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Fromalittle after two oclock until al nbst sundown of the long stil

hot weary dead Septenber afternoon they sat in what Mss Coldfield still
called the office because her father had called it that-a di mhot
airless roomwith the blinds all closed and fastened for forty-three
sunmers because when she was a girl sonmeone had believed that |ight and
moving air carried heat and that dark was al ways cool er, and which (as
the sun shone fuller and fuller on that side of the house) becane
latticed with yell ow slashes full of dust npbtes which Quentin thought of
as being flecks of the dead old dried paint itself blown inward fromthe
scaling blinds as wind mght have blown them There was a wi staria vine
bl oom ng for the second tine that summer on a wooden trellis before one
wi ndow, into which sparrows cane now and then in random gusts, making a
dry vivid dusty sound before going away: and opposite Quentin , Mss
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 | egs hung straight and rigid as if she had iron shinbones and

ankl es, clear of the floor with that air of inpotent and static rage
like children's feet, and talking in that grimhaggard amazed voi ce
until at last listening would renege and heari ng-sense sel f-confound and
t he |1 ong-dead object of her inpotent yet indomtable frustration would
appear, as though by outraged recapitul ation evoked, quiet inattentive
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and harm ess, out of the biding and dreamy and victorious dust. Her

voi ce woul d not cease, it would just vanish. There would be the dim
coffin-snmelling gl oomsweet and oversweet with the tw ce-bl ooned

W staria against the outer wall by the savage qui et Septenber sun

i npacted distilled and hyperdistilled, into which came now and then the
| oud cloudy flutter of the sparrows like a flat |inber stick whipped by
an idle boy, and the rank snell of female old flesh |long enbattled in
virginity while the wan haggard face wat ched hi m above the faint
triangle of lace at wists and throat fromthe too tall chair in which
she resenbled a crucified child; and the voice not ceasing but vanishing
into and then out of the long intervals Iike a stream a trickle running
frompatch to patch of dried sand, and the ghost nused w th shadowy
docility as if it were the voice which he haunted where a nore fortunate
one woul d have had a house. Qut of quiet thunderclap he woul d abrupt
(man- hor se-denon) upon a scene peaceful and decorous as a school pri ze
wat er col or, faint sulphur-reek still in hair clothes and beard, with
grouped behind himhis band of wild niggers |ike beasts half taned to
wal k upright like nmen, in attitudes wild and reposed, and manacl ed anong
themthe French architect with his air grim haggard, and tatter- ran

| mobi | e, bearded and hand palmlifted the horseman sat; behind himthe
wild blacks and the captive architect huddl ed quietly, carrying in

bl oodl ess paradox the shovel s and picks and axes of peaceful conguest.
Then in the | ong unamaze Quentin seenmed to watch them overrun suddenly
the hundred square mles of tranquil and astoni shed earth and drag house
and formal gardens violently out of the soundl ess Nothing and clap them
down |i ke cards upon a table beneath the up-pal minmmobile and pontific,
creating the Sutpen's Hundred, the Be Sutc¢en's Hundred like the

ol dentinme Be Light. Then hearing would reconcile and he would seemto
listen to two separate Quentins nowthe Quentin Conpson preparing for
Harvard in the South, the deep South dead since 1865 and peopled with
garrul ous outraged baffled ghosts, listening, having to listen, to one
of the ghosts which had refused to lie still even |onger than nost had,
telling himabout old ghost-tinmes; and the Quentin Conpson who was still
too young to deserve yet to be a ghost but neverthel ess having to be one
for all that, since he was born and bred in the deep South the sane as
she was-the two separate Quentins now
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talking to one another in the long silence of notpeople in notlanguage,
like this: It seens that this denon-his nane was Sut pen-(Col one

Sut pen) - Col onel Sut pen. Who canme out o f nowhere and wi thout warning
upon the land with a band of strange niggers and built a plantation
-(Tore violently a plantation, Mss Rosa Cold field says)-tore
violently. And narried her sister Ellen and begot a son and a daughter
whi ch- (Wthout gentl eness begot, Mss Rosa Col dfield says)-w thout

gentl eness . Which shoul d have been the jewels of his pride and the
shield and confort o f his old age, only-(Only they destroyed himor
somet hi ng or he destroyed them or something. And died)-and died. Wthout
regret, Mss Rosa Col dfield says-(Save by her) Yes, save by her. (And by
Quentin Conpson) Yes. And by Quentin Conpson. "Because you are going
away to attend the college at Harvard they tell ne," she said. "So

dont imagine you will ever come back here and settle down as a country
lawyer in alittle town like Jefferson since Northern people have
already seen to it that there is little left in the South for a young
man. So nmaybe you will enter the literary profession as so nany Southern
gentl emen and gentl ewonen too are doi ng now and naybe sone day you wil |

renenber this and wite about it. You will be nmarried then | expect and
perhaps your wife will want a new gown or a new chair for the house and
you can wite this and submt it to the nmagazi nes Perhaps you will even

renenber kindly then the old wonman who made you spend a whol e afternoon
sitting indoors and listening while she tal ked about people and events
you were fortunate enough to escape yourself when you wanted to be out
anong young friends of your own age." "Yessum" Quentin said. Only she
dont nean that he thought. It's because she wants it told. It was stil
early then. He had yet in his pocket the note which he had received by
the hand of a small negro boy just before noon, asking himto call and
see her-the quaint, stiffly formal request which was actually a sumons,
out of another world al nost- the queer archaic sheet of ancient good
not epaper witten over with the neat faded cranped script which, due to
hi s astoni shnent at the request froma woman three tines his age and
whom he had known all his Iife w thout having exchanged a hundred words
with her or perhaps to the fact that he was only twenty years old, he
did not recognise as revealing
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a character cold, inplacable, and even ruthless. He obeyed it

i medi ately after the noon neal, walking the half mle between his hone
and hers through the dry dusty heat of early Septenber and so into the
house (it too sonehow snaller than its actual size-it was of two
storeys- unpainted and a little shabby, yet with an air, a quality of
grimendurance as though like her it had been created to fit into and
complenment a world in all ways a little smaller than the one in which it
found itself) where in the gloomof the shuttered hallway whose air was
even hotter than outside, as if there were prisoned in it like in a tomb
all the suspiration of slow heat-|aden tinme which had recurred during
the forty- three years, the small figure in black which did not even
rustle, the wan triangle of lace at wists and throat, the dimface

| ooking at himw th an expression specul ative, urgent, and intent,
waited to invite himin. It's because she wants it told he thought so

t hat peopl e whom she will never see and whose nanes she will never hear
and who have never heard her nane nor seen her face will read it and
know at | ast why God let us | ose the War: that only through the blood o
f our men and the tears o f our wonen could He stay this denon and
efface his nane and |ineage fromthe earth. Then al nost inmrediately he
deci ded that neither was this the reason why she had sent the note, and
sending it, why to him since if she had nerely wanted it told, witten
and even printed, she would not have needed to call in anybody-a wonan
who even in his (Quentin's) father's youth had al ready established (even
if not affirmed) herself as the town's and the county's poetess |aureate
by issuing to the stern and neagre subscription |ist of the county
newspaper poens, ode eul ogy and epitaph, out of sonme bitter and

i mpl acabl e reserve of undefeat ; and these froma woman whose famly's
martial background as both town and county knew consisted of the father
who, a conscientious objector on religious grounds, had starved to death
in the attic of his own house, hidden (sonme said, walled up) there from
Conf ederate provost marshals' nmen and fed secretly at night by this same
daughter who at the very tine was accunul ating her first folio in which
the |l ost cause's unregenerate vanqui shed were nanme by nane enbal ned; and
t he nephew who served for four years in the same conmpany with his
sister's fiance and then shot the fiance to death before the gates to

t he house
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where the sister waited in her weddi ng gown on the eve of the wedding
and then fled, vani shed, none knew where. It would be three hours yet
before he woul d | earn why she had sent for himbecause this part of it,
this first part of it, Quentin already knew. It was a part of his twenty
years' heritage of breathing the sane air and hearing his father talk
about the man; a part of the town's-Jefferson's -eighty years' heritage
of the sanme air which the man hinself had breathed between this

Sept enber afternoon in i qoq and that Sunday norning in June in 1833
when he first rode into town out of no discernible past and acquired his
| and no one knew how and built his house, his nmansion, apparently out of
not hing and married Ellen Col dfield and begot his two children-the son
who wi dowed the daughter who had not yet been a bride-and so
acconplished his allotted course to its violent (Mss Coldfield at | east
woul d have said, just) end. Quentin had grown up with that; the nere
names were interchangeabl e and al nost nyriad. H s chil dhood was full of
them his very body was an enpty hall echoing with sonorous defeated
nanes; he was not a being, an entity, he was a commonwealth. He was a
barracks filled with stubborn back- |ooking ghosts still recovering,
even forty-three years afterward, fromthe fever which had cured the

di sease, waking fromthe fever w thout even knowi ng that it had been the
fever itself which they had fought against and not the sickness, | ooking
wi th stubborn recal citrance backward beyond the fever and into the

di sease with actual regret, weak fromthe fever yet free of the disease
and not even aware that the freedomwas that of inpotence. ("But why
tell me about it?" he said to his father that evening, when he returned
hone, after she had disnmissed himat last with his promse to return for
her in the buggy; "why tell ne about it? What is it to ne that the | and
or the earth or whatever it was got tired of himat |ast and turned and
destroyed hin? What if it did destroy her famly too? It's going to turn
and destroy us all someday, whether our nane happens to be Sutpen or
Coldfield or not." "Ah," M Conpson said. "Years ago we in the South
made our women into |adies. Then the War canme and nade the ladies into
ghosts. So what el se can we do, being gentlenen, but listen to them

bei ng
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ghost s?" Then he said, "Do you want to know the real reason why she
chose you?" They were sitting on the gallery after supper, waiting for

the time Mss Coldfield had set for Quentin to call for her. "It's
because she will need sonmeone to go with her-a man, a gentl enman, yet one
still young enough to do what she wants, do it the way she wants it

done. And she chose you because your grandfather was the nearest thing
to a friend which Sutpen ever had in this county, and she probably
bel i eves that Sutpen may have told your grandfather sonething about

hi nrsel f and her, about that engagenent which did not engage, that troth
which failed to plight. Mght even have told your grandfather the reason
why at the last she refused to marry him And that your grandfather

nm ght have told me and I mght have told you. And so, in a sense, the
affair, no matter what happens out there tonight, will still be in the
famly; the skeleton (if it be a skeleton) still in the closet. She may
believe that if it hadn't been for your grandfather's friendship, Sutpen
coul d never have got a foothold here, and that if he had not got that
foot hold, he could not have married Ellen. So maybe she considers you
partly responsi ble through heredity for what happened to her and her
famly through him") Watever her reason for choosing him whether it
was that or not, the getting to it, Quentin thought, was taking a | ong
time. Meanwhile, as though in inverse ratio to the vanishing voice, the
i nvoked ghost of the nan whom she could neither forgive nor revenge
hersel f upon began to assune a quality alnost of solidity, permanence.
Itself circumanmbi ent and enclosed by its effluviumof hell, its aura of
unregeneration, it nmused (nused, thought, seenmed to possess sentience,
as if, though di spossessed of the peace-who was i npervi ous anyhow to
fatigue-which she declined to give it, it was still irrevocably outside
t he scope of her hurt or harm) with that quality peaceful and now

harm ess and not even very attentive-the ogre-shape which, as M ss

Col dfield' s voice went on, resolved out of itself before Quentin's eyes
the two half-ogre children, the three of themform ng a shadowy
background for the fourth one. This was the nother, the dead sister
Ellen: this N obe without tears who had conceived to the denmon in a kind
of nightmare, who even while alive had noved but without Iife and
grieved but without weeping, who now had an air of tranquil and
unwitting desolation, not as if she had
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either outlived the others or had died first, but as if she had never
lived at all. Quentin seened to see them the four of themarranged into
the conventional famly group of the period, with formal and lifeless
decorum, and seen now as the fading and anci ent photograph itself would
have been seen enlarged and hung on the wall behind and above the voice
and of whose presence there the voice's owner was not even aware, as if
she (M ss Coldfield) had never seen this room before-a picture, a group
whi ch even to Quentin had a quality strange, contradictory and bizarre;
not quite conprehensible, not (even to twenty) quite right-a group the

| ast nmenber of which had been dead twenty-five years and the first,
fifty, evoked now out of the airless gloomof a dead house between an
old woman's grimand inplacabl e unforgiving and the passive chafing of a
youth of twenty telling hinself even am d the voice Maybe you have to
know anybody awful well to | ove them but when you have hated sonebody
for forty-three years you will know them awful well so maybe it's better
then naybe it's fine then because after forty-three years they cant any
| onger surprise you or nake you either very contented or very mad. And
maybe it (the voice, the talking, the incredul ous and unbearabl e
amazenent) had even been a cry al oud once, Quentin thought, |ong ago
when she was a girl--of young and i ndom tabl e unregret, of indictnment of
blind circunstance and savage event; but not now. now only the |onely
thwarted old female flesh enbattled for forty- three years in the old
insult, the old unforgiving outraged and betrayed by the final and

conpl ete affront which was Sutpen's death: "He wasn't a gentleman. He
wasn't even a gentlenan. He cane here with a horse and two pistols and a
nane whi ch nobody ever heard before, knew for certain was his own
anynore than the horse was his own or even the pistols, seeking some

pl ace to hide hinself, and Yoknapatawpha County supplied himwith it. He
sought the guarantee of reputable nmen to barricade himfromthe other
and | ater strangers who m ght come seeking himin turn, and Jefferson
gave himthat. Then he needed respectability, the shield of a virtuous
wonman, to rmake his position inpregnabl e even agai nst the nmen who had
given himprotection on that inevitable day and hour when even they nust
rise against himin scorn and horror and outrage; and it was m ne and
Ellen's father who gave himthat. Ch, | hold no brief for Ellen: blind
romantic fool who
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had only youth and inexperience to excuse her even if that; blind
romantic fool, then later blind woman not her fool when she no | onger had
ei ther youth or inexperience to excuse her, when she lay dying in that
house for which she had exchanged pride and peace both and nobody there
but the daughter who was al ready the sane as a wi dow w thout ever having
been a bride and was, three years later, to be a w dow sure enough

wi t hout havi ng been anything at all, and the son who had repudi ated the
very roof under which he had been born and to which he would return but
once nore before disappearing for good, and that as a nurderer and
alnost a fratricide; and he, fiend bl ackguard and devil, in Virginia
fighting, where the chances of the earth's being rid of himwere the
best anywhere under the sun, yet Ellen and | both knowi ng that he would
return, that every man in our arnies would have to fall before bullet or
ball found him and only I, a child, a child, mnd you, four years
younger than the very niece | was asked to save, for Ellen to turn to
and say, 'Protect her. Protect Judith at least.' Yes, blind romantic
fool, who did not even have that hundred niles of plantation which
apparently nmoved our father nor that big house and the notion of slaves
underfoot day and night which reconciled, | wont say noved, her aunt.

No: just the face of a man who contrived sonehow t o swagger even on a
horse-a nman who so far as anyone (including the father who was to give
hi m a daughter in marriage) knew either had no past at all or did not
dare reveal it-a man who rode into town out of nowhere with a horse and
two pistols and a herd of wild beasts that he had hunted down

si ngl ehanded because he was stronger in fear than even they were in

what ever heat hen place he had fled from and that French architect who

| ooked i ke he had been hunted down and caught in turn by the negroes -a
man who fled here and hid, conceal ed hinself behind respectability,

behi nd that hundred miles of |and which he took froma tribe of ignorant
I ndi ans, nobody knows how, and a house the size of a courthouse where he
lived for three years without a window or door or bedstead in it and
still called it Sutpen's Hundred as if it had been a King's grant in
unbroken perpetuity fromhis great grandfather-a hone, position: a wife
and fam |y which, being necessary to conceal nent , he accepted al ong
with the rest of respectability as he woul d have accepted the necessary
di sconfort and even pain of the briers and thorns
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as he woul d have wanted our father's (or any other reputable nman's)
signature on a note of hand because our father knew who his father was
in Tennessee and who his grandfather had been in Virginia and our

nei ghbors and the people we |ived anong knew that we knew and we knew
they knew we knew and we knew that they would have believed us about who
and where we canme fromeven if we had lied, just as anyone coul d have

| ooked at hi monce and known that he woul d be |ying about who and where
and why he canme fromby the very fact that apparently he had to refuse
to say at all. And the very fact that he had had to choose
respectability to hide behind was proof enough (if anyone needed further
proof) that what he fled from nust have been sonme opposite of
respectability too dark to tal k about. Because he was too young. He was
just twenty-five and a nan of twenty-five does not voluntarily undertake
t he hardship and privation of clearing virgin |Iand and establishing a
plantation in a new country just for noney; not a young man without any
past that he apparently cared to discuss, in Mssissippi in 1833, with a
river full of steamboats |oaded with drunken fools covered with di anonds
and bent on throwi ng away their cotton and sl aves before the boat
reached New Orleans; not with this just one night's hard ride away and
the only handi cap or obstacle being the other blackguards or the risk of
bei ng put ashore on a sandbar and at the renotest, a henp rope. And he
was no younger son sent out fromsone old quiet country like Virginia or
Carolina with the surplus negroes to take up new | and, because anyone
could | ook at those negroes of his and tell that they may have cone (and
probably did) froma nuch older country than Virginia or Carolina but it
wasn't a quiet one. And anyone coul d have | ooked once at his face and
known t hat he woul d have chosen the R ver and even the certainty of the
henp rope, to undertaki ng what he undertook even if he had known that he
woul d find gold buried and waiting for himin the very |and which he had
bought .
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"No. | hold no nore brief for Ellen than | do for nyself. | hold even

| ess for nyself, because | had had twenty years in which to watch him
where Ellen had had but five. And not even those five to see him but
only to hear at second hand what he was doing, and not even to hear nore
than half of that since apparently half of what he actually did during
those five years nobody at all knew about, and half of the remmi nder no
man woul d have repeated to a wife, let alone a young girl; he came here
and set up a raree show which lasted five years and Jefferson paid him
for the entertainment by at |east shielding himto the extent of not
telling their wonmenfol ks what he was doing. But | had had all ny life to
watch himin, since apparently and for what reason Heaven has not seen
fit to divulge, ny life was destined to end on an afternoon in Apri
forty-three years ago, since anyone who even had as little to cal

living as | had had up to that tinme would not call what | have had
since, living. | saw what had happened to Ellen, ny sister. | saw her

al nost a recluse, watching those two dooned children growi ng up whom she
was hel pless to save. | saw the price which she had paid for that house
and that pride; | saw the notes of hand on pride and contentnent and
peace and all to which she had put her signhature when she wal ked into
the church that night, begin to fall due in succession. | saw Judith's
marri age forbidden w thout rhynme or reason or shadow of excuse; | saw
Ellen die with only nme, a child, to turn to and ask to protect her
remaining child; | saw Henry repudiate his honme and birthright and then
return and practically fling the bloody corpse of his sister's

sweet heart at the hem of her wedding gown; | saw that man return-the
evil's source and head which had outlasted all its victins-who had
created two children not only to destroy one another and his own |ine,
but ny line as well, yet | agreed to marry him "No. | hold no brief for
myself. | dont plead youth, since what creature in the South since 1861
man wonan ni gger or nule, had had tinme or opportunity not only to have
been young but to have heard what being young was like fromthose who

had. | dont plead propinquity: the fact that I, a worman young and at the
age for marrying and in a tine when nost of the young nen whom | would
have known ordinarily were dead on lost battlefields, that |I lived for

two years under the sane roof with him | dont plead material necessity:
the fact that, an orphan a 1 z
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wonman and a pauper, | turned naturally not for protection but for actua
food to nmy only kin: ny dead sister's famly: though | defy anyone to
bl ame ne, an orphan of twenty, a young worman w thout resources, who
should desire not only to justify her situation but to vindicate the
honor of a famly the good nanme of whose wonen has never been i npugned,
by accepting the honorable proffer of narriage fromthe nman whose food

she was forced to subsist on. And nost of all, | do not plead nyself: a
young worman energi ng froma hol ocaust which had taken parents security
and all from her, who had seen all that living nmeant to her fall into

ruins about the feet of a few figures with the shapes of nen but with

t he nanes and statures of heroes; -a young woman | say thrown into daily
and hourly contact with one of these nen who, despite what he m ght have
been at one tine and despite what she night have believed or even known
about him had fought for four honorable years for the soil and
traditions of the I and where she had been born (and the nan who had done
that, villain dyed though he be, would have possessed in her eyes, even
if only fromassociation with them the stature and shape of a hero too)
and now he al so energing fromthe sanme hol ocaust in which she had
suffered, with nothing to face what the future held for the South but
hi s bare hands and the sword which he at | east had never surrendered and
the citation for valor fromhis defeated Commander-in- Chief. Ch he was
brave. | have never gainsaid that. But that our cause, our very life and
future hopes and past pride, should have been thrown into the bal ance
with nen like that to buttress it-men with valor and strength but

Wi thout pity or honor. Is it any wonder that Heaven saw fit to let us

| ose?" "Nome," Quentin said. "But that it should have been our father,
mne and Ellen's father of all of themthat he knew, out of all the ones
who used to go out there and drink and ganble with himand watch him
fight those wild negroes, whose daughters he m ght even have won at
cards. That it should have been our father. How he coul d have approached
papa, on what grounds; what there could have been beside the conmmpn
civility of two nen neeting on the street, between a man who cane from
nowhere or dared not tell where and our father; what there could have
been between a man |i ke that and papa-a Mt hodi st steward, a nerchant
who was not 1 3
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rich and who not only could have done not hing under the sun to advance
his fortunes or prospects but could by no stretch of the inmagination
even have owned anything that he woul d have wanted, even picked up in
the road-a man who owned neither |and nor slaves except two house
servants whom he had freed as soon as he got them bought them who
nei t her drank nor hunted nor ganbl ed; what there could have been between
papa and a man who to ny certain know edge was never in a Jefferson
church but three tines in his life-the once when he first saw El |l en, the
once when they rehearsed the weddi ng, the once when they performed it;
-a man that anyone could | ook at and see that, even if he apparently had
none now, he was accustonmed to having noney and intended to have it
agai n and woul d have no scruples about how he got it-that man to

di scover Ellen inside a church. In church, mind you, as though there
were a fatality and curse on our famly and God Hinself were seeing to
it that it was perforned and di scharged to the last drop and dreg. Yes,
fatality and curse on the South and on our fam |y as though because sone
ancestor of ours had elected to establish his descent in a |land prined
for fatality and already cursed with it, even if it had not rather been
our famly, our father's progenitors, who had incurred the curse |ong
years before and had been coerced by Heaven into establishing itself in

the land and the tinme already cursed. So that even |, a child still too
young to know nore than that, though Ellen was ny own sister and Henry
and Judith ny own nephew and niece, | was not even to go out there save

when papa or ny aunt was with ne and that | was not to play with Henry
and Judith at all except in the house (and not because | was four years
younger than Judith and six years younger than Henry: wasn't it to ne
that Ellen turned before she died and said "Protect them ?)-even | used
to wonder what our father or his father could have done before he
married our nother that Ellen and I would have to expiate and neither of
us al one be sufficient; what crinme conmtted that would | eave our famly
cursed to be instrunments not only for that man's destruction but for our
own." "Yessum" Quentin said. "Yes," the grimaquiet voice said from
beyond the unnoving triangle of dimlace; and now, anong the nusing and
decorous waiths Quentin seened to watch resolving the figure of a
little girl, in the primskirts
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and pantal ettes, the snooth primdecorous braids, of the dead tine. She
seened to stand, to lurk, behind the neat picket fence of a small,
grimy mddleclass yard or |awn, |ooking out upon the whatever ogreworld
of that quiet village street with that air of children born too |ate
into their parents' lives and dooned to contenplate all hunman behavi or

t hrough the conpl ex and needless follies of adults-an air Cassandrali ke
and hunorl ess and profoundly and sternly prophetic out of all proportion
to the actual years even of a child who had never been young. "Because |
was born too late. | was a child who was to renenber those three faces
(and his, too) as seen for the first tinme in the carriage on that first
Sunday norning when this town finally realised that he had turned that
road from Sutpen's Hundred in to the church into a race track. | was
three then, and doubtless | had seen them before; | nust have. But | do
not 15
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seen Ellen and the children before this, this is the vision of nmy first
sight of themwhich | shall carry to ny grave: a glinpse like the
forefront of a tornado, of the carriage and Ellen's high white face
withinit and the two replicas of his face in mniature flanking her
and on the front seat the face and teeth of the wild negro who was
driving, and he, his face exactly |like the negro's save for the teeth
(this because of his beard, doubtless)-all in a thunder and a fury of
wi | deyed horses and of galloping and of dust. "Ch, there were plenty of
themto abet him assist him make a race of it; ten oclock on Sunday
norni ng, the carriage racing on two wheels up to the very door to the
church with that wild negro in his christian clothes |Iooking exactly
like a performing tiger in a linen duster and a top hat, and Ellen with
no drop of blood in her face, holding those two children who were not
crying and who did not need to be held, who sat on either side of her
perfectly still too, with in their faces that infantile enormity which
we did not then quite conprehend. Ch yes, there were plenty to aid and
abet him even he could not have held a horse race w thout someone to
race agai nst. Because it was not even public opinion that stopped him
not even the men who ni ght have had w ves and children in carriages to
be ridden down and into ditches: it was the
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m ni ster hinself, speaking in the nane of the wonen of Jefferson and
Yoknapat awpha County. So he quit conming to church hinself; nowit would
be just Ellen and the children in the carriage on Sunday norning, sSo we
knew now that at |east there would be no betting now, since no one could
say if it was an actual race or not, since now, with his face absent, it
was only the wild negro's perfectly inscrutable one with the teeth
glinting a little, so that now we could never knowif it were a race or
a runaway, and if there was triunph, it was on the face twelve niles
back there at Sutpen's Hundred, which did not even require to see or be
present. It was the negro now, who in the act of passing another
carriage spoke to that teamtoo as well as to his own-sonething wi thout
wor ds, not needi ng words probably, in that tongue in which they slept in
the nmud of that swanp and brought here out of whatever dark swanp he had
found themin and brought them here:-the dust, the thunder, the carriage
whirling up to the church door while wonmen and children scattered and
screaned before it and nen caught at the bridles of the other team And
the negro would let Ellen and the children out at the door and take the
carriage on around to the hitching grove and beat the horses for running
away; there was even a fool who tried to interfere once, whereupon the
negro turned upon himwith the stick lifted and his teeth showi ng a
little and said, 'Marster say; | do. You tell Marster.' "Yes. Fromthem
fromthenselves. And this tinme it was not even the mnister. It was
Ellen. Qur aunt and papa were talking and I canme in and ny aunt said Go
out and play' though even if | could not have heard through the door at
all, | could have repeated the conversation for them 'Your daughter
your own daughter' ny aunt said; and papa: 'Yes. She is ny daughter.
When she wants ne to interfere she will tell me so herself'. Because
this Sunday when Ellen and the children came out of the front door, it
was not the carriage waiting, it was Ellen's phaeton with the old gentle
mare whi ch she drove and the stabl eboy that he had bought instead of the
wi | d negro. And Judith | ooked once at the phaeton and realised what it
meant and began to scream scream ng and ki cking while they carried her
back into the house and put her to bed. No, he was not present. Nor do |
claima lurking triunphant face behind a w ndow curtain. Probably he
woul d have been as amazed as we were since we would all realise now that
we were faced by nore than a child's 7



