were strong,
lusty, red-eyed devils, that swayed and drove men—men, I tell you. But as I stood on this hillside, I
foresaw that in the blinding sunshine of that land I would become acquainted with a flabby,
pretending, weak-eyed devil of a rapacious and pitiless folly. How insidious he could be, too, I was
only to find out several months later and a thousand miles farther. For a moment I stood appalled, as
though by a warning. Finally I descended the hill, obliquely, towards the trees I had seen.

“I avoided a vast artificial hole somebody had been digging on the slope, the purpose of which I
found it impossible to divine. It wasn’t a quarry or a sandpit, anyhow. It was just a hole. It might have
been connected with the philanthropic desire of giving the criminals something to do. I don’t know.
Then I nearly fell into a very narrow ravine, almost no more than a scar in the hillside. I discovered
that a lot of imported drainage-pipes for the settlement had been tumbled in there. There wasn’t one
that was not broken. It was a wanton smash-up. At last I got under the trees. My purpose was to stroll
into the shade for a moment; but no sooner within than it seemed to me I had stepped into the gloomy
circle of some Inferno. The rapids were near, and an uninterrupted, uniform, headlong, rushing noise
filled the mournful stillness of the grove, where not a breath stirred, not a leaf moved, with a
mysterious sound —as though the tearing pace of the launched earth had suddenly become audible.

“Black shapes crouched, lay, sat between the trees leaning against the trunks, clinging to the earth,
half coming out, half effaced within the dim light, in all the attitudes of pain, abandonment, and
despair. Another mine on the cliff went off, followed by a slight shudder of the soil under my feet.
The work was going on. The work! And this was the place where some of the helpers had withdrawn
to die.

“They were dying slowly—it was very clear. They were not enemies, they were not criminals, they
were nothing earthly now—nothing but black shadows of disease and starvation, lying confusedly in
the greenish gloom. Brought from all the recesses of the coast in all the legality of time contracts, lost
in uncongenial surroundings, fed on unfamiliar food, they sickened, became inefficient, and were then
allowed to crawl away and rest. These moribund shapes were free as air—and nearly as thin. I began
to distinguish the gleam of the eyes under the trees. Then, glancing down, I saw a face near my hand.
The black bones reclined at full length with one shoulder against the tree, and slowly the eyelids rose
and the sunken eyes looked up at me, enormous and vacant, a kind of blind, white flicker in the depths
of the orbs, which died out slowly. The man seemed young —almost a boy— but you know with them
it’s hard to tell. I found nothing else to do but to offer him one of my good Swede’s ship’s biscuits |
had in my pocket. The fingers closed slowly on it and held —there was no other movement and no
other glance. He had tied a bit of white worsted round his neck —Why? Where did he get it? Was it a
badge—an ornament—a charm—a propitiatory act? Was there any idea at all connected with it? It
looked startling round his black neck, this bit of white thread from beyond the seas.

“Near the same tree two more bundles of acute angles sat with their legs drawn up. One, with his
chin propped on his knees, stared at nothing, in an intolerable and appalling manner: his brother
phantom rested its forehead, as if overcome with a great weariness; and all about others were
scattered in every pose of contorted collapse, as in some picture of a massacre or a pestilence. While



I stood horror-struck, one of these creatures rose to his hands and knees, and went off on all-fours
towards the river to drink. He lapped out of his hand, then sat up in the sunlight, crossing his shins in
front of him, and after a time let his woolly head fall on his breastbone.

“I didn’t want any more loitering in the shade, and I made haste towards the station. When near the
buildings I met a white man, in such an unexpected elegance of get-up that in the first moment I took
him for a sort of vision. I saw a high starched collar, white cuffs, a light alpaca jacket, snowy
trousers, a clean necktie, and varnished boots. No hat. Hair parted, brushed, oiled, under a green-
lined parasol held in a big white hand. He was amazing, and had a penholder behind his ear.

“I shook hands with this miracle, and I learned he was the Company’s chief accountant, and that all
the book-keeping was done at this station. He had come out for a moment, he said, ‘to get a breath of
fresh air. The expression sounded wonderfully odd, with its suggestion of sedentary desk-life. I
wouldn’t have mentioned the fellow to you at all, only it was from his lips that I first heard the name
of the man who is so indissolubly connected with the memories of that time. Moreover, I respected
the fellow. Yes; I respected his collars, his vast cuffs, his brushed hair. His appearance was certainly
that of a hairdresser’s dummy; but in the great demoralization of the land he kept up his appearance.
That’s backbone. His starched collars and got-up shirt-fronts were achievements of character. He had
been out nearly three years; and, later, I could not help asking him how he managed to sport such
linen. He had just the faintest blush, and said modestly, ‘I’ve been teaching one of the native women
about the station. It was difficult. She had a distaste for the work.” Thus this man had verily
accomplished something. And he was devoted to his books, which were in apple-pie order.

“Everything else in the station was in a muddle—heads, things, buildings. Strings of dusty niggers
with splay feet arrived and departed; a stream of manufactured goods, rubbishy cottons, beads, and
brass-wire set into the depths of darkness, and in return came a precious trickle of ivory.

“I had to wait in the station for ten days—an eternity. I lived in a hut in the yard, but to be out of the
chaos I would sometimes get into the accountant’s office. It was built of horizontal planks, and so
badly put together that, as he bent over his high desk, he was barred from neck to heels with narrow
strips of sunlight.

There was no need to open the big shutter to see. It was hot there, too; big flies buzzed fiendishly,
and did not sting, but stabbed. I sat generally on the floor, while, of faultless appearance (and even
slightly scented), perching on a high stool, he wrote, he wrote. Sometimes he stood up for exercise.
When a truckle-bed with a sick man (some invalid agent from upcountry) was put in there, he
exhibited a gentle annoyance. ‘The groans of this sick person,” he said, ‘distract my attention. And
without that it is extremely difficult to guard against clerical errors in this climate.’

“One day he remarked, without lifting his head, ‘In the interior you will no doubt meet Mr. Kurtz.’
On my asking who Mr. Kurtz was, he said he was a first-class agent; and seeing my disappointment at
this information, he added slowly, laying down his pen, ‘He is a very remarkable person.” Further
questions elicited from him that Mr. Kurtz was at present in charge of a trading-post, a very important
one, in the true ivory-country, at ‘the very bottom of there. Sends in as much ivory as all the others put
together—’ He began to write again. The sick man was too ill to groan. The flies buzzed in a great
peace.

“Suddenly there was a growing murmur of voices and a great tramping of feet. A caravan had come



in. A violent babble of uncouth sounds burst out on the other side of the planks. All the carriers were
speaking together, and in the midst of the uproar the lamentable voice of the chief agent was heard
‘giving it up’ tearfully for the twentieth time that day—He rose slowly. ‘What a frightful row,” he
said. He crossed the room gently to look at the sick man, and returning, said to me, ‘He does not
hear.” ‘What! Dead?’ 1 asked, startled. ‘No, not yet,” he answered, with great composure. Then,
alluding with a toss of the head to the tumult in the station-yard, ‘When one has got to make correct
entries, one comes to hate those savages—hate them to the death.” He remained thoughtful for a
moment. ‘When you see Mr. Kurtz’ he went on, ‘tell him from me that everything here—’, he glanced
at the deck, ‘is very satisfactory. I don’t like to write to him —with those messengers of ours you never
know who may get hold of your letter— at that Central Station.” He stared at me for a moment with his
mild, bulging eyes. ‘Oh, he will go far, very far,” he began again. ‘He will be a somebody in the
Administration before long. They, above —the Council in Europe, you know— mean him to be.’

“He turned to his work. The noise outside had ceased, and presently in going out I stopped at the
door. In the steady buzz of flies the homeward-bound agent was lying finished and insensible; the
other, bent over his books, was making correct entries of perfectly correct transactions; and fifty feet
below the doorstep I could see the still tree-tops of the grove of death.

“Next day I left that station at last, with a caravan of sixty men, for a two-hundred-mile tramp.

“No use telling you much about that. Paths, paths, everywhere; a stamped-in network of paths
spreading over the empty land, through the long grass, through burnt grass, through thickets, down and
up chilly ravines, up and down stony hills ablaze with heat; and a solitude, a solitude, nobody, not a
hut. The population had cleared out a long time ago. Well, if a lot of mysterious niggers armed with
all kinds of fearful weapons suddenly took to travelling on the road between Deal and Gravesend,
catching the yokels right and left to carry heavy loads for them, I fancy every farm and cottage
thereabouts would get empty very soon. Only here the dwellings were gone, too. Still I passed
through several abandoned villages. There’s something pathetically childish in the ruins of grass
walls. Day after day, with the stamp and shuffle of sixty pair of bare feet behind me, each pair under a
60-1b. load. Camp, cook, sleep, strike camp, march. Now and then a carrier dead in harness, at rest in
the long grass near the path, with an empty water-gourd and his long staff lying by his side. A great
silence around and above. Perhaps on some quiet night the tremor of far-off drums, sinking, swelling,
a tremor vast, faint; a sound weird, appealing, suggestive, and wild—and perhaps with as profound a
meaning as the sound of bells in a Christian country. Once a white man in an unbuttoned uniform,
camping on the path with an armed escort of lank Zanzibaris, very hospitable and festive—not to say
drunk. Was looking after the upkeep of the road, he declared. Can’t say I saw any road or any upkeep,
unless the body of a middle-aged negro, with a bullet-hole in the forehead, upon which I absolutely
stumbled three miles farther on, may be considered as a permanent improvement. I had a white
companion, too, not a bad chap, but rather too fleshy and with the exasperating habit of fainting on the
hot hillsides, miles away from the least bit of shade and water. Annoying, you know, to hold your
own coat like a parasol over a man’s head while he is coming to. I couldn’t help asking him once
what he meant by coming there at all. ‘To make money, of course. What do you think?’ he said,
scornfully. Then he got fever, and had to be carried in a hammock slung under a pole. As he weighed
sixteen stone I had no end of rows with the carriers. They jibbed, ran away, sneaked off with their
loads in the night—quite a mutiny. So, one evening, [ made a speech in English with gestures, not one
of which was lost to the sixty pairs of eyes before me, and the next morning I started the hammock off



in front all right. An hour afterwards I came upon the whole concern wrecked in a bush—man,
hammock, groans, blankets, horrors. The heavy pole had skinned his poor nose. He was very anxious
for me to kill somebody, but there wasn’t the shadow of a carrier near. I remembered the old doctor
— ‘It would be interesting for science to watch the mental changes of individuals, on the spot.” I felt I
was becoming scientifically interesting. However, all that is to no purpose. On the fifteenth day I
came in sight of the big river again, and hobbled into the Central Station. It was on a back water
surrounded by scrub and forest, with a pretty border of smelly mud on one side, and on the three
others enclosed by a crazy fence of rushes. A neglected gap was all the gate it had, and the first
glance at the place was enough to let you see the flabby devil was running that show. White men with
long staves in their hands appeared languidly from amongst the buildings, strolling up to take a look at
me, and then retired out of sight somewhere. One of them, a stout, excitable chap with black
moustaches, informed me with great volubility and many digressions, as soon as I told him who I was,
that my steamer was at the bottom of the river. I was thunderstruck. What, how, why? Oh, it was ‘all
right.” The ‘manager himself” was there. All quite correct. ‘Everybody had behaved splendidly!
Splendidly!” ... ‘You must,” he said in agitation, ‘go and see the general manager at once. He is
waiting!’

“I did not see the real significance of that wreck at once. I fancy I see it now, but I am not sure—not
at all. Certainly the affair was too stupid —when I think of it— to be altogether natural. Still... But at the
moment it presented itself simply as a confounded nuisance. The steamer was sunk. They had started
two days before in a sudden hurry up the river with the manager on board, in charge of some
volunteer skipper, and before they had been out three hours they tore the bottom out of her on stones,
and she sank near the south bank. I asked myself what I was to do there, now my boat was lost. As a
matter of fact, I had plenty to do in fishing my command out of the river. I had to set about it the very
next day. That, and the repairs when I brought the pieces to the station, took some months.

“My first interview with the manager was curious. He did not ask me to sit down after my twenty-
mile walk that morning. He was commonplace in complexion, in features, in manners, and in voice.
He was of middle size and of ordinary build. His eyes, of the usual blue, were perhaps remarkably
cold, and he certainly could make his glance fall on one as trenchant and heavy as an axe. But even at
these times the rest of his person seemed to disclaim the intention. Otherwise there was only an
indefinable, faint expression of his lips, something stealthy a smile —not a smile— I remember it, but I
can’t explain. It was unconscious, this smile was, though just after he had said something it got
intensified for an instant. It came at the end of his speeches like a seal applied on the words to make
the meaning of the commonest phrase appear absolutely inscrutable. He was a common trader, from
his youth up employed in these parts—nothing more. He was obeyed, yet he inspired neither love nor
fear, nor even respect. He inspired uneasiness. That was i1t! Uneasiness. Not a definite mistrust —just
uneasiness— nothing more. You have no idea how effective such a... a... faculty can be. He had no
genius for organizing, for initiative, or for order even. That was evident in such things as the
deplorable state of the station. He had no learning, and no intelligence. His position had come to him
—why? Perhaps because he was never ill... He had served three terms of three years out there...
Because triumphant health in the general rout of constitutions is a kind of power in itself. When he
went home on leave he rioted on a large scale—pompously. Jack ashore —with a difference— in
externals only. This one could gather from his casual talk. He originated nothing, he could keep the
routine going—that’s all. But he was great. He was great by this little thing that it was impossible to
tell what could control such a man. He never gave that secret away. Perhaps there was nothing within



him. Such a suspicion made one pause—for out there there were no external checks. Once when
various tropical diseases had laid low almost every ‘agent’ in the station, he was heard to say, ‘Men
who come out here should have no entrails.” He sealed the utterance with that smile of his, as though
it had been a door opening into a darkness he had in his keeping. You fancied you had seen things—
but the seal was on. When annoyed at meal-times by the constant quarrels of the white men about
precedence, he ordered an immense round table to be made, for which a special house had to be built.
This was the station’s mess-room. Where he sat was the first place—the rest were nowhere. One felt
this to be his unalterable conviction. He was neither civil nor uncivil. He was quiet. He allowed his
‘boy’ —an overfed young negro from the coast— to treat the white men, under his very eyes, with
provoking insolence.

“He began to speak as soon as he saw me. I had been very long on the road. He could not wait. Had
to start without me. The up-river stations had to be relieved. There had been so many delays already
that he did not know who was dead and who was alive, and how they got on—and so on, and so on.
He paid no attention to my explanations, and, playing with a stick of sealing-wax, repeated several
times that the situation was ‘very grave, very grave.” There were rumours that a very important station
was in jeopardy, and its chief, Mr. Kurtz, was 1ll. Hoped it was not true. Mr. Kurtz was... | felt weary
and irritable. Hang Kurtz, I thought. I interrupted him by saying I had heard of Mr. Kurtz on the coast.
‘Ah! So they talk of him down there,” he murmured to himself. Then he began again, assuring me Mr.
Kurtz was the best agent he had, an exceptional man, of the greatest importance to the Company;
therefore I could understand his anxiety. He was, he said, ‘very, very uneasy.” Certainly he fidgeted
on his chair a good deal, exclaimed, ‘Ah, Mr. Kurtz!” broke the stick of sealing-wax and seemed
dumfounded by the accident. Next thing he wanted to know ‘how long it would take to...” I interrupted
him again. Being hungry, you know, and kept on my feet too. I was getting savage. ‘How can I tell?’ I
said. ‘I haven’t even seen the wreck yet—some months, no doubt.” All this talk seemed to me so
futile. ‘Some months,” he said. ‘Well, let us say three months before we can make a start. Yes. That
ought to do the affair.” I flung out of his hut (he lived all alone in a clay hut with a sort of verandah)
muttering to myself my opinion of him. He was a chattering idiot. Afterwards I took it back when it
was borne in upon me startlingly with what extreme nicety he had estimated the time requisite for the
‘affair.’

