
And here I sit waiting to begin my journey; waiting in the dense and blinding fog.  I feel unsure and 
uneasy.  As I reflect on the dark history of England, I can’t help but draw parallels in my minds eye of 
this dark and mysterious land to where I am to travel. Darkness in my past, in my future, in my mind.

            Marlow

Aboard the Nellie
Outside of London

on the River Thames. 
Anchored near Gravesend.



In the City of Brussels
Home of “The Company”

If I had been uneasy in England, it was nothing 
compared to my arrival in Brussels.  The entire city 
looks as though it were a cemetery with it’s large, white 
buildings. In addition, the overhanging feeling in the 
air is very dark.  Oddly, as I entered the company to 
sign the contract for my voyage, I was “greeted” by 
two old women knitting black wool.  It was though they 
were the gatekeepers to something even more dark and 
sinister behind the office door. I paid a visit to my 
Aunt and boarded this French steamer off to Africa. 
        
      Marlow



X

The Outer Station

The coast of this land was some of the most featureless I have seen.  
The jungle so dense green it is almost black contrasted by a slim, 
white shore line.  This all changed (for the worse) upon reaching 
the outer station.  What a useless and foolish waste it appears to 
be.  Rusty, broken equipment and parts everywhere surrounded 
by many black, naked people.  Blasting for no apparent reason 
was occurring- not sure what it had to do with the railroad.  The 
blacks were bound by chains, starving in appearance.  There is a 
grove of trees that has become a grove of death, with many men dy-
ing slowly.  Contrasting his surroundings, the Company accoun-
tant had an immaculate appearance and somehow kept it despite 
his environment.  He mentioned a man, Kurtz who I was to be 

meeting in the Inner Sta-
tion. I am supposed to tell 
him all is well.  



X

The Central Station

The journey to the Central Station is quite worth men-
tioning, Miles and miles surrounded by dense jungle and 
paths.  Paths everywhere.  Once in a while we would come 
upon the ruins of primitive grassy villages.  The Station 
itself was run by a flabby idiot, and nothing there seemed 
to make much sense to me though I was assured that every-
thing was splendid and natural.  My steamer was sunk on 
the bottom of the river when I arrived and it took months to 
get her into working order so that I could proceed on.  The 
company men at this station were not unlike papier-mache 
devils, running about aimlessly and torturing the natives.  
Again, I hear of Kurtz, He is said to be a prodigy, and 
I look forward to meeting him .  In some strange way, it has 

given me a new 
purpose to this 
almost foolish 
journey.



X

The Inner Station

As my steamer made it up the river towards Kurtz’s station, it 
was though I was travelling back in time.  At times, my own life 
would flash before my eyes.  I had a group of cannibals that ac-
companied me and they were quite good as long as they remained in 
their place.  Prior to our arrival, we came upon a reed hut with a 
stack of wood (for us? or whoever ventured to the inner station), 
and a warning.  On my way out of the hut, I found a book with 
notes in cipher in the margin.  What a wonderful mystery!  We 
came upon the village of  Kurtz, and it was a spectacle of heads 
impaled on spikes.  That spectacle however, pales in comparison 
to the spectacle that was Kurtz himself.  I say was because as I 
write this, Kurtz is dead.  Succumbed to the darkness that had 
taken hold of him no doubt.  