Page 18

tantrumor even hysteria: that his face had been in that carriage al

the tinme; that it had been Judith, a girl of six, who had instigated and
aut hori sed that negro to nmake the teamrun away. Not Henry, mnd; not

t he boy, which would have been outrageous enough; but Judith, the girl.
As soon as papa and | entered those gates that afternoon and began to go
up the drive toward the house, | could feel it. It was as though
somewhere in that Sunday afternoon's quiet and peace the screans of that
child still existed, lingered, not as sound now but as sonething for the
skin to hear, the hair on the head to hear. But | did not ask at once. |
was just four then; | sat in the buggy beside papa as | had stood

bet ween hi m and our aunt before the church on that first Sunday when |
had been dressed to conme and see ny sister and nmy nephew and ni ece for
the first time, looking at the house (I had been inside it before too,

of course, but even when | saw it for the first tine that | could
renenber | seened already to know how it was going to | ook just as
seemed to know how Ell en and Judith and Henry woul d | ook before | saw
themfor the time which I always renenber as being the first). No, not
asking even then, but just |ooking at that huge qui et house, saying' Wat
roomis Judith sick in, papa? with that quiet aptitude of a child for
accepting the inexplicable, though I now know t hat even then | was
wonderi ng what Judith saw when she canme out the door and found the
phaeton instead of the carriage, the tame stabl eboy instead of the wild
man; what she had seen in that phaeton which | ooked so i nnocent to the
rest of us-or worse, what she had m ssed when she saw t he phaeton and
began to scream Yes, a still hot quiet Sunday afternoon like this
afternoon; 1 renmenber yet the utter quiet of that house when we went in
and fromwhich | knew at once that he was absent w thout know ng that he
woul d now be in the scuppernong arbor drinking with Wash Jones. | only
knew, as soon as papa and | crossed the threshold, that he was not

there: as though with sone al nost omi sci ent conviction (that sane
instinctive know edge which enabled nme to tell Ellen that it was not
fromhimthat Judith woul d need protection) knowi ng that he did not need
to stay and observe his triunph-and that, in conparison with what was to
be, this one was a nere trivial business even beneath our notice too.
Yes, that quiet darkened roomwi th the blinds closed and a negro woman 1
8
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sitting beside the bed with a fan and Judith's white face on the pill ow
beneath a canphor cloth, asleep as | supposed then: possibly it was

sl eep, or would be called sleep: and Ellen's face white and cal m and
papa said 'Go out and find Henry and ask himto play with you, Rosa and
so | stood just outside that quiet door in that quiet upper hall because
I was afraid to go away even fromit because | could hear the sabbath
afternoon qui et of that house |ouder than thunder, |ouder than | aughing
even with triunph. "' Think of the children,' papa said. "' Think? ElIlen
said. "What else do | do? What else do | lie awake at night and do but

t hink of then?' Neither papa nor Ellen said Conme back hone. No: This
occurred before it became fashionable to repair your m stakes by turning
your back on them and running. It was just the two quiet voices beyond

t hat bl ank door which m ght have been discussing something printed in a
magazine; and |, a child standi ng cl ose beside that door because | was
afraid to be there but nore afraid to | eave it, standing notionless

besi de that door as though trying to make nyself blend with the dark
wood and becone invisible, like a chameleon, listening to the |iving
spirit, presence, of that house, since sone of Ellen's life and breath
had now gone into it as well as his, breathing away in a | ong neutral
sound of victory and despair, of triunph and terror too. "'Do you | ove
this-' papa said. " 'Papa,' Ellen said. That was all. But | could see
her face then as clearly as papa could have, with that sane expression
which it had worn in the carriage on that first Sunday and the others.
Then a servant cane and said our buggy was ready. "Yes. Fromthensel ves.
Not fromhim not from anybody, just as nobody coul d have saved them
even hinself. Because he now showed us why that triunph had been beneath
his notice. He showed Ellen, that is: not I. | was not there; it was siXx
years now, during which | had scarcely seen him CQur aunt was gone now
and I was keeping house for papa. Perhaps once a year papa and | would
go out there and have dinner, and maybe four tinmes a year Ellen and the
children would conme in and spend the day with us. Not he; that | know
of, he never entered this house again after he and Ellen married. | was
young then; | was even young 1q
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Fromalittle after two oclock until al nbst sundown of the long stil

hot weary dead Septenber afternoon they sat in what Mss Coldfield still
called the office because her father had called it that-a di mhot
airless roomwith the blinds all closed and fastened for forty-three
sunmers because when she was a girl sonmeone had believed that |ight and
moving air carried heat and that dark was al ways cool er, and which (as
the sun shone fuller and fuller on that side of the house) becane
latticed with yell ow slashes full of dust npbtes which Quentin thought of
as being flecks of the dead old dried paint itself blown inward fromthe
scaling blinds as wind mght have bl own them There was a now and the
time of his bachel orhood being that now they would hitch the teans and
saddl e horses and nules in the grove beyond the stable and so conme up
across the pasture unseen fromthe house. Because there were plenty of
themstill; it was as if God or the devil had taken advantage of his
very vices in order to supply witnesses to the discharge of our curse
not only from anmong gentl efol ks, our own kind, but fromthe very scum
and riffraff who could not have approached the house itself under any

ot her circunstances, not even fromthe rear. Yes, Ellen and those two
children alone in that house twelve mles fromtown, and down there in
the stable a hollow square of faces in the lantern light, the white
faces on three sides, the black ones on the fourth, and in the center
two of his wild negroes fighting, naked, fighting not |ike white nen
fight, with rules and weapons, but |i ke negroes fight to hurt one

anot her quick and bad. Ellen knew that, or thought she did; that was not
it. She accepted that-not reconcil ed: accepted-as though there is a

br eat hi ng-point in outrage where you can accept it alnbst with gratitude
since you can say to yourself, Thank God this is all; at least | now
know all of it-thinking that, clinging still to that when she ran into
the stable that night while the very nmen who had stolen into it fromthe
rear fell back away fromher with at | east sonme grain of decency, and
El l en seeing not the two bl ack beasts she had expected to see but
instead a white one and a bl ack one, both naked to the waist and gougi ng
at one another's eyes as if their skins should not only have been the
sane col or but should have been covered with fur
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too. Yes. It seens that on certain occasions, perhaps at the end of the
eveni ng, the spectacle, as a grand finale or perhaps as a matter of
sheer deadly forethought toward the retention of suprenacy, dom nation
he would enter the ring with one of the negroes hinself. Yes. That is
what Ell en saw. her husband and the father of her children standing

t here naked and panting and bl oody to the waist and the negro just
fallen evidently, lying at his feet and bl oody too save that on the
negro it nmerely looked |ike grease or sweat-Ellen running down the hil
fromthe house, bareheaded, in tine to hear the sound, the scream ng,

hearing it while she still ran in the darkness and before the spectators
knew that she was there, hearing it even before it occurred to one
spectator to say, 'It's a horse' then 'It's a wonan' then 'My God, it's

a child -ran in, and the spectators falling back to pernit her to see
Henry plunge out from anong the negroes who had been hol ding him
scream ng and voniting-not pausing, not even |ooking at the faces which
shrank back away from her as she knelt in the stable filth to raise
Henry and not | ooking at Henry either but up at himas he stood there
with even his teeth showi ng beneath his beard now and anot her negro

Wi ping the blood fromhis body with a towsack. '|I know you will excuse
us, gentlenen ,' Ellen said. But they were al ready departing, nigger and
white, slinking out again as they had slunk in, and El |l en not watching

t hem now either but kneeling in the dirt while Henry clung to her,
crying, and he standing there yet while a third nigger prodded his shirt
or coat at himas though the coat were a stick and he a caged snake.
"Where is Judith, Thomas?' Ellen said. " '"Judith?" he said. Oh, he was
not lying; his own triunph had outrun him he had buil ded even better in
evil than even he could have hoped. 'Judith? Isn't she in bed? " 'Dont
lie to me, Thomas,' Ellen said. 'l can understand your bringing Henry
here to see this, wanting Henry to see this; | will try to understand
it; yes, I will rmake nyself try to understand it. But not Judith,
Thonmas. Not my baby girl, Thomas.' "'l dont expect you to understand
it," he said. 'Because you are a woman. But | didn't bring Judith down
here. | would not bring her down here. | dont expect you to believe
that. But | swear toit.' 21
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"1 wish | could believe you,' Ellen said. 'I want to believe you.' Then
she began to call. 'Judith!' she called in a voice calmand sweet and
filled with despair: 'Judith honey! Time to conme to bed.' "But | was not
there. I was not there to see the two Sutpen faces this tinme-once on
Judith and once on the negro girl beside her-1ooking down through the
square entrance to the loft."
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] t was a sumer of wistaria. The twilight was full of it and of the
snell [of his father's cigar as they sat on the front gallery after
supper until it would be tinme for Quentin to start, while in the deep
shaggy | awn bel ow the veranda the fireflies blew and drifted in soft
randomthe odor, the scent, which five nonths later M Conpson's letter
woul d carry up from M ssi ssippi and over the long i ron New Engl and snow
and into Quentin's sitting-roomat Harvard. It was a day of listening
too- the listening, the hearing in lgoq even yet nostly that which he
al ready knew since he had been born in and still breathed the sane air
in which the church bells had rung on that Sunday norning in 1833 (and,
on Sundays, heard even one of the original three bells in the sane
steepl e where descendants of the sane pigeons strutted and crooned or
wheel ed in short courses resenbling soft fluid paint-smears on the soft
sumer sky); -a Sunday norning in June with the bells ringing peaceful
and perenptory and a little cacophonous-the denoninations in concord

t hough not in tune-and the | adies and children, and house negroes to
carry the parasols and flywhi sks, and even a few nen (the | adies noving
i n hoops anbng the niniature broadcloth of little boys and the

pantal ettes of little girls, in the skirts of the time when |ladies did
not wal k but floated) when the other nmen sitting with their feet on the
railing of the Hol ston House gallery | ooked up, and there the stranger
was. He was al ready hal fway across the square when they saw him on a
bi g
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hard-ridden roan horse, man and beast | ooking as though they had been
created out of thin air and set down in the bright summer sabbath
sunshine in the mddle of a tired foxtrot-face and horse that none of

t hem had ever seen before, nanme that none of them had ever heard, and
origin and purpose which some of themwere never to learn. So that in
the next four weeks (Jefferson was a village then: the Hol ston House,
the courthouse, six stores, a blacksmith and livery stable, a sal oon
frequented by drovers and peddl ers, three churches and perhaps thirty
resi dences) the stranger's nane went back and forth anong the places of
busi ness and of idleness and anong the residences in steady strophe and
anti strophe: Sutpen. Sutpen. Sutpen. Sutpen. That was all that the town
was to know about himfor alnost a nonth. He had apparently come into
town fromthe south-a nan of about twenty-five as the town |earned

| ater, because at the time his age could not have been guessed because
at that tine he | ooked Iike a man who had been sick. Not |ike a man who
had been peacefully ill in bed and had recovered to nove with a sort of
diffident and tentative amazenent in a world which he had believed

hi nsel f on the point of surrendering, but |like a man who had been

t hrough some solitary furnace experience which was nore than just fever,
i ke an expl orer say, who not only had to face the normal hardship of
the pursuit which he chose but was overtaken by the added and unforeseen
handi cap of the fever also and fought through it at enornous cost not so
much physical as nental, alone and unai ded and not through blind
instinctive will to endure and survive but to gain and keep to enjoy it
the material prize for which he accepted the original ganmbit. A nman with
a big frame but gaunt now al nost to enaciation, with a short reddish
beard whi ch resenbl ed a di sgui se and above which his pale eyes had a
gquality at once visionary and alert, ruthless and reposed in a face
whose fl esh had the appearance of pottery, of having been col ored by
that oven's fever either of soul or environment, deeper than sun al one
beneath a dead i npervious surface as of glazed clay. That was what they
saw, though it was years before the town |earned that that was all which
he possessed at the tinme-the strong spent horse and the clothes on his
back and a small saddl ebag scarcely | arge enough to contain the spare
linen and the razors, and the two pistols of which Mss Coldfield told
Quentin, with the butts worn
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snoot h as pi ckhandl es and which he used with the precision of knitting
needl es; later Quentin's grandfather saw himride at a canter around a
sapling at twenty feet and put both bullets into a playing card fastened
to the tree. He had a roomin the Hol ston House but he carried the key
with himand each norning he fed and saddl ed t he horse and rode away
before daylight, where to the town |ikewi se failed to |earn, probably
due to the fact that he gave the pistol denmponstration on the third day
after his arrival. So they had to depend on inquiry to find out what

t hey coul d about him which would of necessity be at night, at the
supper table in the Hol ston House dining roomor in the |ounge which he
woul d have to cross to gain his roomand | ock the door again, which he
woul d do as soon as he finished eating. The bar opened into the | ounge
too, and that would or should have been the place to accost himand even
inquire, except for the fact that he did not use the bar. He did not
drink at all, he told them He did not say that he used to drink and had
quit, nor that he had never used alcohol. He just said that he woul d not
care for a drink; it was years |ater before even Quentin's grandfather
(he was a young man too then; it would be years yet before he would
becone CGeneral Conpson) |earned that the reason Sutpen did not drink was
that he did not have the noney with which to pay his share or return the
courtesy; it was General Conpson who first realised that at this tine
Sut pen | acked not only the noney to spend for drink and conviviality,

but the tine and inclination as well: that he was at this tinme
conpletely the slave of his secret and furious inpatience, his

convi ction gai ned fromwhat ever that recent experience had been-t hat
fever nmental or physical -of a need for haste, of tine fleeing beneath
him which was to drive himfor the next five years-as General Conpson
computed it, roughly until about nine nmonths before his son was born. So
they would catch him run himto earth, in the | ounge between the supper
table and his | ocked door to give himthe opportunity to tell them who
he was and where he canme from and what he was up to, whereupon he would
nove gradually and steadily until his back came in contact with
somet hi ng-a post or a wall-and then stand there and tell them nothing
what ever as pleasantly and courteously as a hotel clerk. It was the

Chi ckasaw I ndi an agent with or through whom he dealt and so it was not
until he waked the County Recorder that Saturday night 2 5
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with the deed, patent, to the |and and the gold Spanish coin, that the
town | earned that he now owned a hundred square mles of sonme of the
best virgin bottomland in the country, though even that know edge cane
too | ate because Sutpen hinself was gone, where to again they did not
know. But he owned | and anong t hem now and sone of them began to suspect
what General Conpson apparently knew. that the Spanish coin with which
he had paid to have his patent recorded was the | ast one of any kind

whi ch he possessed. So they were certain now that he had departed to get
nore; there were several who even anticipated in believing (and even in
sayi ng al oud, now that he was not present) what Sutpen's future and then
unborn sister-in-law was to tell Quentin alnost eighty years later: that
he had found sonme uni que and practical way of hiding | oot and that he
had returned to the cache to replenish his pockets, even if he had not
actually ridden with the two pistols back to the River and the
steanboats full of ganblers and cotton- and sl avedeal ers to repl enish
the cache. At |east sone of themwere telling one another that when two
nonths |ater he returned, again wthout warning and acconpani ed this
time by the covered wagon with a negro driving it and on the seat with
the negro a small, alertly resigned man with a grim harried Latin face,
in a frock coat and a flowered wai stcoat and a hat which woul d have
created no furore on a Paris boulevard, all of which he was to wear
constantly for the next two years-the sonbrely theatric clothing and the
expression of fatalistic and amazed deternmination -while his white
client and the negro crew which he was to advi se though not direct went
stark naked save for a coating of dried nud. This was the French
architect. Years later the town |earned that he had cone all the way
from Martini que on Sutpen's bare prom se and lived for two years on

veni son cooked over a canp fire, in an unfloored tent nmade of the wagon
hood, before he so nmuch as saw any col or or shape of pay. And until he
passed through town on his way back to New Orl eans two years |ater, he
was not even to see Jefferson again; he would not cone, or Sutpen would
not bring him to town even on the few occasi ons when Sutpen woul d be
seen there, and he did not have nmuch chance to | ook at Jefferson on that
first day because the wagon did not stop. Apparently it was only by
sheer geographi cal hap that Sutpen passed through town at all, pausing
only long enough for someone (not Ceneral Conpson) z6
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to | ook beneath the wagon hood and into a black tunnel filled with stil
eyeballs and snelling like a wol fden. But the | egend of Sutpen's wild
negroes was not to begin at once, because the wagon went on as though
even the wood and iron which conposed it, as well as the mules which
drew it, had becone i nbued by sheer association with himw th that
quality of gaunt and tireless driving, that conviction for haste and of
fleeing time; later Sutpen told Quentin's grandfather that on that

aft ernoon when the wagon passed through Jefferson they had been without
food since the previous night and that he was trying to reach Sutpen's
Hundred and the river bottomto try to kill a deer before dark, so he
and the architect and the negroes would not have to spend another night
wi thout food. So the |legend of the wild nen canme gradually back to town,
brought by the nmen who would ride out to watch what was goi ng on, who
began to tell how Sutpen would take stand beside a ganme trail with the
pi stols and send the negroes in to drive the swanp |ike a pack of
hounds; it was they who told how during that first sumer and fall the
negroes did not even have (or did not use) blankets to sleep in, even
bef ore the coon-hunter Akers clainmed to have wal ked one of them out of
the absolute nud like a sleeping alligator and screaned just in tine.
The negroes could speak no English yet and doubtl ess there were nore
than Akers who did not know that the | anguage in which they and Sutpen
communi cated was a sort of French and not sone dark and fatal tongue of
their own. There were nmany nore than Akers, though the others were
responsi ble citizens and | andowners and so did not have to |urk about
the camp at night. In fact, as Mss Coldfield told Quentin, they would
make up parties to neet at the Hol ston House and go out horseback, often
carrying lunch. Sutpen had built a brick kiln and he had set up the saw
and pl aner which he had brought in the wagon-a capstan with a | ong
sapl i ng wal ki ng-beam with the wagon team and the negroes in shifts and
hi meel f too when necessary, when the nmachinery slowed, hitched to it-as
if the negroes actually were wild nmen; as General Conpson told his son,
Quentin's father, while the negroes were working Sutpen never raised his
voice at them that instead he led them caught themat the
psychol ogi cal instant by exanple, by some ascendancy of forbearance
rather than by brute fear. Wthout disnounting (usually Sutpen did not
z7
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even greet themw th as nmuch as a nod, apparently as unaware of their
presence as if they had been idle shades) they would sit in a curious
gui et clunmp as though for rmutual protection and watch his mansion rise,
carried plank by plank and brick by brick out of the swanp where the
clay and tinber waited-the bearded white nman and the twenty bl ack ones
and all stark naked beneath the croachi ng and pervadi ng nud. Bei hg nen,

t hese spectators did not realise that the garnents which Sutpen had worn
when he first rode into Jefferson were the only ones in which they had
ever seen him and few of the wonmen in the county had seen him at al

yet. Otherw se, some of them would have anticipated Mss Coldfield in
this too: in divining that he was saving his clothes, since decorum even
if not el egance of appearance would be the only weapon (or rather,

| adder) with which he could conduct the |ast assault upon what M ss

Col dfield and perhaps others believed to be respectability -that
respectability which, according to General Conpson, consisted in
Sutpen's secret mnd of a great deal nore than the nmere acquisition of a
chatel aine for his house. So he and the twenty negroes worked together

pl astered over with nud agai nst the nosquitoes and, as Mss Coldfield
told Quentin, distinguishable one fromanother by his beard and eyes

al one and only the architect resenbling a human creature because of the
French cl othes which he wore constantly with a sort of invincible
fatality until the day after the house was conpl eted save for the

w ndowgl ass and the ironware which they could not nake by hand and the
architect departed-working in the sun and heat of sumrer and the nud and
ice of winter, with quiet and unflagging fury. It took himtwo years, he
and his crew of inported slaves which his adopted fellow citizens still

| ooked on as being a good deal nore deadly than any beast he coul d have
started and slain in that country. They worked from sunup to sundown
whil e parties of horsemen rode up and sat their horses quietly and

wat ched, and the architect in his formal coat and his Paris hat and his
expression of grimand enbittered amazenent | urked about the environs of
the scene with his air something between a casual and bitterly

di sinterested spectator and a condemmed and consci enti ous
ghost - amazenent, CGeneral Conpson said, not at the others and what they
were doing so nmuch as at hinmself, at the inexplicable and incredible
fact of his own presence. But he was a good architect; Quen- z8
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tin knew the house, twelve niles fromJefferson, in its grove of cedar
and oak, seventy-five years after it was finished. And not only an
architect, as General Conpson said, but an artist since only an arti st
coul d have borne those two years in order to build a house which he
doubtl ess not only expected but firmy intended never to see again. Not,
Ceneral Conpson said, the hardship to sense and the outrage to
sensibility of the two years' sojourn, but Sutpen: that only an arti st
coul d have borne Sutpen's ruthlessness and hurry and still nmanage to
curb the dreamof grimand castlelike nmagnificence at which Sutpen

obvi ously ai ned, since the place as Sutpen planned it would have been
alnost as large as Jefferson itself at the tine; that the little grim
harried foreigner had singlehanded given battle to and vanqui shed
Sutpen's fierce and overweening vanity or desire for magnificence or for
vi ndi cation or whatever it was (even General Conpson did not know yet)
and so created of Sutpen's very defeat the victory which, in conquering,
Sut pen hinmself would have failed to gain. So it was finished then, down
to the last plank and brick and wooden pin which they could make

t hensel ves. Unpai nted and unfurni shed, wi thout a pane of glass or a
doorknob or hinge init, twelve nmles fromtow and al nost that far from
any nei ghbor, it stood for three years nore surrounded by its fornal
gardens and pronenades, its slave quarters and stabl es and snokehouses;
wild turkey ranged within a nile of the house and deer cane |ight and
colored like snoke and | eft delicate prints in the fornal beds where
there would be no flowers for four years yet. Now there began a period,
a phase, during which the town and the county watched himw th nore
puzzl enent yet. Perhaps it was because the next step toward that secret
end whi ch General Conpson clainmed to have known but which the town and
the county conprehended but dimy or not at all, now required patience
or passive tinme instead of that driving fury to which he had accustomed
them now it was the wonmen who first suspected what he wanted, what the
next step would be. None of the nen, certainly not those who knew him
wel | enough to call him by name, suspected that he wanted a wife.
Doubt | ess there were sone of them husbands and bachel ors both, who not
only would have refused to entertain the idea but would even have
protested against it, because for the next three years he | ed what nust
have been to them a perfect
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exi stence. He lived out there, eight mles fromany neighbor, in
mascul i ne solitude in what m ght be called the hal facre gunroom of a
baroni al splendor. He lived in the spartan shell of the largest edifice
in the county, not excepting the courthouse itself, whose threshold no
wonman had so nmuch as seen, w thout any fem nised softness of w ndow pane
or door or nattress; where there was not only no wonan to object if he
shoul d el ect to have his dogs in to sleep on the pallet bed with him he
did not even need dogs to kill the gane which left footprints within
sight of the kitchen door but hunted it instead with human bei ngs who
bel onged to hi m body and soul and of whomit was believed (or said) that
they could creep up to a bedded buck and cut its throat before it could
nove. It was at this tine that he began to invite the parties of nmen of
which Mss Coldfield told Quentin, out to Sutpen's Hundred to canp in

bl ankets in the naked roons of his enbryonic formal opul ence; they
hunted, and at ni ght played cards and drank, and on occasion he

doubtl ess pitted his negroes agai nst one anot her and perhaps even at
this tine participated now and then hinsel f-that spectacle which
according to Mss Coldfield, his son was unable to bear the sight of
whil e his daughter | ooked on unnoved. Sutpen drank hinself now, though
there were probably others beside Quentin's grandfather who remarked
that he drank very sparingly save when he hinself had nanaged to supply
some of the liquor. H's guests would bring whiskey out with them but he
drank of this with a sort of sparing cal cul ation as though keepi ng
mental ly, General Conpson said, a sort of balance of spiritual solvency
bet ween t he anpbunt of whi skey he accepted and the anobunt of running neat
whi ch he supplied to the guns. He lived like that for three years. He
now had a plantation; inside of two years he had dragged house and
gardens out of virgin swanp, and plowed and planted his land with seed
cotton which General Conpson | oaned him Then he seenmed to quit. He
seened to just sit down in the niddle of what he had al nost fi nished,
and to remain so for three years during which he did not even appear to
intend or want anything nore. Perhaps it is not to be wondered at that
the nen in the county cane to believe that the life he now | ed had been
his aimall the time; it was General Conpson, who seened to have known
hi mwel |l enough to offer to I end himseed cotton for his start, who knew
any better, to whom
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Sut pen ever told anything about his past. It was General Conpson who
knew first about the Spanish coin being his |ast one, as it was Conpson
(so the town learned later) who offered to | end Sutpen the noney to
finish and furnish his house, and was refused. So doubtl| ess General
Conpson was the first man in the county to tell hinmself that Sutpen did
not need to borrow noney with which to conplete the house, supply what
it yet |acked, because he intended to marry it. Not the first person

the first man, since, according to what Mss Coldfield told Quentin
seventy-five years |ater, the wonen in the county had been telling one
anot her and their husbands as well that Sutpen did not intend to quit
there, that he had already gone to too nuch trouble, gone through too
much privation and hardship, to settle down and |live exactly as he had
lived while the house was being built save that now he had a roof to

sl eep under in place of an unfloored wagon hood. Probably the wonmen had
al ready cast about anobng the fanilies of the men who ni ght now be call ed
his friends, for that prospective bride whose dowy mght conplete the
shape and substance of that respectability Mss Col dfield anyway
believed to be his aim So when, at the expiration of this second phase,
three years after the house was finished and the architect departed

and agai n on Sunday norning and again w thout warning, the town saw him
cross the square, on foot now but in the sane garnments in which he had
ridden into town five years ago and which no one had seen since (he or
one of the negroes had ironed the coat with heated bricks, Genera
Conpson told Quentin's father) and enter the Methodi st church, only sone
of the nmen were surprised. The wonen nerely said that he had exhausted
the possibilities of the famlies of the nen with whom he had hunted and
ganbl ed and that he had now cone to town to find a wife exactly as he
woul d have gone to the Menphis market to buy livestock or slaves. But
when they conprehended whomit was that he had apparently cone to town
and into church to invest with his choice, the assurance of the wonen
becane one with the nmen's surprise, and then even nore than that:
amazenent. Because the town now believed that it knew him For two years
it had watched himas with that grimand unflagging fury he had erected
that shell of a house and laid out his fields, then for three years he
had renai ned conpletely static, as if he were run by electricity and
soneone 3i
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had cone al ong and renoved, dismantled the wiring or the dynano, while
the wonen of the county gradually convinced it that he was nerely
waiting to find a wife with a dowy to finish it with. So that when he
entered the Methodi st church that Sunday norning in his ironed coat,
there were nmen as well as wormen who believed that they had only to | ook
around the congregation in order to anticipate the direction his feet
woul d take him until they becane aware that he had apparently marked
down Mss Coldfield s father with the same cold and ruthl ess

del i beration with which he had probably marked down the French
architect. They watched in shocked amazenent while he laid deliberate
siege to the one man in the town with whom he coul d have had nothing in
conmon, |east of all, noney-a man who obviously could do nothi ng under
the sun for himsave give himcredit at a little cross-roads store or
cast a vote in his favor if he should ever seek ordination as a

Met hodi st mi nister-a Methodi st steward, a nmerchant not only of nodest
position and circunmstances but who already had a wife and fanmily of his
own, |let alone a dependent nother and sister, to support out of the
proceeds of a business which he had brought to Jefferson ten years ago
in a single wagon-a man with a nane for absol ute and undevi ating and
even puritan uprightness in a country and tinme of | awl ess opportunity,
who neither drank nor ganbl ed nor even hunted. In their surprise they
forgot that M Coldfield had a marri ageabl e daughter. They did not

consi der the daughter at all. They did not think of love in connection
Wi th Sutpen. They thought of ruthlessness rather than justice and of
fear rather than respect, but not of pity or |ove. besides being too
lost in amazed specul ation as to just how Sutpen intended or could
contrive to use M Coldfield to further whatever secret ends he stil
had. They were never to know. even Mss Rosa Coldfield did not. Because
fromthat day there were no nore hunting parties out at Sutpen's
Hundred, and when they saw himnow it would be in town. But not | oafing,
idling. The men who had slept and matched gl asses with hi munder his
roof (sone of them had even come to call him Sutpen wi thout the forma
M ster) watched himpass along the street before the Hol ston House with
a single formal gesture to his hat and go on and enter M Coldfield's
store, and that was all
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"Then one day he quitted Jefferson for the second tine," M Conp- son
told Quentin. "The town shoul d have been accustonmed to that by now.
Nevert hel ess, his position had subtly changed, as you will see by the
town's reaction to this second return. Because when he cane back this
time, he was in a sense a public eneny. Perhaps this was because of what
he brought back with himthis time: the material he brought back this
time, as conpared to the sinple wagon |oad of wild niggers which he had
brought back before. But |I dont think so. That is, | think it was a
little nore involved than the sheer value of his chandeliers and
mahogany and rugs. | think that the affront was born of the town's
realization that he was getting it involved with hinsel f; that whatever
the felony which produced the mahogany and crystal, he was forcing the
town to conpound it. Heretofore, until that Sunday when he cane to
church, if he had m sused or injured anybody, it was only old

| kkenot ubbe , from whom he got his land-a matter between his conscience
and Uncle Sam and God. But now his position had changed, because when,
about three nonths after he departed, four wagons |left Jefferson to go
to the River and nmeet him it was known that M Col dfield was the man
who hired and di spatched them They were bi g wagons, drawn by oxen, and
when they returned the town | ooked at them and knew, no matter what they
m ght have contained, that M Coldfield could not have nortgaged
everything that he owned for enough to fill them doubtless this tine
there were nore nmen than wonen even who pictured himduring this absence
with a handkerchi ef over his face and the two pistol barrels glinting
beneath the candel abra of a steanboat's saloon, even if no worse: if not
somet hi ng perforned in the lurking dark of a nmuddy |landing and with a
kni fe from behind. They saw hi m pass, on the roan horse beside his four
wagons; it seens that even the ones who had eaten his food and shot his
game and even called him'Sutpen' without the "Mster', didn't accost

hi m now. They just waited while reports and runors canme back to town of
how he and hi s now sonewhat tamed negroes had installed the w ndows and
doors and the spits and pots in the kitchen and the crystal chandeliers
in the parlors and the furniture and the curtains and the rugs; it was

t hat sane Akers who had bl undered onto the nudcouched negro five years
ago
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who cane, a little wild-eyed and consi derably sl ack-nouthed, into the
Hol st on House bar one evening and said, 'Boys, this tinme he stole the
whol e durn steanboat!' "So at last civic virtue cane to a boil. One day
and with the sheriff of the county anong them a party of eight or ten
took the road out to Sutpen's Hundred. They did not go all the way
because about six mles fromtown they net Sutpen hinmself. He was riding
the roan horse, in the frock coat and the beaver hat which they knew and
with his I egs wapped in a piece of tarpaulin; he had a portnmanteau on
his ponmel and he was carrying a small woven basket on his arm He
stopped the roan (it was April then, and the road was still a quagmre)
and sat there in his splashed tarpaulin and | ooked fromone face to the
next; your grandfather said that his eyes | ooked |ike pieces of a broken
plate and that his beard was strong as a curry-conb. That was how he put
it: strong as a curry-conmb. 'Good norning, gentlenen,' he said. 'Wre
you | ooking for nme?" "Doubtless sonething nore than this transpired at
the time, though none of the vigilance conmittee ever told it that |
know of . Al | ever heard is how the town, the nmen on the gallery of the
Hol st on House saw Sutpen and the committee ride onto the square
together, Sutpen a little in front and the others bunched behind

hi m Sut pen with his legs and feet wapped neatly in his tarpaulin and
hi s shoul ders squared inside the worn broadcl oth coat and that worn
brushed beaver cocked a little, talking to them over his shoul der and

t hose eyes hard and pal e and reckl ess and probably quizzical and maybe
cont enpt uous even then. He pulled up at the door and the negro hostler
ducked out and took the roan's head and Sutpen got down, with his

port mant eau and the basket and nounted the steps, and | heard how he
turned there and | ooked at them again where they huddl ed on their
horses, not knowi ng what to do exactly. And it might have been a good
thing that he had that beard and they could not see his nouth. Then he
turned, and he | ooked at the other nmen sitting with their feet on the
railing and watching himtoo, nmen who used to cone out to his place and
sleep on the floor and hunt with him and he saluted themw th that
florid, swaggering gesture to the hat (yes, he was underbred. It showed
like this always, your grandfather said, in all his formal contacts with
people. He was |ike John L.
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Sul l'i van having taught hinself painfully and tediously to do the
schottische , having drilled hinself and drilled hinself in secret until
he now believed it no |l onger necessary to count the nusic's beat, say.
He may have believed that your grandfather or judge Benbow m ght have
done it a little nore effortlessly than he, but he would not have
bel i eved that anyone could have beat himin knowi ng when to do it and
how. And besides, it was in his face; that was where his power |ay, your
grandf at her said: that anyone could | ook at himand say, G ven the
occasion and the need, this man can and will do anything) and went on
into the house and conmanded a chanber. "So they sat on their horses and
wai ted for him | suppose they knew that he would have to cone out
sometinme: | suppose they sat there and thought about those two pistols.
Because there was still no warrant for him you see: it was just public
opinion in an acute state of indigestion; and now ot her horsenen rode
into the square and becanme aware of the situation, so that there was
guite a posse waiting when he wal ked out onto the gallery. He wore a new
hat now, and a new broadcloth coat, so they knew what the portmanteau
had contai ned. They even knew now what the basket had contai ned because
he did not have that with himnow either, though doubtless at the tine
it merely puzzled themnore than ever. Because, you see, they had been