“I went to work the next day, turning, so to speak, my back on that station. In that way only it seemed
to me I could keep my hold on the redeeming facts of life. Still, one must look about sometimes; and
then I saw this station, these men strolling aimlessly about in the sunshine of the yard. I asked myselt
sometimes what it all meant. They wandered here and there with their absurd long staves in their
hands, like a lot of faithless pilgrims bewitched inside a rotten fence. The word ‘ivory’ rang in the
air, was whispered, was sighed. You would think they were praying to it. A taint of imbecile rapacity
blew through it all, like a whiff from some corpse. By Jove! I’ve never seen anything so unreal in my
life. And outside, the silent wilderness surrounding this cleared speck on the earth struck me as
something great and invincible, like evil or truth, waiting patiently for the passing away of this
fantastic invasion.

“Oh, these months! Well, never mind. Various things happened. One evening a grass shed full of
calico, cotton prints, beads, and I don’t know what else, burst into a blaze so suddenly that you would
have thought the earth had opened to let an avenging fire consume all that trash. I was smoking my
pipe quietly by my dismantled steamer, and saw them all cutting capers in the light, with their arms



lifted high, when the stout man with moustaches came tearing down to the river, a tin pail in his hand,
assured me that everybody was ‘behaving splendidly, splendidly,” dipped about a quart of water and
tore back again. I noticed there was a hole in the bottom of his pail.

“I strolled up. There was no hurry. You see the thing had gone off like a box of matches. It had been
hopeless from the very first. The flame had leaped high, driven everybody back, lighted up everything
—and collapsed. The shed was already a heap of embers glowing fiercely. A nigger was being
beaten near by. They said he had caused the fire in some way; be that as it may, he was screeching
most horribly. I saw him, later, for several days, sitting in a bit of shade looking very sick and trying
to recover himself; afterwards he arose and went out—and the wilderness without a sound took him
into its bosom again. As I approached the glow from the dark I found myself at the back of two men,
talking. I heard the name of Kurtz pronounced, then the words, ‘take advantage of this unfortunate
accident.” One of the men was the manager. I wished him a good evening. ‘Did you ever see anything
like 1t—eh? it 1s incredible,” he said, and walked off. The other man remained. He was a first-class
agent, young, gentlemanly, a bit reserved, with a forked little beard and a hooked nose. He was stand-
offish with the other agents, and they on their side said he was the manager’s spy upon them. As to
me, [ had hardly ever spoken to him before. We got into talk, and by and by we strolled away from the
hissing ruins. Then he asked me to his room, which was in the main building of the station. He struck
a match, and I perceived that this young aristocrat had not only a silver-mounted dressing-case but
also a whole candle all to himself. Just at that time the manager was the only man supposed to have
any right to candles. Native mats covered the clay walls; a collection of spears, assegais, shields,
knives was hung up in trophies. The business intrusted to this fellow was the making of bricks —so |
had been informed; but there wasn’t a fragment of a brick anywhere in the station, and he had been
there more than a year— waiting. It seems he could not make bricks without something, I don’t know
what—straw maybe. Anyway, it could not be found there and as it was not likely to be sent from
Europe, it did not appear clear to me what he was waiting for. An act of special creation perhaps.
However, they were all waiting —all the sixteen or twenty pilgrims of them— for something; and upon
my word it did not seem an uncongenial occupation, from the way they took it, though the only thing
that ever came to them was disease—as far as I could see. They beguiled the time by back-biting and
intriguing against each other in a foolish kind of way. There was an air of plotting about that station,
but nothing came of it, of course. It was as unreal as everything else—as the philanthropic pretence of
the whole concern, as their talk, as their government, as their show of work. The only real feeling was
a desire to get appointed to a trading-post where ivory was to be had, so that they could earn
percentages. They intrigued and slandered and hated each other only on that account—but as to
effectually lifting a little finger—oh, no. By heavens! There is something after all in the world
allowing one man to steal a horse while another must not look at a halter. Steal a horse straight out.
Very well. He has done it. Perhaps he can ride. But there is a way of looking at a halter that would
provoke the most charitable of saints into a kick.

“I had no idea why he wanted to be sociable, but as we chatted in there it suddenly occurred to me
the fellow was trying to get at something —in fact, pumping me. He alluded constantly to Europe, to
the people I was supposed to know there—putting leading questions as to my acquaintances in the
sepulchral city, and so on. His little eyes glittered like mica discs —with curiosity— though he tried to
keep up a bit of superciliousness. At first [ was astonished, but very soon I became awfully curious to
see what he would find out from me. I couldn’t possibly imagine what I had in me to make i1t worth his
while. It was very pretty to see how he baffled himself, for in truth my body was full only of chills,



and my head had nothing in it but that wretched steamboat business. It was evident he took me for a
perfectly shameless prevaricator. At last he got angry, and, to conceal a movement of furious
annoyance, he yawned. I rose. Then I noticed a small sketch in oils, on a panel, representing a
woman, draped and blindfolded, carrying a lighted torch. The background was sombre—almost
black. The movement of the woman was stately, and the effect of the torchlight on the face was
sinister.

“It arrested me, and he stood by civilly, holding an empty half-pint champagne bottle (medical
comforts) with the candle stuck in it. To my question he said Mr. Kurtz had painted this —in this very
station more than a year ago— while waiting for means to go to his trading post. ‘Tell me, pray,” said
I, ‘who is this Mr. Kurtz?’

““The chief of the Inner Station,” he answered in a short tone, looking away. ‘Much obliged,’ I said,
laughing. ‘And you are the brickmaker of the Central Station. Every one knows that.” He was silent
for a while. ‘He is a prodigy,” he said at last. ‘He is an emissary of pity and science and progress,
and devil knows what else. We want,” he began to declaim suddenly, ‘for the guidance of the cause
intrusted to us by Europe, so to speak, higher intelligence, wide sympathies, a singleness of purpose.’
‘Who says that?’ I asked. ‘Lots of them,” he replied. ‘Some even write that; and so he comes here, a
special being, as you ought to know.” ‘Why ought I to know?’ I interrupted, really surprised. He paid
no attention. ‘Yes. Today he is chief of the best station, next year he will be assistant-manager, two
years more and... but I dare-say you know what he will be in two years’ time. You are of the new
gang—the gang of virtue. The same people who sent him specially also recommended you. Oh, don’t
say no. I’ve my own eyes to trust.” Light dawned upon me. My dear aunt’s influential acquaintances
were producing an unexpected effect upon that young man. I nearly burst into a laugh. ‘Do you read
the Company’s confidential correspondence?’ 1 asked. He hadn’t a word to say. It was great fun.
‘When Mr. Kurtz,” I continued, severely, ‘is General Manager, you won’t have the opportunity.’

“He blew the candle out suddenly, and we went outside. The moon had risen. Black figures strolled
about listlessly, pouring water on the glow, whence proceeded a sound of hissing; steam ascended in
the moonlight, the beaten nigger groaned somewhere. ‘What a row the brute makes!’ said the
indefatigable man with the moustaches, appearing near us. ‘Serve him right. Transgression —
punishment— bang! Pitiless, pitiless. That’s the only way. This will prevent all conflagrations for the
future. I was just telling the manager...” He noticed my companion, and became crestfallen all at once.
‘Not in bed yet,” he said, with a kind of servile heartiness; ‘it’s so natural. Ha! Danger —agitation.” He
vanished. I went on to the riverside, and the other followed me. I heard a scathing murmur at my ear,
‘Heap of muffs—go to.” The pilgrims could be seen in knots gesticulating, discussing. Several had
still their staves in their hands. I verily believe they took these sticks to bed with them. Beyond the
fence the forest stood up spectrally in the moonlight, and through that dim stir, through the faint sounds
of that lamentable courtyard, the silence of the land went home to one’s very heart--its mystery, its
greatness, the amazing reality of its concealed life. The hurt nigger moaned feebly somewhere near
by, and then fetched a deep sigh that made me mend my pace away from there. I felt a hand
introducing itself under my arm. ‘My dear sir,” said the fellow, ‘I don’t want to be misunderstood,
and especially by you, who will see Mr. Kurtz long before I can have that pleasure. I wouldn’t like
him to get a false idea of my disposition...’

“I let him run on, this papier-mache Mephistopheles, and it seemed to me that if I tried I could poke
my forefinger through him, and would find nothing inside but a little loose dirt, maybe. He, don’t you



see, had been planning to be assistant-manager by and by under the present man, and I could see that
the coming of that Kurtz had upset them both not a little. He talked precipitately, and I did not try to
stop him. I had my shoulders against the wreck of my steamer, hauled up on the slope like a carcass of
some big river animal. The smell of mud, of primeval mud, by Jove! was in my nostrils, the high
stillness of primeval forest was before my eyes; there were shiny patches on the black creek. The
moon had spread over everything a thin layer of silver—over the rank grass, over the mud, upon the
wall of matted vegetation standing higher than the wall of a temple, over the great river I could see
through a sombre gap glittering, glittering, as it flowed broadly by without a murmur. All this was
great, expectant, mute, while the man jabbered about himself. I wondered whether the stillness on the
face of the immensity looking at us two were meant as an appeal or as a menace. What were we who
had strayed in here? Could we handle that dumb thing, or would it handle us? I felt how big, how
confoundedly big, was that thing that couldn’t talk, and perhaps was deaf as well. What was in there?
I could see a little ivory coming out from there, and I had heard Mr. Kurtz was in there. I had heard
enough about it, too—God knows! Yet somehow it didn’t bring any image with it—mno more than if |
had been told an angel or a fiend was in there. I believed it in the same way one of you might believe
there are inhabitants in the planet Mars. I knew once a Scotch sailmaker who was certain, dead sure,
there were people in Mars. If you asked him for some idea how they looked and behaved, he would
get shy and mutter something about ‘walking on all-fours.” If you as much as smiled, he would —
though a man of sixty— offer to fight you. I would not have gone so far as to fight for Kurtz, buy went
for him near enough to a lie. You know I hate, detest, and can’t bear a lie, not because I am straighter
than the rest of us, but simply because it appalls me. There is a taint of death, a flavour of mortality in
lies —which is exactly what I hate and detest in the world— what I want to forget. It makes me
miserable and sick, like biting something rotten would do. Temperament, I suppose. Well, I went near
enough to it by letting the young fool there believe anything he liked to imagine as to my influence in
Europe. I became in an instant as much of a pretence as the rest of the bewitched pilgrims. This
simply because I had a notion it somehow would be of help to that Kurtz whom at the time I did not
see —you understand. He was just a word for me. I did not see the man in the name any more than you
do. Do you see him? Do you see the story? Do you see anything? It seems to me I am trying to tell you
ya dream—making a vain attempt, because no relation of a dream can convey the dream-sensation,
that commingling of absurdity, surprise, and bewilderment in a tremor of struggling revolt, that notion
of being captured by the incredible which is of the very essence of dreams—"

He was silent for a while.

“...No, it is impossible; it is impossible to convey the life-sensation of any given epoch of one’s
existence —that which makes its truth, its meaning— its subtle and penetrating essence. It is impossible.
We live, as we dream—alone...”

He paused again as if reflecting, then added:
“Of course in this you fellows see more than I could then. You see me, whom you know...”

It had become so pitch dark that we listeners could hardly see one another. For a long time already
he, sitting apart, had been no more to us than a voice. There was not a word from anybody. The others
might have been asleep, but I was awake. I listened, I listened on the watch for the sentence, for the
word, that would give me the clue to the faint uneasiness inspired by this narrative that seemed to
shape itself without human lips in the heavy night-air of the river.



“...Yes, I let him run on,” Marlow began again, “and think what he pleased about the powers that
were behind me. I did! And there was nothing behind me! There was nothing but that wretched, old,
mangled steamboat [ was leaning against, while he talked fluently about ‘the necessity for every man
to get on.” *And when one comes out here, you conceive, it is not to gaze at the moon.” Mr. Kurtz was
a ‘universal genius,’ but even a genius would find it easier to work with ‘adequate tools—intelligent
men.” He did not make bricks —why, there was a physical impossibility in the way— as [ was well
aware; and if he did secretarial work for the manager, it was because ‘no sensible man rejects
wantonly the confidence of his superiors.” Did I see 1t? I saw it. What more did I want? What I really
wanted was rivets, by heaven! Rivets. To get on with the work—to stop the hole. Rivets I wanted.
There were cases of them down at the coast —cases— piled up—burst—split! You kicked a loose rivet
at every second step in that station-yard on the hillside. Rivets had rolled into the grove of death. You
could fill your pockets with rivets for the trouble of stooping down—and there wasn’t one rivet to be
found where 1t was wanted. We had plates that would do, but nothing to fasten them with. And every
week the messenger, a long negro, letter-bag on shoulder and staff in hand, left our station for the
coast. And several times a week a coast caravan came in with trade goods —ghastly glazed calico that
made you shudder only to look at it, glass beads value about a penny a quart, confounded spotted
cotton handkerchiefs. And no rivets. Three carriers could have brought all that was wanted to set that
steamboat afloat.

“He was becoming confidential now, but I fancy my unresponsive attitude must have exasperated
him at last, for he judged it necessary to inform me he feared neither God nor devil, let alone any
mere man. I said I could see that very well, but what I wanted was a certain quantity of rivets —and
rivets were what really Mr. Kurtz wanted, if he had only known it. Now letters went to the coast
every week... ‘My dear sir,” he cried, ‘I write from dictation.” I demanded rivets. There was a way—
for an intelligent man. He changed his manner; became very cold, and suddenly began to talk about a
hippopotamus; wondered whether sleeping on board the steamer (I stuck to my salvage night and day)
I wasn’t disturbed. There was an old hippo that had the bad habit of getting out on the bank and
roaming at night over the station grounds. The pilgrims used to turn out in a body and empty every
rifle they could lay hands on at him. Some even had sat up o’ nights for him. All this energy was
wasted, though. ‘That animal has a charmed life,” he said; ‘but you can say this only of brutes in this
country. No man —you apprehend me?—mno man here bears a charmed life.” He stood there for a
moment in the moonlight with his delicate hooked nose set a little askew, and his mica eyes glittering
without a wink, then, with a curt Good-night, he strode off. I could see he was disturbed and
considerably puzzled, which made me feel more hopeful than I had been for days. It was a great
comfort to turn from that chap to my influential friend, the battered, twisted, ruined, tin-pot steamboat.
I clambered on board. She rang under my feet like an empty Huntley & Palmer biscuit-tin kicked
along a gutter; she was nothing so solid in make, and rather less pretty in shape, but I had expended
enough hard work on her to make me love her. No influential friend would have served me better. She
had given me a chance to come out a bit —to find out what I could do. No, I don’t like work. I had
rather laze about and think of all the fine things that can be done. I don’t like work —no man does— but
I like what is in the work—the chance to find yourself. Your own reality —for yourself, not for others—
what no other man can ever know. They can only see the mere show, and never can tell what it really
means.

“I was not surprised to see somebody sitting aft, on the deck, with his legs dangling over the mud.
You see I rather chummed with the few mechanics there were 1n that station, whom the other pilgrims



naturally despised—on account of their imperfect manners, I suppose. This was the foreman —a
boiler-maker by trade— a good worker. He was a lank, bony, yellow-faced man, with big intense
eyes. His aspect was worried, and his head was as bald as the palm of my hand; but his hair in falling
seemed to have stuck to his chin, and had prospered in the new locality, for his beard hung down to
his waist. He was a widower with six young children (he had left them in charge of a sister of his to
come out there), and the passion of his life was pigeon-flying. He was an enthusiast and a
connoisseur. He would rave about pigeons. After work hours he used sometimes to come over from
his hut for a talk about his children and his pigeons; at work, when he had to crawl in the mud under
the bottom of the steamboat, he would tie up that beard of his in a kind of white serviette he brought
for the purpose. It had loops to go over his ears. In the evening he could be seen squatted on the bank
rinsing that wrapper in the creek with great care, then spreading it solemnly on a bush to dry.

