Diction and Imagery in Heart of Dariness

Directions: For each of the selected excerpts from Heart of Darkness, underline the
diction that creates the tone and describe the tone and its implications. Circle any detail
that creates an image, or at least a potential image. Double circle any detail that you
decide is image. Explain why this image would be significant in this text.

Write all of this on the cover sheet, with the names of all members of the group, and
attach it to this handout.

Reminder: Diction creates Tone. Detail Indicates Imagery.

1. “One thing more remained to do -- say good-bye to my excellent aunt. T found her
triumphant. T 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 I was going to take charge of a two-penny-half-penuy river-steamboat with a penny
whistle attached! It appeared, however, I 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.”

2. 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 worlk, strolled despondently, carrying a rifle by its middle.
He had a uniform jaeket with one bution 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. T've seen the devil of violence, and
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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, wealk-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.”

3. "{ let him run on, this papier-mache Mephistopheles, and it seemed to me that if |
tried I could poke my fore-finger through him, and would find nothing inside but 2 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 litile. 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 murinur. 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 -- no 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. T 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, but T 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. ] 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 a 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...."
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4. . Yes — I let him run on," Marlow began again, "and think what he pleased
about the powers that were behind me. 1 did! And there was nothing behind me! There
was nothing but that wretched, old, mangled steamboat I 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 I 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 1 see it7 1 saw it. What more did [
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 it
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 [ fancy my unrespnsive 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. [ said I could see that very well, but what 1
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, T 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) 1 wasn't disturbed....'That animal has a charmed life,’ he said; 'but you can
say this only of brutes in this country. No man - you apprehend me? -- no 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 gyes 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. 1 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—ithe 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.”



5. "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....

"This devoted band called itself the Eldorado Exploring Expedition, and I believe
they were swom to secrecy. Their talk, however, was the talk of sordid buccaneers: it
was reckless without hardihood, greedy without audacity, and cruel without courage;
there was not an atom of fore-sight 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 1 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."
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Diction and Imagery in fHear? of Darkness

Directions: For each of the selected excerpts from Heart of Darkness, underline the
diction that creates the tone and describe the tone and its implications. Circle any detail
that creates an image, or at least a potential image. Double circle any detail that you
decide is image. Explain why this image would be significant in this text.

Write all of this on this sheet, with the names of all members of the group, and attach it to
the excerpt handout.

Reminder: Diction creates Tone. Detail Indicates Imagery.

xcerpt 1:
List the diction that creates the tone of this passage.

Describe the tone and its implications.

List any detail that creates an image, or at least a potential image.

Explain why this image would be significant in this text.

Excerpt: 2:
List the diction that creates the tone of this passage.

Describe the tone and its implications.

-

List any detail that creates an image, or at least a potential image.

Explain why this image would be significant in this text.



Excerpt 3:
List the diction that creates the tone of this passage.

Describe the tone and its implications.

List any detail that creates an image, or at least a potential image.

Explain why this image would be significant in this text.

Excerpt 4
List the diction that creates the tone of this passage.

Describe the tone and its implications.

List any detail that creates an image, or at least a potential image.

Explain why this image would be significant in this text.

Excerpt 5: List the diction that creates the tone of this passage.

Describe the tone and its implications.

List any detail that creates an image, or at least a potential image.

Explain why this image would be significant in this text.



