Imagery Passages

“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 red clusters 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 without a mournful gloom, brooding motionless over the
biggest, and the greatest, town on earth (p.3).”

“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 somber 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 the
crowd of men (p.4).”

“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 (p.22).”

“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 walls of a temple, over the great river I could see through a somber gap
glittering, glittering as if flowed broadly by without a murmur. All this was great,
expectant, mute while the man jabbered about himself (p.43).”

The great wall of vegetation, an exuberant and entangled mass of trunks,
branches, leaves, boughs, festoons, motionless in the moonlight, was like a rioting
invasion of soundless life, a rolling wave of plants, piled up, created, ready to
topple over the creek, to sweep every little man of us out of his little existence

(p-49).”