“I slapped him on the back and shouted, ‘We shall have rivets!” He scrambled to his feet
exclaiming, ‘No! Rivets!” as though he couldn’t believe his ears. Then in a low voice, ‘You... eh?’ I
don’t know why we behaved like lunatics. I put my finger to the side of my nose and nodded
mysteriously. ‘Good for you!” he cried, snapped his fingers above his head, lifting one foot. I tried a
jig. We capered on the iron deck. A frightful clatter came out of that hulk, and the virgin forest on the
other bank of the creek sent it back in a thundering roll upon the sleeping station. It must have made
some of the pilgrims sit up in their hovels. A dark figure obscured the lighted doorway of the
manager’s hut, vanished, then, a second or so after, the doorway itself vanished, too. We stopped, and
the silence driven away by the stamping of our feet flowed back again from the recesses of the land.
The great wall of vegetation, an exuberant and entangled mass of trunks, branches, leaves, boughs,
festoons, motionless in the moonlight, was like a riotin invasion of soundless life, a rolling wave of
plants, piled up, crested, ready to topple over the creek, to sweep every little man of us out of his
little existence. And it moved not. A deadened burst of mighty splashes and snorts reached us from
afar, as though an icthyosaurus had been taking a bath of glitter in the great river. ‘After all,” said the
boiler-maker in a reasonable tone, ‘why shouldn’t we get the rivets?” Why not, indeed! I did not know
of any reason why we shouldn’t. ‘They’ll come in three weeks,’ I said confidently.

“But they didn’t. Instead of rivets there came an invasion, an infliction, a visitation. It came in
sections during the next three weeks, each section headed by a donkey carrying a white man in new
clothes and tan shoes, bowing from that elevation right and left to the impressed pilgrims. A
quarrelsome band of footsore sulky niggers trod on the heels of the donkey; a lot of tents, camp-stools,
tin boxes, white cases, brown bales would be shot down in the courtyard, and the air of mystery
would deepen a little over the muddle of the station. Five such instalments came, with their absurd air
of disorderly flight with the loot of innumerable outfit shops and provision stores, that, one would
think, they were lugging, after a raid, into the wilderness for equitable division. It was an inextricable
mess of things decent in themselves but that human folly made look like the spoils of thieving.

“This devoted band called itself the Eldorado Exploring Expedition, and I believe they were sworn
to secrecy. Their talk, however, was the talk of sordid buccaneers: it ywas reckless without
hardihood, greedy without audacity, and cruel without courage; there was not an atom of foresight or
of serious intention in the whole batch of them, and they did not seem aware these things are wanted
for the work of the world. To tear treasure out of the bowels of the land was their desire, with no
more moral purpose at the back of it than there is in burglars breaking into a safe. Who paid the
expenses of the noble enterprise I don’t know; but the uncle of our manager was leader of that lot.



“In exterior he resembled a butcher in a poor neighbourhood, and his eyes had a look of sleepy
cunning. He carried his fat paunch with ostentation on his short legs, and during the time his gang
infested the station spoke to no one but his nephew. You could see these two roaming about all day
long with their heads close together in an everlasting confab.

“I had given up worrying myself about the rivets. One’s capacity for that kind of folly is more
limited than you would suppose. I said ‘Hang!’—and let things slide. I had plenty of time for
meditation, and now and then I would give some thought to Kurtz. I wasn’t very interested in him. No.
Still, I was curious to see whether this man, who had come out equipped with moral ideas of some
sort, would climb to the top after all and how he would set about his work when there.”



I1

“One evening as | was lying flat on the deck of my steamboat, I heard voices approaching —and
there were the nephew and the uncle strolling along the bank. I laid my head on my arm again, and had
nearly lost myself in a doze, when somebody said in my ear, as it were: ‘I am as harmless as a little
child, but I don’t like to be dictated to. Am I the manager —or am I not? I was ordered to send him
there. It’s incredible.” I became aware that the two were standing on the shore alongside the forepart
of the steamboat, just below my head. I did not move; it did not occur to me to move: I was sleepy. ‘It
is unpleasant,” grunted the uncle. ‘He has asked the Administration to be sent there,” said the other,
‘with the idea of showing what he could do; and I was instructed accordingly. Look at the influence
that man must have. Is it not frightful?” They both agreed it was frightful, then made several bizarre
remarks: ‘Make rain and fine weather—one man—the Council—by the nose’—bits of absurd
sentences that got the better of my drowsiness, so that I had pretty near the whole of my wits about me
when the uncle said, ‘The climate may do away with this difficulty for you. Is he alone there?’ “Yes,’
answered the manager; ‘he sent his assistant down the river with a note to me in these terms: “Clear
this poor devil out of the country, and don’t bother sending more of that sort. I had rather be alone
than have the kind of men you can dispose of with me.” It was more than a year ago. Can you imagine
such impudence!” * Anything since then?’ asked the other hoarsely. ‘Ivory,” jerked the nephew; ‘lots of
it—prime sort—lots—most annoying, from him.” ‘And with that?’ questioned the heavy rumble.
‘Invoice,” was the reply fired out, so to speak. Then silence. They had been talking about Kurtz.

“I was broad awake by this time, but, lying perfectly at ease, remained still, having no inducement
to change my position. ‘How did that ivory come all this way?’ growled the elder man, who seemed
very vexed. The other explained that it had come with a fleet of canoes in charge of an English half-
caste clerk Kurtz had with him; that Kurtz had apparently intended to return himself, the station being
by that time bare of goods and stores, but after coming three hundred miles, had suddenly decided to
go back, which he started to do alone in a small dugout with four paddlers, leaving the half-caste to
continue down the river with the ivory. The two fellows there seemed astounded at anybody
attempting such a thing. They were at a loss for an adequate motive. As to me, I seemed to see Kurtz
for the first time. It was a distinct glimpse: the dugout, four paddling savages, and the lone white man
turning his back suddenly on the headquarters, on relief, on thoughts of home—perhaps; setting his
face towards the depths of the wilderness, towards his empty and desolate station. I did not know the
motive. Perhaps he was just simply a fine fellow who stuck to his work for its own sake. His name,
you understand, had not been pronounced once. He was ‘that man.” The half-caste, who, as far as I
could see, had conducted a difficult trip with great prudence and pluck, was invariably alluded to as
‘that scoundrel.” The ‘scoundrel’ had reported that the ‘man’ had been very ill—had recovered
imperfectly... The two below me moved away then a few paces, and strolled back and forth at some
little distance. I heard: ‘Military post— doctor—two hundred miles—quite alone now—unavoidable
delays—nine months—no news—strange rumours.” They approached again, just as the manager was
saying, ‘No one, as far as I know, unless a species of wandering trader —a pestilential fellow,
snapping ivory from the natives.” Who was it they were talking about now? I gathered in snatches that
this was some man supposed to be in Kurtz’s district, and of whom the manager did not approve. ‘We
will not be free from unfair competition till one of these fellows is hanged for an example,’ he said.
‘Certainly,” grunted the other; ‘get him hanged! Why not? Anything—anything can be done in this
country. That’s what I say; nobody here, you understand, /ere, can endanger your position. And why?



You stand the climate—you outlast them all. The danger is in Europe; but there before I left I took
care to.” They moved off and whispered, then their voices rose again. ‘The extraordinary series of
delays is not my fault. I did my best.” The fat man sighed. ‘Very sad.” ‘And the pestiferous absurdity
of his talk,” continued the other; ‘he bothered me enough when he was here. “Each station should be
like a beacon on the road towards better things, a centre for trade of course, but also for humanizing,
improving, instructing.” Conceive you —that ass! And he wants to be manager! No, it’s...” Here he got
choked by excessive indignation, and I lifted my head the least bit. I was surprised to see how near
they were—right under me. I could have spat upon their hats. They were looking on the ground,
absorbed in thought. The manager was switching his leg with a slender twig: his sagacious relative
lifted his head. ‘You have been well since you came out this time?’ he asked. The other gave a start.
‘Who? 1? Oh! Like a charm—Ilike a charm. But the rest—oh, my goodness! All sick. They die so
quick, too, that I haven’t the time to send them out of the country—it’s incredible!” ‘Hm’m. Just so,’
grunted the uncle. ‘Ah! my boy, trust to this—I say, trust to this.” I saw him extend his short flipper of
an arm for a gesture that took in the forest, the creek, the mud, the river—seemed to beckon with a
dishonouring flourish before the sunlit face of the land a treacherous appeal to the lurking death, to the
hidden evil, to the profound darkness of its heart. It was so startling that I leaped to my feet and
looked back at the edge of the forest, as though I had expected an answer of some sort to that black
display of confidence. You know the foolish notions that come to one sometimes. The high stillness
confronted these two figures with its ominous patience, waiting for the passing away of a fantastic
invasion.

“They swore aloud together —out of sheer fright, I believe— then pretending not to know anything of
my existence, turned back to the station. The sun was low; and leaning forward side by side, they
seemed to be tugging painfully uphill their two ridiculous shadows of unequal length, that trailed
behind them slowly over the tall grass without bending a single blade.

“In a few days the Eldorado Expedition went into the patient wilderness, that closed upon it as the
sea closes over a diver. Long afterwards the news came that all the donkeys were dead. I know
nothing as to the fate of the less valuable animals. They, no doubt, like the rest of us, found what they
deserved. I did not inquire. I was then rather excited at the prospect of meeting Kurtz very soon.
When [ say very soon I mean it comparatively. It was just two months from the day we left the creek
when we came to the bank below Kurtz’s station.

“Going up that river was like traveling back to the earliest beginnings of the world, when vegetation
rioted on the earth and the big trees were kings. An empty stream, a great silence, an impenetrable
forest. The air was warm, thick, heavy, sluggish. There was no joy in the brilliance of sunshine. The
long stretches of the waterway ran on, deserted, into the gloom of overshadowed distances. On
silvery sand-banks hippos and alligators sunned themselves side by side. The broadening waters
flowed through a mob of wooded islands; you lost your way on that river as you would in a desert,
and butted all day long against shoals, trying to find the channel, till you thought yourself bewitched
and cut off for ever from everything you had known once —somewhere— far away—in another
existence perhaps. There were moments when one’s past came back to one, as it will sometimes
when you have not a moment to spare for yourself; but it came in the shape of an unrestful and noisy
dream, remembered with wonder amongst the overwhelming realities of this strange world of plants,
and water, and silence. And this stillness of life did not in the least resemble a peace. It was the
stillness of an implacable force brooding over an inscrutable intention. It looked at you with a



vengeful aspect. | got used to it afterwards; I did not see it any more; I had no time. I had to keep
guessing at the channel; I had to discern, mostly by inspiration, the signs of hidden banks; I watched
for sunken stones; [ was learning to clap my teeth smartly before my heart flew out, when I shaved by
a fluke some infernal sly old snag that would have ripped the life out of the tin-pot steamboat and
drowned all the pilgrims; I had to keep a lookout for the signs of dead wood we could cut up in the
night for next day’s steaming. When you have to attend to things of that sort, to the mere incidents of
the surface, the reality —the reality, I tell you—fades. The inner truth 1s hidden—Iuckily, luckily. But I
felt 1t all the same; I felt often its mysterious stillness watching me at my monkey tricks, just as it
watches you fellows performing on your respective tight-ropes for—what is it?—half-a-crown a
tumble—"

“Try to be civil, Marlow,” growled a voice, and I knew there was at least one listener awake
besides myself.

“I beg your pardon. I forgot the heartache which makes up the rest of the price. And indeed what
does the price matter, if the trick be well done? You do your tricks very well. And I didn’t do badly
either, since I managed not to sink that steamboat on my first trip. It’s a wonder to me yet. Imagine a
blindfolded man set to drive a van over a bad road. I sweated and shivered over that business
considerably, I can tell you. After all, for a seaman, to scrape the bottom of the thing that’s supposed
to float all the time under his care is the unpardonable sin. No one may know of it, but you never
forget the thump—eh? A blow on the very heart. You remember it, you dream of it, you wake up at
night and think of it —years after— and go hot and cold all over. I don’t pretend to say that steamboat
floated all the time. More than once she had to wade for a bit, with twenty cannibals splashing around
and pushing. We had enlisted some of these chaps on the way for a crew. Fine fellows —cannibals— in
their place. They were men one could work with, and I am grateful to them. And, after all, they did
not eat each other before my face: they had brought along a provision of hippo-meat which went
rotten, and made the mystery of the wilderness stink in my nostrils. Phoo! I can sniff it now. I had the
manager on board and three or four pilgrims with their staves—all complete. Sometimes we came
upon a station close by the bank, clinging to the skirts of the unknown, and the white men rushing out
of a tumble-down hovel, with great gestures of joy and surprise and welcome, seemed very strange—
had the appearance of being held there captive by a spell. The word ivory would ring in the air for a
while—and on we went again into the silence, along empty reaches, round the still bends, between
the high walls of our winding way, reverberating in hollow claps the ponderous beat of the stern-
wheel. Trees, trees, millions of trees, massive, immense, running up high; and at their foot, hugging
the bank against the stream, crept the little begrimed steamboat, like a sluggish beetle crawling on the
floor of a lofty portico. It made you feel very small, very lost, and yet it was not altogether
depressing, that feeling, After all, if you were small, the grimy beetle crawled on —which was just
what you wanted it to do. Where the pilgrims imagined it crawled to I don’t know. To some place
where they expected to get something. I bet! For me it crawled towards Kurtz —exclusively; but when
the steam-pipes started leaking we crawled very slow. The reaches opened before us and closed
behind, as if the forest had stepped leisurely across the water to bar the way for our return. We
penetrated deeper and deeper into the heart of darkness. It was very quiet there. At night sometimes
the roll of drums behind the curtain of trees would run up the river and remain sustained faintly, as if
hovering in the air high over our heads, till the first break of day. Whether it meant war, peace, or
prayer we could not tell. The dawns were heralded by the descent of a chill stillness; the wood-
cutters slept, their fires burned low; the snapping of a twig would make you start. Were were



wanderers on a prehistoric earth, on an earth that wore the aspect of an unknown planet. We could
have fancied ourselves the first of men taking possession of an accursed inheritance, to be subdued at
the cost of profound anguish and of excessive toil. But suddenly, as we struggled round a bend, there
would be a glimpse of rush walls, of peaked grass-roofs, a burst of yells, a whirl of black limbs, a
mass of hands clapping of feet stamping, of bodies swaying, of eyes rolling, under the droop of heavy
and motionless foliage. The steamer toiled along slowly on the edge of a black and incomprehensible
frenzy. The prehistoric man was cursing us, praying to us, welcoming us—who could tell? We were
cut off from the comprehension of our surroundings; we glided past like phantoms, wondering and
secretly appalled, as sane men would be before an enthusiastic outbreak in a madhouse. We could not
understand because we were too far and could not remember because we were travelling in the night
of first ages, of those ages that are gone, leaving hardly a sign—and no memories.