t oo busy specul ating on just how he was planning to use M Col dfield
and, since his return, too conpletely outraged by the belief that they
now saw the results even if the means were still an enigma, to renenber
about Mss Ellen at all. "So he stopped agai h doubtl ess and | ooked from
face to face again, doubtless nenorising the new faces, w thout any
haste, with still the beard to hide whatever his nmouth nmight have shown.
But he seens to have said nothing at all this tinme. He just descended
the steps and wal ked on across the square, the comittee (your
grandfather said it had grown to alnost fifty by now) noving too,
follow ng himacross the square. They say he did not even | ook back. He
just wal ked on, erect, with the new hat cocked and carrying in his hand
now t hat whi ch nust have seemed to themthe final gratuitous baffl enent
and even insult, with the cormittee riding along in the street beside

hi mand not quite parallel, and others who did not happen to have horses
at the nmonment joining in and following the coomittee in the road, and

| adi es and
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children and wonen sl aves coming to the doors and wi nhdows of the hones
as they passed to watch as they went on in grimtabl eau, and Sutpen,
still w thout once |ooking back, entered M Coldfield s gate and strode
on up the brick walk to the door, carrying his newspaper cornucopia of
flowers. "They waited for himagain. The crowd was grow ng fast
now ot her men and a few boys and even sone negroes fromthe adjacent
houses, clotting behind the eight original nmenbers of the comm ttee who
sat watching M Coldfield s door until he enmerged. It was a good while
and he no longer carried the flowers, and when he returned to the gate,
he was engaged to be married. But they did not know this, because as
soon as he reached the gate, they arrested him They took himback to
town, with the | adies and children and house niggers watching from

behi nd curtai ns and behind the shrubbery in the yards and the corners of
t he houses, the kitchens where doubtless food was al ready beginning to
scorch, and so back to the square where the rest of the abl e-bodi ed nen
left their offices and stores to follow, so that when he reached the
courthouse, Sutpen had a larger following than if he actually had been
the runaway sl ave. They arrai gned himbefore a justice, but by that tine
your grandfather and M Col dfi el d had got there. They signed his bond
and | ate that afternoon he returned home with M Col dfield, walking

al ong the sane street as of the forenoon, with doubtless the sane faces
wat chi ng himfrom behind the wi ndow curtains, to the betrothal supper
with no wine at table and no whi skey before or after. | have heard how
during none of his three passages that day through that street did his
bearing alter-the sanme unhurried stride to which that new frock coat
swung, the sanme angle to the new hat above the eyes and the beard. Your
grandf at her said that sonme of the faience appearance which the flesh of
his face had had when he cane to town five years ago was gone now and
that his face had an honest sunburn. And he was not fleshier either
your grandfather said that was not it: it was just that the flesh on his
bones had becone quieter, as though passive after sone actual breasting
of atnosphere like in running, so that he actually filled his clothes
now, with that quality still swaggering but w thout braggadocio or

bel li gerence , though according to your grandfather the quality had
never been
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the tears again, the sane tears even, the sane rain. She got into the
carriage and departed in it (the rain) for Sutpen's Hundred. "It was the
weddi ng whi ch caused the tears: not nmarrying Sutpen. Watever tears
there were for that, granted there were tears, cane later. It was not
intended to be a big wedding. That is, M Coldfield seens not to have
intended it to be. O the two nmen (I dont speak of Ellen, of course: in
fact, you will notice that nost divorces occur with wonen who were
married by tobacco-chewing j.p.'s in country courthouses or by mnisters
waked after mdnight, with their suspenders show ng beneath their
coattails and no collar on and a wife or spinster sister in curl papers
for witness. So is it too nuch to believe that these wonen conme to | ong
for divorce froma sense not of inconpleteness but of actual frustration
and betrayal ? that regardl ess of the breathing evidence of children and
all else, they still have in their mnds even yet the inmage of

t hensel ves wal king to nusic and turning heads, in all the synbolica
trappi ngs and circunstances of cerenonial surrender of that which they
no | onger possess? and why not, since to themthe actual and authentic
surrender can only be (and have been) a cerenpny like the breaking of a
banknote to buy a ticket for the train)-of the two nmen, it was Sutpen
who desired (or hoped: | have this from sonething your grandfather |et
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drop one day and whi ch he doubtless had from Sutpen hinself in the sane
acci dental fashion, since Sutpen never even told Ellen that he wanted
it, which-the fact that at the last mnute he refused to support her in
her desire and insistence upon it-accounts partly for the tears) the big
weddi ng, the full church and all the ritual. M Coldfield apparently

i ntended nmerely to enpl oy, use, the church, apart fromits spiritua
significance, exactly as he m ght or would have used any ot her object,
concrete or abstract, to which he had given a certain amount of his
time. He seens to have intended to use the church into which he had
invested a certain anount of sacrifice and doubtl ess self-denial and
certainly actual |abor and noney for the sake of what mght be called a
demand bal ance of spiritual solvency, exactly as he would have used a
cotton gin in which he considered hinself to have incurred either
interest or responsibility, for the ginning of any cotton which he or
any menber of his famly, by blood or by marriage, had raised-that, and
no nore. Perhaps this was due to the sane tedious and unrem tting
husbandry whi ch had enabled himto support nother and sister and marry
and raise a fanily on the proceeds of that store which ten years ago had
fitted into a single wagon; or perhaps it was sone innate sense of
delicacy and fitness (which his sister and daughter did not seemto
possess, by the way) regarding the prospective son-in-law whomjust two
nont hs ago he had been instrunental in getting out of jail. But not from
any | ack of courage regarding the son-in-law s still anonal ous position
in the town. Regardless of what their relations before that had been and
of what their future relations nmght be, if M Coldfield had believed
Sutpen guilty at the time of any crinme, he would not have raised a
finger to take Sutpen out. He m ght not have gone out of his way to keep
Sutpen in jail, but doubtless the best possible noral fum gation which
Sut pen coul d have received at the tine in the eyes of his fellow
citizens was the fact that M Col dfield signed his bond-sonething he
woul d not have done to save his own good nane even though the arrest had
been a direct result of the business between hinmself and Sutpen-that
affair which, when it reached a point where his conscience refused to
sanction it, he had withdrawn fromand |l et Sutpen take all the profit,
refusing even to allow Sutpen to reinburse himfor the loss which, in

wi t hdrawi ng, he had suffered, though he did pernit his daughter to marry
this man of whose
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had cone al ong and renoved, dismantled the wiring or the dynano, while
the wonen of the county gradually convinced it that he was nerely
waiting to find a wife with a dowy to finish it with. So that when he
entered the Methodi st church that Sunday norning in his ironed coat,
there were nmen as well as wormen who believed that they had only to | ook
around the congregation in order to anticipate the direction his feet
woul d take him until they becane aware that he had apparently marked
down Mss Coldfield s father with the same cold and ruthl ess

del i beration with which he had probably marked down the French
architect. They watched in shocked amazenent while he laid deliberate
siege to the one man in the town with whom he coul d have had nothing in
conmon, |east of all, noney-a man who obviously could do nothi ng under
the sun for himsave give himcredit at a little cross-roads store or
cast a vote in his favor if he should ever seek ordination as a

Met hodi st mi nister-a Methodi st steward, a nmerchant not only of nodest
position and circunmstances but who already had a wife and fanmily of his
own, |let alone a dependent nother and sister, to support out of the
proceeds of a business which he had brought to Jefferson ten years ago
in a single wagon-a man with a nane for absol ute and undevi ating and
even puritan uprightness in a country and tinme of | awl ess opportunity,
who neither drank nor ganbl ed nor even hunted. In their surprise they
forgot that M Coldfield had a marri ageabl e daughter. They did not

consi der the daughter at all. They did not think of love in connection
Wi th Sutpen. They thought of ruthlessness rather than justice and of
fear rather than respect, but not of pity or |ove. besides being too
lost in amazed specul ation as to just how Sutpen intended or could
contrive to use M Coldfield to further whatever secret ends he stil
had. They were never to know. even Mss Rosa Coldfield did not. Because
fromthat day there were no nore hunting parties out at Sutpen's
Hundred, and when they saw himnow it would be in town. But not | oafing,
idling. The men who had slept and matched gl asses with hi munder his
roof (sone of them had even come to call him Sutpen wi thout the forma
M ster) watched himpass along the street before the Hol ston House with
a single formal gesture to his hat and go on and enter M Coldfield's
store, and that was all. 32
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tears canme down again. Ellen went through the rehearsal, but afterward
the aunt took her hone in a state very near hysteria, though by the next
day it had becone just quiet internmttent weeping again. There was sone
tal k even of putting the wedding off. | dont know who it cane from

per haps from Sut pen. But | know who vetoed it. It was as though the aunt
were now bent, no longer on nerely thrusting Sutpen down the town's
throat, but thrusting the wedding itself. She spent all the next day
going from house to house, the invitation Iist in her hand, in a house
dress and a shaw and one of the Coldfield negroes (they were both
wonen) follow ng her, perhaps for protection, perhaps just sucked al ong
like a leaf in the wake of that grimvirago fury of female affront; yes,
she came to our house, though your grandfather had never intended
anything el se but to attend the weddi ng: the aunt nust have had no
doubt s about Father since Father had hel ped take Sutpen out of jail,

t hough she was probably past all ratiocination by then; she canme to our
house too. Father and your grandnother were just married then and Mot her
was a stranger in Jefferson and | dont know what she thought except that
she woul d never tal k about what happened: about the nmad wonan whom she
had never seen before, who cane bursting into the house, not to invite
her to a wedding but to dare her not to cone, and then rushed out again.
Mot her could not even tell what wedding she nmeant at first, and when

Fat her canme honme he found Mother in hysterics too, and even twenty years
| ater Mother could not tell what actually happened. There was not hi ng
comc init to her. Father used to tease her about it, but even twenty
years after that day, when he would tease her | have seen her begin to
rai se her hand (perhaps with the thinble on one finger) as though to
protect herself and the sanme | ook cone into her face that nust have been
there when Ellen's aunt departed. "She covered the town that norning. It
did not take her long and it was conplete; by nightfall the

ci rcunstances of the situation had spread not only beyond the town but
beneath it, penetrating the livery stable and the drovers' tavern which
was to supply the guests who did attend it, not only as notice but as a
bl anket threat and dare. Ellen of course was not aware of this, anynore
than the aunt herself was, or would have believed what was going to
happen even if she had been clairvoyant, 42
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as well as Sutpen did. It was still enpty even after the cerenony
started and concl uded. Because Ell en had sonething of pride too, or at

| east that vanity which at tines can assune the office of pride and
fortitude; besides, nothing had happened yet. The crowd outside was
qui et yet, perhaps out of respect for the church, out of that aptitude
and eagerness of the Angl o- Saxon for conplete nystical acceptance of

i mmol ated sticks and stones. She seens to have wal ked out of the church
and so into it w thout any warning whatever. Perhaps she was still
novi ng beneath that pride which would not allow the people 43
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i nside the church to see her weep. She just walked into it, probably
hurrying toward the seclusion of the carriage where she coul d weep;
perhaps her first intimtion was the voice shouting, 'Look out! Dont hit
her now' and then the object-dirt, filth, whatever it was-passing her
or perhaps the changing light itself as she turned and saw one of the
negroes, his torch raised and in the act of springing toward the crowd,
the faces, when Sutpen spoke to himin that tongue which even now a good
part of the county did not know was a civilised | anguage. That was what
she saw, what the others saw fromthe halted carriages across the
street-the bride shrinking into the shelter of his armas he drew her
behi nd hi mand he standing there, not noving even after another object
(they threw nothing which could actually injure: it was only clods of
dirt and vegetable refuse) struck the hat fromhis head, and a third
struck himfull in the chest-standing there notionless, with an
expression alnost of smiling where his teeth showed through the beard,
hol ding his wild negroes with that one word (there were doubtl ess
pistols in the crowd; certainly knives: the negro would not have |ived
ten seconds if he had sprung) while about the wedding party the circle
of faces with open nouths and torch-reflecting eyes seenmed to advance
and waver and shift and vanish in the snoky glare of the burning pine.
He retreated to the carriage, shielding the two wonen with his body,
ordering the negroes to follow with another word. But they threw nothing
el se. Apparently it was that first spontaneous outburst, though they had
come arned and prepared with the ones they did throw. In fact, that
seened to have been the entire business which had cone to a head when
the vigilance committee followed himto M Coldfield s gate that day two
nmont hs before. Because the nen who had conposed the nob, the traders and
drovers and teansters, returned, vani shed back into the region from

whi ch they had emerged for this one occasion |like rats; scattered,
departed about the country-faces which even Ellen was not to renenber,
seen for the night or the nmeal or just the drink at other taverns twenty
and fifty and a hundred miles further on al ong nanel ess roads and then
gone fromthere too; and those who had cone in the carriages and buggies
to see a Roman holiday, driving out to Sutpen's Hundred to call and (the
men) to hunt his gane and eat his food again and on occasi on gathering
at night in his stable while he matched two 44
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of his wild negroes agai nst one another as nmen match ganme cocks or
perhaps even entered the ring hinmself. It blew away, though not out of
menory. He did not forget that night, even though Ellen, | think, did,
since she washed it out of her renmenbering with tears. Yes, she was
weepi ng again now, it did, indeed, rain on that nmarriage."
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f he threw her over, | wouldn't think she would want to tell anybody
about it Quentin said. Ah M Contson said again After M Coldfield died
in '64, Mss Rosa noved out to Sutpen's Hundred to live with Judith. She
was twenty then, four years younger than the niece whom in obedience to
her sister's dying request, she set out to save fromthe famly's doom
whi ch Sut pen seenmed bent on acconplishing, apparently by the process of
marrying him She (Mss Rosa) was born in 1845, with her sister already
seven years married and the nother of two children and M ss Rosa born
into her parents' mddl eage (her nother nust have been at |least forty
and she died in that childbed and M ss Rosa never forgave her father for
it) and at a tinme when-granted that Mss Rosa nerely nirrored her
parents' attitude toward the son-in-lawthe famly wanted only peace and
gui et and probably did not expect and maybe did not even want anot her
child. But she was born, at the price of her nother's life and never to
be pernmitted to forget it, and raised by the sanme spinster aunt who
tried to force not only the elder sister's bridegroombut the weddi ng
too down the throat of a town which did not want it, growing up in that
cl osed masonry of fenales to see in the fact of her own breathing not
only the lone justification for the sacrifice of her nother's life, not
only a living and wal ki ng reproach to her father, but a breathing

i ndi ctnent ubi quitous and even transferable of the entire 46
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mal e principle (that principle which had left the aunt a virgin at
thirty- five) above dust. So for the first sixteen years of her life she
lived in that grimtight little house with the father whom she hated

W t hout knowing it-that queer silent man whose only conpani on and friend
seenms to have been his conscience and the only thing he cared about his
reputation for probity anmong his fellow nmen-that man who was later to
nail hinmself in his attic and starve to death rather than | ook upon his
native land in the throes of repelling an invading arny-and the aunt who
even ten years later was still taking revenge for the fiasco of Ellen's
weddi ng by striking at the town, the human race, through any and all of
its creatures-brother nieces nephewin-law herself and all-with the
blind irrational fury of a sheddi ng snake; who had taught Mss Rosa to

| ook upon her sister as a woman who had vani shed not only out of the
family and the house but out of life too, into an edifice |ike

Bl uebeard's and there transnogrified into a mask | ooki ng back with
passive and hopel ess grief upon the irrevocable world, held there not in
durance but in a kind of jeering suspension by a man (his face the sane
which M Col dfield now saw and had seen since that day when, with his
future son-in-law for ostensible yokenate but actually whip, M

Col dfield' s conscience had set the brakes and, surrendering even his
share of the cargo, he and the son-in-law had parted) who had entered
hers and her famly's life before she was born with the abruptness of a
tornado, done irrevocabl e and incal cul abl e damage, and gone on-a grim
mausol eum ai r of puritan righteousness and outraged femal e

vi ndi ctiveness in which Mss Rosa's childhood (that aged and anci ent and
ti mel ess absence of youth which consisted of a Cassandra-like |istening
beyond cl osed doors, of lurking in dimhalls filled with that
presbyterian effluvium of |ugubrious and vindictive anticipation while
she waited for the infancy and chil dhood with which nature had
confounded and betrayed her to overtake the precocity of convinced

di sapprobation regardi ng any and every thing which could penetrate the
wal | s of that house through the agency of any man, particularly her
father, which the aunt seens to have invested her with at birth al ong
with the swaddling cl othes) was passed. Perhaps she saw in her father's
death, in the resulting necessity upon her as not only an orphan but a
pauper, to turn to her next of kin for food and shelter and
protection-and this kin the niece whom she had 47



Page 46

Yes. He named Clytie as he nanmed themall, the one before Cytie and
Henry and Judith even, with that sanme robust and sardonic tenerity,
nanming with his own nmouth his own ironic fecundity of dragon's teeth
which with the two exceptions were girls. Only | have always liked to
believe that he intended to nanme her Cassandra, pronpted by sonme pure
dramati c econony not only to beget but to designate the presiding augur
of his own disaster, and that he just got the nane wong through a

m st ake natural in a man who nust have al nost taught hinself to read)
When he returned home in '66, she had not seen hima hundred tines in
her whole life. And what she saw then was just that ogre-face of her
chi |l dhood seen once and then re- 48
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peated at intervals and on occasi ons which she could neither count nor
recall, like the mask in Greek tragedy interchangeable not only from
scene to scene but fromactor to actor and behind which the events and
occasi ons took place w thout chronol ogy or sequence and | eavi ng her
actually incapable of saying how many separate tines she had seen him
for the reason that, waking or sleeping, the aunt had taught her to see
not hi ng el se. On those guarded and | ugubrious and even formal occasions
when she and the aunt went out to Sutpen's Hundred to spend the day and
the aunt would order her to go and play with her nephew and ni ece
exactly as the aunt m ght have ordered her to play a piece for conpany
on the piano, she would not see himeven at the dinner table because the
aunt woul d have arranged the visit to coincide with his absence; and
probably M ss Rosa would have tried to avoid neeting himeven if he had
been there. And on the four or five occasions during the year when Ellen
woul d bring the children in to spend the day at her father's, the aunt
(that strong vindictive consistent wonan who seens to have been tw ce
the man that M Coldfield was and who in very truth was not only M ss
Rosa's not her but her father too) cast over these visits also that sane
at nrosphere of grimenbattled conspiracy and alliance against the two
adversari es, one of whom M Col dfi el d-whether he could have held his own
or not, had long since drawn in his picquets and disnantled his
artillery and retired into the inpregnable citadel of his passive
rectitude: and the other-Sutpen-who probably could have engaged and even
routed them but who did not even know that he was an enbattl ed foe.
Because he woul d not even cone to the house to the noon meal. Hi s reason
may have been because of sone delicacy for his father-in-law, the true
reason for and begi nning of the relationship between whom and hi nsel f
neither the aunt nor Ellen nor Mss Rosa ever knew, which Sutpen was to
di vul ge to but one man-and that under the pledge of confidence as |ong
as M Coldfield lived-out of regard for M Coldfield s carefully
nurtured name for immaculate norality -and which, your grandfather said,
M Col dfield hinself never divulged for the same reason. O perhaps the
reason was the one which Mss Rosa told you and which the aunt gave her:
that now since he had got out of his father-in-law all which M

Col dfi el d possessed that Sutpen could have used or wanted, he (Sutpen)
had neither the courage to face 49



Page 48

his father-in-law nor the grace and decency to conplete the cerenonial
fam ly group even four tinmes a year. O perhaps it was the reason which
Sut pen gave hinself and which the aunt refused to believe because of
that very fact: that he did not get to town every day and when he did he
preferred to spend it (he used the bar now) with the nen who gat hered
each noon at the Hol ston House. That was the face which, when she saw it
at all, was across his own dining table-the face of a foe who did not
know t hat he was at war. Because now that the aunt was gone, Ellen had
reneged fromthat triunmvirate of which Mss Rosa tried w thout realising
it to nake two. Now she was conmpletely al one and facing across the

di nner table and wi thout support now even fromEl len (at this time Ellen
went through a conpl ete netanorphosis, enmerging into her next |ustrum
with the conplete finality of actual re-birth);-facing across the table
the foe who was not even 50
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aware that he sat there not as host and brother-in-law but as the second
party to an armi stice. He probably did not even |look at her twi ce as
conpared with, weighed against, his own fam |y and children-the snall
slight child whose feet, even when she would be grown, would never quite
reach the floor even fromher own chairs, the ones which she woul d

i nherit nor the ones-the objects-which she would accunul ate as

compl ement to and expression of individual character, as people do, as
agai nst El [ en who, though small-boned al so, was what is known as

full bodi ed (and who woul d have been, if her life had not declined into a
ti me when even nen found little enough to eat and the end of her days
had been wi thout trouble, fullbodied indeed. Not fat: just rounded and
conplete, the hair white, the eyes still even young, even a faint bloom
yet on what woul d be dew aps and not cheeks any | onger, the small plunp
ringed unscarified hands folded in tranquil anticipation of the food, on
t he damask before the Havil and beneath the candel abra whi ch he had
fetched to town years and years ago in wagons, to the astoni shed and
affronted outrage of his fellow citizens), and against Judith already
taller than Ellen, and Henry though not as tall for sixteen as Judith
was for fourteen, yet giving pronise of sonmeday standing eye to eye with
his father;-this creature, this face which hardly ever spoke during the
meal, with eyes like (as you put it) pieces of coal pressed into soft
dough and primhair of that peculiar nouselike shade of hair on which
the sun does not often shine, against Judith's and Henry's out-of- doors
faces: Judith with her nother's hair and her father's eyes and Henry
with his hair hal fway between his father's red and Ell en's bl ack and
eyes of a bright dark hazel; this small body with its air of curious and
par adoxi cal awkwar dness |ike a costunme borrowed at the [ast noment and
of necessity for a masquerade which she did not want to attend: that
aura of a creature cloistered now by deliberate choice and still in the
t hroes of enforced apprenticeship to, rather than voluntary or even
acqui escent participation in, breathing-this bound nai dservant to flesh
and bl ood waiting even now to escape it by witing a schoolgirl's poetry
about the al so-dead-the face, the smallest face in conpany, watching him
across the table with still and curious and profound intensity as though
she actually had sonme intimation gained fromthat rapport with the fluid
cradl e of events (tine) which she had 51
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acquired or cultivated by listening beyond closed doors not to what she
heard there but by beconing supine and receptive, incapable of either
discrimnation or opinion or incredulity, to the prefever s tenperature
of disaster which makes soot hsayers and sonetinmes makes themright, of
the future catastrophe in which the ogre-face of her chil dhood woul d
apparently vani sh so conpletely that she would agree to narry the |ate
owner of it. That nmay have been the last tinme she saw him Because they
quit going out there. M Coldfield quit. There had never been any day
set for the visit. One norning he would nerely appear at breakfast in

t he decent and heavy bl ack coat in which he had been married and had
worn fifty-two tinmes each year since until Ellen married and then
fifty-three tinmes a year after the aunt deserted themuntil he put it on
for good the day he clinbed to the attic and nailed the door behind him
and threw the hamrer out the wi ndow and so died in it. Then Mss Rosa
woul d retire and reappear in the form dable black or brown silk which
the aunt had chosen for her years ago and whi ch she continued to wear on
Sundays and occasi ons even after it was worn out, until the day when her
father decided that the aunt would not return and permtted Mss Rosa to
use the clothing which the aunt had left in the house the night of her

el openent. Then they would get into the buggy and depart, M Coldfield
first docking the two negroes for the noon neal which they would not
have to prepare and (so the town believed) charging themfor the crude
one of left-overs which they would have to eat. Then one year they did
not go. Doubtless M Coldfield failed to cone to breakfast in the black
coat, and nore days passed and still he did not, and that was all
Perhaps he felt, now that the grandchildren were grown, that the draft
on his consci ence had been di scharged what with Henry away at the State
University at Oxford and Judith gone even further than that: -into that
transition stage between chil dhood and womanhood where she was even nore
i naccessible to the grandfather of whom she had seen but little during
her Iife and probably cared | ess anyway-that state where, though still

vi si bl e, young girls appear as though seen through gl ass and where even
t he voi ce cannot reach them where they exist (this the hoyden who

coul d-and di d-outrun and outclinb, and ride and fight both with and

besi de her brother) in a pearly | anbence without 5 z
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shadows and thensel ves partaking of it; in nebul ous suspension held,
strange and unpredictable, even their very shapes fluid and delicate and
wi t hout substance; not in thenselves floating and seeking but nerely

wai ting, parasitic and potent and serene, drawing to themnmsel ves w t hout
effort the post-genitive upon and about which to shape, flow into back,
breast; bosom flank, thigh. Now the period began which ended in the

cat astrophe which caused a reversal so conplete in Mss Rosa as to
permit her to agree to marry the man whom she had grown up to | ook upon
as an ogre. It was not a volte face of character: that did not change.
Even her behavior did not change to any extent. Even if Charles Bon had
not died, she would in all probability have gone out to Sutpen's Hundred
to live after her father's death sooner or later, and once she had done
so she woul d have probably passed the remmi nder of her life there, as
she doubtl ess expected to do when she did go out. But if Bon had Iived
and he and Judith nmarried and Henry had renmained in the known world, she
woul d have noved (if she had noved) out there only when she was ready
to, and she would have lived (if she had lived) in her dead sister's
famly only as the aunt which she actually was. It was not her

character: despite the probably six years since she had actually seen
himand certainly the four years which she had spent feeding her father
secretly at night while he hid from Confederate provost narshals in the
attic and at the sane tinme witing heroic poetry about the very nmen from
whom her father was hiding and who woul d have shot himor hung him
without trial if they had found himand incidentally of whomthe ogre of
her chil dhood made one and (be brought honme with hima citation for
valor in Lee's own hand) a good one-the face which she carried out there
to live for the rest of her life was the same face which had watched him
across the dinner table and which he |ikew se could not have said how
many tinmes he had seen it nor when and where, not for the reason that he
was unable to forget it but because he could probably not have
remenbered it enough to have described it ten minutes after | ooking
away, and from behind which the same woman who had been that child now
wat ched himw th that sane grimand cold intensity. Al though she was not
to see Sutpen again for years, she now saw her sister and niece nore
often than ever. Ellen was now at the full peak 53
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of what the aunt woul d have called her renegadery. She seened not only
to acquiesce, to be reconciled to her life and marriage, but to be
actually proud of it. She had bloonmed, as if Fate were crowdi ng the
normal | ndian sunmer which shoul d have bl ooned gradually and faded
gracefully through six or eight years, into three or four, either for
conpensation for what was to cone or to clear the books, pay the check
to which his wife, Nature, had signed his name. She was in her late
thirties, plunp, her face unblemnm shed still. It was as though whatever
mar ks being in the world had left upon it up to the tinme the aunt

vani shed had been renoved, eradicated at |east, from between the

skel eton and the skin, between the sum of experience and the envel ope in
which it resides, by the intervening years of annealing and untroubled
flesh. Her carriage, air, nowwas a little regal-she and Judith made
frequent trips to town now, calling upon the sane |adies, sone of whom
wer e now grandnot hers, whomthe aunt had tried to force to attend the
weddi ng twenty years ago, and, to the neagre possibilities which the
town offered , shopping-as though she had succeeded at last in
evacuating not only the puritan heritage but reality itself; had

i mol at ed outrageous husband and i nconprehensi bl e children into shades;
escaped at last into a world of pure illusion in which, safe from any
harm she noved, lived, fromattitude to attitude agai nst her background
of chatelaine to the largest, wife to the wealthiest, nother of the nost
fortunate. Wien she shopped (there were twenty stores in Jefferson now)
she unbent w thout even getting out of the carriage, gracious and
assured and tal king the nost conpl ete nonsense, vol uble, speaking her

bri ght set meani ngl ess phrases out of the part which she had witten for
hersel f, of the duchess peripatetic with property soups and mnedi ci nes
anong a soilless and unconpel | ed peasantry-a worman who, if she had had
the fortitude to bear sorrow and trouble, might have risen to actua
stardomin the role of the matriarch arbitrating fromthe fireside
corner of a crone the pride and destiny of her family, instead of
turning at the last to the youngest nenber of it and asking her to
protect the others. Often twi ce and sonetines three tinmes a week the two
of themcane to town and into the house-the foolish unreal voluble
preserved wonan now six years absent fromthe world-the woman who had
quitted hone and kin on a flood of tears and in a shadowy m asmic region
somet hi ng 54



Page 53

like the bitter purlieus of Styx had produced two children and then rose
i ke the swanp-hatched butterfly, uninpeded by wei ght of stomach and al

t he heavy organs of suffering and experience, into a perennial bright
vacuum of arrested sun-and the young girl dreamng, not living, in her
conpl ete detachnment and i nperviousness to actuality al nost |ike physica
deaf ness. To them M ss Rosa nust not have been anything at all now not
the child who had been the object and victimof the vanished aunt's
vindi ctive unflagging care and attention, and not even the woman which
her office as housekeeper would indicate, and certainly not the factual
aunt herself. And it would be hard to say which of the two, sister or

ni ece, was the nost unreal to Mss Rosa in turn-the adult who had
escaped reality into a bland regi on peopled by dolls, or the young girl
who sl ept waking in sonme suspension so conpletely physical as to
resenble the state before birth and as far renoved fromreality's other
extrenme as Ellen was fromhers, driving up to the house twice and three
times a week, and one tine, in the sunmmrer when Judith was seventeen,
stopping in on their way overland to Menphis to buy Judith clothes; yes:
trousseau. That was the summer following Henry's first year at the

