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Chapter One





EPUB/image_0013_00.jpeg


EPUB/image_0012_00.jpeg
the captgin, and the captain would take his gun and
shoot™®t some small sign of life that on}y he and the
sailor had eyes to detect among the green and blue
shadows of the forest: a baby crocodile sunning qn a
fallen log, or a fishing eagle which waited motionless
among the leaves. At nine the heat had really begun,
and the captain, haVing finished reading his breviary,
would oil his gun dr kill a few more tsetse flies, and
sometimes?®sitting down at the dining-table with a
- box of beads, he would set himself*the task of manu-
facturing cheap rosaries.

After the midday meal both men retired to their
cabins as the forests sauntered by under the exhaust-
ing sune Even when the passenger was naked it was
difficult for &im to sleep, and he was never finally able
to decide between letting a little draught pass through
his cgabin or keeping the hot air out. The boat possessed
no fan, and so he woke always with a%oiled mouth,
and while the warm water in the shower cleaned his
body, it could not refresh it.

There yet remained another hour or two of peace
towards the end of the day, when he sat below on a
pontocn while the Africans prepared their chop in the
early dark. The vampire-bats creaked over the foress
and candles flickered, reminding him of the Bene-
dictions of his youth, The laughter of the cooks went
back end forth from one pontoon to the other, and it
was never long before someone sang, but he couldn’t
understand the words.

At dinner they had to close the windows of the
shloon and draw the curtains to, so that the steersman
might see his way between the banks and snags, and
then the pressure-lagnp $ave out too great a bgat for so
small a room. To delay the hour of bed they played
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them in three languages: “Zone of sleeping sickness.
Be careful of the tsetse flies.””) The captaip rdad his
breviary with a fly-whisk in his hand, and whenever
he pade a kill he held up the tiny corpse for the pas-
senger’s inspection, saying “tsetse’” — it was nearly the
limit of their communication, for neither spoke the
other’s language with ease or accuracy.

is was somewhat the way In which the days
passed. The passenger would be woken at%our in the
morning by the tinkling sound of the sanctus-bell
in the saloon, and presently from the window of the
Bishop’s cabin, which he shared with a crucifix, a
chair, a table, a cupboard where cockroaches lurked,
and one picture — the nostalgic photograph of some
church in Europe covered in a soutane of heavy snow,
he would see the congregation going home across
the gang-plank. He would watch them as they clingbed
the steep bank and disappeared into the bush, swing-
ing lanterns like the carol-singers he had once seen
during his stay in a New England village. By five the
boat was on the move again, and at six as the sut« rose
he would eat his breakfast with the captain. The next
three hours, before the great heat had begun, were for
koth men the best of the day, and the passenger {ound
that he could watch, with a kind of inert content, the
thick, rapid, khaki-coloured stream against which the
small boat fought its way at about three knot., the
engine, somewhere below the altar and the Holy
‘F aquily, groaning like an exhausted animal and the
big wheel churning away at the stern. A lot of effort it
seemed for so slow a progress. Every few hours &
fishing-village came into sight, the houses standing
high on #tilts to guard them akainst the big rains and
the rats. At times a member of the crew called up to
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The ¢abinfpassenger Wrote in his dzary a parody of
Descartes: “I feel discomfort, therfore I am alive,”
then sat pen in hand with no more to record. The
captain in a white soutane stood by the open windows
of the saloon reading his breviary. There was not
enoughaair to stir the fringes of his beard. The two of
them had been alone together on the river for ten days
—alownr, tnat is to say, except for the six members of the
Afrigan crew and the dozen or so deck-passengers who
changed, almost indistinguishably, af each village
where they stopped. The boat, which was the property
of the Bishop, resembled a small battered M1551351pp1
paddle-stecamer with a high nmetecnth-century fore-
structure, the white paint badly in need of renewal.
From ¢he saloon-windows they could see the river
before them unwind, and below them on the pontoone
the passengers sat and dressed their hair among the
logs of wood for the,engine.

If o change means peace, this certainly was peace,
to be found like a nut at the centre of the hard shell
of discomfort — the heat that engulfed them where
the river narrowed to a mere hundred metres: the
shower that was always hot from the ship’s engine:
in the evening the mosquitoes, and in the day the
tsetse flies with wings r2ked back like tiny jeg-fighters
(a board above the bank at the last village had warned
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“Io non ndri’, e non rimasi vivo.” (I did not die, yet
nothing of life rcmamcd)
DANTE.

“Wishin limits of normality, every individual loves
himself. In eases where he has a deformity or abnor-
mality o1 develops it later, his own aesthetic sense
rev@lts and he develops a sort of dlsgust towards him-
self. Though with time, he becomes ®*reconciled to
his deformities, it is only at the conscious level. His
sub-cpnscious mind, which continues to bcar the
mark®of injury, brmgs about certain changcs in hls
whole personality, making him suspicious of society.”

R. V. WARDEKAR in a pamphlet on leprosy.
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region of the mind, and the reader will find no place
called Luc on any map, nor did its Governe? and
Bishop exist in any regional capital.

You, if anyone, will know how far I have failed in
what I attempted. A doctor is not immune from “the
long despalr of domg nothmg we 1, the cafard that
hangs around a writer’s life. I omy wish I had dedi-
cated to you a better book 1n return for the himutless
generosity I was shown at Ybnda by yo1 and the
fathers of the mission.

Affectionately yours,
Graham Greene.
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To Doctour Michel Lechat

Dear Michel,

I hope you will accept the dedication of this novel
which owes any meritdt may have to your kindness
and pagicnce; the faults, failures and inaccuracies are
the author’s alone. Dr. Colin has borrowed from you
his experience of leprosy and nothing else. Dr. Colin’s
lepgoserie is not your leproserie — which now, I fear,
has probab]y ceased to exist. Even ge8graphically it
is placed in a region far from Yonda. Every leproserie,
of course, has {eatures in common, and from Yonda
and sther leproscries which I visited in the Congo and
the Cameroons I may have taken superficial charac-
teristigs. From the fathers of your Mission I have
stolen the Superior’s cheroots — that is all, and from
vour Bishop the boat that he was so gerferous as to lend
me for a journey up the Ruki. It would be a waste of
time §or anyone to try to identify Querry, the Ryckers,
Parkinson, Father Thomas - they are formed from the
flotsam of thirty years as a novelist. This is not a rogar’®
d clef, but an attempt to give dramatic expression to
®arious types of belicf, half-beliefand non-belief, in the
kind of sctting, removed from world-politics and
honsehold-preoccupati®ns, where such dg(Terences
are felt acutely and find expression. This Congo is a
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A Burnt-Out Case
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