“The earth seemed unearthly. We are accustomed to look upon the shackled form of a conquered
monster, but there—there you could look at a thing monstrous and free. It was unearthly, and the men
were—No, they were not inhuman. Well, you know, that was the worst of it —this suspicion of their
not being inhuman. It would come slowly to one. They howled and leaped, and spun, and made horrid
faces; but what thrilled you was just the thought of their humanity —like yours— the thought of your
remote kinship with this wild and passionate uproar. Ugly. Yes, it was ugly enough; but if you were
man enough you would admit to yourself that there was in you just the faintest trace of a response to
the terrible frankness of that noise, a dim suspicion of there being a meaning in it which you —you so
remote from the night of first ages— could comprehend. And why not? The mind of man is capable of
anything—because everything is in it, all the past as well as all the future. What was there after all?
Joy, fear, sorrow, devotion, valour, rage—who can tell?—but truth—truth stripped of its cloak of
time. Let the fool gape and shudder —the man knows, and can look on without a wink. But he must at
least be as much of a man as these on the shore. He must meet that truth with his own true stuff—with
his own inborn strength. Principles won’t do. Acquisitions, clothes, pretty rags—rags that would fly
off at the first good shake. No; you want a deliberate belief. An appeal to me in this fiendish row—is
there? Very well; I hear; I admit, but I have a voice, too, and for good or evil mine is the speech that
cannot be silenced. Of course, a fool, what with sheer fright and fine sentiments, is always safe.
Who’s that grunting? You wonder I didn’t go ashore for a howl and a dance? Well, no—I didn’t. Fine
sentiments, you say? Fine sentiments, be hanged! I had no time. I had to mess about with white-lead
and strips of woolen blanket helping to put bandages on those leaky steam-pipes—I tell you. I had to
watch the steering, and circumvent those snags, and get the tin-pot along by hook or by crook. There
was surface-truth enough in these things to save a wiser man. And between whiles I had to look after
the savage who was fireman. He was an improved specimen; he could fire up a vertical boiler. He
was there below me, and, upon my word, to look at him was as edifying as seeing a dog in a parody
of breeches and a feather hat, walking on his hind-legs. A few months of training had done for that
really fine chap. He squinted at the steam-gauge and at the water-gauge with an evident effort of
intrepidity —and he had filed teeth, too, the poor devil, and the wool of his pate shaved into queer
patterns, and three ornamental scars on each of his cheeks. He ought to have been clapping his hands
and stamping his feet on the bank, instead of which he was hard at work, a thrall to strange witchcratft,
full of improving knowledge. He was useful because he had been instructed; and what he knew was
this—that should the water in that transparent thing disappear, the evil spirit inside the boiler would
get angry through the greatness of his thirst, and take a terrible vengeance. So he sweated and fired up
and watched the glass fearfully (with an impromptu charm, made of rags, tied to his arm, and a piece



of polished bone, as big as a watch, stuck flatways through his lower lip), while the wooded banks
slipped past us slowly, the short noise was left behind, the interminable miles of silence—and we
crept on, towards Kurtz. But the snags were thick, the water was treacherous and shallow, the boiler
seemed indeed to have a sulky devil in it, and thus neither that fireman nor I had any time to peer into
our creepy thoughts.

“Some fifty miles below the Inner Station we came upon a hut of reeds, an inclined and melancholy
pole, with the unrecognizable tatters of what had been a flag of some sort flying from it, and a neatly
stacked wood-pile. This was unexpected. We came to the bank, and on the stack of firewood found a
flat piece of board with some faded pencil-writing on it. When deciphered it said: “Wood for you.
Hurry up. Approach cautiously.” There was a signature, but it was illegible —not Kurtz— a much
longer word. ‘Hurry up.” Where? Up the river? ‘Approach cautiously.” We had not done so. But the
warning could not have been meant for the place where it could be only found after approach.
Something was wrong above. But what—and how much? That was the question. We commented
adversely upon the imbecility of that telegraphic style. The bush around said nothing, and would not
let us look very far, either. A torn curtain of red twill hung in the doorway of the hut, and flapped
sadly in our faces. The dwelling was dismantled; but we could see a white man had lived there not
very long ago. There remained a rude table—a plank on two posts; a heap of rubbish reposed in a
dark corner, and by the door I picked up a book. It had lost its covers, and the pages had been
thumbed into a state of extremely dirty softness; but the back had been lovingly stitched afresh with
white cotton thread, which looked clean yet. It was an extraordinary find. Its title was, An Inquiry
into some Points of Seamanship, by a man Towser, Towson —some such name— Master in his
Majesty’s Navy. The matter looked dreary reading enough, with illustrative diagrams and repulsive
tables of figures, and the copy was sixty years old. I handled this amazing antiquity with the greatest
possible tenderness, lest it should dissolve in my hands. Within, Towson or Towser was inquiring
earnestly into the breaking strain of ships’ chains and tackle, and other such matters. Not a very
enthralling book; but at the first glance you could see there a singleness of intention, an honest concern
for the right way of going to work, which made these humble pages, thought out so many years ago,
luminous with another than a professional light. The simple old sailor, with his talk of chains and
purchases, made me forget the jungle and the pilgrims in a delicious sensation of having come upon
something unmistakably real. Such a book being there was wonderful enough; but still more
astounding were the notes pencilled in the margin, and plainly referring to the text. I couldn’t believe
my eyes! They were in cipher! Yes, it looked like cipher. Fancy a man lugging with him a book of that
description into this nowhere and studying it —and making notes— in cipher at that! It was an
extravagant mystery.

“I had been dimly aware for some time of a worrying noise, and when I lifted my eyes I saw the
wood-pile was gone, and the manager, aided by all the pilgrims, was shouting at me from the
riverside. I slipped the book into my pocket. I assure you to leave off reading was like tearing myselt
away from the shelter of an old and solid friendship.

“I started the lame engine ahead. ‘It must be this miserable trader—this intruder,” exclaimed the
manager, looking back malevolently at the place we had left. ‘He must be English,’ I said. ‘It will not
save him from getting into trouble if he is not careful,” muttered the manager darkly. I observed with
assumed innocence that no man was safe from trouble in this world.

“The current was more rapid now, the steamer seemed at her last gasp, the stern-wheel flopped



languidly, and I caught myself listening on tiptoe for the next beat of the boat, for in sober truth I
expected the wretched thing to give up every moment. It was like watching the last flickers of a life.
But still we crawled. Sometimes I would pick out a tree a little way ahead to measure our progress
towards Kurtz by, but I lost it invariably before we got abreast. To keep the eyes so long on one thing
was too much for human patience. The manager displayed a beautiful resignation. I fretted and fumed
and took to arguing with myself whether or no I would talk openly with Kurtz; but before I could
come to any conclusion it occurred to me that my speech or my silence, indeed any action of mine,
would be a mere futility. What did it matter what any one knew or ignored? What did it matter who
was manager? One gets sometimes such a flash of insight. The essentials of this affair lay deep under
the surface, beyond my reach, and beyond my power of meddling.

“Towards the evening of the second day we judged ourselves about eight miles from Kurtz’s
station. I wanted to push on; but the manager looked grave, and told me the navigation up there was so
dangerous that it would be advisable, the sun being very low already, to wait where we were till next
morning. Moreover, he pointed out that if the warning to approach cautiously were to be followed,
we must approach in daylight—not at dusk or in the dark. This was sensible enough. Eight miles
meant nearly three hours’ steaming for us, and I could also see suspicious ripples at the upper end of
the reach. Nevertheless, I was annoyed beyond expression at the delay, and most unreasonably, too,
since one night more could not matter much after so many months. As we had plenty of wood, and
caution was the word, I brought up in the middle of the stream. The reach was narrow, straight, with
high sides like a railway cutting. The dusk came gliding into it long before the sun had set. The current
ran smooth and swift, but a dumb immobility sat on the banks. The living trees, lashed together by the
creepers and every living bush of the undergrowth, might have been changed into stone, even to the
slenderest twig, to the lightest leaf. It was not sleep--it seemed unnatural, like a state of trance. Not
the faintest sound of any kind could be heard. You looked on amazed, and began to suspect yourself of
being deaf—then the night came suddenly, and struck you blind as well. About three in the morning
some large fish leaped, and the loud splash made me jump as though a gun had been fired. When the
sun rose there was a white fog, very warm and clammy, and more blinding than the night. It did not
shift or drive; it was just there, standing all round you like something solid. At eight or nine, perhaps,
it lifted as a shutter lifts. We had a glimpse of the towering multitude of trees, of the immense matted
jungle, with the blazing little ball of the sun hanging over it —all perfectly still- and then the white
shutter came down again, smoothly, as if sliding in greased grooves. I ordered the chain, which we
had begun to heave in, to be paid out again. Before it stopped running with a muffled rattle, a cry, a
very loud cry, as of infinite desolation, soared slowly in the opaque air. It ceased. A complaining
clamour, modulated in savage discords, filled our ears. The sheer unexpectedness of it made my hair
stir under my cap. [ don’t know how it struck the others: to me it seemed as though the mist itself had
screamed, so suddenly, and apparently from all sides at once, did this tumultuous and mournful uproar
arise. It culminated in a hurried outbreak of almost intolerably excessive shrieking, which stopped
short, leaving us stiffened in a variety of silly attitudes, and obstinately listening to the nearly as
appalling and excessive silence. ‘Good God! What is the meaning?’ stammered at my elbow one of
the pilgrims—a little fat man, with sandy hair and red whiskers, who wore sidespring boots, and pink
pyjamas tucked into his socks. Two others remained open-mouthed a while minute, then dashed into
the little cabin, to rush out incontinently and stand darting scared glances, with Winchesters at ‘ready’
in their hands. What we could see was just the steamer we were on, her outlines blurred as though she
had been on the point of dissolving, and a misty strip of water, perhaps two feet broad, around her—



and that was all. The rest of the world was nowhere, as far as our eyes and ears were concerned. Just
nowhere. Gone, disappeared; swept off without leaving a whisper or a shadow behind.

“I went forward, and ordered the chain to be hauled in short, so as to be ready to trip the anchor and
move the steamboat at once if necessary. ‘Will they attack?” whispered an awed voice. ‘We will be
all butchered in this fog,” murmured another. The faces twitched with the strain, the hands trembled
slightly, the eyes forgot to wink. It was very curious to see the contrast of expressions of the white
men and of the black fellows of our crew, who were as much strangers to that part of the river as we,
though their homes were only eight hundred miles away. The whites, of course greatly discomposed,
had besides a curious look of being painfully shocked by such an outrageous row. The others had an
alert, naturally interested expression; but their faces were essentially quiet, even those of the one or
two who grinned as they hauled at the chain. Several exchanged short, grunting phrases, which
seemed to settle the matter to their satisfaction. Their headman, a young, broad-chested black,
severely draped in dark-blue fringed cloths, with fierce nostrils and his hair all done up artfully in
oily ringlets, stood near me. ‘Aha!’ I said, just for good fellowship’s sake. ‘Catch ‘im,” he snapped,
with a bloodshot widening of his eyes and a flash of sharp teeth —‘catch ‘im. Give ‘im to us.” ‘To
you, eh?’ I asked; ‘what would you do with them?” ‘Eat ‘im!” he said curtly, and, leaning his elbow
on the rail, looked out into the fog in a dignified and profoundly pensive attitude. I would no doubt
have been properly horrified, had it not occurred to me that he and his chaps must be very hungry: that
they must have been growing increasingly hungry for at least this month past. They had been engaged
for six months (I don’t think a single one of them had any clear idea of time, as we at the end of
countless ages have. They still belonged to the beginnings of time—had no inherited experience to
teach them as it were), and of course, as long as there was a piece of paper written over in
accordance with some farcical law or other made down the river, it didn’t enter anybody’s head to
trouble how they would live. Certainly they had brought with them some rotten hippo-meat, which
couldn’t have lasted very long, anyway, even if the pilgrims hadn’t, in the midst of a shocking
hullabaloo, thrown a considerable quantity of it overboard. It looked like a high-handed proceeding;
but it was really a case of legitimate self-defence. You can’t breathe dead hippo waking, sleeping,
and eating, and at the same time keep your precarious grip on existence. Besides that, they had given
them every week three pieces of brass wire, each about nine inches long; and the theory was they
were to buy their provisions with that currency in riverside villages. You can see how that worked.
There were either no villages, or the people were hostile, or the director, who like the rest of us fed
out of tins, with an occasional old he-goat thrown in, didn’t want to stop the steamer for some more or
less recondite reason. So, unless they swallowed the wire itself, or made loops of it to snare the
fishes with, I don’t see what good their extravagant salary could be to them. I must say it was paid
with a regularity worthy of a large and honourable trading company. For the rest, the only thing to eat
—though it didn’t look eatable in the least— I saw in their possession was a few lumps of some stuft
like half-cooked dough, of a dirty lavender colour, they kept wrapped in leaves, and now and then
swallowed a piece of, but so small that it seemed done more for the looks of the thing than for any
serious purpose of sustenance. Why in the name of all the gnawing devils of hunger they didn’t go for
us —they were thirty to five— and have a good tuck-in for once, amazes me now when I think of it.
They were big powerful men, with not much capacity to weigh the consequences, with courage, with
strength, even yet, though their skins were no longer glossy and their muscles no longer hard. And I
saw that something restraining, one of those human secrets that baffle probability, had come into play
there. I looked at them with a swift quickening of interest—mnot because it occurred to me I might be



eaten by them before very long, though I own to you that just then I perceived —in a new light, as it
were— how unwholesome the pilgrims looked, and I hoped, yes, I positively hoped, that my aspect
was not so—what shall I say?—so—unappetizing: a touch of fantastic vanity which fitted well with the
dream-sensation that pervaded all my days at that time. Perhaps I had a little fever, too. One can’t live
with one’s finger everlastingly on one’s pulse. I had often ‘a little fever,” or a little touch of other
things —the playful paw-strokes of the wilderness, the preliminary trifling before the more serious
onslaught which came in due course. Yes; I looked at them as you would on any human being, with a
curiosity of their impulses, motives, capacities, weaknesses, when brought to the test of an inexorable
physical necessity. Restraint! What possible restraint? Was it superstition, disgust, patience, fear—or
some kind of primitive honour? No fear can stand up to hunger, no patience can wear it out, disgust
simply does not exist where hunger is; and as to superstition, beliefs, and what you may call
principles, they are less than chaff in a breeze. Don’t you know the devilry of lingering starvation, its
exasperating torment, its black thoughts, its sombre and brooding ferocity? Well, I do. It takes a man
all his inborn strength to fight hunger properly. It’s really easier to face bereavement, dishonour, and
the perdition of one’s soul—than this kind of prolonged hunger. Sad, but true. And these chaps, too,
had no earthly reason for any kind of scruple. Restraint! I would just as soon have expected restraint
from a hyena prowling amongst the corpses of a battlefield. But there was the fact facing me—the fact
dazzling, to be seen, like the foam on the depths of the sea, like a ripple on an unfathomable enigma, a
mystery greater —when I thought of it— than the curious, inexplicable note of desperate grief in this
savage clamour that had swept by us on the river-bank, behind the blind whiteness of the fog.

“Two pilgrims were quarrelling in hurried whispers as to which bank. ‘Left.” “no, no; how can you?
Right, right, of course.” ‘It is very serious,” said the manager’s voice behind me; ‘I would be
desolated if anything should happen to Mr. Kurtz before we came up.’ I looked at him, and had not the
slightest doubt he was sincere. He was just the kind of man who would wish to preserve appearances.
That was his restraint. But when he muttered something about going on at once, I did not even take the
trouble to answer him. I knew, and he knew, that it was impossible. Were we to let go our hold of the
bottom, we would be absolutely in the air—in space. We wouldn’t be able to tell where we were
going to —whether up or down stream, or across— till we fetched against one bank or the other—and
then we wouldn’t know at first which it was. Of course I made no move. I had no mind for a smash-
up. You couldn’t imagine a more deadly place for a shipwreck. Whether we drowned at once or not,
we were sure to perish speedily in one way or another. ‘I authorize you to take all the risks,” he said,
after a short silence. ‘I refuse to take any,” I said shortly; which was just the answer he expected,
though its tone might have surprised him. ‘Well, I must defer to your judgment. You are captain,” he
said with marked civility. I turned my shoulder to him in sign of my appreciation, and looked into the
fog. How long would it last? It was the most hopeless lookout. The approach to this Kurtz grubbing
for ivory in the wretched bush was beset by as many dangers as though he had been an enchanted
princess sleeping in a fabulous castle. ‘Will they attack, do you think?’ asked the manager, in a
confidential tone.