Uni versity, after he had brought Charles Bon hone with himfor Christnas
and then again to spend a week or so of the sunmmer vacation before Bon
rode on to the River to take the steanboat hone to New Ol eans; the
sumer in which Sutpen hinself went away, on business, Ellen said, told,
doubt | ess unaware, such was her existence then, that she did not know
where her husband had gone and not even conscious that she was not
curious, and no one but your grandfather and perhaps Cytie ever to know
t hat Sut pen had gone to New Orl eans too. They would enter that dimgrim
tight little house where even yet, after four years, the aunt stil
seened to be just beyond any door with her hand already on the knob and
which Ellen would fill with ten or fifteen mnutes of shrill uproar and
then depart, taking with her the dreany and volitionl ess daughter who
had not spoken one word; and Mss Rosa who in actual fact was the girl's
aunt and who by actual years should have been her sister and who in
actual experience and hope and opportunity should have been the niece,
ignoring the nmother to follow the departing and inaccessi bl e daughter
with myopic and inarticul ate yearning and not one whit of jeal ousy,
projecting upon Judith all the abortive dreans and 55
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del usi ons of her own dooned and frustrated youth, offering Judith the
only gift (it of necessity offered to the bride's equi pmrent and not the
bride; it was Ellen who told this, with shrieks of anmusenment, nore than
once) in her power: she offered to teach Judith how to keep house and
pl an nmeal s and count |aundry, receiving for the offer the bl ank

fathom ess stare, the unhearing "What? Wiat did you say?" while even now
Ell en was shrieking with astoni shed appreciati on. Then they were gone
-carriage, bundles, Ellen's peacock anusenent, the niece's inpenetrable
dream ng. When they cane to town next and the carriage stopped before M
Col dfield' s house, one of the negresses cane out and said that M ss Rosa
was not at hone. That summer she saw Henry again too. She had not seen
hi m si nce the sumrer before although he had been honme Christrmas with his
friend fromthe University, and she had heard about the balls and
parties at Sutpen's Hundred during the holidays but she and her father
had not gone out. And when Henry stopped with Bon on the way back to
school the day after New Year's to speak to his aunt, she actually was
not at home. So she did not see himuntil the foll owing sumer, after a
full year. She was downtown, shopping; she was standing on the street

tal king to your grandnother when he rode past. He didn't see her; he
passed on a new mare which his father had given him in the coat and hat
of a man now, your grandnother said he was as tall as his father now and
that he sat the mare with the sane swagger although lighter in the bone
than Sutpen, as if his bones were capable of bearing the swagger but
were still too light and quick to support the ponposity. Because Sutpen
was acting his role too. He had corrupted Ellen in nore ways than one.
He was the biggest single | andowner and cotton-planter in the county
now, which state he had attained by the sane tactics with which he had
built his house-the sanme singlem nded unflagging effort and utter

di sregard of how his actions which the towmn could see m ght | ook and how
t he indicated ones which the town could not see nust appear to it. That
is, there were sone anong his fellow citizens who believed even yet that
there was a nigger in the woodpile sonewhere, ranging fromthe ones who
bel i eved that the plantation was just a blind to his actual dark
avocation, through the ones who believed that he had found some way to
juggle the cotton market itself and so get nore per bale for 56
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his cotton than honest nen could, to the ones who believed apparently
that the wild niggers which he had brought there had the power to
actually conjure nore cotton per acre fromthe soil than any tane ones
had ever done. He was not |iked (which he evidently did not want,
anyway) but feared, which seened to anuse, if not actually please, him
But he was accepted; he obviously had too nuch noney now to be rejected
or even seriously annoyed any nore. He acconplished this- got his

pl antation to running snoothly (he had an overseer now, it was the son
of that same sheriff who had arrested himat his bride-to-be's gate on
the day of the betrothal) within ten years of the weddi ng, and now he
acted his role too-a role of arrogant ease and | ei sure which, as the

| ei sure and ease put flesh on him becane a little ponpous. Yes, he had
corrupted Ellen to nore than renegadery, though, l|ike her, unaware that
his flowering he's shaved." Then 'she stopped seeing Ellen even. That
is, Ellen also stopped coning to the house, stopped breaking the
carriage's weekly ritual of store to store where, w thout getting out,
El |l en bade nerchant and clerk fetch out to her the cloth and the neagre
fripperies and baubl es which they carried and whi ch they knew even
better than she that she would not buy but instead would nerely finger
and handl e and di sarrange and then reject, all in that flow of bright
pettish volubility. Not contenptuous , not even patronising exactly, but
with a bland and even childlike inposition upon the sufferance or good
manners or sheer hel pl essness 57
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not hers who want to can al nost nake thensel ves the brides of their
daughters' weddings. Listening to Ellen, a stranger woul d have al nost
believed that the marri age, which subsequent events woul d indicate had
not even been nentioned between the young people and the parents, had
been actually perfornmed. Ellen did not once nention | ove between Judith
and Bon. She did not hint around it. Love, with reference to them was
just a finished and perfectly dead subject like the matter of virginity
woul d be after the birth of the first grandchild. She spoke of Bon as if
he were three inanimate objects in one or perhaps one inani nate obj ect
for which she and her family would find three concordant uses: a garnment
whi ch Judith nmight wear as she would a riding habit or a ball gown, a

pi ece of furniture which would conpl ement and conpl ete the furnishing of
her house and position, and a nmentor and exanple to correct Henry's
provi nci al manners and speech and cl othing. She seened to have
enconpassed tine. She postul ated the el apsed years during which no
honeynoon nor any change had taken place, out of which the (now) five
faces |l ooked with a sort of lifeless and perennial bloomlike painted
portraits hung in a vacuum each taken at its forewarned peak and

snoot hed of all thought and experience, the originals of which had Iived
and died so long ago that their joys and griefs nust now be forgotten
even by the very boards on which they had strutted and postured and

| aughed and wept. This, while Mss Rosa, not listening , who had got the
picture fromthe first word, perhaps fromthe nane, Charles Bon; the

spi nster dooned for life at sixteen, sitting beneath this bright glitter
of delusion like it was one of those colored electric beans in cabarets
and she there for the first tinme in her Iife and the beamfilled with a
substancel ess glitter of tinsel notes darting suddenly upon her, halting
for a noment then going on. She wasn't jeal ous of Judith. It was not
selfpity either, sitting there in one of those botched-over house
dresses (the clothes, castoff sometinmes but usually new, which Ellen
gave her fromtine to tinme were always silk, of course) which the aunt
had abandoned when she el oped with the horse- and mnul e-trader, perhaps
in the hope or even the firmintention of never wearing such again,
blinking steadily at her sister while Ellen talked. It was probably just
peaceful despair and relief at final and conpl ete abnegation, now that
Judith was about to immol ate the frustration's vicarious reconpense into
59
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the living fairy tale. It sounded like a fairy tale when Ellen told it
|ater to your grandnother, only it was a fairy tale witten for and
acted by a fashionable ladies' club. But to Mss Rosa it nust have been
authentic, not only plausible but justified: hence the remark which sent
Ellen again (she told this too, for the childish joke it was) into

shri eks of anused and fretted astoni shnent. "W deserve him" M ss Rosa
said. "Deserve? H n?" Ellen said, probably shrieked too. "Of course we
deserve him if you want to put it that way. | certainly hope and expect
you to feel that the Coldfields are qualified to reciprocate whatever
particularly signal honor marriage with anyone might confer upon them"
Naturally there is no known rejoinder to this. At least, as far as Ellen
ever told, Mss Rosa did not try to nmake one. She just saw Ell en depart
and then set about to nmake Judith the second only gift in her power. She
possessed two now, this one |ikew se bequeathed to her by the aunt who
taught her both to keep house and how to fit clothes by clinbing out a
wi ndow one ni ght, though this second gift developed |late (you ni ght say,
repercussed) due to the fact that when the aunt left, Mss Rosa was not
yet large enough to be able to use the discarded clothing even by
cutting the garnments down. She set about secretly naking garnments for
Judith's trousseau. She got the cloth fromher father's store. She could
not have got it anywhere el se. Your grandnother told ne that at that
time Mss Rosa actually could not count noney, change, that she knew the
progression of the coins in theory but that apparently she had never had
the actual cash to see, touch, experinent and prove with; that on
certain days of the week she would go down town with a basket and shop
at certain stores which M Coldfield had al ready designated, with no
coin nor sum of noney changing |ip or hand, and that later in the day M
Col dfield would trace her course by the debits scratched on paper or on
wal I s and counters, and pay them So she would have to get the materia
fromhim And as he had brought his entire business to Jefferson in one
wagon, and this at a tinme when he had nother sister wife and children to
support out of it as agai nst now when he had but one child to support
out of it, and weighed along with this that profound disinterest in

mat eri al accumnul ati on which had permitted conscience to cause himto
withdraw fromthat old affair in which his son-in-Iaw had invol ved him
not only at the cost of his just profits but 60
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at the sacrifice of his original investnent, his stock which had begun
as a collection of the crudest necessities and which apparently could
not even feed hinself and his daughter fromits own shelves, had not
increased , let alone diversified. Yet this was where she had to go to
get the material to make those intimate young girl garnents which were
to be for her own vicarious bridal-and you can i magi ne too what M ss
Rosa's notion of such garnents would be, |et alone what her notion of
them woul d | ook I'i ke when she had finished them unassi sted. Nobody knows
how she nanaged to get the material fromher father's store. He didn't
give it to her. He would have felt it incunbent on himto supply his
granddaughter with clothes if she were indecently clad or if she were
ragged or cold, but not to marry in. So | believe she stole it. She mnust
have. She nust have taken it al nost from under her father's nose (it was
a small store and he was his own clerk and fromany point in it he could
see any other point) with that anoral bol dness, that affinity for

bri gandage of wonen, but nore likely, or so | would Iike to think, by
sonme subterfuge of such bald and desperate transparence concocted by

i nnocence that its very sinplicity fooled him So she didn't even see
Ell en anynore. Apparently Ellen had now served her purpose, conpleted
the bright pointless noon and afternoon of the butterfly's summer and
vani shed, perhaps not out of Jefferson, but out of her sister's life
anyway, to be seen but the one tine nore dying in bed in a darkened room
in the house on which fateful m schance had already laid its hand to the
extent of scattering the black foundati on on which it had been erected
and renoving its two nal e nmi nstays, husband and son-the one into the

ri sk and danger of battle, the other apparently into oblivion. Henry had
just vani shed. She heard of that too while she was spendi ng her days
(and nights; she would have to wait until her father was asl eep) sew ng
tediously and without skill on the garnments which she was naking for her
ni ece's trousseau and whi ch she had to keep hidden not only from her
father but fromthe two negresses, who m ght have told M

Col df i el d-whi ppi ng | ace out of ravelled and hoarded string and thread
and sewing it onto garnents while news cane of Lincoln's election and of
the fall of Sunpter and she scarce listening, hearing and | osing the
knel | and doom of her native | and between two tedi ous and cl unsy
stitches on a garnment which she woul d never wear 61
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and never renove for a man whom she was not even to see alive. Henry
just vani shed: she heard just what the town heard-that on this next
Christmas Henry and Bon canme hone again to spend the holidays, the
handsone and weal thy New Ol eansi an whose engagenent to the daughter the
nmot her had been filling the town's ears with for six nonths now. They
canme again and now the town |listened for the announcenent of the actual
day. And then sonething happened. Nobody knew what: whet her sonet hi ng
bet ween Henry and Bon on one hand and Judith on the other, or between
the three young people on one hand and the parents on the other. But
anyway, when Christmas day canme, Henry and Bon were gone. And Ell en was
not visible (she seenmed to have retired to the darkened room which she
was not to quit until she died two years later) and nobody coul d have
told fromeither Sutpen's or Judith's faces or actions or behavior, and
so the tale cane through the negroes: of how on the night before
Christmas there had been a quarrel between, not Bon and Henry or Bon and
Sut pen, but between the son and the father and that Henry had formally
abjured his father and renounced his birthright and the roof under which
he had been born and that he and Bon had ridden away in the night and
that the nother was prostrate- though, the town believed, not at the
upset of the marriage but at the shock of reality entering her life:
this the merciful blow of the axe before the beast's throat is cut.
Though Ell en of course did not know this either. That's what M ss Rosa
heard. Nobody knows what she thought. The town believed that Henry's
action was just the fiery nature of youth, let alone a Sutpen, and that
time would cure it. Doubtless Sutpen's and Judith's behavior toward one
anot her and toward the town had something to do with this. They woul d be
seen together in the carriage in town now and then as though nothing had
occurred between them at |east, which certainly would not have been the
case if the quarrel had been between Bon and the father, and probably
not the case if the trouble had been between Henry and his father
because the town knew that between Henry and Judith there had been a
relationship closer than the traditional loyalty of brother and sister
even; a curious relationship: something of that fierce inpersona

rivalry between two cadets in a crack reginent who eat fromthe sane

di sh and sl eep under the sane bl anket 6z
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and chance the sanme destruction and who woul d risk death for one another
not for the other's sake but for the sake of the unbroken front of the
reginent itself. That's all M ss Rosa knew. She could have known no nore
about it than the town knew because the ones who did know (Sutpen or
Judith: not Ellen, who woul d have been told nothing in the first place
and woul d have forgot, failed to assimlate, it if she had been -Ellen
the butterfly, from beneath whom wi t hout warning the very sunbuoyed air
had been w thdrawn, |eaving her now with the plunp hands fol ded on the
coverlet in the darkened room and the eyes above them probably not even
suffering but nerely filled with baffled i nconprehension ) would not
have told her anynore than they woul d have told anyone in Jefferson or
anywhere el se. She probably went out there, probably once and then no
nore, and doubtless she did not ask, not even Judith, perhaps know ng
she woul d not be told or perhaps because she was waiting. And she mnust
have told M Coldfield that there was nothing wong and evidently she
bel i eved that herself since she continued to sew on the garnents for
Judith's weddi ng. She was still doing that when M ssissippi seceded and
when the first Confederate unifornms began to appear in Jefferson where
Col onel Sartoris and Sutpen were raising the regi nent which departed in
"61, with Sutpen, second in comand, riding at Colonel Sartoris' left
hand, on the black stallion named out of Scott, beneath the reginmenta
colors which he and Sartoris had designed and which Sartoris' womnenfol ks
had sewed together out of silk dresses. He had filled out physically
fromwhat he had been not only when he first rode into Jefferson that
Sunday in '33, but fromwhat he had been when he and Ellen married. He
was not portly yet, though he was now getting on toward fifty-five. The
fat, the stomach, canme later. It canme upon hi msuddenly, all at once, in
the year after whatever it was happened to his engagenent to M ss Rosa
and she quitted his roof and returned to town to live alone in her
father's house and did not ever speak to himagain except when she
addressed himthat one tinme when they told her that he was dead. The

fl esh came upon hi m suddenly, as though what the negroes and Wash Jones
too called the fine figure of a man had reached and held its peak after
t he foundati on had given away and sonet hi ng between the shape of him

t hat peopl e knew and the unconproni sing skel eton of what he actually was
had gone fluid and, 63
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eart hbound, had been snubbed up and restrai ned, ball oonlike unstable and
lifeless, by the envel ope which it had betrayed. She did not see the
regi nent depart because her father forbade her to | eave the house until
it was gone, refusing to allow her to take part in or be present with
the other wonen and girls in the cerenony of its departure, though not
because his son-in-law happened to be in it. He had never been an

irasci ble man and before war was actually declared and M ssi ssi pp
seceded, his acts and speeches of protest had been not only cal m but

| ogical and quite sensible. But after the die was cast he seened to
change overnight, just as his daughter Ellen changed her nature a few
years before. As soon as troops began to appear in Jefferson he closed
his store and kept it closed all during the period that soldiers were
bei ng nobilised and drilled, not only then but later, after the regi nment
was gone, whenever casual troops woul d bivouac for the night in passing,
refusing to sell any goods for any price not only to the nilitary but,
so it was told, to the fanmlies not only of soldiers but of men or wonen
who had supported secession and war only in talk, opinion. Not only did
he refuse to permt his sister to conme back hone to |live while her
horse-trader husband was in the army, he would not even allow M ss Rosa
to ook out the wi ndow at passing soldiers. He had closed his store
permanently and was at hone all day now. He and M ss Rosa lived in the
back of the house, with the front door |ocked and the front shutters

cl osed and fastened, and where, so the neighbors said, he spent the day
behi nd one of the slightly opened blinds |ike a picquet on post, arnmed
not with a nusket but with the big famly bible in which his and his
sister's birth and his marriage and Ellen's birth and marri age and the
birth of his two grandchildren and of Mss Rosa, and his wife's death
(but not the marriage of the aunt; it was M ss Rosa who entered that,
along with Ellen's death, on the day when she entered M Coldfield s own
and Charles Bon's and even Sutpen's) had been duly entered in his neat
clerk's hand, until a detachnment of troops woul d pass: whereupon he
woul d open the bible and declaimin a harsh | oud voice even above the
sound of the tranping feet, the passages of the old violent vindictive
nmystici smwhich he had already marked as the actual picquet woul d have
ranged his row of cartridges along the wi ndow sill. Then one norning he
| earned that his store had been broken into and | ooted, 64
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doubt| ess by a conpany of strange troops bivouacked on the edge of town
and doubtl ess abetted, if only vocally, by his own fellow citizens. That
night he nounted to the attic with his hammer and his handful of nails
and nail ed the door behind himand threw the hamer out the w ndow He
was not a coward. He was a nman of unconproni sing noral strength, coning
into a new country with a small stock of goods and supporting five
people out of it in confort and security at least. He did it by close
trading, to be sure: he could not have done it save by close trading or
di shonesty; and as your grandfather said, a man who, in a country such
as M ssissippi was then, would restrict dishonesty to the selling of
straw hats and hanme strings and salt neat woul d have been already | ocked
up by his owmn famly as a kl eptomani ac. But he was not a coward, even

t hough his consci ence nay have objected, as your grandfather said, not
so much to the idea of pouring out human blood and life, but at the idea
of waste: of wearing out and eating up and shooting away material in any
cause whatever. Now Mss Rosa's life consisted of keeping it in herself
and her father. Up to the night of the looting of the store, they had
lived out of it. She would go to the store after dark with a basket and
fetch back enough food to last for a day or two. So the stock, not
renewed for sone tine before that, was considerably reduced even before
the |l ooting; and soon she, who had never been taught to do anything
practical because the aunt had raised her to believe that she was not
only delicate but actually precious, was cooking the food which as tine
passed becane harder and harder to come by and poorer and poorer in
quality, and hauling it up to her father at night by neans of a well

pul ey and rope attached to the attic window She did this for three
years, feeding in secret and at night and with food which in quantity
was scarcely sufficient for one, the man whom she hated. And she may not
have known before that she hated himand she may not have known it now
even, nevertheless the first of the odes to Southern soldiers in that
portfolio which when your grandfather saw it in 1885 contai ned a

t housand or nore, was dated in the first year of her father's voluntary
i ncarceration and dated at two oclock in the norning. Then he died. One
norni ng the hand did not come out to draw up the basket. The old nails
were still in the door and nei ghbors hel ped her 65
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break it in with axes and they found him who had seen his sol e neans of
support | ooted by the defenders of his cause, even if he had repudi at ed
it and them wth three days' uneaten food beside his pallet bed as if
he had spent the three days in a nental balancing of his terrestrial
accounts, found the result and proved it and then turned upon his
contenporary scene of folly and outrage and injustice the dead and

consi stent inpassivity of a cold and inflexible disapproval. Now M ss
Rosa was not only an orphan, but a pauper too. The store was now just a
shell, the deserted building vacated even by rats and contai ni ng not hi ng
, hot even goodwi || since he had irrevocably estranged hinself from

nei ghbors town and enbattled land all three by his behavior. Even the
two negresses which he had freed as soon as he canme into possession of
them (through a debt, by the way, not purchase), witing out their
papers of freedom which they could not read and putting themon a weekly
wage whi ch he held back in full against the discharge of the current

mar ket val ue at which he had assunmed them on the debt-and in return for
whi ch they had been anong the first Jefferson negroes to desert and

foll ow t he Yankee troops-were gone now. So when he died, he had nothing,
not only saved but kept. Doubtl ess the only pl easure which he had ever
had was not in the neagre spartan hoard whi ch he had accunul ated before
his path crossed that of his future son-in-law, -not in the noney but in
its representation of a bal ance in whatever spiritual counting-house he
bel i eved woul d sonme day pay his sight drafts on self-denial and
fortitude. And doubtless what hurt himnost in the whol e business with
Sut pen was not the |oss of the noney but the fact that he had had to
sacrifice the hoarding, the synbol of the fortitude and abnegation, to
keep intact the spiritual solvency which he believed that he had al ready
establ i shed and secured. It was as if he had had to pay the sanme note
twi ce because of sonme trifling oversight of date or signature. So M ss
Rosa was bot h pauper and orphan, with no kin above dust but Judith and

t he aunt who had been | ast heard of two years ago while trying to pass
the Yankee lines to reach Illinois and so be near the Rock Island prison
where her husband, who had offered his talents for horse- and

nmul e-getting to the Confederate cavalry renount corps and had been
caught at it, now was. Ellen was dead two years nowthe butterfly, 66
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the noth caught in a gale and bl own against a wall and clinging there
beating feebly, not with any particular stubborn clinging to |ife, not
in particular pain since it was too light to have struck hard, nor even
with very nmuch renenberance of the bright vacuum before the gale, but
just in bew | dered and unconprehendi ng anazenent-the bright trivial
shell not even to any great extent changed despite the year of bad food,
since all of Sutpen's negroes had deserted also to follow the Yankee
troops away; the wild bl ood which he had brought into the country and
tried to mx, blend, with the tame which was already there, with the
same care and for the sanme purpose with which he bl ended that of the
stallion and that of his own. And with the sane success: as though his
presence al one conpelled that house to accept and retain human life; as
t hough houses actually possess a sentience, a personality and character
acqui red not fromthe people who breathe or have breathed in them so
much as rather inherent in the wood and brick or begotten upon the wood
and brick by the man or nmen who conceived and built them in this one an
incontrovertible affirmati on for enptiness, desertion; an insurnountable
resi stance to occupancy save when sanctioned and protected by the

ruthl ess and the strong. She had | ost sone flesh of course, but it was
as the butterfly itself enters dissolution by actually dissolving: the
area of wing and body decreasing a little, the pattern of the spots
drawing a little closer together, but with no winkle to showthe sane
snmoot h, alnost girlish face on the pillow (though M ss Rosa now

di scovered that Ell en had been dyeing her hair evidently for years), the
sane al nost plunp soft (though now unringed) hands on the coverlet, and
only the bafflenment in the dark unconprehendi ng eyes to indicate
anything of present life by which to postul ate approaching death as she
asked the seventeen-year-old sister (Henry up to now was just vani shed,
his birthright voluntarily repudi ated; he had not yet returned to play
his final part in his famly's doomand this, your grandfather said,
spared Ellen too, not that it would have been the crushing and crowni ng
bl ow but that it would have been wasted on her since the clinging noth,
even alive, would have been incapable now of feeling anynore of w nd or
violence) to protect the remaining child. So the natural thing would
have been for her to go out and live with Judith, the natural thing for
her or any Southern woman, gentl ewoman. She woul d not have needed 67
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to be asked; no one would expect her to wait to be. Because that's what
a Southern lady is. Not the fact that, penniless and with no prospect of
ever being otherwi se and knowi ng that all who know her know this, yet
moving with a parasol and a private chanber pot and three trunks into
your honme and into the room where your wife uses the hand-enbroi dered
linen and not only said, told, doubtless unaware, such was her existence
then, that she did not know where her husband had gone and not even
consci ous that she was not curious, and no one but your grandfather and
perhaps Clytie ever to know that Sutpen had gone to New Ol eans too.
They woul d enter that dimgrimtight little house where even yet, after
four years, the aunt still seened to be just beyond any door with her
hand al ready on the knob and which Ellen would fill with ten or fifteen
m nutes of shrill uproar and then depart, taking with her the dreamnmy and
volitionl ess daughter who had not spoken one word; and M ss Rosa who in
actual fact was the girl's aunt and who by actual years should have been
her sister and who in actual experience and hope and opportunity should
have been the niece, ignoring the nother to foll ow the departing and

i naccessi bl e daughter with nyopic and inarticul ate yearning and not one
whit of jealousy, projecting upon Judith all the abortive dreans and 55
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to tell her. Because Judith knew. She may have known for sone tine; even
Ell en may have known, only probably to Ellen at that tine absence was
not a qualitative state, absence into ignoniny or into oblivion being
identical, and so it may not have occurred to Ellen either to tell her
sister, that to another the uncertainty of battle and the certainty of
oblivion mght be two things. O perhaps Judith never told her nother
either. Perhaps Ellen did not know before she died that Henry and Bon
were now privates in the conpany which their classmates at the

Uni versity had organi sed. Mss Rosa did not know it at all. The first
intimati on she had had in four years that her nephew was still alive was
t he afternoon when Wash Jones, riding Sutpen's remaining mule, stopped
in front of the house and began to shout her nanme. She had seen him

bef ore but she did not recogni se hima gaunt gangling man nal ari a-
ridden with pale eyes and a face that night have been any age between
twenty-five and sixty, sitting on the saddleless nmule in the street
before the gate, shouting "Hello. Hello." at intervals until she cane to
t he door; whereupon he | owered his voice sonewhat, though not nmuch. "Air
you Rosi e Col dfi el d?" he said.
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t was still not dark enough for Quentin to start, not yet dark enough to
suit Mss Coldfield at |east, even discounting the twelve niles out
there and the twelve nmiles back. Quentin knew that. He could al nbst see
her, waiting in one of the dark airless roons in the little grimhouse's
i npregnabl e solitude. She would have no Iight burning because she would
be out of the house soon, and probably sone nental descendant or ki nsman
of himor her who had told her once that |light and noving air carried
heat had also told her that the cost of electricity was not in the
actual tinme the light burned but in the retroactive overcom ng of
primary inertia when the switch was snapped: that that was what showed
on the neter. She would be wearing already the black bonnet with jet
sequi ns; he knew that: and a shaw, sitting there in the augnenting and
defunctive tw light; she would have even now in her hand or on her |ap
the reticule with all the keys, entrance cl oset and cupboard, that the
house possessed whi ch she was about to desert for perhaps six hours; and
a parasol, an unbrella too, he thought, thinking how she would be

i npervious to weat her and season since al though he had not spoken a
hundred words to her in his |life before this afternoon, he did know t hat
she had never before tonight quitted that house after sundown save on
Sundays and Wednesdays for prayer neeting, in the entire forty-three
years probably. Yes, she would have the unbrella. She would energe with
it when he called for her and carry it invincibly into the spent 70
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suspiration of an evening without even dew, where even now the only
alteration toward darkness was in the soft and fuller random of the
fireflies-a fuller and nore profound randomin the twilight foll ow ng
sixty days without rain and forty-two w thout even dew bel ow the gallery
where he rose fromhis chair as M Conpson, carrying the letter, energed
fromthe house, snapping on the porch light as he passed. "You wll
probably have to go inside to read it," M Conpson said. "Maybe | can
read it here all right,"” Quentin said. "Perhaps you are right," M
Conpson said. "Maybe even the light of day, let alone this-" he

i ndi cated the single globe stained and bug-foul ed fromthe | ong sunmer
and whi ch even when cl ean gave off but little Iight "which man had to
invent to his need since, relieved of the onus of sweating to live, he
is apparently reverting (or evolving) back into a nocturnal aninal

woul d be too nuch for it, for them Yes, for them of that day and tine,
of a dead tine; people too as we are and victins too as we are, but
victinms of a different circunstance, sinpler and therefore, integer for

i nteger, larger, nore heroic and the figures therefore nore heroic too,
not dwarfed and invol ved but distinct, unconplex who had the gift of

| oving once or dying once instead of being diffused and scattered
creatures drawn blindly linmb fromlinb froma grab bag and assenbl ed,
author and victimtoo of a thousand honicides and a thousand copul ati ons
and di vorcenments. Perhaps you are right. Perhaps any nore |ight than
this would be too rmuch for it."” But he did not give Quentin the letter
at once. He sat again, Quentin sitting again too, and took up the cigar
fromthe veranda rail, the coal glowi ng again, the wistaria col ored
snoke drifting again unwi nded across Quentin's face as M Conpson rai sed
his feet once nore to the railing, the letter in his hand and the hand

| ooki ng al nost as dark as a negro's against his linen | eg. "Because
Henry | oved Bon. He repudi ated blood birthright and material security
for his sake, for the sake of this man who was at |east an intending

bi gani st even if not an out and out bl ackguard, and on whose dead body
four years later Judith was to find the photograph of the other woman
and the child. So nmuch so that he (Henry) could give his father the lie
about a statenent which he nust have realised that his father could not
and woul d not have nmade without foundation and proof. Yet he did it,
Henry hinmself striking the blowwith his own 7
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hand, even though he nust have known that what his father told hi mabout
the woman and the child was true. He nust have said to hinsel f, nust
have said when he closed the library door for the last tine behind

hi msel f that Christmas eve and nust have repeated while he and Bon rode
side by side through the iron dark of that Christnmas norni ng, away from
t he house where he had been born and which he would see but one tine
nmore and that with the fresh bl ood of the man who now rode beside him

on his hands: | will believe; 1 will. I will. Eveni f it is so, even i
f what ny father told ne is true and which, in spite of nyself, | cannot
keep fromknowng is true, I will still believe. Because what el se could

he have hoped to find in New Orleans, if not the truth, if not what his
father had told him what he had denied and refused to accept even could

have hoped. 'Judith? Isn't she in bed? " '"Dont lie to ne, Thonas,"
Ellen said. 'I can understand your bringing Henry here to see this,
wanting Henry to see this; | will try to understand it; yes, | wll make
nyself try to understand it. But not Judith, Thomas. Not ny baby girl,
Thonas.' "'l dont expect you to understand it,' he said. 'Because you
are a wonman. But | didn't bring Judith down here. | would not bring her

down here. | dont expect you to believe that. But | swear toit.' 2 1
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as a valid objection to marriage with a white wonan-a situation in which
probably all his contenporaries who could afford it were |ikew se

i nvol ved and which it would no nore have occurred to himto nmention to
his bride or wife or to her famly than he would have told themthe
secrets of a fraternal organization which he had joined before he
married . In fact, the manner in which his intended bride's famly
reacted to the discovery of it was doubtless the first and last time
when the Sutpen famly ever surprised him He is the curious one to ne.
He canme into that isolated puritan country househol d al nost |ike Sutpen
hi nsel f cane into Jefferson: apparently conplete, wi thout background or
past or childhood-a man a little older than his actual years and

encl osed and surrounded by a sort of Scythian glitter, who seens to have
seduced the country brother and sister wi thout any effort or particul ar
desire to do so, who caused all the pother and uproar yet fromthe
nonent when he realised that Sutpen was going to prevent the narriage if
he could, he (Bon) seens to have withdrawn into a mere spectator,
passive, a little sardonic, and conpletely enigmatic. He seens to hover,
shadowy, al nbst substanceless, a little behind and above all the other
straightforward and | ogi cal even though (to him inconprehensible
ultimatuns and affirmations and defiances and chal | enges and

repudi ations, with an air of sardonic and indol ent detachnent |ike that
of a youthful Roman consul neking the Grand Tour of his day anong the
bar bari an hordes which his grandfather conquered, benighted in a
brawl i ng and chil di sh and quite deadly nud-castle household in a masmc
and spirit-ridden forest. It was as if he found the whol e busi ness, not

i nexplicable of course, just unnecessary; that he knew at once that

Sut pen had found out about the nmistress and child and he now found

Sut pen's action and Henry's reaction a fetich-ridden noral blundering
whi ch did not deserve to be called thinking, which he contenplated with
t he detached attentiveness of a scientist watching the nuscles in an
anest heti sed frog; watching, contenplating themfrom behind that barrier
of sophistication in conmparison with which Henry and Sutpen were

trogl odytes. Not just the outside, the way he wal ked and tal ked and wore
his clothes and handed Ellen into the dining roomor into the carriage
and (perhaps, probably) kissed her hand and which Ellen envied for

