
The Sound and the Fury:  

Through the fence, between the curling flower spaces, I could see them hitting. They were 
coming toward where the flag was and I went along the fence. Luster was hunting in the grass by 
the flower tree. They took the flag out, and they were hitting. Then they put the flag back and 
they went to the table, and he hit and the other hit. Then they went on, and I went along the 
fence. Luster came away from the flower tree and we went along the fence and they stopped and 
we stopped and I looked through the fence while Luster was hunting in the grass. “Here, caddie.” 
He hit. They went away across the pasture. I held to the fence and watched them going away. 
“Listen at you, now.” Luster said. “Ain't you something, thirty-three years old, going on that 
way. After I done went all the way to town to buy you that cake. Hush up that moaning. Ain't 
you going to help me find that quarter so I can go to the show tonight.” They were hitting little, 
across the pasture. I went back along the fence to where the flag was. It flapped on the bright 
grass and the trees. “Come on.” Luster said. “We done looked there. They aint no more coming 
right now. Lets go down to the branch and find that quarter before themniggers finds it.” It was 
red, flapping on the pasture. Then there was a bird slanting and tilting on it. Luster threw. The 
flag flapped on the bright grass and the trees. I held to the fence. “Shut up that moaning,” Luster 
said. “I cant make them come if they aint coming, can I. If you don't hush up, mammy aint going 
to have no birthday for you. If you don't hush, you know what I going to do. I going to eat that 
cake all up. Eat them candles, too. Eat all the thirty-three candles. Come on, let’s go down to the 
branch. I got to find my quarter. Maybe we can find one of they balls. Here. Here they is. Way 
over yonder. See.” He came to the fence and pointed his arm. “See them. They aint coming back 
here no more. Come on.” We went along the fence and came to the garden fence, where our 
shadows were. My shadow was higher than Luster’s on the fence. We came to the broken place 
and went through it. “Wait a minute.” Luster said. “You snagged on that nail again. Cant you 
never crawl through here without snagging on that nail.”  

Caddy uncaught me and we crawled through. Uncle Maury said to not let anybody see us, so we 
better stoop over, Caddy said. Stoop over, Benjy. Like this, see. We stooped over and crossed the 
garden, where the flowers rasped and rattled against us. The ground was hard. We climbed the 
fence, where the pigs were grunting and snuf ing. I expect they’re sorry because one of 

 

 

 

 

 

 



Absalom, Absalom!:  

From a little after two oclock until almost sundown of the long still hot weary dead September 
afternoon they sat in what Miss Coldfield still called the office because her father had called it 
that—a dim hot airless room with the blinds all closed and fastened for forty-three summers 
because when she was a girl someone had believed that light and moving air carried heat and that 
dark was always cooler, and which (as the sun shone fuller and fuller on that side of the house) 
became latticed with yellow slashes full of dust motes which Quentin thought of as being flecks 
of the dead old dried paint itself blown inward from the scaling blinds as wind might have blown 
them. There was a wistaria vine blooming for the second time that summer on a wooden trellis 
before one window, into which sparrows came now and then in random gusts, making a dry vivid 
dusty sound before going away: and opposite Quentin, Miss Coldfield in the eternal black which 
she had worn for forty-three years now, whether for sister, father, or nothusband none knew, 
sitting so bolt upright in the straight hard chair that was so tall for her that her legs hung straight 
and rigid as if she had iron shinbones and ankles, clear of the floor with that air of impotent and 
static rage like children’s feet, and talking in that grim haggard amazed voice until at last 
listening would renege and hearing-sense self-confound and the longdead object of her impotent 
yet indomitable frustration would appear, as though by outraged recapitulation evoked, quiet 
inattentive and harmless, out of the biding and dreamy and victorious dust. Her voice would not 
cease, it would just vanish. There would be the dim coffinsmelling gloom sweet and over-sweet 
with the twice-bloomed wistaria against the outer wall by the savage quiet September sun 
impacted distilled and hyperdistilled, into which came now and then the loud cloudy flutter of 
the sparrows like a flat limber stick whipped by an idle boy, and the rank smell of female old 
flesh long embattled in virginity while the wan haggard face watched him above the faint triangle 
of lace at wrists and throat from the too tall chair in which she resembled a crucified child; and 
the voice not ceasing but vanishing into and then out of the long intervals like a stream, a trickle 
running from patch to patch of dried sand, and the ghost mused with shadowy docility as if it 
were the voice which he haunted where a more fortunate one would have had a house. Out of 
quiet thunderclap he would abrupt (man-horse-demon) upon a scene peaceful and decorous as a 
schoolprize water color, faint sulphur-reek still in hair clothes and beard, with grouped behind 
him his band of wild niggers like beasts half tamed to walk upright like men, in attitudes wild 
and reposed, and manacled among them the French architect with his air grim, haggard, and 
tatter-ran. Immobile, bearded and hand  

 

 

 

 

As I Lay Dying:  



Jewel and I come up from the field, following the path in single file. Although I am fifteen feet 
ahead of him, anyone watching us from the cotton-house can see Jewel’s frayed and broken 
straw hat a full head above my own. The path runs straight as a plumb-line, worn smooth by feet 
and baked brick-hard by July, between the green rows of laid-by cotton, to the cottonhouse in the 
centre of the field, where it turns and circles the cotton-house at four soft right angles and goes 
on across the field again, worn so by feet in fading precision. The cotton-house is of rough logs, 
from between which the chinking has long fallen. Square, with a broken roof set at a single pitch, 
it leans in empty and shimmering dilapidation in the sunlight, a single broad window in two 
opposite walls giving on to the approaches of the path. When we reach it I turn and follow the 
path which circles the house. Jewel, fifteen feet behind me, looking straight ahead, steps in a 
single stride through the window. Still staring straight ahead, his pale eyes like wood set into his 
wooden face, he crosses the floor in four strides with the rigid gravity of a cigar-store Indian 
dressed in patched overalls and endued with life from the hips down, and steps in a single stride 
through the opposite window and into the path again just as I come around the corner. In single 
file and five feet apart and Jewel now in front, we go on up the path toward the foot of the bluff. 
Tull’s wagon stands beside the spring, hitched to the rail, the reins wrapped about the seat 
stanchion. In the wagon-bed are two chairs. Jewel stops at the spring and takes the gourd from 
the willow branch and drinks. I pass him and mount the path, beginning to hear Cash’s saw. 
When I reach the top he has quit sawing. Standing in a litter of chips, he is fitting two of the 
boards together. Between the shadow spaces they are yellow as gold, like soft gold, bearing on 
their flanks in smooth undulations the marks of the adze blade: a good carpenter, Cash is. He 
holds the two planks on the trestle, fitted along the edges in a quarter of the finished box. He 
kneels and squints along the edge of them, then he lowers them and takes up the adze. A good 
carpenter. Addie Bundren could not want a better one, a better box to lie in. It will give her 
confidence and comfort. I go on to the house, followed by the Chuck Chuck Chuck of the adze. 
So I saved out the eggs and baked yesterday. The cakes turned out right well. We depend a lot on 
our chickens. They are good layers, what few we have left after the possums and such. Snakes, 
too, in the summer. A snake will break up a hen-house quicker than anything. So after they  

 