“I did not think they would attack, for several obvious reasons. The thick fog was one. If they left
the bank in their canoes they would get lost in it, as we would be if we attempted to move. Still, I had
also judged the jungle of both banks quite impenetrable—and yet eyes were in it, eyes that had seen
us. The riverside bushes were certainly very thick; but the undergrowth behind was evidently
penetrable. However, during the short lift I had seen no canoes anywhere in the reach—certainly not
abreast of the steamer. But what made the idea of attack inconceivable to me was the nature of the



noise—of the cries we had heard. They had not the fierce character boding immediate hostile
intention. Unexpected, wild, and violent as they had been, they had given me an irresistible
impression of sorrow. The glimpse of the steamboat had for some reason filled those savages with
unrestrained grief. The danger, if any, I expounded, was from our proximity to a great human passion
let loose. Even extreme grief may ultimately vent itself in violence—but more generally takes the
form of apathy...

“You should have seen the pilgrims stare! They had no heart to grin, or even to revile me: but |
believe they thought me gone mad—with fright, maybe. I delivered a regular lecture. My dear boys, it
was no good bothering. Keep a lookout? Well, you may guess I watched the fog for the signs of lifting
as a cat watches a mouse; but for anything else our eyes were of no more use to us than if we had been
buried miles deep in a heap of cotton-wool. It felt like it, too —choking, warm, stifling. Besides, all |
said, though it sounded extravagant, was absolutely true to fact. What we afterwards alluded to as an
attack was really an attempt at repulse. The action was very far from being aggressive—it was not
even defensive, in the usual sense: it was undertaken under the stress of desperation, and in its
essence was purely protective.

“It developed itself, I should say, two hours after the fog lifted, and its commencement was at a
spot, roughly speaking, about a mile and a half below Kurtz’s station. We had just floundered and
flopped round a bend, when I saw an islet, a mere grassy hummock of bright green, in the middle of
the stream. It was the only thing of the kind; but as we opened the reach more, I perceived it was the
head of a long sand-bank, or rather of a chain of shallow patches stretching down the middle of the
river. They were discoloured, just awash, and the whole lot was seen just under the water, exactly as
a man’s backbone is seen running down the middle of his back under the skin. Now, as far as I did
see, | could go to the right or to the left of this. I didn’t know either channel, of course. The banks
looked pretty well alike, the depth appeared the same; but as I had been informed the station was on
the west side, I naturally headed for the western passage.

“No sooner had we fairly entered it than I became aware it was much narrower than I had
supposed. To the left of us there was the long uninterrupted shoal, and to the right a high, steep bank
heavily overgrown with bushes. Above the bush the trees stood in serried ranks. The twigs overhung
the current thickly, and from distance to distance a large limb of some tree projected rigidly over the
stream. It was then well on in the afternoon, the face of the forest was gloomy, and a broad strip of
shadow had already fallen on the water. In this shadow we steamed up—very slowly, as you may
imagine. I sheered her well inshore—the water being deepest near the bank, as the sounding-pole
informed me.

“One of my hungry and forbearing friends was sounding in the bows just below me. This steamboat
was exactly like a decked scow. On the deck, there were two little teakwood houses, with doors and
windows. The boiler was in the fore-end, and the machinery right astern. Over the whole there was a
light roof, supported on stanchions. The funnel projected through that roof, and in front of the funnel a
small cabin built of light planks served for a pilot-house. It contained a couch, two camp-stools, a
loaded Martini-Henry leaning in one corner, a tiny table, and the steering-wheel. It had a wide door
in front and a broad shutter at each side. All these were always thrown open, of course. I spent my
days perched up there on the extreme fore-end of that roof, before the door. At night I slept, or tried
to, on the couch. An athletic black belonging to some coast tribe and educated by my poor
predecessor, was the helmsman. He sported a pair of brass earrings, wore a blue cloth wrapper from



the waist to the ankles, and thought all the world of himself. He was the most unstable kind of fool 1
had ever seen. He steered with no end of a swagger while you were by; but if he lost sight of you, he
became instantly the prey of an abject funk, and would let that cripple of a steamboat get the upper
hand of him in a minute.

“I was looking down at the sounding-pole, and feeling much annoyed to see at each try a little more
of it stick out of that river, when I saw my poleman give up on the business suddenly, and stretch
himself flat on the deck, without even taking the trouble to haul his pole in. He kept hold on it though,
and it trailed in the water. At the same time the fireman, whom I could also see below me, sat down
abruptly before his furnace and ducked his head. I was



amazed. Then I had to look at the river mighty quick, because there was a snag in the fairway. Sticks,
little sticks, were flying about —thick: they were whizzing before my nose, dropping below me,
striking behind me against my pilot-house. All this time the river, the shore, the woods, were very
quiet —perfectly quiet. I could only hear the heavy splashing thump of the stern-wheel and the patter of
these things. We cleared the snag clumsily. Arrows, by Jove! We were being shot at! I stepped in
quickly to close the shutter on the landside. That fool-helmsman, his hands on the spokes, was lifting
his knees high, stamping his feet, champing his mouth, like a reined-in horse. Confound him! And we
were staggering within ten feet of the bank. I had to lean right out to swing the heavy shutter, and I
saw a face amongst the leaves on the level with my own, looking at me very fierce and steady; and
then suddenly, as though a veil had been removed from my eyes, [ made out, deep in the tangled
gloom, naked breasts, arms, legs, glaring eyes —the bush was swarming with human limbs in
movement, glistening of bronze colour. The twigs shook, swayed, and rustled, the arrows flew out of
them, and then the shutter came to. ‘Steer her straight,” I said to the helmsman. He held his head rigid,
face forward; but his eyes rolled, he kept on lifting and setting down his feet gently, his mouth foamed
a little. ‘Keep quiet!’ I said in a fury. I might just as well have ordered a tree not to sway in the wind.
I darted out. Below me there was a great scuffle of feet on the iron deck; confused exclamations; a
voice screamed, ‘Can you turn back?’ I caught sight of a V-shaped ripple on the water ahead. What?
Another snag! A fusillade burst out under my feet. The pilgrims had opened with their Winchesters,
and were simply squirting lead into that bush. A deuce of a lot of smoke came up and drove slowly
forward. I swore at it. Now I couldn’t see the ripple or the snag either. I stood in the doorway,
peering, and the arrows came in swarms. They might have been poisoned, but they looked as though
they wouldn’t kill a cat. The bush began to howl. Our wood-cutters raised a warlike whoop; the
report of a rifle just at my back deafened me. I glanced over my shoulder, and the pilot-house was yet
full of noise and smoke when I made a dash at the wheel. The fool-nigger had dropped everything, to
throw the shutter open and let off that Martini-Henry. He stood before the wide opening, glaring, and I
yelled at him to come back, while I straightened the sudden twist out of that steamboat. There was no
room to turn even if I had wanted to, the snag was somewhere very near ahead in that confounded
smoke, there was no time to lose, so I just crowded her into the bank—right into the bank, where |
knew the water was deep.

“We tore slowly along the overhanging bushes in a whirl of broken twigs and flying leaves. The
fusillade below stopped short, as I had foreseen it would when the squirts got empty. I threw my head
back to a glinting whizz that traversed the pilot-house, in at one shutter-hole and out at the other.
Looking past that mad helmsman, who was shaking the empty rifle and yelling at the shore, I saw
vague forms of men running bent double, leaping, gliding, distinct, incomplete, evanescent. Something
big appeared in the air before the shutter, the rifle went overboard, and the man stepped back swiftly,
looked at me over his shoulder in an extraordinary, profound, familiar manner, and fell upon my feet.
The side of his head hit the wheel twice, and the end of what appeared a long cane clattered round
and knocked over a little camp-stool. It looked as though after wrenching that thing from somebody
ashore he had lost his balance in the effort. The thin smoke had blown away, we were clear of the
snag, and looking ahead I could see that in another hundred yards or so I would be free to sheer off,
away from the bank; but my feet felt so very warm and wet that I had to look down. The man had
rolled on his back and stared straight up at me; both his hands clutched that cane. It was the shaft of a
spear that, either thrown or lunged through the opening, had caught him in the side, just below the ribs;



the blade had gone in out of sight, after making a frightful gash; my shoes were full; a pool of blood
lay very still, gleaming dark-red under the wheel; his eyes shone with an amazing lustre. The fusillade
burst out again. He looked at me anxiously, gripping the spear like something precious, with an air of
being afraid I would try to take it away from him. I had to make an effort to free my eyes from his gaze
and attend to the steering. With one hand I felt above my head for the line of the steam whistle, and
jerked out screech after screech hurriedly. The tumult of angry and warlike yells was checked
instantly, and then from the depths of the woods went out such a tremulous and prolonged wail of
mournful fear and utter despair as may be imagined to follow the flight of the last hope from the earth.
There was a great commotion in the bush; the shower of arrows stopped, a few dropping shots rang
out sharply —then silence, in which the languid beat of the stern-wheel came plainly to my ears. I put
the helm hard a-starboard at the moment when the pilgrim in pink pyjamas, very hot and agitated,
appeared in the doorway. ‘The manager sends me,” he began in an official tone, and stopped short.
‘Good God!” he said, glaring at the wounded man.

“We two whites stood over him, and his lustrous and inquiring glance enveloped us both. I declare
it looked as though he would presently put to us some questions in an understandable language; but he
died without uttering a sound, without moving a limb, without twitching a muscle. Only in the very
last moment, as though in response to some sign we could not see, to some whisper we could not
hear, he frowned heavily, and that frown gave to his black death-mask an inconceivably sombre,
brooding, and menacing expression. The lustre of inquiring glance faded swiftly into vacant
glassiness. ‘Can you steer?’ I asked the agent eagerly. He looked very dubious; but I made a grab at
his arm, and he understood at once I meant him to steer whether or no. To tell you the truth, I was
morbidly anxious to change my shoes and socks. ‘He 1s dead,” murmured the fellow, immensely
impressed. ‘No doubt about it,” said I, tugging like mad at the shoe-laces. ‘And by the way, I suppose
Mr. Kurtz is dead as well by this time.’

“For the moment that was the dominant thought. There was a sense of extreme disappointment, as
though I had found out I had been striving after something altogether without a substance. I couldn’t
have been more disgusted if I had travelled all this way for the sole purpose of talking with Mr.
Kurtz. Talking with... I flung one shoe overboard, and became aware that that was exactly what I had
been looking forward to—a talk with Kurtz. I made the strange discovery that I had never imagined
him as doing, you know, but as discoursing. I didn’t say to myself, ‘Now I will never see him,” or
‘Now I will never shake him by the hand,” but, ‘Now I will never hear him.” The man presented
himself as a voice. Not of course that I did not connect him with some sort of action. Hadn’t I been
told 1n all the tones of jealousy and admiration that he had collected, bartered, swindled, or stolen
more 1vory than all the other agents together? That was not the point. The point was in his being a
gifted creature, and that of all his gifts the one that stood out preeminently, that carried with it a sense
of real presence, was his ability to talk, his words—the gift of expression, the bewildering, the
illuminating, the most exalted and the most contemptible, the pulsating stream of light, or the deceitful
flow from the heart of an impenetrable darkness.

“The other shoe went flying unto the devil-god of that river. I thought, ‘By Jove! it’s all over. We
are too late; he has vanished—the gift has vanished, by means of some spear, arrow, or club. I will
never hear that chap speak after all’—and my sorrow had a startling extravagance of emotion, even
such as I had noticed in the howling sorrow of these savages in the bush. I couldn’t have felt more of
lonely desolation somehow, had I been robbed of a belief or had missed my destiny in life... Why do



you sigh in this beastly way, somebody? Absurd? Well, absurd. Good Lord! Mustn’t a man ever—
Here, give me some tobacco...”

There was a pause of profound stillness, then a match flared, and Marlow’s lean face appeared,
worn, hollow, with downward folds and dropped eyelids, with an aspect of concentrated attention;
and as he took vigorous draws at his pipe, it seemed to retreat and advance out of the night in the
regular flicker of tiny flame. The match went out.

“Absurd!” he cried. “This is the worst of trying to tell... Here you all are, each moored with two
good addresses, like a hulk with two anchors, a butcher round one corner, a policeman round another,
excellent appetites, and temperature normal —you hear— normal from year’s end to year’s end. And
you say, Absurd! Absurd be—exploded! Absurd! My dear boys, what can you expect from a man who
out of sheer nervousness had just flung overboard a pair of new shoes! Now I think of it, it is amazing
I did not shed tears. I am, upon the whole, proud of my fortitude. I was cut to the quick at the idea of
having lost the inestimable privilege of listening to the gifted Kurtz. Of course I was wrong. The
privilege was waiting for me. Oh, yes, | heard more than enough. And I was right, too. A voice. He
was very little more than a voice. And I heard—him—it—this voice—other voices —all of them were
so little more than voices— and the memory of that time itself lingers around me, impalpable, like a
dying vibration of one immense jabber, silly, atrocious, sordid, savage, or simply mean, without any
kind of sense. Voices, voices —even the girl herself— now.”

He was silent for a long time.

“I laid the ghost of his gifts at last with a lie,” he began, suddenly. “Girl! What? Did I mention a
girl? Oh, she is out of it—completely. They —the women, I mean— are out of it—should be out of it.
We must help them to stay in that beautiful world of their own, lest ours gets worse. Oh, she had to be
out of it. You should have heard the disinterred body of Mr. Kurtz saying, ‘My Intended.” You would
have perceived directly then how completely she was out of it. And the lofty frontal bone of Mr.
Kurtz! They say the hair goes on growing sometimes, but this —ah— specimen, was impressively bald.
The wilderness had patted him on the head, and, behold, it was like a ball —an ivory ball; it had
caressed him, and—Ilo!—he had withered; it had taken him, loved him, embraced him, got into his
veins, consumed his flesh, and sealed his soul to its own by the inconceivable ceremonies of some
devilish initiation. He was its spoiled and pampered favourite. Ivory? I should think so. Heaps of it,
stacks of it. The old mud shanty was bursting with it. You would think there was not a single tusk left
either above or below the ground in the whole country. ‘Mostly fossil,” the manager had remarked,
disparagingly. It was no more fossil than I am; but they call it fossil when it is dug up. It appears these
niggers do bury the tusks sometimes—but evidently they couldn’t bury this parcel deep enough to save
the gifted Mr. Kurtz from his fate. We filled the steamboat with it, and had to pile a lot on the deck.
Thus he could see and enjoy as long as he could see, because the appreciation of this favour had
remained with him to the last. You should have heard him say, ‘My 1vory.” Oh, yes, I heard him. ‘My
Intended, my ivory, my station, my river, my...” everything belonged to him. It made me hold my
breath in expectation of hearing the wilderness burst into a prodigious peal of laughter that would
shake the fixed stars in their places. Everything belonged to him—but that was a trifle. The thing was
to know what he belonged to, how many powers of darkness claimed him for their own. That was the
reflection that made you creepy all over. It was impossible —it was not good for one either— trying to
imagine. He had taken a high seat amongst the devils of the land—I mean literally. You can’t
understand. How could you?—with solid pavement under your feet, surrounded by kind neighbours