Henry, but the nan hinself -that fatalistic and inpenetrable

i mperturbability with which he 74
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wat ched them while he waited for themto do whatever it would be that
they would do, as if he had known all the while that the occasi on woul d
ari se when he would have to wait and that all he would need to do woul d
be to wait; that he had seduced Henry and Judith both too thoroughly to
have any fear that he mght not marry Judith when he wi shed to. Not that
stupid shrewdness half instinct and half belief in luck, and half
muscul ar habit of the senses and nerves of the ganmbler waiting to take
what he can from what he sees, but a certain reserved and inflexible
pessim smstripped | ong generations ago of all the rubbish and claptrap
of people (yes, Sutpen and Henry and the Col dfields too) who have not
guite yet energed from barbarism who two thousand years hence will

still be throwing triunphantly off the yoke of Latin culture and
intelligence of which they were never in any great permanent danger to
begin with. "Because he |l oved Judith. He woul d have added doubt!| ess
“after his fashion' since, as his intended father-in-Iaw soon | earned,
this was not the first time he had played this part, pledged what he had
pl edged to Judith, let alone the first tinme he would have gone through a
cerenony to conmenorate it, make what distinction (he was a Catholic of
sorts) he might between this one with a white woman and that ot her
Because you will see the letter, not the first one he ever wote to her
but at least the first, the only one she ever showed, as your
grandnot her knew then: and, so we believe, now that she is dead, the
only one which she kept unless of course Mss Rosa or Clytie destroyed
the others after she herself died: and this one here preserved not
because Judith put it away to keep but because she brought it herself
and gave it to your grandnother after Bon's death, possibly on the sane
day when she destroyed the others which he had witten her (provided of
course it was she herself who destroyed then) which would have been when
she found in Bon's coat the picture of the octoroon m stress and the
little boy. Because he was her first and | ast sweetheart. She nust have
seen himin fact with exactly the same eyes that Henry saw himw th. And
it would be hard to say to which of them he appeared the nore spl endid
-to the one with hope, even though unconscious, of naking the inmage hers
t hr ough possession; to the other with the know edge, even though
subconscious to the desire, of the insurnountable barrier which the 75
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simlarity of gender hopelessly intervened; this man whom Henry first
saw ridi ng perhaps through the grove at the University on one of the two
horses whi ch he kept there or perhaps crossing the canpus on foot in the
slightly Frenchified cl oak and hat which he wore, or perhaps (I like to
think this) presented formally to the man reclining in a flowered,

al nost fem nised gown, in a sunny window in his chanbers-this man
handsone el egant and even catlike and too old to be where he was, too
old not in years but in experience, with sone tangible effluvium of

know edge, surfeit: of actions done and satiations plunbed and pl easures
exhausted and even forgotten. So that he nmust have appeared, not only to
Henry but to the entire undergraduate body of that small new provincia
coll ege, as a source not of envy because you only envy whom you believe
to be, but for accident, in no way superior to yourself: and what you
believe, granted a little better luck than you have had heretofore, you
wi || soneday possess; not of envy but of despair: that sharp shocking
terri bl e hopel ess despair of the young which sonetinmes takes the form of
insult toward and even physical assault upon the human subject of it or,
in extrene cases like Henry's, insult toward and assault upon any and
all detractors of the subject, as witness Henry's violent repudiation of
his father and his birthright when Sutpen forbade the marriage. Yes, he
| oved Bon, who seduced himas surely as he seduced Judith- the country
boy born and bred who, with the five or six others of that snal

under graduat e body conposed of other planters’ sons whom Bon permtted
to becone intimate with him who aped his clothing and manner and (to
the extent which they were able) his very nmanner of |iving, |ooked upon
Bon as though he were a hero out of sone adol escent Arabian N ghts who
had stunbl ed upon (or rather, had thrust upon him a talisman or
touchstone not to invest himw th wi sdomor power or wealth, but with
the ability and opportunity to pass fromthe scene of one scarce

i magi nabl e delight to the next one without interval or pause or satiety;
and the very fact that, |ounging before themin the outlandi sh and

al nrost femnine garnments of his sybaritic privacy, he professed satiety
but increased not only the amazenment but the bitter and hopel ess
outrage; Henry, the provincial, the clown al nbst, given to instinctive
and violent action rather than to thinking, ratiocination, who nay have
been conscious that his fierce provincial's pride in his 76
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sister's virginity was a fal se quantity which nust incorporate in itself
an inability to endure in order to be precious, to exist, and so nust
depend upon its | oss, absence, to have existed at all. In fact, perhaps
this is the pure and perfect incest: the brother realising that the
sister's virginity nust be destroyed in order to have existed at all,
taking that virginity in the person of the brother-in-law, the man whom
he would be if he could become, mnetanorphose into, the [over, the
husband; by whom he woul d be despoil ed, choose for despoiler, if he
coul d becone, netanorphose into the sister, the nistress, the bride.
Perhaps that is what went on, not in Henry's mnd but in his soul.
Because he never thought. He felt, and acted i nmediately. He knew
loyalty and acted it, he knew pride and jeal ousy; he | oved grieved and
killed, still grieving and, | believe, still loving Bon, the man to whom
he gave four years of probation, four years in which to renounce and

di ssolve the other marriage, know ng that the four years of hoping and
wai ting would be in vain. "Yes, Henry: not Bon, as witness the entire
gueerly placid course of Bon's and Judith's courtshi p-an engagenent, if
engagenent it ever was, lasting for a whole year yet conprising two
holiday visits as her brother's guest and which periods Bon seens to
have spent either in riding and hunting with Henry or as acting as an

el egant and i ndol ent esoteric hothouse bl oom possessing nerely the nane
of a city for origin history and past, about which Ellen preened and
fluttered out her unwitting butterfly's Indian summer; he, the living
man, was usurped, you see. There was no time, no interval, no niche in

t he crowded days when he could have courted Judith. You can not even

i magi ne himand Judith alone together. Try to do it and the nearest you
can conme is a projection of themwhile the two actual people were
doubt | ess separate and el sewhere-two shades paci ng, serene and
untroubl ed by flesh, in a sumer garden-the sane two serene phantons who
seemto watch, hover, inpartial attentive and quiet, above and behind

t he i nexplicabl e thunderhead of interdictions and defi ances and
repudi ati ons out of which the rocklike Sutpen and the volatile and
violent Henry flashed and gl ared and ceased; Henry who up to that tine
had never even been to Menphis, who had never been away from hone before
t hat Septenber when he went to the University with his countrified
clothes and his saddl e horse and negro groom the six or seven of them
of an age and 77
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Apparently he paid Judith the dubi ous conplinment of not even trying to
ruin her, let alone insisting on the marriage either before or after

Sut pen forbade it-this, mnd you, in a man who had al ready acquired a
name for prowess anong wonen while at the University, |ong before Sutpen
was to find actual proof. No engagenent, no courtship even: he and
Judith saw one another three tinmes in two years, for a total period of
twel ve days, counting the tine which Ellen 78
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consuned; they parted wi thout even sayi ng goodbye. And yet, four years
|ater, Henry had to kill Bon to keep themfrommarrying. So it nust have
been Henry who seduced Judith, not Bon: seduced her along with hinself
fromthat distance between Oxford and Sutpen's Hundred, between herself
and the man whom she had not even seen yet, as though by neans of that
tel epathy with which as children they seened at tinmes to anticipate one
another's actions as two birds leave a linb at the sane instant; that
rapport not |ike the conventional delusion of that between tw ns but

rat her such as mght exist between two people who, regardl ess of sex or
age or heritage of race or tongue, had been nmarooned at birth on a
desert island: the island here Sutpen's Hundred; the solitude, the
shadow of that father with whomnot only the town but their nother's
famly as well had nerely assuned armistice rather than accepting and
assimlating. "You see? there they are: this girl, this young
countrybred girl who sees a nman for an average of one hour a day for
twel ve days during his life and that over a period of a year and a half,
yet is bent on marrying himto the extent of forcing her brother to the
| ast resort of homicide, even if not nurder, to prevent it and that
after a period of four years during which she could not have been al ways
certain that he was still alive; this father who should see that nman one
time, yet have reason to nmake a six hundred mile journey to investigate
hi m and either discover what he already and apparently by cl airvoyance
suspected, or at |east sonething which served just as well as reason for
forbidding the marriage ; this brother in whose eyes that sister's and
daughter's honor and happi ness, granted that curious and unusual
relationship which existed between them should have been nore jeal ous
and precious than to the father even, yet who nust chanpion the marriage
to the extent of repudiating father and bl ood and hone to becone a

foll ower and dependent of the rejected suitor for four years before
killing himapparently for the very identical reason which four years
ago he quitted home to chanpion; and this [over who apparently w thout
volition or desire becane involved in an engagenent whi ch he seens
neither to have sought nor avoi ded, who took his dism ssal in the sane
passive and sardonic spirit, yet four years |ater was apparently so bent
upon the marriage to which up to that tine he had been conpletely
indifferent 79
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not let him it was the probation, you see) when she received a letter
from hi msayi ng W have waited | ong enough, she and Clytie shoul d begin
at once to fashion a wedding dress and veil out of rags and scraps;
Ellen, the esoteric, the al nost baroque, the al nost epicene objet d' art
which with childlike voracity she essayed to include in the furnishing
and decoration of her house; Sutpen, the nan whom after seeing once and
bef ore any engagenent existed anywhere save in his wife's mnd, he saw
as a potential threat to the (now and at last) triunphant coronation of
his ol d hardshi ps and anbition, of which threat he was apparently sure
enough to warrant a six hundred mle journey to prove it-this in a man
who m ght have chall enged and shot someone whom he disliked or feared
but who woul d not have nade even a ten mile journey to investigate him
You see? You woul d al nost believe that Sutpen's trip to New Ol eans was

just sheer chance, just a little nore of the illogical nachinations of a
fatality which had chosen that family in preference to any other in the
county or the land exactly as a snall boy chooses one ant-hill to pour

boiling water into in preference to any other, not even hinmself know ng
why. They stayed two weeks and rode back to school, stopping to see Mss
Rosa but she was not at hone; they passed the long termbefore the
sumer vacation tal king together and riding and readi ng (Bon was reading
| aw. He woul d be, would al nost have to, since only that could have made
hi s resi dence bearable, regardl ess of what reason he nay have brought
with himfor renmaining; this, the perfect setting for his dilatory

i ndol ence: this digging into nusty Bl ackstone and Coke where, of an
undergraduate body still nunbered in two figures, the | aw schoo

probably consisted of six others beside Henry-yes, he corrupted Henry to
the law al so; Henry changed in mdtermand hinself) while Henry aped his
cl othing and speech, caricatured rather, perhaps, and Bon, though he had
now seen Judith, very likely the same lazy and catlike man and it Henry
who foisted upon himnow the role of his sister's intended as during the
fall term Henry and his conpani ons had foisted upon Bon the rol e of
Lothario; and Ellen and Judith now shopping two and three tines a week
in town and stopping once to see Mss Rosa while on their way by
carriage to Menphis, with a wagon preceding themto fetch back the

pl under and an extra nigger on the box with 81
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the coachman to stop every fewniles and build a fire and re-heat the
bricks on which Ellen's and Judith's feet rested, shopping, buying the
trousseau for that weddi ng whose formal engagenment existed no where yet
save in Ellen's mnd; and Sutpen, who had seen Bon once and was in New
Ol eans investigating himwhen Bon next entered the house: who knows
what he was thinking, what waiting for, what nonent, day, to go to New
Oleans and find what he seens to have known all the while that he woul d
find? There was no one for himto tell, talk to about it, about his fear
and suspicion. He trusted no man nor wonman, who had no man's nor wonan's
| ove, since Ellen was incapable of love and Judith was too nuch like him
and he nust have seen at a glance that Bon, even though the daughter

m ght still be saved fromhim had already corrupted the son. He had
been too successful, you see; his was that solitude of contenpt and

di strust which success brings to hi mwho gained it because he was strong
instead of nerely lucky. "Then June came and the end of the school year
and Henry and Bon returned to Sutpen's Hundred, Bon to spend a day or
two before riding on to the River to take the steanboat hone, to New

Ol eans where Sutpen had al ready gone though none knew it, |east of all
Ell en. He stayed but two days, yet now if ever was his chance to cone to
an understanding with Judith, perhaps even to fall in love with her. It
was his only chance, his last chance, though of course neither he nor
Judith coul d have known it, since Sutpen, though but two weeks absent
from hone, had doubtl ess already found out about the octoroon nistress
and the child. So for the first and last time Bon and Judith m ght have
been said to have a free field-m ght have been, since it was really

Ell en who had the free field. | can inmagi ne her engineering that
courtship, supplying Judith and Bon with opportunities for trysts and

pl edges with a coy and unflaggi ng ubiquity which they nmust have tried in
vain to evade and escape, Judith with annoyed yet still serene concern
Bon with that sardonic and surprised di staste which seens to have been
the ordinary manifestation of the inpenetrable and shadowy character

Yes, shadowy : a nmyth, a phantom sonething which they engendered and
created whol e thensel ves; sone effluvium of Sutpen bl ood and character,
as though as a man he did not exist at all. Yet there was the body which
8z



Page 78

Henry nmet again at the University; the letters-from Henry and Bon both
now naki ng weekly journeys by the hand of Henry's groom and Sutpen
still waiting, certainly no one could say for what now, incredible that
he should wait for Christmas, for the crisis to come to himthis nman of
whomit was said that he not only went out to neet his troubles, he
sonetinmes went out and manufactured them But this tinme he waited and it
came to him Christmas, and Henry and Bon rode again to Sutpen's Hundred
and even the town convinced now by Ellen that the engagenent exi sted;
that twenty-fourth of December, i860, and the nigger children, with
branches of mstletoe and holly for excuses, already |urking about the
rear of the big house to shout "Christmas gift' at the white people, the
rich city man cone to court Judith, and Sutpen saying nothing even yet,
not suspected yet unless possibly by Henry, possibly Henry who brought
the matter to its crisis that sanme night, and Ellen at the absolute
flood' s peak of her unreal and weightless life which with the next dawn
was to break beneath her and wash her, spent amazed and unconprehendi ng,
into the shuttered room where she died two years later; the Christnas
eve, the explosion, and none to ever know just why or just what happened
bet ween Henry and his father and only the cabi n-to-cabin whispering of
negroes to spread the news that Henry and Bon had ridden away in the
dark and that Henry had fornally abjured his honme and birthright. "They
went to New Ol eans. They rode through the bright cold of that Christnas
day, to the River and took the steanboat, it still Henry doing the

| eading, the bringing, as he always did until the very last, when for
the first tinme during their entire relationship Bon | ed and Henry
followed. He didn't have to go. He had voluntarily rmade hinself a pauper
but he could have gone to his grandfather since although he was probably
better nmounted than any other at the University, not excepting Bon

hi nsel f, he probably had very little noney beyond what he coul d raise
hurriedly on his horse and what val uabl es he happened to have on his
body when he and Bon rode away. No, he didn't have to go, and he doing
the leading this tinme too, and Bon riding beside himtrying to find out
from hi m what had happened. Bon knew of course what Sutpen had

di scovered in New Ol eans, but he would need to know just what, just how
much, Sutpen had told Henry, and Henry not telling him doubtless 84
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with the new nare whi ch he probably knew he woul d have to surrender,
sacrifice too, along with all the rest of his Iife, inheritance, going
fast now and his back rigid and irrevocably turned upon the house, his
birthplace and all the famliar scenes of his childhood and yout h which
he had repudi ated for the sake of that friend with whom despite the
sacrifice which he had just made out of love and loyalty, he still could
not be perfectly frank. Because he knew that what Sutpen had told him
was true. He nust have known that at the very instant when he gave his
father the lie. So he dared not ask Bon to deny it; he dared not, you
see. He could face poverty, disinheritance, but he could not have borne
that lie fromBon. Yet he went to New Ol eans. He went straight there,
to the only place, the very place, where he could not hel p but prove
conclusively the very statenent which, coming fromhis father, he had
called a lie. He went there for that purpose; he went there to prove it.
And Bon, riding beside him trying to find out what Sutpen had told

hi m -Bon who for a year and a half now had been watching Henry ape his
cl othing and speech, who for a year and a half now had seen hinmself as
the object of that conplete and abnegant devoti on which only a youth,
never a wonan, gives to another youth or a man; who for exactly a year
now had seen the sister succunb to that sane spell which the brother had
al ready succunbed to, and this with no volition on the seducer's part,
wi thout so nuch as the lifting of a finger, as though it actually were
the brother who had put the spell on the sister, seduced her to his own
vi carious i mage whi ch wal ked and breathed with Bon's body. Yet here is
the letter, sent four years afterward, witten on a sheet of paper

sal vaged froma gutted house in Carolina, with stove polish found in
some captured Yankee stores; four years after she had had any nessage

from hi msave the nessages fromHenry that he (Bon) was still alive. So
whet her Henry now knew about the other woman or not, he would now have
to know. Bon realised that. | can inmagine themas they rode, Henry stil

in the fierce repercussive flush of vindicated |oyalty, and Bon, the

wi ser, the shrewder even if only fromw der experience and a few nore
years of age, learning fromHenry w thout Henry's being aware of it,
what Sut pen had told him Because Henry woul d have to know now. And

dont believe it was just to preserve Henry as an ally, for the crisis of
sonme future need. It was because Bon not only | oved Judith after 85
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his fashion but he Ioved Henry too and | believe in a deeper sense than
merely after his fashion. Perhaps in his fatalismhe | oved Henry the
better of the two, seeing perhaps in the sister nerely the shadow, the
wonman vessel with which to consunmate the | ove whose actual object was
the youth:-this cerebral Don Juan who, reversing the order, had | earned
to love what he had injured; perhaps it was even nore than Judith or
Henry either: perhaps the life, the existence, which they represented.
Because who knows what picture of peace he night have seen in that

nonot onous provinci al backwater; what alleviation and escape for a
parched traveller who had travelled too far at too young an age, in this
grani te-bound and sinple country spring. "And | can inmagi ne how Bon told
Henry, broke it to him | can imagine Henry in New Ol eans, who had not
yet even been to Menphis, whose entire worldly experience consisted of
sojourns at other houses, plantations, alnost interchangeable with his
own, where he followed the same routine which he did at home-the sane
hunting and cockfighting , the same amateur racing of horses on crude
honenade tracks, horses sound enough in blood and |ineage yet not bred
to race and perhaps not even thirty mnutes out of the shafts of a trap
or perhaps even a carriage; the same square dancing with identical and
al so interchangeabl e provincial virgins, to nusic exactly like that at
hone, the sane chanpagne, the best doubtless yet crudely di spensed out
of the burl esqued pantom ne el egance of negro butlers who (and |ikew se
the drinkers who gulped it down |ike neat whiskey between flowery and
unsubt| e toasts) would have treated | enbnade the sane way. | can inmagi ne
him with his puritan heritage-that heritage peculiarly Anglo- Saxon- of
fierce proud nysticismand that ability to be ashaned of ignorance and

i nexperience, in that city foreign and paradoxical, with its atnosphere
at once fatal and |anguorous, at once fem nine and steel-hard-this grim
hunorl ess yokel out of a granite heritage where even the houses, |et

al one clothing and conduct, are built in the inmage of a jeal ous and

sadi sti ¢ Jehovah, put suddenly down in a place whose deni zens had
created their All-Powerful and H's supporting hierarchy- chorus of
beauti ful saints and handsome angels in the image of their houses and
personal ornanments and vol uptuous lives. Yes, | can inmagi ne how Bon | ed
up to it, to the shock: the skill, the calculation, preparing 86



Page 81

Henry's puritan mind as he woul d have prepared a cranped and rocky field
and planted it and raised the crop which he wanted. It would be the fact
of the cerenpny, regardless of what kind, that Henry would bal k at: Bon
knew this. It would not be the mstress or even the child, not even the
negro mstress and even less the child because of that fact, since Henry
and Judith had growm up with a negro half sister of their own; not the
mstress to Henry, certainly not the nigger mstress to a youth with
Henry's background, a young man grown up and living in a mlieu where
the other sex is separated into three sharp divisions, separated (two of
then) by a chasm which could be crossed but one tinme and in but one
direction-Iadi es, wonen, females-the virgins whom gentl enen soneday
married, the courtesans to whomthey went while on sabbaticals to the
cities, the slave girls and wonen upon whomthat first caste rested and
to whomin certain cases it doubtless owed the very fact of its
virginity; not this to Henry, young, strong-blooded, victimof the hard
celibacy of riding and hunting to heat and make inportunate the bl ood of
a young man, to which he and his kind were forced to pass tinme away,
with girls of his own class interdict and inaccessible and wonen of the
second class just as inaccessible because of noney and di stance, and
hence only the slave girls, the housemai ds neated and cl eaned by white
m stresses or perhaps girls with sweating bodies out of the fields

t hensel ves and the young man rides up and beckons t he watchi ng overseer
and says Send ne Juno or Mssylena or Chlory and then rides on into the
trees and disrmounts and waits. No: it would be the cerenbny , a cerenpny
entered into, to be sure, with a negro, yet still a cerenony; this is
what Bon doubtless thought. So | can inmagine him the way he did it: the
way in which he took the innocent and negative plate of Henry's
provincial soul and intellect and exposed it by slow degrees to this
esoteric mlieu, building gradually toward the picture which he desired
it to retain, accept. | can see himcorrupting Henry gradually into the
purlieus of elegance, with no foreword, no warning, the postulation to
conme after the fact, exposing Henry slowy to the surface aspect-the
architecture a little curious, alittle fenm ninely flanboyant and
therefore to Henry opul ent, sensuous, sinful; the inference of great and
easy weal th neasured by steanboat |oads in place of a tedious inching of
sweating human figures across cotton fields; the flash 87
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and glitter of a nyriad carriage wheels, inalittle brighter and in
broadcloth a little trinmer and with hats raked a little nore above
faces a little nore darkly swaggering than any Henry had ever seen
before: and the nentor, the nan for whose sake he had repudi ated not
only bl ood and kin but food and shelter and clothing too, whose clothing
and wal k and speech he had tried to ape, along with his attitude toward
wonen and his ideas of honor and pride too, watching himw th that cold
and catli ke inscrutable calculation, watching the picture resolve and
becone fixed and then telling Henry, "But that's not it. That's just the
base, the foundation. It can belong to anyone': and Henry, " You nean,
this is not it? That it is above this, higher than this, nore select
than this?' : and Bon, "Yes. This is only the foundation. This belongs to
anybody.': a dial ogue without words, speech, which would fix and then
renove without obliterating one Iine the picture, this background,

| eavi ng the background, the plate prepared and i nnocent again: the plate
docile, with that puritan's humility toward anything which is a matter
of sense rather than logic, fact, the man, the struggling and
suffocating heart behind it saying I will believe! I will! | wll!
Whether it is true or not, | will believe! waiting for the next picture
which the nmentor, the corruptor, intended for it: that next picture,
following the fixation and acceptance of which the nmentor woul d say
agai n, perhaps with words now, still watching the sober and thoughtf ul
face but still secure in his know edge and trust in that puritan
heritage whi ch nmust show di sapproval instead of surprise or even despair
and nothing at all rather than have the di sapprobation construed as
surprise or despair: “But even this is not it': and Henry, “~You nean, it
is still higher than this, ..ERR COD: 1.
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casual ly-this, corruption subtly anew by putting into Henry's mind the
notion of one man of the world speaking to another, that Henry knew t hat
Bon believed that Henry would know even froma disjointed word what Bon
was tal king about, and Henry the puritan who nust show nothing at al

rat her than surprise or inconprehension; -a facade shuttered and bl ank
drowsing in steany norning sunlight, invested by the bland and cryptic
voi ce with sonething of secret and curious and uni magi nabl e delights.
Wt hout his knowi ng what he saw it was as though to Henry ..ERR
coD: 1. .
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cl osed behind theminstead of before, no sight or evidence above the
high thick walls of the lowcity and scarce any sound of it, the

| abyrinthi ne mass of ol eander and jasm ne, |antana and nminbsa walling
yet again the strip of bare earth conbed and curried wi th powdered

shell, raked and i mmacul ate and only the nost recent of the brown stains
showi ng now, and the voice-the nentor, the guide standing aside nowto
wat ch the grave provincial face-casually and pl easantly anecdotal: "The

customary way is to stand back to back, the pistol in your right hand
and the corner of the other cloak in your left. Then at the signal you
begin to wal k and when you feel the cloak tauten you turn and fire.
Though there are sonme now and then, when the blood is especially hot or
when it is still peasant bl ood, who prefer knives and one cl oak. They
face one another inside the sane cl oak, you see, each holding the
other's wist with the I eft hand. But that was never ny way';-casual,
chatty, you see, waiting for the countryman's sl ow question, who knew
al ready now before he asked it: ~What woul d you-they be fighting for?
"Yes, Henry would know now, or believe that he knew now, anynore he
woul d probably consider anti-clinmax though it would not be, it would be
anything but that, the final blow, stroke, touch, the keen surgeonlike
compoundi ng whi ch the now shocked nerves of the patient would not even
feel, not know that the first hard shocks were the random and crude.
Because there was that cerenony. Bon knew that that would be what Henry
woul d resist, find hard to stonach and retain. Ch he was shrewd, this
man whom for weeks now Henry was realising that he knew | ess and | ess,
this stranger i mrersed and oblivious nowin the formal, alnost ritual
preparations for the visit, finicking alnost |like a woman over the fit
of the new coat which he would have ordered for Henry, forced Henry to
accept for this occasion, by neans of which the entire inpression which
Henry was to receive fromthe visit would be established before they
even | eft the house, before Henry ever saw the woman: and Henry, the
countryman, the bew |l dered, with the subtle tide already setting beneath
himtoward the point where he nust either betray hinself and his entire
upbringing and thinking, or deny the friend for whom he had al ready
repudi ated home and kin and all; the bewildered , the (for that tine)
hel pl ess, who wanted to believe yet did not see how he could, being
carried by the friend, the nentor, through one 90
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of those inscrutable and curiously lifeless doorways |ike that before
whi ch he had seen the horse or the trap, and so into a place which to
his puritan's provincial nind all of norality was upside down and all of
honor perished-a place created for and by vol uptuousness, the abashl ess
and unabashed senses, and the country boy with his sinple and erstwhile
unt roubl ed code in which fenmales were | adies or whores or slaves | ooked
at the apotheosis of two dooned races presided over by its own victima
woman with a face like a tragic nmagnolia, the eternal female, the
eternal Wo-suffers; the child, the boy, sleeping in silk and lace to be
sure yet conplete chattel of himwho, begetting him owned hi mbody and
soul to sell (if he chose) like a calf or puppy or sheep; and the nentor
wat chi ng agai n, perhaps even the ganbl er now thinki ng Have I won or

|l ost? as they enmerged and returned to Bon's roons, for that while

i mpotent even with tal k, shrewdness, no | onger counting upon that
puritan character which nmust show neither surprise nor despair , having
to count now (if on anything) on the corruption itself, the |love; he
could not even say, 'Vell? Wat do you say about it?" He could only
wait, and that upon the absolutely unpredictable actions of a man who
lived by instinct and not reason, until Henry should speak, 'But a
bought woman. A whore': and Bon, even gently now, 'Not whore. Dont say
that. In fact, never refer to one of themby that nane in New Ol eans:
ot herwi se you nay be forced to purchase that privilege with some of your
bl ood from probably a thousand nen', and perhaps still gently, perhaps
now even with sonething of pity: that pessim stic and sardoni c cerebral
pity of the intelligent for any human injustice or folly or suffering:

' Not whores. And not whores because of us, the thousand. We-the

t housand, the white nen-nade them created and produced them we even
made the |aws which declare that one eighth of a specified kind of bl ood
shal | outwei gh seven eighths of another kind. | admt that. But that
same white race woul d have nade them sl aves too, |aborers, cooks, maybe
even field hands, if it were not for this thousand, these few nen like
nysel f w thout principles or honor either, perhaps you will say. W
cannot, perhaps we do not even want to, save all of them perhaps the

t housand we save are not one in a thousand. But we save that one. God
may nark every sparrow, but we do not pretend to be God, you see.