ready to cheer you or to fall on you, stepping delicately between the butcher and the policeman, in the
holy terror of scandal and gallows and lunatic asylums—how can you imagine what particular region
of the first ages a man’s untrammelled feet may take him into by the way of solitude—utter solitude
without a policeman by the way of silence—utter silence, where no warning voice of a kind
neighbour can be heard whispering of public opinion? These little things make all the great
difference. When they are gone you must fall back upon your own innate strength, upon your own
capacity for faithfulness. Of course you may be too much of a fool to go wrong—too dull even to
know you are being assaulted by the powers of darkness. I take it, no fool ever made a bargain for his
soul with the devil; the fool 1s too much of a fool, or the devil too much of a devil—I don’t know
which. Or you may be such a thunderingly exalted creature as to be altogether deaf and blind to
anything but heavenly sights and sounds. Then the earth for you is only a standing place—and whether
to be like this is your loss or your gain I won’t pretend to say. But most of us are neither one nor the
other. The earth for us is a place to live in, where we must put up with sights, with sounds, with
smells, too, by Jove!—breathe dead hippo, so to speak, and not be contaminated. And there, don’t you
see? Your strength comes in, the faith in your ability for the digging of unostentatious holes to bury the
stuff in —your power of devotion, not to yourself, but to an obscure, back-breaking business. And
that’s difficult enough. Mind, I am not trying to excuse or even explain —I am trying to account to
myself for— for —Mr. Kurtz— for the shade of Mr. Kurtz. This initiated wraith from the back of
Nowhere honoured me with its amazing confidence before it vanished altogether. This was because it
could speak English to me. The original Kurtz had been educated partly in England, and —as he was
good enough to say himself- his sympathies were in the right place. His mother was half-English, his
father was half-French. All Europe contributed to the making of Kurtz; and by and by I learned that,
most appropriately, the International Society for the Suppression of Savage Customs had intrusted him
with the making of a report, for its future guidance. And he had written it, too. ’ve seen it. I’ve read
it. It was eloquent, vibrating with eloquence, but too high-strung, I think. Seventeen pages of close
writing he had found time for! But this must have been before his —let us say— nerves, went wrong,
and caused him to preside at certain midnight dances ending with unspeakable rites, which —as far as
I reluctantly gathered from what I heard at various times— were offered up to him —do you
understand?— to Mr. Kurtz himself. But it was a beautiful piece of writing. The opening paragraph,
however, in the light of later information, strikes me now as ominous. He began with the argument that
we whites, from the point of development we had arrived at, ‘must necessarily appear to them
[savages] in the nature of supernatural beings—we approach them with the might of a deity,” and so
on, and so on. ‘By the simple exercise of our will we can exert a power for good practically
unbounded,’ etc., etc. From that point he soared and took me with him. The peroration was
magnificent, though difficult to remember, you know. It gave me the notion of an exotic Immensity
ruled by an august Benevolence. It made me tingle with enthusiasm. This was the unbounded power of
eloquence —of words— of burning noble words. There were no practical hints to interrupt the magic
current of phrases, unless a kind of note at the foot of the last page, scrawled evidently much later, in
an unsteady hand, may be regarded as the exposition of a method. It was very simple, and at the end of
that moving appeal to every altruistic sentiment it blazed at you, luminous and terrifying, like a flash
of lightning in a serene sky: ‘Exterminate all the brutes!” The curious part was that he had apparently
forgotten all about that valuable postscriptum, because, later on, when he in a sense came to himself,
he repeatedly entreated me to take good care of ‘my pamphlet’ (he called it), as it was sure to have in
the future a good influence upon his career. I had full information about all these things, and, besides,
as it turned out, I was to have the care of his memory. I’ve done enough for it to give me the



indisputable right to lay it, if I choose, for an everlasting rest in the dust-bin of progress, amongst all
the sweepings and, figuratively speaking, all the dead cats of civilization. But then, you see, I can’t
choose. He won’t be forgotten. Whatever he was, he was not common. He had the power to charm or
frighten rudimentary souls into an aggravated witch-dance in his honour; he could also fill the small
souls of the pilgrims with bitter misgivings: he had one devoted friend at least, and he had conquered
one soul in the world that was neither rudimentary nor tainted with self-seeking. No; I can’t forget
him, though I am not prepared to affirm the fellow was exactly worth the life we lost in getting to him.
I missed my late helmsman awfully —I missed him even while his body was still lying in the pilot-
house. Perhaps you will think it passing strange this regret for a savage who was no more account
than a grain of sand in a black Sahara. Well, don’t you see, he had done something, he had steered; for
months I had him at my back —a help— an instrument. It was a kind of partnership. He steered for me—
I had to look after him, I worried about his deficiencies, and thus a subtle bond had been created, of
which I only became aware when it was suddenly broken. And the intimate profundity of that look he
gave me when he received his hurt remains to this day in my memory—Iike a claim of distant kinship
affirmed in a supreme moment.

“Poor fool! If he had only left that shutter alone. He had no restraint, no restraint —just like Kurtz— a
tree swayed by the wind. As soon as I had put on a dry pair of slippers, I dragged him out, after first
jerking the spear out of his side, which operation I confess I performed with my eyes shut tight. His
heels leaped together over the little doorstep; his shoulders were pressed to my breast; I hugged him
from behind desperately. Oh! he was heavy, heavy; heavier than any man on earth, I should imagine.
Then without more ado I tipped him overboard. The current snatched him as though he had been a
wisp of grass, and I saw the body roll over twice before I lost sight of it for ever. All the pilgrims
and the manager were then congregated on the awning-deck about the pilot-house, chattering at each
other like a flock of excited magpies, and there was a scandalized murmur at my heartless
promptitude. What they wanted to keep that body hanging about for I can’t guess. Embalm it, maybe.
But I had also heard another, and a very ominous, murmur on the deck below. My friends the wood-
cutters were likewise scandalized, and with a better show of reason—though I admit that the reason
itself was quite inadmissible. Oh, quite! I had made up my mind that if my late helmsman was to be
eaten, the fishes alone should have him. He had been a very second-rate helmsman while alive, but
now he was dead he might have become a first-class temptation, and possibly cause some startling
trouble. Besides, I was anxious to take the wheel, the man in pink pyjamas showing himself a
hopeless duffer at the business.

“This I did directly the simple funeral was over. We were going half-speed, keeping right in the
middle of the stream, and I listened to the talk about me. They had given up Kurtz, they had given up
the station; Kurtz was dead, and the station had been burnt —and so on— and so on. The red-haired
pilgrim was beside himself with the thought that at least this poor Kurtz had been properly avenged.
‘Say! We must have made a glorious slaughter of them in the bush. Eh? What do you think? Say?’ He
positively danced, the bloodthirsty little gingery beggar. And he had nearly fainted when he saw the
wounded man! I could not help saying, ‘You made a glorious lot of smoke, anyhow.’ I had seen, from
the way the tops of the bushes rustled and flew, that almost all the shots had gone too high. You can’t
hit anything unless you take aim and fire from the shoulder; but these chaps fired from the hip with
their eyes shut. The retreat, I maintained —and I was right— was caused by the screeching of the steam
whistle. Upon this they forgot Kurtz, and began to howl at me with indignant protests.



“The manager stood by the wheel murmuring confidentially about the necessity of getting well away
down the river before dark at all events, when I saw in the distance a clearing on the riverside and the
outlines of some sort of building. ‘What’s this?’ I asked. He clapped his hands in wonder. ‘The
station!” he cried. I edged 1n at once, still going half-speed.

“Through my glasses I saw the slope of a hill interspersed with rare trees and perfectly free from
undergrowth. A long decaying building on the summit was half buried in the high grass; the large
holes in the peaked roof gaped black from afar; the jungle and the woods made a background. There
was no enclosure or fence of any kind; but there had been one apparently, for near the house half-a-
dozen slim posts remained in a row, roughly trimmed, and with their upper ends ornamented with
round carved balls. The rails, or whatever there had been between, had disappeared. Of course the
forest surrounded all that. The river-bank was clear, and on the waterside I saw a white man under a
hat like a cart-wheel beckoning persistently with his whole arm. Examining the edge of the forest
above and below, I was almost certain I could see movements—human forms gliding here and there. I
steamed past prudently, then stopped the engines and let her drift down. The man on the shore began
to shout, urging us to land. ‘We have been attacked,” screamed the manager. ‘I know—I know. It’s all
right,” yelled back the other, as cheerful as you please. ‘Come along. It’s all right. I am glad.’

“His aspect reminded me of something I had seen —something funny I had seen somewhere. As I
manoeuvred to get alongside, I was asking myself, ‘What does this fellow look like?” Suddenly I got
it. He looked like a harlequin. His clothes had been made of some stuff that was brown holland
probably, but it was covered with patches all over, with bright patches, blue, red, and yellow—
patches on the back, patches on the front, patches on elbows, on knees; coloured binding around his
jacket, scarlet edging at the bottom of his trousers; and the sunshine made him look extremely gay and
wonderfully neat withal, because you could see how beautifully all this patching had been done. A
beardless, boyish face, very fair, no features to speak of, nose peeling, little blue eyes, smiles and
frowns chasing each other over that open countenance like sunshine and shadow on a wind-swept
plain. ‘Look out, captain!’ he cried; ‘there’s a snag lodged in here last night.” What! Another snag? |
confess I swore shamefully. I had nearly holed my cripple, to finish off that charming trip. The
harlequin on the bank turned his little pug-nose up to me. ‘You English?’ he asked, all smiles. ‘Are
you?’ I shouted from the wheel. The smiles vanished, and he shook his head as if sorry for my
disappointment. Then he brightened up. ‘Never mind!” he cried encouragingly. ‘Are we in time?’ |
asked. ‘He 1s up there,” he replied, with a toss of the head up the hill, and becoming gloomy all of a
sudden. His face was like the autumn sky, overcast one moment and bright the next.

“When the manager, escorted by the pilgrims, all of them armed to the teeth, had gone to the house
this chap came on board. ‘I say, [ don’t like this. These natives are in the bush,’ I said. He assured me
earnestly it was all right. ‘They are simple people,” he added; ‘well, I am glad you came. It took me
all my time to keep them off.” ‘But you said it was all right,” I cried. ‘Oh, they meant no harm,” he
said; and as I stared he corrected himself, ‘Not exactly.” Then vivaciously, ‘My faith, your pilot-
house wants a clean-up!’ In the next breath he advised me to keep enough steam on the boiler to blow
the whistle in case of any trouble. ‘One good screech will do more for you than all your rifles. They
are simple people,” he repeated. He rattled away at such a rate he quite overwhelmed me. He seemed
to be trying to make up for lots of silence, and actually hinted, laughing, that such was the case. ‘Don’t
you talk with Mr. Kurtz?’ I said. ‘You don’t talk with that man—you listen to him,” he exclaimed with
severe exaltation. ‘But now...” He waved his arm, and in the twinkling of an eye was in the uttermost



depths of despondency. In a moment he came up again with a jump, possessed himself of both my
hands, shook them continuously, while he gabbled: ‘Brother sailor—honour—pleasure—delight—
introduce—myself—Russian—son of an arch-priest—Government of Tambov—What? Tobacco!
English tobacco; the excellent English tobacco! Now, that’s brotherly. Smoke? Where’s a sailor that
does not smoke?”

“The pipe soothed him, and gradually I made out he had run away from school, had gone to sea in a
Russian ship; ran away again; served some time in English ships; was now reconciled with the arch-
priest. He made a point of that. ‘But when one is young one must see things, gather experience, ideas;
enlarge the mind.” ‘Here!” I interrupted. ‘You can never tell! Here I met Mr. Kurtz,” he said,
youthfully solemn and reproachful. I held my tongue after that. It appears he had persuaded a Dutch
trading-house on the coast to fit him out with stores and goods, and had started for the interior with a
light heart and no more idea of what would happen to him than a baby. He had been wandering about
that river for nearly two years alone, cut off from everybody and everything. ‘I am not so young as |
look. I am twenty-five,” he said. ‘At first old Van Shuyten would tell me to go to the devil,” he
narrated with keen enjoyment; ‘but I stuck to him, and talked and talked, till at last he got afraid I
would talk the hind-leg off his favourite dog, so he gave me some cheap things and a few guns, and
told me he hoped he would never see my face again. Good old Dutchman, Van Shuyten. I’ve sent him
one small lot of ivory a year ago, so that he can’t call me a little thief when I get back. I hope he got it.
And for the rest I don’t care. I had some wood stacked for you. That was my old house. Did you see?’

“I gave him Towson’s book. He made as though he would kiss me, but restrained himself. ‘The only
book I had left, and I thought I had lost it,” he said, looking at it ecstatically. ‘So many accidents
happen to a man going about alone, you know. Canoes get upset sometimes —and sometimes you’ve
got to clear out so quick when the people get angry.” He thumbed the pages. ‘You made notes in
Russian?’ 1 asked. He nodded. ‘I thought they were written in cipher,” 1 said. He laughed, then
became serious. ‘I had lots of trouble to keep these people off,” he said. ‘Did they want to kill you?’ 1
asked. ‘Oh, no!” he cried, and checked himself. ‘Why did they attack us?’ I pursued. He hesitated,
then said shamefacedly, ‘They don’t want him to go.” ‘Don’t they?’ I said curiously. He nodded a nod
full of mystery and wisdom. ‘I tell you,” he cried, ‘this man has enlarged my mind.” He opened his
arms wide, staring at me with his little blue eyes that were perfectly round.”



111

“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 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 |
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... | 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'  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— haven’t slept for the last ten nights—’

“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 1t? 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. [ 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 [ 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’1ll show you what can be done. You with your little peddling notions—you are interfering with me. I
will return. [’

“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 hhm—haven’t we? But there 1s 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,’ | 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. | 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, [ 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) ‘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 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. [ 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 1|
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 [ 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, [ 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
1s 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 1
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, | 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. |
saw it—I heard it. [ 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, 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 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—vpiloting. ‘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 1s 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 1s —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 1s 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 [ 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 1 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, [ 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 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 —1I 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 1t?’

“‘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. |
want you—you who have heard his last words—to know I have been worthy of him—It is not pride
—Yes! [ 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 [’

““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?
[ 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.



KARANLIGIN YUREGI UZERINE...
Icinde nihai gecerliligi olan aciklamalarin bulunmadigi bir diinyada, bir insamn davrams ve
tutumu hakkinda hiikiim vereceksek, o nihai agiklanamaz olana hakkini vermek gerekir.

J.C.

Karanligin Yiiregi adl1 kisa roman, Joseph Conrad’1n en Uinlii romanmdir ve onun eserleri arasinda
merkezi bir yerde durur. Hayatimn ortasinda onu yoklayip duran bir 6zlemin iistesinden gelme
cabasidir bu metin: Afrika’nin iclerine, kara kitanin kalbine yolculuk 6zleminin. Conrad’in biyografi
yazart Zdzislaw Najder bu yolculugu, “onun hayatinda derin ruhsal zedelenmelere yol agmis en
travmatik yolculugu” olarak tanimlar (1938). Bu geziden once Conrad, kendi deyisiyle “vahsi bir
hayvandan baska bir sey degildi.” Ve yillar sonra, 6liimiinden birka¢ ay once Geography and Some
Explorers (Cografya ve Bazi Kesifler; 1924) adli denemesinde 1890 yilimin o Eyliil aksamini,
yolculugunun son duragi olan Stanley Selaleleri’ne ulasmasim hatirlar.

Akantimin ortasindaki kiiciik bir adanmin iistiinde, zayif, kiigiik bir 151k parlamaktadir ve Conrad kendi
kendisine, “Iste tam da genclik bobiirlenisimin 15181, der. Ama yolculuk bir tiir cehenneme inis gibi
bir seydir de; Dante’nin cehenneminin modern ¢esitlemesi gibi bir sey vardir karsinuzda. Heyecan ve
merakin yam sira, bagka nedenlerin de onu siiriikledigi bu yolculugun tarihsel fonunda Avrupa
somiirgeciliginin Orta Afrika’ya yonelik girisimlerini bulmak zor olmasa gerek.