Per haps we do not even want to be God, since no man 91
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woul d want but one of these sparrows. And perhaps when God | ooks into
one of these establishnents |ike you saw tonight, He would not choose
one of us to be God either, nowthat He is old. Though He nust have been
young once, surely He was young once, and surely sonmeone who has existed
as long as He has, who has | ooked at as nmuch crude and prom scuous
sinning without grace or restraint or decorumas He has had to, to
contenpl ate at |ast, even though the instances are not one in a thousand
t housand, the principles of honor, decorum and gentleness applied to
perfectly normal human instinct which you Angl o- Saxons i nsist upon
calling lust and in whose service you revert in sabbaticals to the
prinordial caverns, the be a ghost but neverthel ess having to be one for
all that, since he was born and bred in the deep South the sane as she
was-the two separate Quentins now
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not let the other out of his sight, not fromfear that Bon would marry
Judith with Henry not there to stop it, but that Bon would marry Judith
and then he (Henry) would have to live for the rest of his life with the
know edge that he was glad that he had been so betrayed, with the
coward's joy of surrendering wthout having been vanqui shed; the other
for that same reason too, who could not have wanted Judith w thout Henry
since he nust never have doubted but what he could marry Judith when he
wi shed, in spite of brother and father both, because as | said before,

it was not Judith who was the object of Bon's |love or of Henry's
solicitude. She was just the blank shape, the enpty vessel in which each
of them strove to preserve, not the illusion of hinself nor his illusion
of the other but what each conceived the other to believe himto be-the
man and the youth, seducer and seduced, who had known one anot her,
seduced and been seduced, victim sed in turn each by the other,
conquer er vanqui shed by his own strength, vanqui shed conquering by his
own weakness, before Judith came into their joint lives even by so nuch
as girlname. And who knows? there was the War now, who knows but what
the fatality and the fatality's victins did not both think, hope, that
the Wwar woul d settle the natter, | eave free one of the two
irreconciliables , since it would not be the first tine that youth has
taken catastrophe as a direct act of Providence for the sol e purpose of
sol ving a personal problemwhich youth itself could not solve. "And
Judith: how else to explain her but this way? Surely Bon could not have
corrupted her to fatalismin twelve days, who not only had not tried to
corrupt her to unchastity but not even to defy her father. No: anything
but a fatalist, who was the Sutpen with the ruthless Sutpen code of
taking what it wanted provided it were strong enough, of the two
children as Henry was the Coldfield with the Coldfield cluttering of
nmorality and rules of right and wong; who while Henry screanmed and

vom ted, |ooked down fromthe loft that night on the spectacle of Sutpen
fighting hal fnaked with one of his hal fnaked niggers with the sane cold
and attentive interest with which Sutpen would have wat ched Henry
fighting with a negro boy of his own age and wei ght. Because she could
not have known the reason for her father's objection to the marriage.
Henry woul d not have told her, and she woul d not have asked her father
Because, even if she had known it, it would have nade no 95
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difference to her. She would have acted as Sutpen woul d have acted with
anyone who tried to cross him she would have taken Bon anyway. | can

i magi ne her if necessary even nurdering the other woman. But she
certainly woul d have nade no investigation and then held a noral debate
bet ween what she wanted and what she thought was right. Yet she waited.
She waited four years, with no word from hi msave through Henry that he
(Bon) was alive, because Henry would not let Bon wite her. He woul d not
have. And Bon woul d not have tried to. It was the probation, the
durance; they all three accepted it; | dont believe there was ever any
prom se between Henry and Bon demanded or offered. But Judith, who could
not have known what happened nor why.-Have you noticed how so often when
we try to reconstruct the causes which lead up to the actions of nen and
wonen, how with a sort of astonishnent we find ourselves now and t hen
reduced to the belief, the only possible belief, that they stemed from
sone of the old virtues? the thief who steals not for greed but for

| ove, the nurderer who kills not out of lust but pity? Judith, giving
inmplicit trust where she had given love, giving inplicit |ove where she
had derived breath and pride: that true pride, not that false kind which
transforms what it does not at the nmoment understand into scorn and
outrage and so vents itself in pique and |acerations, but true pride

which can say to itself wthout abasenment | love, 1 will accept no
substitute; sonmething has happened between himand ny father; i f ny
father was right, 1 will never see himagain, i f wong he will come or
send for ne; if happy | can be I will, if suffer |I nmust | can. Because

she waited; she made no effort to do anything else; her relations with
her father had not altered one jot; to see themtogether, Bon m ght
never have even exi sted-the same two cal minpenetrable faces seen
together in the carriage in town during the next few nonths after Ellen
took to her bed, between that Christmas day and the day when Sutpen rode
away with his and Sartoris' reginment. They didn't talk, tell one another
anyt hing, you see-Sutpen, what he had | earned about Bon; Judith, that
she knew where Bon and Henry now were. They did not need to tal k. They
were too nuch alike. They were as two peopl e becone now and then, who
seemto know one another so well or are so nuch alike that the power,
the need, to comruni cate by speech atrophies from di suse and,

conmpr ehendi ng wi t hout need of the medi um 96
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of ear or intellect, they no | onger understand one another's actual
words. So she did not tell himwhere Henry and Bon were and he did not

di scover it until after the University conpany departed, because Bon and
Henry enrolled and then hid thenmsel ves somewhere. They nust have; they
must have paused in Oxford only | ong enough to enroll before riding on,
because no one who knew themeither in Oxford or in Jefferson knew that
they were menbers of the conmpany at the time, which would have been

al most i npossible to conceal otherw se. Because now peopl e-fathers and
nmot hers and sisters and kin and sweet hearts of those young nen-were
coming to Oxford fromfurther away than Jefferson-famlies with food and
beddi ng and servants, to bivouac anong the fanmilies, the houses, of
Oxford itself, to watch the gallant mmc marching and countermarchi ng
of the sons and the brothers, drawn all of them rich and poor,

ari stocrat and redneck, by what is probably the nbst noving mass-si ght
of all human mass-experience, far nore so than the spectacle of so nmany
virgins going to be sacrificed to sone heathen Principle, sone

Pri apus-the sight of young nen, the |ight quick bones, the bright
gal | ant del uded bl ood and flesh dressed in a martial glitter of brass
and plunes, narching away to a battle. And there would be nusic at
night-fiddle and triangle anbng the bl azing candl es, the bl ow ng of
curtains in tall w ndows on the April darkness, the swing of crinoline
indiscrimnate within the circle of plain gray cuff of the soldier or

t he banded gold of rank, of an arny even if not a war of gentl enen,
where private and col onel called each other by their given names not as
one farmer to another across a halted plowin a field or across a
counter in a store laden with calico and cheese and strap oil, but as
one man to anot her above the suave powdered shoul ders of wonen, above
the two raised gl asses of scuppernong claret or bought chanpagne; nusic,
the nightly repetitive last waltz as the days passed and the conpany
waited to nove, the brave trivial glitter against a black night not
catastrophic but nmerely background, the perennial |ast scented spring of
yout h; and Judith not there and Henry the romantic not there and Bon the
fatalist, hidden somewhere, the watcher and the watched: and the
recurrent flower-I|laden dawns of that April and May and June filled with
bugl es, entering a hundred wi ndows where a hundred still unbrided w dows
dreamed virgin unnmeditant upon the | ocks of black or 97



Page 90

tantrumor even hysteria: that his face had been in that carriage al

the tinme; that it had been Judith, a girl of six, who had instigated and
aut hori sed that negro to nmake the teamrun away. Not Henry, mnd; not

t he boy, which would have been outrageous enough; but Judith, the girl.
As soon as papa and | entered those gates that afternoon and began to go
up the drive toward the house, | could feel it. It was as though
somewhere in that Sunday afternoon's quiet and peace the screans of that
child still existed, lingered, not as sound now but as sonething for the
skin to hear, the hair on the head to hear. But | did not ask at once. |
was just four then; | sat in the buggy beside papa as | had stood

bet ween hi m and our aunt before the church on that first Sunday when |
had been dressed to conme and see ny sister and nmy nephew and ni ece for
the first time, looking at the house (I had been inside it before too,
of course, but even when | saw it for the first tine that | could
renenber | seened already to know how it was going to | ook just as
seemed to know how Ell en and Judith and Henry woul d | ook before | saw
themfor the time which I always renenber as being the first). No, not
asking even then, but just |ooking at that huge qui et house, saying' Wat
roomis Judith sick in, papa? with that quiet aptitude of a child for
accepting the inexplicable, though I now know t hat even then | was
wonderi ng what Judith saw when she canme out the door and found the
phaeton instead of the carriage, the tame stabl eboy instead of the wild
man; what she had seen in that phaeton which | ooked so i nnocent to the
rest of us-or worse, what she had m ssed when she saw t he phaeton and
began to scream Yes, a still hot quiet Sunday afternoon like this
afternoon; 1 renenber yet the utter quiet of that house when we that
house when we went in and fromwhich | knew at once that he was absent
wi t hout knowi ng that he would now be in the scuppernong arbor drinking
wi th Wash Jones. | only knew, as soon as papa and | crossed the
threshol d, that he was not there: as though with sonme al nbst omi sci ent
conviction (that sane instinctive know edge which enabled nme to tell
Ellen that it was not fromhimthat Judith woul d need protection)
knowi ng that he did not need to stay and observe his triunph-and that,
in conparison with what was to be, this one was a nmere trivial business
even beneath our notice too. Yes, that quiet darkened roomw th the
bl i nds cl osed and a negro woman 1 8
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years nore, witing Judith nmeanwhile that they were both alive, and that
was all. "And Judith. She lived al one now. Perhaps she had |lived al one
ever since that Christmas day |ast year and then year before |ast and
then three years and then four years ago, since though Sutpen was gone
now with his and Sartoris' reginent and the negroes-the wild stock with
whi ch he had created Sutpen's Hundred-had foll owed the first Yankee
troops to pass through Jefferson, she lived in anything but solitude,
what with Ellen in bed in the shuttered room requiring the unremtting
attention of a child while she waited with that amazed and passive
unconprehension to die; and she (Judith) and Cytie making and keeping a
kitchen garden of sorts to keep themalive; and Wash Jones, living in

t he abandoned and rotting fishing canp in the river bottom which Sutpen
had built after the first woman-El |l en--entered his house and the | ast
deer and bear hunter went out of it, where he now permitted Wash and his
daughter and infant granddaughter to |live, perform ng the heavy garden
wor k and supplying Ellen and Judith and then Judith with fish and gane
now and t hen, even entering the house now who until Sutpen went away had
never approached nearer than the scuppernong arbor behind the kitchen
where on Sunday afternoons he and Sutpen would drink fromthe denijohn
and the bucket of spring water which Wash fetched fromalnost a nile
away, Sutpen in the barrel stave hanmock tal king and Wash squatting

agai nst a post, chortling and guffawi ng; not solitude and certainly not

i dl eness: the sane inpenetrable and serene face, only a little ol der
now, a little thinner now, which had appeared in town in the carriage
beside her father's within a week after it was |learned that her fiance
and her brother had quitted the house in the night and vani shed, none
knew why or where and none asked, just as now none asked when she cane
to town now, in the nmade-over dress which all Southern wonmen now wore,
in the carriage still but drawn now by a nmule, a plow nmule, soon the

pl ow nul e, and no coachman to drive it either, to put the nmule in the
harness and take it out, to join the other wonmen where-there were
wounded in Jefferson then-in the inprovised hospital where (the nurtured
virgin, the suprenely and traditionally idle) they cleaned and dressed
the self-foul ed 99
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bodi es of strange injured and dead and nmade |int of the w ndow curtains
and sheets and linen of the houses in which they had been born; none to
ask her about brother and sweetheart while they tal ked anbng t hensel ves
of sons and brothers and husbands with tears and grief perhaps but at

| east with certainty, know edge; she waiting too, |ike Henry and Bon,

not know ng for what, but unlike Henry and Bon, she not even know ng for
why. Then Ellen died, the butterfly of a forgotten sunmer two years
defunctive nowthe substancel ess shell, the shade inpervious to any
alteration or dissolution because of its very weightl essness: no body to
be buried: just the shape, the recollection, translated on sone peaceful
afternoon wi thout bell or catafalque into that cedar grove, to lie in
powder -1i ght paradox beneath the thousand pounds of marbl e nonunent

whi ch Sut pen (Col onel Sutpen now, since Sartoris had been deposed at the
annual election of regimental officers the year before) brought in the
regi mental forage wagon from Charl eston, South Carolina and set above
the faint grassy depression which Judith told himwas Ellen's grave. And
t hen her grandfather died, starved to death nailed up in his own attic,
and Judith doubtless inviting Mss Rosa to conme out to Sutpen's Hundred
to live and M ss Rosa declining, waiting too apparently upon this
letter, this first direct word fromBon in four years and which, a week
after she buried himtoo beside her nother's tonbstone, she brought to
town herself, in the surrey drawn by the nule which both she and Cdytie
had | earned to catch and harness, and gave to your grandnother, bringing
the letter voluntarily to your grandnother, who (Judith) never called on
anyone now, had no friends now, doubtless knowi ng no nore why she chose
your grandnother to give the letter to than your grandnother knew, not

t hin now but gaunt, the Sutpen skull show ng indeed now through the
worn, the Coldfield, flesh, the face which had | ong since forgotten how
to be young and yet absolutely inpenetrable, absolutely serene: no
nmour ni ng, not even grief, and your grandnother saying, 'Me? You want ne
to keep it?" " '"Yes,' Judith said. 'Or destroy it. As you like. Read it
if you like or dont read it if you like. Because you nmake so little

i mpression, you see. You get born and you try this and you dont know why
only you keep on trying it and you are born at the sanme time with a | ot
of other people, all mixed up with them like trying to, having to, nove
your arns and |l egs with strings 100
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it would be at | east a scratch, sonething, sonmething that night nmake a
mar k on sonething that was once for the reason that it can di e soneday,
whil e the bl ock of stone cant be is because it never can becone was
because it cant ever die or perish. . . . . . .' and your grandnother
wat chi ng her, the inpenetrable, the calm the absolutely serene face,
and crying: " “No! No! Not that! Think of your-' and the face watching
her, conprehending, still serene, not even bitter: " “Ch. 1? No, not
that. Because sonmebody will have to take care of dytie, and Father too
soon, who will want sonething to eat after he cones hone because it wont
| ast rmuch | onger since they have begun to shoot one anot her now. No. Not
that. Wonmen dont do that for love. | dont even believe that nen do. And
not now, anyway. Because there wouldn't be any roomnow, for themto go
to, wherever it is, if it is It would be full already. GQutted. Like a
theatre, an opera house, if what you expect to find is forgetting,

di version, entertainnent; like a bed already too full if what you want
to find is a chance to lie still and sleep and sleep and sleep'-" M
Conmpson noved. Half rising, Quentin took the letter from himand beneath
t he di m bug-foul ed gl obe opened 101
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had cone al ong and renoved, dismantled the wiring or the dynano, while
the wonen of the county gradually convinced it that he was nerely
waiting to find a wife with a dowy to finish it with. So that when he
entered the Methodi st church that Sunday norning in his ironed coat,
there were nmen as well as wormen who believed that they had only to | ook
around the congregation in order to anticipate the direction his feet
woul d take him until they becane aware that he had apparently marked
down Mss Coldfield s father with the same cold and ruthl ess

del i beration with which he had probably marked down the French
architect. They watched in shocked amazenent while he laid deliberate
siege to the one man in the town with whom he coul d have had nothing in
conmon, |east of all, noney-a man who obviously could do nothi ng under
the sun for himsave give himcredit at a little cross-roads store or
cast a vote in his favor if he should ever seek ordination as a

Met hodi st mi nister-a Methodi st steward, a nmerchant not only of nodest
position and circunmstances but who already had a wife and fanmily of his
own, |let alone a dependent nother and sister, to support out of the
proceeds of a business which he had brought to Jefferson ten years ago
in a single wagon-a man with a nane for absol ute and undevi ating and
even puritan uprightness in a country and tinme of | awl ess opportunity,
who neither drank nor ganbl ed nor even hunted. In their surprise they
forgot that M Coldfield had a marri ageabl e daughter. They did not

consi der the daughter at all. They did not think of love in connection
Wi th Sutpen. They thought of ruthlessness rather than justice and of
fear rather than respect, but not of pity or |ove. besides being too
lost in amazed specul ation as to just how Sutpen intended or could
contrive to use M Coldfield to further whatever secret ends he stil
had. They were never to know. even Mss Rosa Coldfield did not. Because
fromthat day there were no nore hunting parties out at Sutpen's
Hundred, and when they saw himnow it would be in town. But not | oafing,
idling. The men who had slept and matched gl asses with hi munder his
roof (sone of them had even come to call him Sutpen wi thout the forma
M ster) watched himpass along the street before the Hol ston House the
Hol ston House with a single formal gesture to his hat and go on and
enter M Coldfield s store, and that was all. 32
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itself. Imagine us, an assortnent of honbgeneous scarecrows, 1 wont say
hungry because to a worman, |ady or fermale either, bel ow Mason's and
Dixon's in this year o f grace 1865, that word woul d be sheer

redundancy, like saying that we were breathing. And 1 wont say ragged or
even shoel ess, since we have been both | ong enough to have grown
accustoned to it, only, thank God (and this restores nmy faith not in
human nature perhaps but at least in man) that he really does not becone
inured to hardship and privation: it is only the mnd, the gross
omi vor ous carrion-heavy soul which becones inured; the body itself,

t hank God, never reconciled fromthe old soft feel o f soap and cl ean

i nen and sonet hing between the sole o f the foot and the earth to
distinguish it fromthe foot o f a beast. So say we nerely needed

amuni tion. And i magi ne us, the scarecrows with one of those concocted
pl ans o f scarecrow desperati on which not only nmust but do work, for the
reason that there is absolutely no roomfor alternative before man or
heaven, no niche on earth or under it for failure to find space either
to pause or breathe or be graved and sepul chred; and we (the scarecrows)
bringing it off with a great deal o f elan, not to say noise; inmagine, |
say, the prey and prize, the ten plunp defencel ess sutlers' wagons, the
scarecrows tunbling out box after beautiful box after beautiful box
stencilled each with that U and that S. which for four years now has
been to us the synbol o f the spoils which belong to the vanqui shed, o f
the | oaves and the fishes as was once the incandescent Brow, the shining
nimus o f the Thorny Crown; and the scarecrows claw ng at the boxes
with stones and bayonets and even w th bare hands and openi ng t hem at

| ast and findi ng-Wat? Stove polish. Gallons and gallons and gallons o f
the best stove polish, not a box o f it a year old yet and doubtl ess
still trying to overtake General Sherman with sone bel ated anended field
order requiring himto polish the stove before firing the house. How we
| aughed. Yes, we | aughed, because 1 have learned this at |east during
these four years: that it really requires an enpty stonach to | augh
with, that only when you are hungry or frightened do you extract sone
ultinate essence out o f |aughing just as the enpty stonach extracts the
ultimate essence out of alcohol. But at |east we have stove polish. W
have plenty o f it. W have too nmuch, because it does not take nuch to
say what | have to say, as you can i 03
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see. And so the conclusion and augury which 1 draw, even though no

phi |l osopher, is this. W have waited | ong enough. You will notice how 1
do not insult you either by saying | have waited | ong enough. And
therefore, since | do not insult you by saying that only | have waited,

I do not add, expect nme. Because | cannot say when to expect ne. Because
what IS is sonething el se again because it was not even alive then. And
since because within this sheet o f paper you now hold the best of the
old South which is dead, and the words you read were witten upon it
with the best (each box said, the very best) of the new North which has
conquer ed and which therefore, whether 104
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it likes it or not, will have to survive, | now believe that you and 1
are, strangely enough, included anbng those who are dooned to live. "And
that's all," M Conpson said. "She received it and she and dytie made

t he weddi ng gown and the veil from scraps-perhaps scraps intended for,
whi ch shoul d have gone for, lint and did not. She didn't know when he
woul d cone because he didn't know hinmself: and naybe he told Henry,
showed Henry the letter before he sent it, and maybe he did not; naybe
still just the watching and the waiting, the one saying to Henry | have
waited | ong enough and Henry saying to the other Do you renounce then?
Do you renounce? and the other saying 1 do not renounce. For four years
now | have given chance the opportunity to renounce for nme, but it seens
that 1 am dooned to live, that she and 1 both are doonmed to live;-the
defiance and the ultimatum delivered beside a bivouac fire, the

ul timatum di scharged before the gate to which the two of them nmust have
ri dden side by side alnost: the one cal mand undevi ati ng, perhaps

unresi sting even, the fatalist to the last; the other renorseless with

i npl acabl e and unalterable grief and despair-" (It seemed to Quentin
that he could actually see them facing one another at the gate. |nside
the gate what was once a park now spread, unkenpt, in shaggy desol ation
with an air dreany renote and aghast |ike the unshaven face of a man
just waking fromether, up to a huge house where a young girl waited in
a weddi ng dress nade from stol en scraps, the house partaking too of that
air of scaling desol ation, not having suffered frominvasion but a shell
mar ooned and forgotten in a backwater of catastrophe-a skel eton giving
of itself in slowdriblets of furniture and carpet, linen and silver, to
help to die torn and angui shed nen who knew, even while dying, that for
nont hs now the sacrifice and the anguish were in vain. They faced one
anot her on the two gaunt horses, two nen, young, not yet in the world,
not yet breathed over |ong enough, to be old but with old eyes, with
unkenpt hair and faces gaunt and weathered as if cast by sone spartan
and even niggard hand from bronze, in worn and patched gray weat hered
now to the col or of dead | eaves, the one with the tarnished braid of an
of ficer, the other plain of cuff, the pistol lying yet across the saddle
bow unai ned, the two faces io5
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calm the voices not even raised: Dont you pass the shadow of this post,
this branch, Charles; and 1 amgoing to pass it, Henry) "-and then Wash
Jones sitting that saddl el ess mule before Mss Rosa's gate, shouting her
name into the sunny and peaceful quiet of the street, saying, 'Ar you
Rosi e Col dfi el d? Then you better cone on out yon. Henry has done shot
that durn French feller. Kilt himdead as a beef.' "
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the house. That was all | needed to do since they will have told you
doubtl ess that 1 would have had no need for either trunk or bag since
what clothing 1 possessed, now that the garnents which | had been
fortunate enough to inherit fromnmy aunt's kindness or haste or
oversight were long since worn out, consisted o f the ones which Ellen
had renmenbered fromtinme to time to give ne and now Ell en these two
years dead; that 1 had only to |lock the house and take ny place in the
buggy and traverse those twelve nmles which I had not done since Ellen
di ed, beside that brute who until Ellen died was not even permtted to
approach the house fromthe front-that brute progenitor o f brutes whose
gr anddaughter was to supplant nme, i f not in ny sister's house at | east
inm sister's bed to which (so they will tell you) | aspired-that brute
who (brute instrunent of that justice which presides over hunan events
whi ch, incept in the individual, runs smooth, |ess claw than velvet: but
whi ch, by man or woman flouted, drives on like fiery steel and overrides
bot h weakly just and unjust strong, both vanqui sher and i nnocent
victimsed, ruthless for appointed right and truth) brute who was not
only to preside upon the various shapes and avatars o f Thomas Sut pen's
devil's fate but was to provide at the last the female flesh in which
his nane and |ineage shoul d be sepul chred-that brute who ap- io7
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geared to believe that he had served and perfornmed his appointed end by
yelling of blood and pistols in the street before ny house, who seened
to believe that what further information he nmight have given nme was too
scant or too bland and free o f nonent to warrant the discarding o f his
t obacco cud, because during the entire subsequent twelve niles he could
not even tell nme what had happened. And how | traversed those sane
twelve mles once nore after the two years since Ellen died (or was it
the four years since Henry vani shed or was it the nineteen years since
saw | i ght and breathed?) knowi ng nothing , able to | earn nothing save
this: a shot heard, faint and far away and even direction and source

i ndeterm nate, by two wonmen, two young women alone in a rotting house
where no man's footstep had sounded in two years-a shot, then an
interval o f aghast surnise above the cloth and needl es whi ch engaged
them then feet, in the hall and then on the stairs, running, hurrying,
the feet of a man: and Judith with just tine to snatch up the unfinished
dress and hold it before her as the door burst open upon her brother,
the wild nurderer whom she had not seen in four years and whom she
believed to be (if he was, still lived and breathed at all) a thousand
mles away: and then the two of them the two accursed children on whom
the first blow of their devil's heritage had but that nonent fallen

| ooki ng at one another across the up-rai sed and unfini shed weddi ng
dress. Twelve mles toward that 1 rode, beside an ani mal who coul d stand
in the street before ny house and bellow placidly to the popul ous and
listening solitude that ny nephew had just nurdered his sister's fiance,
yet who could not permt hinself to force the nmule which drew us beyond
a wal k because "hit wart none of mine nor hisn neither and besides hit
aint had a decent bait o f vittles since the corn give out in February ;
who, turning into the actual gate at |ast, nust stop the nule and,
pointing with the whip and spitting first, say Ht was right yonder.'
-What was right there, fool? | cried, and he: "Ht was' until | took
the whip fromhiminto ny own hand and struck the nule. But they cannot
tell you how 1 went on up the drive, past Ellen's ruined and weed-choked
fl ower beds and reached the house, the shell, the (so I thought)

cocoon- casket narriage-bed of youth and grief and found that | had cone,
not too late as | had thought, but come too soon. Rotting portico and
scaling walls, it stood, not ravaged, not invaded, marked by i 08
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just as he did not want just wedding. But he never told Ellen, nor
anyone; in fact, when the female crisis canme, when Ellen and the aunt
tried to enlist himon their side to persuade M Coldfield to the big
weddi ng, he refused to support them He doubtl ess renenbered even better
than M Coldfield that two nonths ago he had been in jail; that public
opi nion which at sone nonent during the five preceding years had
swal | oned hi m even though he never had quite ever lain quiet on its
stomach, had performed one of mankind' s natural and 39
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wild distracted nightbound bird flutter into the brazen and fatal | anp.
"Wait, ' she said. Dont you go up there. ' Still 1 did not stop; it
woul d require the hand; and | still running on, acconplishing those | ast
few feet across which we seened to glare at one another not as two faces
but as the two abstract contradictions which we actually were, neither o
f our voices raised, as though we spoke to one another free of the

[imtations and restrictions o f speech and hearing. "Wat?' | said.
“Dont you go up there, Rosa. ' That was how she said it: that quiet,
that still, and again it was as though it had not been she who spoke but

t he house itself that said the words-the house which he had built, which
some suppuration of hinself had created about himas the sweat o f his
body mi ght have created, produced sone (even i f invisible) cocoon-like
and conpl enentary shell in which Ellen had had to live and die a
stranger, in which Henry and Judith would have to be victinms and
prisoners , or die. Because it was not the name, the word, the fact that
she had called me Rosa. As children she had called nme that, just as she
had called them Henry and Judith; | knew that even now she still called
Judith (and Henry too when she spoke o f hin) by her given nanme. And she
m ght very naturally have called ne Rosa still, since to everyone el se
whom | knew 1 was still a child. But it was not that. That was not what
she nmeant at all; in fact, during that instant while we stood face to
face (that instant before ny still advancing body shoul d brush past her
and reach the stair) she did ne nore grace and respect than anyone el se
I knew, | knew that fromthe instant | had entered that door, to her of
all who knew ne | was no child. 'Rosa?" 1 cried. "To nme? To ny face?
Then she touched nme, and then | did stop dead. Possibly even then ny
body did not stop, since 1 seenmed to be aware of it thrusting blindly
still against the solid yet inponderable weight (she not owner
instrument; | still say that) of that will to bar me fromthe stairs;
possi bly the sound of the other voice, the single word spoken fromthe
stair-head above us, had already broken and parted us before it (ny
body) had even paused. 1 do not know. | know only that ny entire being
seemed to run at blind full tilt into sonmething nonstrous and i nmobil e,
with a shocking inpact too soon and too quick to be nmere anmazenent and
outrage at that black arresting and untinorous hand on nmy white woman's
fl esh. Because there is sonething in the touch of flesh with flesh which
abrogates, cuts sharp and straight across the I | |
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devious intricate channels o f decorous ordering, which enenies as well
as | overs know because it makes them both:-touch and touch o f that
which is the citadel of the central |-Ans private own: not spirit,

soul; the liquorish and ungirdled mnd is anyone's to take in any
darkened hallway of this earthly tenenent. But let flesh touch with
flesh, and watch the fall o f all the eggshell shibboleth o f caste and
color too. Yes, | stopped dead -no wonan's hand, no negro's hand, but
bitted bridle-curb to check and gui de the furious and unbending wll-1
crying not to her, to it; speaking to it through the negro, the woman,
only because of the shock which was not yet outrage because it would be
terror soon, expecting and receiving no answer because we both knew it
was not to her 1 spoke: "Take your hand off me, nigger!' | got none. W
just stood there-I notionless in the attitude and action o f running,
she rigid in that furious inmobility, the two o f us joined by that hand
and arm which held us, like a fierce rigid unbilical cord, twin sistered
to the fell darkness which had produced her. As a child | had nore than
once watched her and Judith and even Henry scuffling in the rough ganes
which they (possibly all children; 1 do not know) played, and (so | have
heard) she and Judith even slept together, in the same roombut with
Judith in the bed and she on a pallet on the floor ostensibly. But |
have heard how on nore than one occasion Ellen has found them both on
the pallet, and once in the bed together. But not 1. Even as a child,