Kongo-Canagr’nin Kesfi

Henry Morton Stanley, kesfettigi Kongo-¢anagim uzun siire Ingiliz Tacina baglamak icin ugrastiktan
sonra, 1879-1884 yillar1 arasinda Bel¢ika Krali II. Leopold’un hizmetine girmis ve bu dev hammadde
bolgesini Belgika’ya baglamaya calismistir. Daha 6nce de, 1875’ten baglayarak buralarda kesif
arastirmasina girismis olan Savorgnan de Brazza, Kongo’yu Fransiz etki alamna sokmaya c¢alisnus,
1888°de Makoko antlagmasimn imzalanmasinin ardindan 1882°de bu antlasma Fransiz
parlamentosunda onaylaninca, lilkenin somiirgelesmesine giden yol da acilmusti. 1884’°te Berlin’de
toplanan Kongo konferansi sirasinda haris, aggozli kral II. Leopold, Avrupa’mn rekabet halindeki
gliclerini birbirlerine kars1 kiskirtip “Kongo Serbest Devleti” {lizerinde niifuz sahibi olmayr basarir.
Kral II. Leopold’un ticaret sirketi, Kongo’yu tam anlamiyla yagmalarken, bu somiiriiyii uzun siire, bos
laflara dayanan somiirgeci bir retorikle, insancilligin ve uygarligin diinyanin bu unutulmus ¢anagina
tasinmas1 misyonu olarak gostermeyi basarmustir: “Uygarligl, heniiz ulasamadig bu diinya parcasina
armagan etmek, oradaki biitlin halklar1 kendine tutsak etmis olan karanlifi aydinlatmak i¢in bu
ilerleme ¢agina yakisir bir hacli seferi diisiiniiyorum.” Somiirgeciligin ya da yerlesik bir deyisle
somiirgeciligin Avrupa merkezli 6ziiniin hi¢ degismeyen retorigidir bu; kralin daha 1876’da
Briiksel’de gerceklestirilen bir konferansta kendisini uygarligin hizmetine verisinin de! Bu
aciklamadan tam 14 yi1l sonra, 1890°da, Conrad’in Kongo’ya hareketinden ¢ok kisa bir siire once,
Henry Morton Stanley, Kongo ¢anaginin kasiflerinden biri olma onuruyla Briiksel borsasinda Kral
icin sunlart soyliiyordu: “Halkim bir ¢oban gibi yOnetip yonlendiren, siiriisiinii 6zenle koruyup
gozeten bir hitkkiimdarin bilgeligi ve 1yilikseverligi.”

Insanligin ilerlemesi ve uygarlasmasi siirecinde hala islevsel oldugu ileri siiriilen bir dinsel
kurtaricilik tezine dayali, arka plandaki ¢ikarlar1 saklamaya yonelik bu sisirilmis retorik, Conrad
romamnin tarihsel fonunu olusturur. Ne var ki Conrad 1890 yilinda buradaki diizenbazligin, uygarlik



gotiirme iddiasimin somiirgelestirici pratiginin boyutlar1 hakkinda heniiz bir sey bilmemekteydi. Bir
Ingiliz gemisinde gorev alarak Kongo’ya gitme girisimleri suya diisiince, Bordeaux’da imzaladig ii¢
yillik bir s6zlesme sonucunda gemiye adimim atarken, biitlin amaci kar saglamak olan bir girisimin
parc¢ast oldugundan heniiz habersiz olduguna dair bizi inandirabilecek belgeler var. Polonya’daki
yegenine yazdigi ve Bati Afrika kiy1 kenti Freetown’dan postaya verdigi bir mektupta, Kongo
selalelerine yapacag bir arastirma ve inceleme gezisinden duydugu heyecan ve mutluluktan s6z edip
durmaktadir. Gelgelelim yolculuk ilerledikce Conrad nasil bir ise bulasmus oldugunu anlamakta
gecikmez. Sert bir somiirgecilik elestirisi yaptig1 [lerlemenin Bir Habercisi adl1 ykiisiiniin hemen
ardindan Aralik 1898 ile Subat 1899 arasinda, birka¢ haftada kaleme aldig1 Karanligin Yiiregi’nde,
kendi yasadiklarim ¢ok daha genis kapsamli ele alirken, somiirgecilik elestirisini bu yasantinin
izlenimleriyle ustaca birlestirmesini bilecektir.

Gerceklik ile Yiiz Yiize

Donelim Conrad’1in yolculuguna: Bu yolculuk Bordeaux’dan baslayip Bati Afrika kiyilar1 boyunca
glineye dogru ilerlemis, Kongo Nehri’nin deltas1 olan Matai’den karaya yonelip bugiinkii Kinshasa’ya
(Leopoldville) kadar gelmis, oradan nehir gemisiyle, bugiin Kisangani diye bilinen Stanley
Selaleleri’ne dogru, akintinin tersine, “karanligin yiiregine” devam etmistir.

Conrad, bugiinkii Benin’in “koleler kiyis1” denilen Grand Popo kentinde bir Fransiz savas
gemisinin, ormanin i¢ine gizlenmis bir yerliler kdytinii nasil atese verdigine tamk olmustu. Ama bu,
daha sonra goreceklerinin yaninda hi¢bir seydi. Conrad’in Kongo macerasim elimizdeki yetersiz
belgelere gore yeniden kurmaya devam edelim: Conrad, Matai’ye ulastiktan sonra para ve kazang
hirsinin, tutarsizliklarin, ikiytizliiliiklerin ve yerli halka kars1 yapilan asir1 saygisizliklarin tamig olur.
Ozellikle de su yolunu kullanmanmn miimkiin olmadig araziye demiryolu dosenmesi sirasinda
insafsizlikla, zorla c¢alistirilan siyah iscilerden her giin en az besinin 6liimii, donemin giivenilir
kaynaklarina gore apacgik belgelenmektedir. Conrad, nehrin akis yOniiniin tersine, yaklagik 360
kilometre i¢cerideki Leopoldville istasyonuna kadar oldiiriicii iklim kosullar1 altinda, her tiirlii engelle
dolu bir arazide yaya gitmek zorunda kalir. Hastaliklar nedeniyle yolculuga sik sik ara verince,
oykiideki anlatici, Marlow’un on bes giinde aldig bu yolu, gercekte bes haftada bitirir. Conrad’in
kisa, goriiniiste olaylara yonelik tek tiik kayitlardan ibaret glince notlar1, yazarin, iilkenin i¢ine dogru
yaptigi bu yolculukta bir gozlemci ve elbette bir isbirlik¢i olarak duydugu anlatilmaz tiksintiyi,
uygarlagsma adi altinda yapilan uygulamalarin yarattigi dehsete duydugu tepkiyi bize sezdirmektedir.
Soyleyecek s6z bulamamanin saskinligr ve bogucu sugluluk duygusu altinda diisiilmiis ¢aresizligin
notlaridir bunlar.

Leopoldville’e ulasan Conrad, onu daha oteye gotiirmesi gereken nehir vapurunun agir bir hasar
almas1 dolayisiyla kullamlmaz durumda oldugunu &grenir. Oykiideki Marlow’dan farkli olarak
Danimarkali kaptanin gemisinde agustos ayinda, “Roi de Belges” (Belgika Kral1) adim tasiyan on bes
tonluk buharliyla, icerilere dogru yol alir. Ug beyaz ticaret temsilcisinin yam sira, Conrad ile aralar
hemen acilan ve Karanligin Yiiregi’ndeki esin kaynagl olan sirketin yerel temsilcisi Camille
Delcommune da bulunmaktadir.

Yirmi sekiz giin sonra nehirde 1ssiz, bakir, balta girmemis ormanlarla ¢evrili bir bolgede, tarumar
edilmis yerli koylerinden gegerek 1600 kilometreden daha fazla yol alirlar. Nehir yer yer birbirinin
benzeri akintilara dogru uzanmakta, yer yer genisleyip yerini biliyiik gollere birakmaktadir. 1890
Eyliil’tinde yolculuklarinmin hedefi olan Stanley Selaleleri’nin altindaki yerlesim merkezine ulasirlar.



Burasi, Conrad’in romaminda anlattiginin aksine, oyle terk edilmis, 1ssiz, inin cinin top oynadigi,
isimsiz bir i¢ istasyon degil; ger¢ekte daha o zamanlar ¢ok onemli, askeri bir birligin korudugu,
karargdh ve idari binalar1 ile bolgenin yerli koyleri ile kiyaslanamayacak kadar gelismis Belgika
sOmiirge bolgesi merkezidir.

Ote yandan burast elbette Oyle romantik duygular1 koriikleyecek, maceract ruhlari
heyecanlandiracak bir yer de degildi; burasi bir ticari organizasyonun gii¢ ve iktidarim kurmaya
calistig1, enikonu ticari ¢ikar ve kaygilara gére diizenlenmis, olabildigince cabuk kazang saglamaktan
baska derdi olmayan, insan hayatina hicbir deger vermeyen bir emperyal tohumun kok salmaya
calistig1 korku bolgesiydi. Belgika ticaret sirketleri o donemde bir yilda yatirdiklari1 sermayenin tam
700 katim ¢ikartmaktaydilar bu bolgeden.

Conrad, buharli geminin sitma atesiyle kivranan Danimarkali kaptanimn yerine gorevi devralip
doniis yolculuguna basladi. Giivertede, Stanley Selaleleri’nin dizanteriden kivranan, yirmi yedi
yasindaki Fransiz ticari temsilcisi George Antoine Klein da vardi. Klein, 150 kilometre yol aldiktan
sonra Eyliiliin 21’inde 6liir ve Leopoldville’in kuzeyinde, bir misyonerlik merkezinde dini térenle
topraga verilir. Bu Fransiz’in ad1 daha sonra romanin el yazmalarinin i1k béliimiinde, daha sonra da
“Kurtz” olarak karsimiza ¢ikar. Conrad, 24 Eyliil’de Leopoldville ulastiktan sonra, ikinci bir gezi
i¢in hazirlik yapar. Conrad’in anilarina ve notlarina gore, neredeyse tiksindigi, sezgileriyle hareket
eden ve biitiin Ingilizlerden nefret ettigi icin Conrad’1 da Ingiliz yerine koyup ondan nefret eden fildisi
avcist Delcommune, Conrad’a buharli teknede uygun bir gérev verilmesini engelleyerek Leopoldville
istasyonunun ingasi ic¢in kereste se¢mek lizere balta girmemis ormanlara yollanmasina sebep olur.
Conrad bu ormanlarda kdleciligin akil almaz boyutlardaki insafsizliklarina, yerlilere 6liimden baska
segenek birakmayan vahsetine tamk olur. Kendisi de agir bir dizanteriye ve sitmaya yakalanir.
Kervan yolu iizerinden Matai’ye geri yollandiginda, 6ldii 6lecek bir haldedir. Bu, onun Kongo
macerasinin sonu demektir. 1890 yilimin son li¢ ay1 hakkinda pek bir bilgimiz yok. Belli ki Conrad,
yasadig her seyi unutmak i¢in, herhangi bir kayit diismekten kacinmistir. Conrad’1in daha sonra 1891
yilimin Ocak ayinda Briiksel’de ortaya ¢iktigini ve 1 Subat’ta Londra’ya dondiigiinii biliyoruz. Kongo
macerasindan geri kalan yipranmus, hastaliklardan ¢okmiis bir beden ve kabuslar1 bile aratmayan
anilaridir.

Cagdaslarindan bazilar1 gibi, bugiin de kimi elestirmen ve okur, Conrad’in, bu romanda Avrupa
somiirgeciligine saldirmaktan ¢ok, modern var olusun sorunlarini isledigini diisiinmektedir.

Yolculuk motifi, Conrad’in Oykiisiiniin eylem ¢atisini olusturmaktadir. Yapiyi, yolculugun tizerine
kurma 1lkesi, sadece kesif Oykiileri ya da macera oykii ve romanlari i¢in gecerli degildir; bildigimiz
gibi Homeros’un Odysseia ya da Dante’nin [lahi Komedya’s1 gibi cesitli manzum destanlar ya da
hatta mitolojik dykiiler, yolculuk tema’sina dayanmirlar. Conrad bu gibi geleneksel birikimlere yer yer
dogrudan gonderme yapar. Demek ki roman kisisi Marlow’un yolculugu, yola ¢ikis, gidis ve geri
doniis gibi eski mi eski bir modeli tekrarlamaktadir. Ne var ki Marlow basarmus, zafer kazanmis biri
olarak degil de yenik donecektir geriye. Manevi kurtulusa, ya da Buda gibi, 1s18a ulasmamustir o; olsa
olsa degismistir. Basta ima edildigi gibi, hayat, verimlilik, bereket ve aydinliga kavusmanin sembolii
olan Lotus ¢iceginden yoksun, vaaz veren Avrupali bir Buda’ya benzemektedir.

Conrad’in Kurmaca Sozciisii: Marlow

Marlow karakteri, 1898 yilinda Blackword’s Magazine’de yayinlanan Youth (Genglik) oykiisiinde,



daha sonra Lord Jim (1900) ve Chance’da (1913) karsimiza ¢ikar. Conrad’1in bu karakteri anlatici
(figiirii) olarak araya sokmasi, Ingiliz edebiyat tarihinde de teknik bir gelismeye isaret etmektedir.
Marlow sayesinde dis ger¢ekligin, diinyamn, 6znel bilince yansiyan izlenimlerin olusturdugu bir
mozaik olarak sunulmasi; 6znel izlenimlerin ve ¢agrisimlarin, dolayisiyla gercekligi algilayan kisinin
psikolojisinin de gercekligin tasvirine ve anlatilmasina etki etmesi, dis gercekligin anlaticinin
algilarina baglanmasi, tam da modernizmin teknigini tarif etmektedir bize. Oyleyse Marlow, bir
anlatic1 olarak modernizmin edebiyatinda cok ileri bir adim olarak anlasilabilir. Joseph Conrad, bu
biitiinliikten yoksun algilariyla, boliik porgiik izlenimleriyle karsimiza ¢ikarttig anlatici figiirii ve
onun ‘dinleyicileri’ sayesinde, romandaki olaylari anlatan ve yorumlayan —romandaki ‘ben’ anlatici—
olmaktan kurtulmaktadir; boylelikle travmatize olmus, ruhuna kalici darbeler indirmis o korkung
yasantilar1 ve olaylari kendi disina koyma imkdmm ele ge¢irmis, gotliriip bunlart Marlow’un yasadig
olaylar gibi sunarak, onun boliik por¢iik algr diinyasina teslim etmis, ger¢ekligi bir tiir algt karmasast,
belki de yanilgis1 diizlemine ¢ekerek ondan kurtulma yoluna gitmistir. Bu arada da, emperyalizmin bu
yogun yayilma doneminde somiirgecilige karsi ¢ikan bir inceleme yapmak i¢in gerekli olan ayrintili
calismanin da ahlaki sorumlulugundan kurtulmus olmaktadir, demek yanlis olmaz.

Gercekligin Parcalamp Aynstirilmasi

Marlow i¢in, dinleyicilerinin, kendisinin ‘o zamanlar’ kotii bir riiya gibi gordiigii ve hissettigi
seyleri aynen kendisi gibi goriip hissetmeleri biiyiik onem tasir. ‘Ben’ anlaticimin (Joseph Conrad’1n)
Marlow’un (gemideki) dinleyicileri arasina sikismasi, aslinda onun bir anlamda susup dinlemesi gibi
bir durum vardir karsimizda. Marlow aracilifiyla gelen mesaj sudur Oyleyse: “gérmek” ve
“hissetmek’; kendisinin gordiigu ve hissettigl gibi, fazlas1 zaten miimkiin degildir. Ne var ki bu talep
ya da Conrad’1n sectigi bu travmatik, kabus gibi yasantilarin boliik porg¢iik anlatilmasi ¢abasi da, bir
bakima bosuna bir anlatma cabasi olmalidir; ¢iinkii anlatictmn sdylediklerine bakacak olursak,
“hayattmizin herhangi bir kesitinin hayatimiza yansitti§i duyguyu, bu kesitin hakikatini, anlanmim
olusturan seyi, onun ince, yumusak, en i¢ Oziinii, varolusumuzun ic¢ine tagimak miimkiin degildir.
Bizler, riiya gordiiglimiizhayal kurdugumuz gibi yasariz yalmz.” Bu nedenle olacak, Conrad’in
anlaticisi, 0yle baglayici, sonucu yorumlayici agiklamalara girismez; insan ruhunu incelemeye yonelik
analizler bulamayiz burada; enikonu akilcilastirilmms, mantiksal agiklamalar, kisilerin eylemine
yonelik kaba ve yiizeysel imalar, bu romana yabancidir; 19. yiizyilin (burjuva ger¢ekci) roman
anlayisina ters diiser bu anlatim anlayisi. 19. yiizyllin ger¢ek¢i olma iddiasindaki, gergeklige el
koymanin, onu agiklamamn giivenilir bir araci olma iddiasindaki anlatistmn karsisinda yer alan bir
igerik-bi¢cim yapisi vardir karsimizda. Boyle olunca, okura, (hayat/emperyalizmin somiirge politikasi
karsisinda) sarsilmaz, genel gecerli ahlaki ilkeleri temellendirecek, ahlaki diisturlar1 hatirlatacak
yorum ve uyarilara da rastlanmaz burada. Kuskusuz bilingakist yonteminin bir Onciisiiyle karsi
karsiyayizdir; bunaltici bir gercegin, (somiirgeci vahsetin) i¢inden, gergekligi anlatma sorumlulugunu
tistlenmekten uzak duran, bu anlamda bir tiir bagimsizlik ilan etmis bir anlati.