.. ERR, COD: 1.
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up, Aunt Rosa; wake up'? O not expect perhaps, not even hope; not even
dream si nce dreans dont conme in pairs, and had 1 not cone twelve niles
drawn not by nortal nule but by sone chimaera-foal of nightmare's very
sel f? (Ay, wake up, Rosa; wake up-not from what was, what used to be,
but from what had not, could not have ever, been; wake, Rosa-not to what
shoul d, what m ght have been, but to what cannot, what nust not, be;
wake, Rosa, fromthe hoping, who did believe there is a seeminess to
ber eavenent even though grief be absent; believed there would be need
for you to save not |ove perhaps, not happi ness nor peace, but what was
| eft behind by widow ng -and found that there was nothing there to save;
who hoped to save her as you pronised Ellen (not Charles Bon, not Henry:
not either one o f these fromhimor even from one another) and now too
| ate, who woul d have been too late if you had cone there fromthe wonb
or had been there already at the full strong capable nortal peak when
she was born; who cane twelve niles and nineteen years to save what did
not need the saving, and |l ost instead yourself) | do not know, except
that 1 did not find it. 1 found only that dreamstate in which you run
wi thout nmoving froma terror in which you can not believe, toward a
safety in which you have no faith, held so not by the shifting and
foundati onl ess quicksand of 1 1 3
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ni ght mare but by a face which was its soul's own inquisitor, a hand
which was the agent o f its own crucifixion, until the voice parted us,

broke the spell. It said one word: "Clytie. 'like that, that cold, that
still: not Judith, but the house itself speaking again, though it was
Judith's voice. Oh, 1 knew it well, who had believed in grieving' s

seeminess; 1 knew it as well as she-Clytie-knewit. She did not nove;

it was only the hand, the hand gone before 1 realised that it had been
renoved. 1 do not know if she removed it or if | ran out from beneath
its touch. But it was gone; and this too they cannot tell you: How 1
ran, fled, up the stairs and found no grieving wi dowed bride but Judith
standi ng before the closed door to that chanmber, in the gi ngham dress
whi ch she had worn each tinme 1 had seen her since Ellen died, holding
somet hi ng in one hangi ng hand; and if there had been grief or anguish
she had put themtoo away, conplete or not conplete 1 do not know, al ong

wi th that unfinished wedding dress. " Yes, Rosa? she said, |ike that
again, and 1 stopped in running's nidstride again though ny body, blind
unsentient barrow of deluded clay and breath, still advanced: And how 1

saw that what she held in that |ax and negligent hand was the

phot ograph, the picture o f herself in its nmetal case which she had
given him held casual and forgotten agai nst her flank as any
interrupted pastine book. That's what | found. Perhaps it's what |
expected, knew (even at nineteen knew, | would say if it were not for ny
ni neteen, my own particular kind o f nineteen years) that | should find.
Perhaps | couldn't even have wanted nore than that, couldn't have
accepted | ess, who even at ni neteen nust have known that living is one
constant and perpetual instant when the arras-veil before what-is-to-be
hangs docile and even glad to the |ightest naked thrust if we had dared,
wer e brave enough (not w se enough: no wi sdom needed here) to nmake the
rendi ng gash. Or perhaps it is no | ack of courage either: not cowardice
which will not face that sickness sonewhere at the prime foundation of
this factual scherme from which the prisoner soul, niasnal-distillant,
wroils ever upward sunward, tugs its tenuous prisoner arteries and veins
and prisoning in its turn that spark, that dream which, as the gl oby and
complete instant o f its freedommrrors and repeats (repeats? creates,
reduces to a fragile evanescent iridescent sphere) all o f space and
time and nmassy earth, relicts the seething and anonynous mi asmal nass
which in all the years of tine 1 i4
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has taught itself no boon o f death but only howto recreate, renew, and
di es, is gone, vanished: nothing-but is that true wi sdom whi ch can
conprehend that there is a mght-have-been which is nore true than
truth, fromwhich the dreamer, waking, says not 'Did 1 but dreanf' but

rat her says, indicts high heaven's very self with: "Wy did | wake since
waking 1 shall never sleep again? Once there was-Do you nark how t he

wi staria, sun-inpacted on this wall here, distills and penetrates this
room as though (light-uninpeded) by secret and attritive progress from
nmote to note o f obscurity's nyriad conponents? That is the substance o
f renenbering-sense, sight, snell: the nuscles with which we see and
hear and feel-not m nd, not thought: there is no such thing as nenory:
the brain recalls just what the nuscles grope for: no nore, no | ess: and
its resultant sumis usually incorrect and false and worthy only o f the
nane o f dream -See how the sl eeping outflung hand, touching the bedside
candl e, renenbers pain, springs back and free while m nd and brain sl eep
on and only nake of this adjacent heat sonme trashy nyth o f reality's
escape: or that sane sl eeping hand, in sensuous narriage with sone

dul cet surface, is transforned by that same sleeping brain and nind into
that sane fignent-stuff warped out o f all experience. Ay, grief goes,
fades; we know that-but ask the tear ducts if they have forgotten how to
weep. - Once there was (they cannot have told you this either) a sumer of
wistaria. It was a pervadi ng everywhere of wistaria (I was fourteen
then) as though of all springs yet to capitul ate condensed into one
spring, one summer: the spring and sunmertinme which is every female's
who breat hed above dust, behol den of all betrayed springs held over from
all irrevocable tine, repercussed, blooned again. It was a vintage year
of wistaria: vintage year being that sweet conjunction of root bl oom
and urge and hour and weather; and 1 (I was fourteen)-I wll not insist
on bl oom at whom no man had yet to | ook-nor would ever-tw ce, as not as
child but Iess than even child; as not nore child than woman but even as
|l ess than any female flesh. Nor do 1 say |leaf-warped bitter pale and
crinped half-fledging intimdate of any claimto green which mght have
drawn to it the tender mayfly chil dhood sweet heart games or given pause
to the nal e predaci ous wasps and bees of later lust. But root and urge |
do insist and claim for had I not heired too fromall the unsistered
Eves since the Snake? Yes, urge 1 i5
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1 do: warped chrysalis of what blind perfect seed: for who shall say
what gnarled forgotten root nmight not bloomyet with sonme gl obed
concentrate nore gl obed and concentrate and heady- perfect because the
negl ected root was planted warped and | ay not dead but nerely sl ept
forgot? That was the m scast summer of ny barren youth which (for that
short time, that short brief unreturning springtine of the female heart)
I lived out not as a wonman, a girl, but rather as the man which

per haps shoul d have been. | was fourteen then, fourteen in years if they
coul d have been called years while in that unpaced corridor which I

call ed chil dhood, which was not |iving but rather some projection o f

the lightless wonb itself; | gestate and conpl ete, not aged, just
overdue because o f sone caesarean | ack, sone cold head-nuzzling forceps
of the savage tine which should have torn ne free, | waited not for

[ight but for that doom which we call female victory which is: endure
and then endure, without rhyne or reason or hope o f reward-and then
endure; | like that blind subterranean fish, that insulated spark whose
origin the fish no | onger renmenbers, which pulses and beats at its
crepuscul ar and lethargic tenenment with the ol d unsleeping itch which
has no words to speak with other than "This was called |ight, that
“snell', that 'touch, that other sonething which has bequeat hed not even
nane for sound of bee or bird or flower's scent or light or sun or

| ove; -yes, not even grow ng and devel opi ng, bel oved by and | oving |ight,
but equi pped only with that cunning, that inverted canker-growth o f
sol i tude which substitutes the ommivorous and unrational hearing-sense
for all the others: so that instead of acconplishing the processiona

and neasured mlestones o f the normal childhood's tine |I |urked,
unappr ehended as though, shod with the very danp and vel vet silence of
the wonb, | displaced no air, gave off no betraying sound, from one

cl osed forbidden door to the next and so acquired all 1 knew o f that
Iight and space in which people noved and breathed as | (that same
child) mght have gai ned conception o f the sun fromseeing it through a
piece o f snoky gl ass;-fourteen, four years younger than Judith, four
years later than Judith's nmonment which only virgins know when the
entire delicate spirit's bent is one anonynous cli nmaxl ess epi cene and
unravi shed nuptial -not that wi dowed and nightly violation by the

i nescapabl e and scornful dead which is the need of twenty and thirty and
forty, but a world filled with living marriage like the light and air

whi ch she breathes. But it was i 1 6
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no sutmer o f a virgin's itching discontent; no sumrer's caesarean | ack
whi ch shoul d have torn ne, dead flesh or even enbryo, fromthe living:

or else, by friction's ravishing of the mal e-furrowed neat, also
weaponed and panoplied as a man instead of hollow woman. It was the
sunmer after that first Christmas that Henry brought hi mhone, the
sunmrer follow ng the two days of that June vacation which he spent at
Sut pen's Hundred before he rode on to the River to take the steanboat
honme, that summer after ny aunt | eft and papa had to go away on busi ness
and 1 was sent out to Ellen (possibly my father chose Ellen as a refuge
for me because at that time Thomas Sut pen was al so absent) to stay so

t hat she could take care o f nme, who had been born too late, born into
some curious disjoint of my father's life and Ieft on his (now twice)

wi dowed hands, | conpetent enough to reach a kitchen shelf, count spoons
and hem a sheet and neasure milk into a churn yet good for nothing el se,
yet still too valuable to be left alone. 1 had never seen him (I never
saw him | never even saw himdead. | heard a nane, | saw a phot ograph

| helped to make a grave: and that was all) though he had been in ny
house once, that first New Year's Day when Henry brought himfrom nephew
duty to speak to nme on their way back to school and | was not at hone.
Until then | had not even heard his name, did not know that he exi sted.
Yet on the day when 1 went out there to stay that sunmer, it was as

t hough that casual pause at ny door had |left sone seed, sone ninute
virulence in this cellar earth of mne quick not for |ove perhaps (1 did
not love him how could I.? 1 had never even heard his voice, had only
Ellen's word for it that there was such a person) and quick not for the
spying which you will doubtless call it, which during the past six
nont hs between that New Year's and that June gave substance to that
shadow with a nane energing fromEllen's vain and garrul ous folly, that
shape w thout even a face yet because | had not even seen the photograph
then, reflected in the secret and benused gaze of a young girl: because
I who had | earned nothing of |ove, not even parents' |ove-that fond dear
constant violation o f privacy, that stultification o f the burgeoning
and incorrigible 1 which is the need and due of all manmalian neat,
becanme not m stress, not bel oved, but nore than even |ove; 1 becane al
pol ymat h | ove's androgynous advocate. There nust have been sone seed he
left, to cause a child' s vacant 1 17
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fairy-tale to come alive in that garden. Because | was not spying when 1
woul d follow her. | was not spying, though you will say I was. And even
i f it was spying, it was not jeal ousy, because 1 did not |ove him (How
could I have, when |I had never seen hinP?) And even i f 1 did, not as
wonen | ove, as Judith loved him or as we thought she did. If it was
love (and 1 still say, How could it be?) it was the way that nothers

| ove when, punishing the child she strikes not it but through it strikes
t he nei ghbor boy whomit has just whi pped or been whi pped by; caresses
not the rewarded child but rather the nanel ess man or woman who gave the
pal m sweat ed penny. But not as wonen | ove. Because | asked nothing o f
him you see. And nore than that: | gave hi mnothing, which is the sumo
f loving. Wy, 1 didn't even miss him 1 dont know even now i f | was
ever aware that | had seen nothing of his face but that photograph, that
shadow, that picture in a young girl's bedroom a picture casual and
franmed upon a littered dressing table yet bowered and dressed (or so 1

t hought) with all the maiden and invisible lily-roses, because even
before | saw the photograph 1 could have recogni sed, nay, described, the
very face. But | never sawit. | do not even know of nmy own know edge
that Ellen ever saw it, that Judith ever loved it, that Henry slewit:
so who will dispute ne when | say, Wiy did | not invent, create it?-And
1 knowthis: i f I were God 1 would invent out o f this seething turnoi
we call progress sonething (a nachi ne perhaps) which would adorn the
barren mrror altars o f every plain girl who breathes with such as
this-which is so little since we want so little-this pictured face. It
woul d not even need a skull behind it; al nost anonynous, it would only
need vague i nference of some wal king flesh and bl ood desired by soneone
else even if only in some shadowreal mo f make-believe.-A picture seen
by stealth, by creeping (ny childhood taught nme that instead of |ove and
it stood nme in good stead; in fact, if it had taught nme |ove, |ove could
not have stood nme so) into the deserted nidday roomto ook at it. Not
to dream since 1 dwelt in the dream but to renew, rehearse, the part
as the faulty though eager amateur night steal wingward in sonme interim
of the visible scene to hear the pronpter's nonentary voice. And i f

j eal ousy, not man's jealousy, the jealousy o f the lover; not even the

| over's self who spies fromlove, who spies to watch, taste, touch that
mai den revery of solitude which is the first thinning o f that veil we
call virginity; not to spring out, force that ee8
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to ne of love but let ne tell you, who know al ready nore of |ove than
you will ever know or need.' Then ny father returned and cane for nme and
took ne home and | becane again that nondescript too long a child yet
too short a wonman, in the fitless garnents which ny aunt had | eft

behi nd, keeping a fitless house, who was not spying, hiding, but

wai ting, watching, for no reward, no thanks, who did not love himin the
sense we nean it because there is no love of that sort w thout hope; who
(if it were love) loved with that sort beyond the conpass of glib books:
that | ove which gives up what it never had-that penny's nodi cumwhich is
the donor's all yet whose infinitesiml weight adds nothing to the
substance o f the 1 1q
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talking to one another in the long silence of notpeople in notlanguage,
like this: It seens that this denon-his nane was Sut pen-(Col one

Sut pen) - Col onel Sut pen. Who canme out o f nowhere and wi thout warning
upon the land with a band of strange niggers though his very inpression
(or lack of it) on Cold field or Sutpen walls held portentous prophecy
of what was to be;-Yes, running out o f that first year (that year
before the War) during which Ellen talked to me o f trousseau (and it ny
trousseau), of all the dreany panoply of surrender which was ny
surrender , who had so little to surrender that it was all 1 had because
there is that m ght-have-been which is the single rock we cling to above
t he mael strom of unbearable reality;-the four years while |I believed she
waited as | waited, while the stable world we had been taught to know

di ssolved in fire and snoke until peace and security were gone, and

pri de and hope, and there was left only nained honor's veterans, and

| ove. Yes, there should, there nust, be love and faith: these left with
us by fathers, husbands, sweethearts, brothers, who carried the pride
and the hope of peace in honor's vanguard as they did the flags; there
must be these, else what do men fight for? what else worth dying for?
Yes, dying not for honor's enpty sake, nor pride nor even peace, but for
that love and faith they |eft behind. Because he was to die; 1 know
that, knew that, as both pride and peace were: else howto prove |love's
imortality? But not love, not faith itself, thenselves. Love w thout
hope perhaps, faith with l[ittle to be proud with: but love and faith at

| east above the nurdering and the 1 20
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M ssus Judy wouldn't like hit. '")-I renenber how as we carried himdown
the stairs and out to the waiting wagon 1 tried to take the full weight
of the coffin to prove to nyself that he was really init. And | could
not tell. I was one o f his pall bearers, yet | could not, would not
bel i eve sonmething which | knew could not but be so. Because 1 never saw
him You see? There are sone things which happen to us which the
intelligence and the senses refuse just as the stomach sonetines refuses
what the pal ate has accepted but which digestion cannot
conpass-occurrences which stop us dead as though by sone inpal pabl e
intervention, |like a sheet of glass through which we watch all

subsequent events transpire as though in a soundl ess vacuum and fade,
vani sh; are gone, |eaving us inmobile, inpotent, helpless; fixed, until
we can die. That was L 1 was there; sonething o f nme wal ked in nmeasured
cadence with the neasured tread of Jones and his conpani on, and
Theophi l us McCaslin who had heard the news sonehow back in town, and
Clytie as we bore the awkward and unmanageabl e box past the stair's
close turning while Judith, followi ng, steadied it from behind, and so
down and out to the wagon, sonething o f ne helped to raise that which
it could not have raised alone yet which it still could not believe,
into the waiting wagon; sonething of me stood beside the gashy earth in
the cedars' sonber gl oom and heard the clunsy knell o f clods upon the
wood and answered No when Judith at the grave's nounded end said, "He
was a Catholic. Do any of you all know how Cat holics 'and Theophil us
McCaslin said, “Catholic be danmed; he was a soldier. And 1 can pray for
any Confedrit soldier' and then cried in his old man's shrill harsh | oud
cacophonous voi ce: " Yaaaay, Forrest! Yaaaay, John Sartoris!
Yaaaaaay! ' And sonething wal ked with Judith and O ytie back across that
sunset field and answered in sone curious serene suspension to the
serene quiet voice which talked o f plowing corn and cutting w nter
wood, and in the lanplit kitchen helped this tine to cook the neal and
hel ped to eat it too within the room beyond whose ceiling he no | onger
lay, and went to bed (yes, took a candle fromthat firmuntrenbling hand
and thought "~She did not even weep' and then in a | anp-gl oomed mrror
saw ny own face and thought “Nor did you either) within that house where
he had sojourned for another brief (and this tinme final) space and | eft
no trace of him not even tears. Yes. One day he was not. Then he was.
Then he was not. It was too short, too fast, too quick; 1 2z
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six hours o f a sunmer afternoon saw it all-a space too short to | eave
even the inprint o f a body on a mattress, and bl ood can cone from
anywhere -if there was blood, since | never saw him For all 1 was
allowed to know, we had no corpse; we even had no nurderer (we did not
even speak of Henry that day, not one o f us; |I did not say-the aunt,
the spinster, "Did he look well or ill? | did not say one o f the
thousand trivial things with which the indonitabl e woman-bl ood ignores
the man's world in which the bl ood ki nsman shows the courage or
cowardice, the folly or lust or fear, for which his fell ows praise or
crucify him who cane and crashed a door and cried his crinme and

vani shed, who for the fact that he was still alive was just that nuch
nore shadowy than the abstracti on which we had nailed into a box-a shot
heard only by its echo, a strange gaunt half-wild horse, bridled and
with enpty saddl e, the saddl e bags containing a pistol, a worn cl ean
shirt, alump o f iron-like bread, captured by a man four miles away and
two days later while trying to force the crib door in his stable. Yes,
nore than that: he was absent, and he was; he returned, and he was not;
three wonmen put sonething into the earth and covered it, and he had
never been. Now you will ask nme why | stayed there. | could say, 1 do
not know, could give ten thousand paltry reasons, all untrue, and be
believed:-that 1 stayed for food, who could have conbed ditch-banks and
weed- beds, nade and worked a garden as well at ny own hone in town as
here, not to speak of neighbors, friends whose alnms 1 m ght have
accepted, since necessity has a way o f obliterating from our conduct
various delicate scruples regarding honor and pride; that 1 stayed for
shelter, who had a roof of ny own in fee sinple now indeed; or that 1
stayed for conpany, who at home coul d have had the conpany of nei ghbors
who were at least o f my own kind, who had known ne all ny life and even
I onger in the sense that they thought not only as | thought but as ny
forbears thought, while here 1 had for conpany one woman whom for al
she was blood kin to me, 1 did not understand and, if what ny
observation warranted ne to believe was true, 1 did not wish to
under st and, and anot her who was so foreign to ne and to all that 1 was
t hat we m ght have been not only of different races (which we were), not
only of different sexes (which we were not), but o f different species,
speaki ng no | anguage whi ch the other understood, the very sinple words
with which we were forced to 1 za
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adj ust our days to one another being even less inferential o f thought
or intention than the sounds which a beast and a bird m ght make to each
other. But | dont say any o f these. | stayed there and waited for
Thormas Sut pen to cone hone. Yes. You will say (or believe) that 1 waited
even then to becone engaged to him if | said 1 did not, you would
believe | lied. But 1 do say 1 did not. | waited for himexactly as
Judith and dytie waited for him because now he was all we had, al

that gave us any reason for continuing to exist, to eat food and sl eep
and wake and rise again: know ng that he woul d need us, know ng as we
did (who knew him that he would begin at once to sal vage what was |eft
o f Sutpen's Hundred and restore it. Not that we would or did need him
(I had never for one instant thought of marriage, never for one instant

i magi ned that he would | ook at ne, see nme, since he never had. You may
believe ne, because 1 shall make no bones to say so when the nonent
cones to tell you when | did think of it.) No. It did not even require
the first day of the life we were to | ead together to show us that we
did not need him had not the need for any man so | ong as Wash Jones
lived or stayed there-1 who had kept ny father's house and he alive for
al nrost four years, Judith who had done the sanme out here, and Cytie who
could cut a cord o f wood or run a furrow better (or at |east quicker)

t han Jones hinself.-And this the sad fact, one of the saddest: that
weary tedi um which the heart and spirit feel when they no | onger need
that to whose need they (the spirit and the heart) are necessary. No. W
did not need him not even vicariously, who could not even join himin
his furious (that alnost mad intention which he brought hone with him
seened to project, radiate ahead o f himbefore he even di snount ed)
desire to restore the place to what it had been that he had sacrificed
pity and gentleness and | ove and all the soft virtues for -if he had
ever had themto sacrifice, felt their |lack, desired them of others. Not
even that. Neither Judith nor 1 wanted that. Perhaps it was because we
did not believe it could be done, but | think ..ERR CCD: 1.
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i mpervi ous enough, even if it did not natter to the walls whether we ate
or not. And amicably, not as two white wonen and a negress, not as three
negroes or three whites, not even as three wonen, but nerely as three
creatures who still possessed the need to eat but took no pleasure in
it, the need to sleep but fromno joy in weariness or regeneration, and
in whom sex was sone forgotten atrophy like the rudinmentary gills we
call the tonsils or the still-opposable thunbs for old clinbing. W kept
t he house, what part of it we lived in, used; we kept the room which
Thomas Sutpen would return to-not that one which he left, a husband, but
the one to which he should return a sonless wi dower, barren of that
posterity which he doubtless nust have wanted who had gone to the
troubl e and expense of getting children and housi ng them anong i nported
furniture beneath crystal chandeliers-just as we kept Henry's room as
Judith and dytie kept it that is, as i f he had not run up the stairs
that sunmer afternoon and then run down again; we grew and tended and
harvested with our own hands the food we ate, nade and worked t hat
garden just as we cooked and ate the food which cane out of it: with no
di stinction anong the three of us of age or color but just as to who
could build this fire or stir this pot or weed this bed or carry this
apron full of corn to the mlIl for neal with |east cost to the genera
good in tinme or expense of other duties. It was as though we were one
bei ng, interchangeable and indiscrimnate, which kept that garden

grow ng, spun thread and wove the cloth we wore, hunted and found and
rendered the neagre ditch-side herbs to protect and guarant ee what
spartan conpron se we dared or had the tinme to nake with ill ness,
harried and nagged that Jones into working the corn and cutting the wood
whi ch was to be our winter's warnth and sustenance;-the three of us,
three wonen: 1 drafted by circunstance at too soon an age into a

pi nch- penny housew fery which m ght have existed just as well upon a

i ght house rock, which had not even taught ne how to cultivate a bed of
flowers, let alone a kitchen garden, which had taught ne to | ook upon
fuel and neat as sonething appearing by its own volition in a woodbox or
on a pantry shelf; Judith created by circunstance (circunstance ? a
hundred years of careful nurturing, perhaps not by blood, not even Cold
field blood, but certainly by the tradition in which Thonas Sutpen's
ruthless will had carved a niche) to pass through the soft insulated and
unscat hed cocoon stages: bud, served prolific queen, then 1 z5
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potent and soft-handed natriarch o f old age's serene and well-1lived
content -Judith handi capped by what in nme was a few years' ignorance but
which in her was ten generations o f iron prohibition, who had not

| earned that first principle of penury which is to scrinp and save for
the sake of scrinmping and saving, who (and abetted by Cytie) would cook
twice what we could eat and three times what we could afford and give it
to anyone, any stranger in a land already beginning to fill wth
straggling soldiers who stopped and asked for it; and (but not I|east)
Cytie. Cytie, not inept, anything but inept: perverse inscrutable and
paradox: free, yet incapable o f freedom who had never once call ed
herself a slave, holding fidelity to none like the indolent and solitary
wol f or bear (yes, wild: half untaned bl ack, half Sutpen blood: and if
"untanmed' be synonynmous with 'wild, then 'Sutpen' is the silent

unsl eepi ng viciousness o f the tamer's |ash) whose fal se seem ng hol ds
it docile to fear's hand but which is not, which if this be fidelity,
fidelity only to the prine fixed principle of its own savageness;-Cytie
who in the very pignentation o f her flesh represented that debacle

whi ch had brought Judith and nme to what we were and whi ch had nade of
her (Cytie) that which she declined to be just as she had declined to
be that fromwhich its purpose had been to enanci pate her, as though
presi di ng al oof upon the new, she deliberately remained to represent to
us the threatf ul portent o f the old. W were three strangers. 1 do not
know what C ytie thought, what |ife she | ed which the food we rai sed and
cooked in unison, the cloth we spun and wove together, nourished and
sheltered. But | expected that because she and | were open, ay
honorabl e, enem es. But 1 did not even know what Judith thought and
felt. We slept in the sane room the three of us (this for nore than to
conserve the firewood which we had to carry in ourselves. W did it for
safety. It was winter soon and already soldiers were beginning to come
back-the stragglers, not all of themtranps, ruffians, but nen who had
ri sked and | ost everything, suffered beyond endurance and had returned
now to a ruined |and, not the same nen who had marched away but
transformed-and this the worst, the ultimte degradation to which war
brings the spirit, the soul-into the |ikeness of that man who abuses
fromvery despair and pity the beloved wife or mstress who in his
absence has been raped. W were afraid. W fed them we gave t hem what
and all we had and we woul d have assuned their wounds and left 1 z6
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usel ess i npot ent wonman-worryi ng about the absent mal e-as to how he
fared, i f he were cold or hungry or not, just as we talked of his
father, as if both they and we still lived in that tinme which that shot,
those running nad feet, had put a period to and then obliterated, as

t hough that afternoon had never been. But not once did we nmention
Charl es Bon. There were two afternoons in the late fall when Judith was
absent, returning at supper tinme serene and calm | did not ask and |
did not follow her, yet | knew and I knew that Cytie knew that she had
gone to clear that grave o f dead | eaves and the sere brown refuse of

t he cedars-that nound vani shing slowy back into the earth, beneath

whi ch we had buried nothing. No, there had been no shot. That sound was
nerely the sharp and final clap-to of a door between us and all that
was, all that might have been-a retroactive severance o f the stream of
event: a forever crystallised instant in inponderable tinme acconplished
by three weak yet indomtable wonmen which, preceding the acconplished
fact which we declined, refused, robbed the brother of the prey, reft
the nmurderer of a victimfor his very bullet. That was how we |ived for
seven nonths. And then one afternoon in January Thomas Sutpen cane hone;
sonmeone | ooked up fromwhere we were preparing the garden for another
year's food and saw himriding up the drive. And then one evening
becane engaged to many him It took nme just three nonths. (Do you nind
how | dont say he, but P) Yes, |, just three nonths, who for twenty
years had | ooked on him (when | did-had to-1oo0k) as an ogre, sonme beast
out of atale to frighten 1 27
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children with; who had seen his own get upon ny dead sister's body

al ready begin to destroy one another, yet who nust conme to himlike a
whi stled dog at that first opportunity, that noon when he who had been
seeing ne for twenty years should first raise his head and pause and
look at ne. Ch, | hold no brief for nyself who could (and woul d; ay,
doubt | ess have al ready) give you a thousand speci ous reasons good enough
for wonen, ranging fromwonan's natural inconsistency to the desire (or
even hope) for possible wealth, position, or even the fear of dying

manl ess which (so they will doubtless tell you) old maids al ways have,

or for revenge. No. | hold no brief for nme. 1 could have gone honme and 1
did not. Perhaps | should have gone honme. But 1 did not. As Judith and
Clytie did, | stood there before the rotting portico and wat ched hi m

ride up on that gaunt and jaded horse on which he did not seemto sit
but rather seened to project hinself ahead like a mrage, in sone fierce
dynamic rigidity of inpatience which the gaunt horse, the saddle, the
boots, the |eaf-colored and threadbare coat with its tarnished and

fl appi ng braid containing the sentient though nervel ess shell, could not
keep up with, which seened to precede himas he di smounted and out of
which he said "Wl |, daughter'and stooped and touched his beard to
Judith's forehead, who had not, did not, nove, who stood rigid and still
and i mmobile of face, and within which they spoke four sentences, four
sentences o f sinple direct words behind beneath above which 1 felt that
sane rapport of comrunal bl ood which | had sensed that day while Cytie
held ne fromthe stairs: "Henry's not ?° "No. He's not here.' - Ah.
And-?'" “Yes. Henry killed him 'and then burst into tears. Yes, burst,
who had not wept yep who had brought down the stairs that afternoon and
worn ever since that cold calmface which had stopped ne in m drunning
at that closed door; yes, burst, as i f that entire accunulation o f
seven nonths were erupting spontaneously fromevery pore in one

i ncredi bl e evacuati on (she not noving, not noving a nuscle) and then
vani shing, disappearing as instantaneously as i f the very fierce and
arid aura which he had enclosed her in were drying the tears faster than
they enmerged: and still standing with his hands on her shoul ders and

| ooked at Clytie and said, Ah, Cytie and then at ne-the sane face
which | had last seen, only a little thinner, the same ruthl ess eyes,
the hair grizzled a little now, and no 1 z8
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recognition in the face at all until Judith said, It's Rosa. Aunt Rosa.
She lives here now.' That was all. He rode up the drive and into our
lives again and left no ripple save those instantaneous and incredible
tears. Because he hinself was not there, not in the house where we spent
our days, had not stopped there. The shell of himwas there, using the
room whi ch we had kept for himand eating the food which we produced and
prepared as if it could neither feel the softness of the bed nor make

di stinction between the viands either as to quality or taste. Yes. He
wasn't there. Something ate with us; we talked to it and it answered
guestions; it sat with us before the fire at night and, rousing wthout
any warning from sone profound and benused conplete inertia, tal ked, not
to us, the six ears, the three m nds capable of listening, but to the
air, the waiting grimdecaying presence, spirit, of the house itself,

tal king that which sounded |ike the bonbast o f a madman who creates
within his very coffin walls his fabul ous i measurabl e Canel ots and
Carcassonnes. Not absent fromthe place, the arbitrary square of earth
whi ch he had naned Sutpen's Hundred: not that at all. He was absent only
fromthe room and that because he had to be el sewhere, a part of him
enconpassi ng each ruined field and fallen fence and crunbling wall o f
cabin or cotton house or crib; hinself diffused and in solution held by
that electric furious i mobile urgency and awar eness of short tinme and
the need for haste as if he had just drawn breath and | ooked about and
realised that he was old (he was fifty-nine) and was concerned (not
afrai d: concerned) not that old age m ght have left himinpotent to do
what he intended to do, but that he mght not have tine to do it in
before he woul d have to die. W were right about what he would intend to
do: that he would not even pause for breath before undertaking to
restore his house and plantation as near as possible to what it had
been. W did not know how he would go about it, nor 1 believe did he. He
could not have known, who canme hone with nothing, to nothing, to four
years less than nothing. But it did not stop him intinmdate him His
was that cold alert fury of the ganbler who knows that he may | ose
anyway but that with a second's flagging of the fierce constant will he
is sure to: and who keeps suspense fromever quite crystallising by
sheer fierce manipul ation of the cards or dice until the 1 2q
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ducts and gl ands of luck begin to flow again. He did not pause, did not
take that day or two to | et the bones and flesh o f fifty-nine
recuperate- the day or two in which he mght have tal ked, not about us
and what we had been doi ng, but about hinself, the past four years (for
all he ever told us, there mght not have been any war at all, or it on
anot her planet and no stake o f his risked on it, no flesh and blood o f
his to suffer by it)- that natural period during which bitter though
unmai med defeat m ght have exhausted itself to something |ike peace,
like quiet in the raging and incredul ous recounting (which enables man
to bear with living) o f that feather's bal ance between victory and