Conrad, Karanligin Yiiregi’nden iki y1l 6nce, Narzisus Zencisi romaninda edebiyat metninin gérevi
hakkinda su diistincelerini dile getirir:

“Yazarin vicdam rahatsa, hemen (metinden bir seyler) kazanmayi diisiinerek, yiice duygulara
erismeyi, avutulmayi, eglendirilmeyi apacik talep edenlere; gecikmeden arindirilmayr ya da
yireklendirilmeyr ya da kurtulmayr ya da biiylilenmeyi isteyenlere verecegi cevap soyle olmak
zorundadir: Yazili eserin giicii sayesinde sizleri isitir, hisseder ve goriir hale getirmek benim



gorevimdir. Her sey bundan ibarettir ve baska hi¢bir sey s6z konusu degildir. Bunu basarabilirsem
sizin ¢ikarimiza oldugunu goreceksiniz: Yiireklendirilme, avutulma, korkutulma, biiyiilenme,
istediginiz her sey ve belki de su sormay1 unuttugunuz, hakikati sdyle kacamak olarak ucundan gorme
imkam, gerceklesecektir.”

Karanligin Yiiregi’ndeki bu agiklama sadece yazar olarak Joseph Conrad icin gegerli bir ilke
olmakla kalmaz, onun bu uzun 6ykii ile roman arasinda bir yerde duran metninin anlaticisim da
yonlendirir.

Marlow, so6ziin giicliyle o burjuvaya 6zgii giiven diinyasimin gobegine demirlemis dinleyicilerinin
itirazlarim susturur. Marlow, dinleyicisinin kulaklarimi agar; kara kitamn ve sakinlerinin iizerine
cokmiis ilkel caglardan kalma karanlig gormeleri i¢in onlarin gozlerini agar.

Marlow kendine 6zgii bir anlaticidir sanki; dinleyicilerinin neyi dinlemek istediklerine aldiris
etmeyen, birbirini tutarli bir mantik sirasiyla izleyen olaylarin akisina 6nem vermeyen bir anlatici.
Giristeki anlaticinin isteksiz isteksiz anlattigi, Marlow’un kendi basindan gegmis oldugunu sdyledigi
tuhaf bir bigimde belirsiz ve hangi sonuca gotiirdiigii belli olmayan olaylarin, Marlow’un anlatisinda
Oylesine “sonugsuz’ ve “belirsiz’ kalmasimin nedeni; bunlarin onun ig¢in heniiz bitip kapannus,
gerektigi kadar islenip degerlendirilmis olmamalarindan kaynaklamir. Bu olaylar, belli belirsiz
glicleri ve ahlaki yonden tartisilirliklariyla hala onun hayatina etkimektedirler; dyleyse Marlow’un
onlari, dolayisiyla kendisini anlatis tarzinda bu etmenler dogrudan belirleyicidirler. Goriliniiste
anlatirken, hi¢ farkinda olmaksizin olaylarin gidisinden sapmakta, aniden susmakta, dinleyicilerine
hitap etmekte, hi¢ baglanti kurmadan sonraki olaylara atlamakta, coktan anlatnmus oldugu seyleri
yeniden giindeme getirmektedir. Marlow’un anlattigi olay, bitmis, tamamlanmis ya da kapannus,
dolayisiyla da artik sadece dille “yeniden iiretilmeyi bekleyen” bir olay (6ykii) olsa, onu bdyle,
Marlowun yaptig gibi anlatmak s6z konusu olamaz; ancak bizzat anlatarak ne olup bittigini anlamaya
calisan biri boyle boliik porciik, kopuk, tekrarlarla anlatir. Sonsuzlugun i¢ine yayilan seyi kavramaya
calisan, karsisinda kendini dinleyen kimseler oldugu halde kendi kendine konusan biri boyle anlatir.
Conrad’in Marlow tizerinden gerceklestirdigi bu dolayli, cagrisimlar zincirine teslim olmus, kararsiz,
sorularla dolu anlatim tarzim edebiyatcilar “oyunlastirilmis suskunluk™ olarak tammlamuslardir.
Karanligin karsisinda, uygarlik denen seyin carpici, gogiislenmesi giic gercekligi karsisinda bir
susmadir da bu; konusur gibi goriiniip, susma.

Kendisini kars1 konulmasi zor, anlasilmaz giiclerle miicadele halinde bulan kisi (Marlow), asil
sOylenmesi gerekeni soyle(ye)meyip, yasananlarin kendi duyarli bilinci {lizerindeki etkilerini
(1zdiistimlerini) anlatmakla kendini simrladig i¢in de inandirici konusabilmektedir. Boyle olunca,
onun dili, bir i¢ kargasamn inandirici, sahici ifadesi olabilmektedir. Marlow’un anlatisi, bir
meditasyona da benzetilebilir; neredeyse uyamkken goriillen bir riiyanmin seslendirilmesi, soze
dokiilmesidir. Goriliniiste sanat inceliginden yoksun bu diiz dil, duyarli bir ruhun canli ifadesi
olabilecek kadar renkli ve esnek bir dildir. Kendini arayan, ama dis diinyamn nesnelerini, siireglerini
de yansitmaya yonelik bir dil. Ahbaplarin, dostlarin giinliik hayatta birbirleriyle konustuklari, sahici
dildir bu bir yandan; ama 6te yandan da balta girmemis ormanlarin gercekiistii havasim betimlerken,
bu diinyay1 aydinlatan sihirli bir havaya da biirliniir. Yoklar, deger o diinyamn nesnelerine, kendinden
emin degildir; boliik porciiktiir bu dil, ama ¢ogu zaman birbirine karsit “leitmotifler”’le bezelidir: Isik
ile karanlik, siyah ile beyaz, ilkel orman ile nehir, bitkiler ve agaclar ile dolup tasan, bereketli
topraklar1 ile yok olamin, ¢iirliyenin diinyasi; hayat ile oliim, Ol¢iilii, haddini bilen tutum ile hirs,
dogruluk, diirtistliik ile yalan, sahtekarlik; birbirine karsit alanlarin leitmotifleri olarak karsimza



¢ikip dururlar. Ozellikle bu karsit ciftler, Marlow’un, “bir sona gdtiirmeyen” anlatim tarzini, onun
kesintili, boliik por¢iik anlatimim homojen olmasa da, kapali, biitlinliiklii bir deneyimler diinyasina
cevirmektedirler.

Kiyamet

Aciklamayr ne kadar ilerletirsek, Conrad’in okurunun bu metinden iirkmesi o kadar
olaganlasacaktir. Gergekten de ¢ok dikkatli bir okur gerektirmektedir bu metin. “Karanligin” iginden
okuru gecirip, onun “yiiregine” gotiirecegi ve orada kisiyi aydinliga kavusturacagl izlenimi ile
okumaya baglamamiz ¢ok dogaldir onu. Belirsiz, mesum, agiklanamaz olamin i¢inden, karanliin
bilgisine, a¢iklanmasina gidecegimizi diisiiniiriiz. Ne var ki Marlow’un anlatisinin sonunda bunun
tersi bir izlenim kendini dayatmaya baslar: Icine niifuz edilemez karanliktan ibaret olan sey, bizzat
“yiiregin” kendisidir sanki. Yolculuk “yiirekten” goriiniirde bilinen seyden ge¢ip (Ingilizce’deki tamm
sirasi: (Heart of the Darnkness’a gore) belirsizlik {izerinden ilerleyip bilinemeze (karanliga)
gotiirmez bizi. Bilinendir burada bilinemez olan. Yiiregin kendisi: (heart).

Marlow’un karsiti bir tip olarak yorumlayabilecegimiz Kurtz {izerinde durmamiz da gerekiyor.
Marlow’un oldukca erken farkina vardig, “uygarlagsmus” somiirgeciligin vicdansizligimin ve
dehsetinin dorugudur Kurtz. Gergi g¢evresine kasvetli bir hava yayar, ama yiiregi bize kapalidir.
Avrupa’min bir evladidir o; annesi Ingiliz, babas1 Fransiz’dir; adi ise Almanca bir ad1 cagristirir.
Hayati hakkinda 6grendiklerimiz, karsimiza miiphem, iirkiitiicii bir tablo ¢ikarir. Onu tamdiklarini
diisiinenler, adamu yetenekli bir miizisyen sanmaktadirlar, etkileyici bir konusmaci; yetenekli bir
politikaci, soylu ruhu temsil eden, akilli, kavrama yetisi st diizeyde, idealleri olan bir1 izlenimi
birakmistir ¢evresinde. Kongo’daki ticari acentamin temsilcisine, “merhametin, bilginin ve
ilerlemenin elgisi” gibi goriiniir. Glinlimiiziin tammyla, Avrupa’nin, liclincii diinyay1 uygarlastirici
misyonunu diiz anlamuyla benimsemis biri gibidir.

Gelgelelim vahsi doganin gobeginde yalitilmus, otekilerden uzak bir yasama tarzimi tercih eden
uygar Avrupa’nin bu parlak evladi, orada bir tiir tersine evrim yasayacaktir. Ahlaki ¢okiisiin
diisuniilebilecek biitiin evrelerini geriye dogru bir bir terk eden Kurtz, ilkel kiiltiirlerin barbarlik
asamasina kadar iner. SOmiirii, mutlakiyetci, ddiinstiz bir hegemonya anlayisi, insanlar1 kurban etme,
tanrilagsma bu ilkel hayatin bildik 6geleridirler. Bu aciklanamaz geri doniisiin nedenlerini bosuna
arariz metinde. Aciklama aradigimiz yerde de Marlow’un tahminlerine bel baglamak zorunda kaliriz.
Meraklarinin karanlik nesnesi olarak tammlar sonucta Marlow onu; bilmece olusturan bir sifre. Bu
alabildigine c¢eligkili tipin anlam ve Onemi, Marlow (ve de okur) iizerindeki derin etkisinde
aranmalidir. Kandirici, sas1 seytanin kurbani, misyonerlerin olusturdugu cemaatin aldatilmus kurbam
olarak karsimiza ¢ikan Kurtz, bu olumlu kahraman kimliginden gitgide siyrilip ‘nehrin kaynagina
dogru’ gidildikge, trajik bir kahramanin, insaniistii boyutlarina sahip figiiriinii temsil etmeye baslar.
Tanr1 gibi bir seydir ilk gbriindiigiinde; kuru, zayif bedeni ve sag¢siz, fildisi gibi parlayan kafasiyla
“Olimiin mekanik” grotesk bir figiliriinii andirir. Kurtz’un karargdhi sayilan bina, bir iskeletler
mezarligidir; Kurtz’un bir 6lim meledi gibi, cildirmishigimn metaforu. (S6z buraya gelmisken,
Francis Ford Coppola’mn iinli “Kiyamet” filminin, bu romanin Vietnam Savasi cehennemine bir
bakima uyarlanmasi oldugunu da hatirlatalim. Orada, Oliim koyiinde, diinyadan yalitilmus bir
cehennem cemaati kurmus olan Amerikali albayin, Kurtz ile aym adi tasimamn Otesindeki
benzerlikleri de dikkat ¢ekici bir karsilastirma sunabilir.)

Bir baska diisiindiiriici ve anlasilir agiklamalar1 olan yan da, Marlow’un, yolculugun gelisme



siireci i¢inde iradesine aykir1 bi¢imde o “alisildik dis1 adamin™ sug ortagr durumuna stiriiklenmesidir.
Daha basta, Briiksel biirokrasisinin isimsiz kudreti karsisinda, devasa, kavranamaz bir giiciin pargasi,
karanlik bir ittifakin aleti olma duygusunu tasir gibidir. Yolculuk ilerledikce bu sezgisi ger¢eklikteki
bir duruma karsilik gelmeye baslar. Ticaret sirketinin sahtekarliktan, yalan ve diizenbazliktan olusan
komplosu i¢ine gittikge daha ¢ok c¢ekildigini hisseder.

Marlow Oykiisiinii bitirdiginde anlati heniiz sona ermemistir. Marlow’un ne ilk ne de son sozii
soyleyecek durumda olmasi, anlatinin etkisini artirir. Oykiiye girisi yapan ve sik sik araya giren ‘ben-
anlatic1’, Marlow’u bize tuhaf, kendine 0zgili biri olarak tamtir. Sonda da arkadaslarimin biraz
disinda, kenarda bir yerde durmaktadir o. Marlow ile arkadaslar1 (ve elbette okur) arasina girip
duran 6teki ‘ben-anlatici’ ise bir doniislim yasanmustir sonunda. Baslangicta ilerlemeye ylirekten bagli,
uygarligin tarihsel gorevine inanan biridir o. Marlow’un, o sonugsuz Oykiilerini duydukca biraz
havasim kaybeder; ciinkii kendisine yonelik bir “hiikiim” de vardir bu anlatilanda. Ancak g¢ok
gecmeden, ilk kez Oykiiniin 6n plamna ¢ikinca, Kurtz’un huzursuzlugu artmaya baslar. Agik secik
¢oziimlerden yoksun oldugunu sdyleyip durduk oykiiniin. Oteki anlaticimn kendi konumuyla ilgili
caresizligi tirmanip durur, Marlow’un anlattiklar1 onu da enikonu etkilemistir.

Edebiyat metnini, yapi, kurgu 6zellikleriyle okuma ihtiyaci duyabilecek okuru da g6z 6niine alarak
hazirladigimiz bu giris, Ceza Somiirgesi’nin 6nsoziiyle birlikte okunabilir diye diisliniiyoruz. Orada,
aradan ¢ekilen anlaticinin, okurunu olaylarin kisilerinin perspektifleriyle bas basa biraktigini, okurun,
olay kisisinin gordiiglinden, isittiginden, algiladigindan ve de elbette ‘kavradigindan’ fazlasim
kavrayamadigini soylemistik. Bu yonden ele alindiginda, Marlow kimliginde karsimiza ¢ikan anlatici,
daha dogrusu ikinci anlatici, birinci anlatictyl, ‘ben-anlaticiy1’, az ¢ok etkisizlestirerek anlatimin
perspektifini 6znellestirmektedir. Okur diinyay1, Marlow’un sadece gormeye ve hissetmeye yardimci
olan algilamalariyla karsilayacaksa, burada da gerg¢eklik, bir bakima Kafka diinyasinda oldugu gibi
‘labirent’ 6zelligine biiriiniiyor demektir.

Romanin sonunda, onun i¢inde bulundugu ortamu anlatisindan da ¢ikartabiliriz bunu. Baslangicta
Afrika’nin o bulutsuz, piril piril gokyiizii, kusursuz bir 1518in Olclilmez giicliyle aydinlatir ortalig.
Nehrin gectigi bolgeler “kusursuz bir parlaklik ve 1s1ldayan sessizlik” igindedirler. Iste, sonunda
biitiin bunlardan eser kalmamistir. Marlow sustugunda ve 6teki anlatict Oniine egmis oldugu basini
kaldirdiginda, diinyayr artik bambaska gozlerle goriir. Deniz simsiyah bir bulut 6begiyle kaplanmugtir
ve baslangicta dedigi gibi, oradan hareketle uygarligin kutsal atesinin kivilcimlarimn diinyanin 6biir
ucuna kadar tasindigi Thames Nehri, bulutlu bir gokyiiziiniin altinda kasvetli kasvetli akmaktadir,
Olciilmez bir karanligin yiireginin ortasina dogru.

Veysel Atayman
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