di saster which nmakes that defeat unbearabl e which, turning against him
yet declined to slay hi mwho, still alive, yet cannot bear to live with
it. W hardly ever saw him He would be gone from dawn until dark, he
and Jones and anot her man or two that he had got from sonewhere and paid
wi th sonet hing, perhaps the sane coin in which he had paid that foreign
architect-cajolery, pronmise, threat, and at |ast force. That was the

wi nter when we began to | earn what carpet-bagger neant and peopl e-
wonen-| ocked doors and wi ndows at night and began to frighten each other
with tales of negro uprisings, when the ruined, the four years' fallow
and neglected land lay nore idle yet while men with pistols in their
pockets gathered daily at secret neeting places in the towns. He did not
make one o f these; 1 renenber how one night a deputation called, rode
out through the nud of early March and put himto the point of definite
yes or no, with themor against them friend or eneny: and he refused,
declined, offered them (with no change o f gaunt ruthless face nor |eve
voi ce) defiance i f it was defiance they wanted, telling themthat i f
every man in the South would do as he hinself was doing, would see to
the restoration o f his ow |and, the general |and and South woul d save
itself. and ushered themfromthe roomand fromthe house and stood
plain in the doorway holding the | anp above his head while their
spokesman delivered his ultimatum 'This nmay be war, Sutpen, and
answered, 1 amused to it.' Ch yes, 1 watched him watched his old nan's
solitary fury fighting now not with the stubborn yet slowy tractable
earth as it had done before, but now agai nst the ponderable weight o f
the changed newtine itself as though he were trying to dama river with
his bare hands and a shingle: and this for the same spurious del usi on of
reward which i 3o
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had failed (failed? betrayed: and would this tinme destroy) himonce; 1
see the anal ogy nyself now. the accelerating circle's fatal curving
course of his ruthless pride, his lust for vain nagnificence, though 1
did not then. And how could P turned twenty true enough yet still a
child, still living in that wonb-1ike corridor where the world canme not
even as living echo but as dead inconprehensi ble shadow, where with the
qgui et and unal arned amazenent of a child 1 watched the mragy antics of
men and wonen-ny father, ny sister, Thomas Sutpen, Judith, Henry,
Charl es Bon-call ed honor, principle, marriage, |ove, bereavenent, death;
the child who watching himwas not a child but one of that triunvirate
not her - worman whi ch we three, Judith Cytie and 1, made, which fed and
clothed and warnmed the static shell and so gave vent and scope to the
fierce vain illusion and so said, At last nmy life is worth sonething,
even though it only shields and guards the antic fury o f an insane
child." And then one afternoon (I was in the garden with a hoe, where
the path canme up fromthe stable Iot) 1 |Iooked up and saw hi m | ooki ng at
nme. He had seen ne for twenty years, but now he was | ooking at nme; he
stood there in the path |looking at ne, in the mddle of the afternoon
That was it: that it should have been in the mddle o f the afternoon,
when he shoul d not have been anywhere near the house at all but mles
away and invisible somewhere anong his hundred square niles which they
had not troubled to begin to take away from hi myet, perhaps not even at
this point or at that point but diffused (not attenuated to thinness but
enl arged, magnified , enconpassing as though in a prol onged and unbroken
i nstant of trenmendous effort enmbracing and holding intact that ten-mle
square while he faced fromthe brink of disaster, invincible and
unafrai d, what he nust have known woul d be the final defeat) but instead
o f that standing there in the path |ooking at me with sonething curious
and strange in his face as if the barnlot, the path at the instant when
he canme in sight of me had been a swanp out of which he had energed

wi t hout having been forewarned that he was about to enter |ight, and
then went on-the face, the sanme face: it was not love; | do not say
that, not gentleness or pity: just a sudden over-burst of |ight,
illumnation, who had been told that his son had done nurder and

vani shed and said "Ah.- Well, Cdytie. ' He went on to the house. But it
was not love: | do not ..ERR COD: 1.
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he had needed, used nme; why should | rebel now, because he woul d use ne
nmore? but | did not say it; | could say this tinme, 1 do not know, and 1
would tell the truth. Because | do not know. He was gone, | did not even
know that either since there is a netabolismo f the spirit as well as o
f the entrails, in which the stored accunulations o f long tinme burn,
generate, create and break sone mai denhead o f the ravening neat; ay, in
a second's tine;-yes, lost all the shibboleth erupting o f cannot, wl|l
not, never will in one red instant's fierce obliteration. This was ny

i nstant, who could have fled then and did not, who found that he had
gone on and did not renenber when he had wal ked away, who found ny okra
bed finished w thout renenbering the conpleting o f it, who sat at the
supper table that night with the fam liar dreamcloudy shell which we
had grown used to (he did not | ook at ne again during the neal; | night
have said then, To what del uded sewer-gush of dream ng does the
incorrigible flesh betray us: but 1 did not) and then before the fire in
Judith's bedroom sat as we always did until he came in the door and

| ooked at us and said, 'Judith, you and Cytie ' and ceased, still
entering, then said, 'No, never nmnd. Rosa will not mind i f you both
hear it too, since we are short for tinme and busy with what we have o f
Wand cane and stopped and put his hand on ny head and (I do not know
what he | ooked at while he spoke, save that by the sound o f his voice
it was not at us nor at anything in that roon) said, 'You may think I
made your sister Ellen no very good husband . You probably do think so.
But even if you will not discount the fact that | am ol der now, |
believe | can promise that 1 shall do no worse at |east for you.' That
was ny courtship. That mnute's exchanged | ook in a kitchen garden, that
hand upon ny head in his daughter's bedroom a ukase, a decree, a serene
and florid boast |like a sentence (ay, and delivered in the sane
attitude) not to be spoken and heard but to be read carved in the bl and
stone which pedinents a forgotten and nanel ess effigy. 1 do not excuse

it. I claimno brief, no pity, who did not answer "1 will' not because
was not asked, because there was no place, no niche, no interval for
reply. Because | could have made one. | could have forced that niche

nmyself if 1 had willed to-a niche not shaped to fit mld 'Yes' but sone
blind desperate femal e weapon's frenzi ed sl ash whose very gapi ng wound
had cried 'No! No!' and 'Help!' and 'Save ne!' No, no brief, no pity,
who 1 32
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did not even nove, who sat beneath that hard oblivious chil dhood ogre's
hand and heard himspeak to Judith now, heard Judith's feet, saw
Judith's hand, not Judith-that palmin which 1 read as froma printed
chronicle the orphaning, the hardship, the bereave o f |ove; the four
hard barren years of scoriating loom o f axe and hoe and all the other
tools decreed for men to use: and upon it lying the ring which he gave
Ellen in the church alnmost thirty years ago. Yes, anal ogy and paradox
and madness too. | sat there and felt not watched himslip the ring onto
ny finger in nmy turn (he was sitting now also, in the chair which we
called Aytie's while she stood just beyond the firelight's range beside
the chimmey) and listened to his voice as Ellen nmust have listened in
her own spirit's April thirty years ago: he tal king not about nme or |ove
or marriage, not even about hinmself and to no sane nortal |istening nor
out of any sanity, but to the very dark forces of fate which he had
evoked and dared, out of that wild braggart dream where an intact

Sut pen' s Hundred which no nore had actual being now (and woul d never
have again) than it had when Ellen first heard it, as though in the
restoration o f that ring to a living finger he had turned all tine back
twenty years and stopped it, froze it. Yes. | sat there and listened to
his voice and told nyself, Wy, he is nad. He will decree this marriage
for tonight and performhis own cerenpony, hinself both groom and

m ni ster; pronounce his own wild benediction on it with the very bedward
candle in his hand: and | nmad too, for 1 will acqui esce, succunb; abet
hi m and plunge down. ' No, 1 hold no brief, ask no pity. 1 f I was saved
that night (and 1 was saved; nine was to be sonme later, colder sacrifice
when we-1l-should be free o f all excuse o f the surprised inportunate
traitorous flesh) it was no fault no doing of my own but rather because,
once he had restored the ring, he ceased to | ook at ne save as he had

| ooked for the twenty years before that afternoon, as i f he had reached
for the noment sonme interval o f sanity such as the nmad know, just as

t he sane have intervals of madness to keep them aware that they are
sane. It was nore than that even. For three nonths now he had seen ne
daily though he had not |ooked at ne since 1 nerely nmade one of that
triunmvirate who received his gruff unspoken man's gratitude for the
spartan ease we supplied, not to his confort perhaps but at |least to the
mad dream he lived in. But for the next two nonths he did not even see
me. Perhaps the reason was the obvious one: he was too busy; that having
acconpl i shed 133
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hi s engagenent (granted that was what he wanted) he did not need to see
me. Certainly he did not: there was not even any date set for the
wedding. It was al nost as though that very afternoon did not exist, had
never happened. | m ght not have even been there in the house. Wrse: |
coul d have gone, returned home, and he woul d not have m ssed ne. | was
(whatever it was he wanted o f ne-not ny being, ny presence: just ny
exi stence, whatever it was that Rosa Goldfield or any young fermale no
bl ood kin to himrepresented in whatever it was he wanted-because 1 wll
do himthis credit: he had never once thought about what he asked ne to
do until the nonment he asked it because | know that he woul d not have
waited two nonths or even two days to ask it)-nmy presence was to him
only the absence o f black norass and snarled vine and creeper to that
man who had struggl ed through a swanp with nothing to guide or drive
hi m no hope, no light: only sone incorrigibility o f unde feat-and

bl undered at |ast and wi thout warning onto dry solid ground and sun and
air -if there could have been such thing as sun to him i f anyone or
any thing could have conpeted with the white glare of his madness. Yes,
mad, yet not so mad. Because there is a practicality to viciousness: the
thief, the liar, the nurderer even, has faster rules than virtue ever
has; why not madness too? If he was nad, it was only his conpelling
dream whi ch was insane and not his nmethods: it was no nadnman who

bar gai ned and caj ol ed hard manual | abor out o f nmen like Jones; it was
no madman who kept clear of the sheets and hoods and ni ght-gall opi ng
horses with which nen who were once his acquai ntances even i f not his
friends discharged the canker suppuration of defeat; it was no madman's
pl an or tactics which gained himat the | owest possible price the sole
wonman available to wive him and by the one device which could have

gai ned his point- -not madman, no: since surely there is sonething in
madness, even the denoniac, which Satan }|ees, aghast at his own

handi wor k, and whi ch God | ooks on in pity-sone spark, some crunb to

| eaven and redeemthat articulated flesh, that speech sight hearing
taste and bei ng which we call human man. But no matter. 1 will tell you
what he did and let you be the judge. (O try to tell you, because there
are some things for which three words are three too many, and three

t housand words that nany words too less, and this is one o f them It
can be told, | could take that nany sentences, repeat the bold blank
naked and outrageous words just as he 134
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that will fit your dreambut 1 can give you airy space and scope for
your delirium 'And then one afternoon-oh there was a fate init:
afternoon and afternoon and afternoon: do you see? the death o f hope
and | ove, the death o f pride and principle, and then the death of
everything save the old outraged and aghast unbelieving which has | asted
for forty-three years -he returned to the house and called nme, shouting
fromthe back gallery until | cane down; oh 1 told you he had not
thought o f it until that nonent, that prol onged nonent which contai ned
t he di stance between the house and wherever it was he had been standing
when he thought o f it: and this too coincident: it was the very day on
whi ch he knew definitely and at |ast exactly how nmuch o f his hundred
square mles he would be able to save and keep and call his own on the
day when he would have to die, that no matter what happened to hi m now,
he would at | east retain the shell o f Sutpen's Hundred even though a
better name for it would now be Sutpen's One-called, shouted for ne
until | canme down. He had not even waited to tether his horse; he stood
with the reins over his arm (and no hand on ny head now) and spoke the
bal d outrageous words exactly as i f he were consulting with Jones or

with sonme other man about a bitch dog or a cow or mare. They will have
told you how | came back home. Oh yes, | know 'Rosie Coldfield, |ose
him weep him caught a man but couldn't keep him Oh yes, | know (and

kind too; they would be kind): Rosa Coldfield, warped bitter orphaned
country stick called Rosa Cold field, safely engaged at |ast and so oft
the town, the county; they will have told you: How | went out there to
live for the rest o f ny life, seeing in ny nephew s nurdering an act of
God enabling nme ostensibly to obey ny dying sister's request that | save
at least one o f the two children which she had dooned by concei vi ng
them but actually to be in the house when he returned who, being a
dermon, woul d therefore be inpervious to shot and shell and so woul d
return; | waiting for himbecause 1 was young still (who had buried no
hopes to bugles, beneath a flag) and ripe for marrying in this tine and
pl ace where nost of the young nmen were dead and all the living ones
either old or already married or tired, too tired for |ove; he ny best
my only chance in this: an environnment where at best and even | acking
war ny chances woul d have been sl ender enough since | was not only a 136
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Sout hern gentl eworman but the very nodest character of whose background
and circumnstances nust needs be their own affirmation since had 1 been

t he daughter of a wealthy planter 1 could have married al nost anyone but
bei ng the daughter nmerely of a small store-keeper | could even afford to
accept flowers from al nost no one and so woul d have been doonmed to marry
at | ast sonme casual apprentice-clerk in ny father's business;-Yes, they
will have told you: who was young and had buried hopes only during that
ni ght which was four years | ong when beside a shuttered and unsl eepi ng
candl e she enbal ned the War and its heritage o f suffering and injustice
and sorrow on the backsides o f the pages within an old account book,
enbal m ng blotting fromthe breathable air the poi sonous secret

ef fluvium of lusting and hating and killing;-they will have told you.
daughter o f an enbusque who had to turn to a denon, a villain: and
therefore she had been right in hating her father since if he had not
died in that attic she would not have had to go out there to find food
and protection and shelter and if she had not had to depend on his food
and clothing (even if she did help to grow and weave it) to keep her
alive and warmuntil sinple justice demanded that she nake what return
for it he might require of her commensurate with honor she woul d not
have becone engaged to himand i f she had not becone engaged to himshe
woul d not have had to lie at night asking herself Wiy and Wiy and Wy as
she has done for forty-three years: as i f she had been instinctively
right even as a child in hating her father and so these forty-three
years of inpotent and unbearabl e outrage were the revenge o f sone

sophi sticated and ironic sterile nature on her for having hated that

whi ch gave her life.-Yes, Rosa Coldfield engaged at |ast who, I acking
the fact that her sister had bequeathed her at |east sonmething o f

shel ter and kin, mght have beconme a charge upon the town: and now Rosie
Coldfield, lose him weep him found a man but failed to keep him Rosa
Cold field who would be right only right, being right, is not enough for
wonen who had rather be wong than just that who want the nan who was
wong to admit it. And that's what she cant forgive himfor: not for the
insult, not even for having jilted her- but for being dead. Ch yes, 1
know, 1 know. How two nonths |ater they | earned that she had packed up
her bel ongings (that is, put on the shawl and hat again) and cone back
to town, to live alone 137
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in the house where her parents were dead and gone and where Judith woul d
come now and then and bring her sone o f what food they had out at

Sut pen' s Hundred and which only dire necessity, the brute inexplicable
flesh's stubborn will to live, brought her (Mss Coldfield) to accept.
And it dire indeed: because now the town-farmers passing, negro servants
going to work in white kitchens-would see her before sunup gathering
greens al ong garden fences, pulling themthrough the fence since she had
no garden of her own, no seed to plant one with, no tools to work it
with herself even i f she had known conpl etely how who had had only the
freshman year at gardeni ng and doubtl ess woul d not have worked it i f
she had known who had never surrendered; reaching through the garden
fence and gat hering vegetabl es who woul d have been wel cone to enter the
garden and get them and they woul d have even done the gathering and sent
themto her since there were nore people than judge Benbow who woul d

| eave baskets o f provisions on her front porch at night but she would
not permt them who would not even use a stick to reach through the
fence and draw the vegetabl es to where she could grasp them the reach
of her unaided armbeing the linmt of brigandage whi ch she never passed,
and it not to keep from being seen stealing which sent her forth before
the town was awake because i f she had had a ni gger she woul d have sent
himforth in broad daylight to forage, where, she would not have cared,
exactly as the cavalry heroes whom she wote verse about woul d have sent
their men.-Yes, Rosie Coldfield, lose him weep him caught a beau but
couldn't keep him (oh yes, they will tell you) found a beau and was

i nsulted, something heard and not forgiven, not so nuch for the saying
of it but for having thought it about her so that when she heard it she
realised |ike thunderclap that it nust have been in his mnd for a day,
a week, even a nonth maybe, he looking at her daily with that in his

m nd and she not even knowing it. But 1 forgave him They will tell you
different, but 1 did. Wiy shouldn't P I had nothing to forgive; | had
not | ost himbecause | never owned him a certain segnent o f rotten nud
wal ked into ny life, spoke that to ne which | had never heard before and
never shall again, and then wal ked out; that was all. | never owned him
certainly not in that sewer sense which you would nean by that and naybe
think (but you are wong) 1 nean. That did not matter. That was not even
i 38
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the nub o f the insult. |I nean that he was not owned by anyone or
anything in this world, had never been, would never be, not even by

Ell en, not even by Jones' granddaughter. Because he was not articul ated
inthis world. He was a wal ki ng shadow. He was the |ight-blinded
bat-1i ke image of his own torment cast by the fierce denpniac |antern up
from beneath the earth's crust and hence in retrograde, reverse; from
abysmal and chaotic dark to eternal and abysmal dark conpleting his
descending (do you mark the gradation?) ellipsis, clinging, trying to
cling with vain unsubstantial hands to what he hoped woul d hold him
save him arrest himE len (do you mark thenf?), nyself, then last o f

all that fatherless daughter o f Wash Jones' only child who, so | heard
once, died in a Menphis brothel-to find severance (even i f not rest and
peace) at last in the stroke o f a rusty scythe. 1 was told, informed of
that too, though not by Jones this tine but by soneone el se ki nd enough
to turn aside and tell me he was dead. 'Dead?" | cried. " Dead? You? You
lie; you' re not dead; heaven cannot, and hell dare not, have you!' But
Quentin was not |istening, because there was al so sonething which he too
could not pass-that door, the running feet on the stairs beyond it

al nrost a continuation of the faint shot, the two wonen, the negress and
the white girl in her underthings (nade of flour sacking when there had
been flour, of w ndow curtains when not) pausing, |ooking at the door,
the yell owed creany nass of old intricate satin and | ace spread
carefully on the bed and then caught swiftly up by the white girl and
hel d before her as the door crashed in and the brother stood there,

hatl ess, with his shaggy bayonet-trinmmed hair, his gaunt worn unshaven
face, his patched and faded gray tunic, the pistol still hangi ng agai nst
his flank: the two of them brother and sister, curiously alike as if
the difference in sex had nerely sharpened the common blood to a
terrific, an al nost unbearable, simlarity, speaking to one another in
short brief staccato sentences |ike slaps, as if they stood breast to
breast striking one another in turn, neither making any attenpt to guard
agai nst the blows: Now you cant marry him Wy cant 1 marry hinf Because
he's dead. Dead? 139
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Yes. | killed him He (Quentin) couldn't pass that. He was not even
listening to her; he said, "Ma' an? What's that? Wat did you say?"
"There's sonmething in that house." "In that house? It's COytie. Dont she

"No. Sonething living init. Hdden init. It has been out there for
four years, living hidden in that house."
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dernent and dread it has been taught to regard as an irrevocabl e and
unpl unbabl e finality, 1 do not knowit. And if there can be either
access o f confort or cessation of pain in the ultimte escape froma

st ubborn and anazed outrage which over a period of forty-three years has
been compani onship and bread and fire and all, | do not know that
either- -bringing with it that very Septenber evening itself (and he
soon needing, required, to say "No, neither aunt cousin nor uncle Rosa.
M ss Rosa. Mss Rosa Coldfield, an old |lady that died young of outrage
in 1866 one sumrer” and then Shreve, "You nean she was no kin to you, no
kin to you at all, that there was actually one Southern Bayard or

Qui nevere who was no kin to you? then what did she die for?" and that

not Shreve's first time, nobody's first tinme in Canbridge since
Septenber : Tell about the South. What's it |ike there. What do they do
there. Why do they live there. Wiy do they live at all)-that very

Sept enber eveni ng when M Conpson stopped tal king at last, he (Quentin)
wal ked out of his father's talking at |ast because it was nowtine to
go, not because he had heard it all because he had not been listening
since he had sonething which he still was unable to pass: that door,

that gaunt tragic dramatic self-hypnotised youthful face like the
tragedian in a college play, an acadenic Ham et waked from sone
trancenent of the curtain's falling and bl undering across the dusty
stage fromwhich the rest of the cast had departed | ast comencenent,
the sister facing himacross the weddi ng dress which she was not to use,
not even to finish, the two of them slashing at one another with twel ve
or fourteen words and nost of these the sanme words repeated two or three
times so that when you boiled it down they did it with eight or ten. And
she (Mss Coldfield) had on the shaw, as he had known she woul d, and

t he bonnet (black once but faded now to that fierce nuted netallic green
of old peacock feathers) and the black reticule alnbpst as large as a
carpet bag containing all the keys which the house possessed: cupboard
cl oset and door, some of which would not even turn in | ocks which, shot
home, coul d be solved by any child with a hairpin or a wad of chew ng
gum sone of which no |onger even fit the | ocks they had been made for
like old married people who no | onger have anything in conmon, to do or

i 4z
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to tal k about, save the sane general weight of air to displace and
breat he and general oblivious biding earth to bear their weight; that
evening, the twelve mles behind the fat mare in the noonl ess Sept enber
dust, the trees along the road not rising soaring as trees should but
squatting like huge fow, their |eaves ruffled and heavily separate |like
the feathers of panting fows, heavy with sixty days of dust, the
roadsi de undergrowt h coated w th heat-vul cani sed dust and, seen through
the dustcloud in which the horse and buggy noved, appeared |ike nasses
stranding delicate and rigid and i mobly upward at perpendicular's
absolute in some old dead volcanic water refined to the oxygenl ess first
principle of liquid, the dustcloud in which the buggy nmoved not bl owi ng
away because it had been raised by no wind and was supported by no air
but evoked, materialised about them instantaneous and eternal, cubic
foot for cubic foot of dust to cubic foot for cubic foot of horse and
buggy, peripatetic beneath the branch-shredded vistas of flat black
fiercely and heavily starred sky, the dustcloud noving on, enclosing
themw th not threat exactly but nmaybe warning, bland, al nost friendly,
warning, as if to say, Come oni f you like. But 1 will get there first;
accumul ating ahead of you | will arrive first, lifting, sloping gently
upward under hooves and wheels so that you will find no destination but
will merely abrupt gently onto a plateau and a panorama o f harm ess and
i nscrutable night and there will be nothing for you to do but return and
so | would advise you not to go, to turn back now and | et what is, be;
he (Quentin) agreeing to this, sitting in the buggy beside the

i npl acabl e doll-sized old wonan cl utching her cotton unbrella, snelling
the heat-distilled old woman- flesh, the heat-distilled canphor in the
old fold-creases of the shawl, feeling exactly like an electric bulb

bl ood and skin since the buggy disturbed not enough air to cool himwth
notion, created not enough notion within himto make his skin sweat,

t hi nki ng Good Lord yes, let's dont find himor it, try to find himor

it, risk disturbing himor it: (then Shreve again, "Wait. Wait. You nean
that this old gal, this Aunt Rosa "M ss Rosa," Quentin said. "All right
all right. that this old danme, this Aunt Rosa "M ss Rosa, | tell you."
"All right all right all right. that this old this Aunt R Al 143



Page 132

right all right all right all right. that hadn't been out there, hadn't
set foot in the house even in forty-three years, yet who not only said
t here was sonebody hidden in it but found sonebody that woul d believe
her, would drive that twelve mles out there in a buggy at mdnight to
see if she was right or not?" "Yes," Quentin said. "That this old dane
that grew up in a household |ike an overpopul ated nmausol eum w th no
call or claimon her time but the hating of her father and aunt and her
sister's husband in peace and confort and waiting for the day when they
woul d prove not only to thenselves but to everybody el se that she had
been right: so one night the aunt slid down the rainpipe with a horse
trader and she was right about the aunt so that fixed that: then her
father nailed hinself up in the attic to keep frombeing drafted into
the Rebel arny and starved to death so that fixed that except for the
unavoi dabl e possibility that when the nonent came for himto admt to
hi nsel f that she had been right he may not have been able to speak or
may not have had anyone to tell it to: so she was right about the father
too since if he hadn't nade General Lee and Jeff Davis nmad he woul dn't
have had to nail hinself up and die and if he hadn't died he woul dn't
have | eft her an orphan and a pauper and so situated, |left susceptible
to a situation where she could receive this nortal affront: and right
about the brother-in-law because if he hadn't been a denmon his children
woul dn't have needed protection fromhimand she woul dn't have had to go
out there and be betrayed by the old neat and find instead of a w dowed
Aganennon to her Cassandra an ancient stiff-jointed Pyranmus to her eager
t hough untried Thi sbe who coul d approach her in this unbidden April's
compounded denonry and suggest that they breed together for test and
sample and if it was a boy they would marry; would not have had to be
bl own back to town on the initial blast of that horror and outrage to
eat of gall and wormwod stol en through paling fences at dawn: so this
was not fixed at all and forever because she couldn't even tell it
because of who her successor was, not because he found a successor by
just turning around and no day's loss of tinme even but because of who

t he successor was, that she m ght conceivably have ever suffered a
situation where she could or woul d have to decline any office which her
successor coul d have been 144
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in their progeny the brittle bones and tired flesh of an old nan agai nst
the day when the Creditor would run himto earth for the last tinme and
he couldn't get away: and so sure enough the daughter fell in | ove, the
son the agent for the providing of that |iving bulwark between him(the
denmon) and the Creditor's bailiff hand until the son should marry and
thus insure hi mdoubl ed and conpounded-and then the denpn rnust turn
square around and run not only the fiance out of the house and not only
the son out of the house but so corrupt seduce and nesnerise the son
that he (the son) should do the office of the outraged father's

pi stol - hand when fornication threatened: so that the denon should return
fromthe war five years later and find acconplished and conpl ete the
situation he had been working for: son fled for good now with a noose
behi nd him daughter doonmed to spinsterhood-and then al nost before his
foot was out of the stirrup he not only set out to try to restore his
plantation to what it used to be, Iike maybe he was hoping to fool the
Creditor by illusion and obfuscation by concealing behind the illusion
that tine and change had not el apsed and occurred the fact that he was
now al nost sixty years old until he could get hinself a new batch of
children to bulwark him but chose for this purpose the |ast wonan on
earth he m ght have hoped to prevail on, this Aunt R -all right al

right all right.-that hated him that had always hated him yet choosing
her with a kind of outrageous bravado as if a kind of despairing
conviction of his irresistibility or invulnerability were a part of the
price he had got for whatever it was he had sold the Creditor since
according to the old dane he never had had a soul; proposed to her and
was accepted-then three nonths later, with no date ever set for the
weddi ng and marriage itself not nentioned ore 146
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time since, and on the very day when he established definitely that he
woul d be able to keep at |east sone of his |and and how much, he
approached her and suggested they breed |ike a couple of dogs together,
inventing with fiendish cunning the thing which husbands and fiances
have been trying to invent for ten mllion years: the thing that w thout
harm ng her or giving her grounds for civil or tribal action would not
only blast the little dreamworman out of the dovecote but |eave her

i rrevocably husbanded (and hi nsel f, husband or fiance, already safely
cuckol ded before she can draw breath) with the abstract carcass of
outrage and revenge; who said it and was free now, forever nore now of
threat or neddling fromanyone since he had at |ast elimnated the | ast
menber of his late wife's family, free now son fled to Texas or
California or nmaybe even South Anerica, daughter dooned to spinsterhood
to live until he died, since after that it wouldn't matter, in that
rotting house, caring for himand feeding him raising chickens and
peddling the eggs for the clothes she and Cytie couldn't make: so that
he didn't even need to be a denmon now but just mad inpotent old nman who
had realised at last that his dreamof restoring his Sutpen's Hundred
was not only vain but that what he had left of it would never support
himand his famly and so running his little crossroads store with a
stock of plowshares and hane strings and calico and kerosene and cheap
beads and ri bbons and a clientele of freed niggers and (what is it? the
word? white what ?-Yes, trash) with Jones for clerk and who knows naybe
what del usi ons of maki ng noney out of the store to rebuild the

pl antation ; who had escaped twi ce now, got hinself into it and been
freed by the Creditor who set his children to destroyi ng one anot her

bef ore he had posterity, and he decided that maybe he was wong in being
free and so got into it again and then decided that he was wong in
bei ng unfree and so got out of it again-and then turned right around and
bought his way back into it with beads and calico and striped candy out
of his own showcase and off his shelves?" "Yes," Quentin said. He sounds
just like Father he thought, glancing (his face quiet, reposed,
curiously alnost sullen) for a nonent at Shreve | eaning forward into the
| anp, his naked torso pink-gleam ng and baby- snooth, cherubic, al nost
hai rl ess, the twin noons of his spectacles glinting against his noonlike
rubi cund face, snelling (Quentin) the 147
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cigar and the wistaria, seeing the fireflies blowing and winking in the
Sept enber dusk. Just exactly like Father i f Father had known as nuch
about it the night before 1 went out there as he did the day after 1
canme back thinking Mad i npotent old man who realised at last that there
must be some |imt even to the capabilities of a denon for doing harm
who must have seen his situation as that o f the show girl, the pony,
who realises that the principal tune she prances to comes not from horn
and fiddle and drum but froma clock and cal endar, nust have seen

hi nsel f as the old wonout cannon which realises that it can deliver just
one nore fierce shot and crunble to dust in its own furious blast and

recoil, who | ooked about upon the scene which was still within his scope
and conpass and saw son gone, vani shed, nore insuperable to himnow than
if the son were dead since now (if the son still lived) his name would

be different and those to call himby it strangers and whatever dragon's
out cr oppi ng of Sutpen bl ood the son night sow on the body o f whatever
strange wonan woul d therefore carry on the tradition, acconplish the
hereditary evil and harm under anot her name and upon and anpong peopl e
who will never have heard the right one; daughter dooned to spinsterhood
who had chosen spinsterhood al ready before there was anyone naned
Charl es Bon since the aunt who canme to succor her in bereavenent and
sorrow found neither but instead that cal mabsolutely inpenetrable face
bet ween a honespun dress and sunbonnet seen before a cl osed door and
again in a cloudy swirl o f chickens while Jones was building the coffin
and whi ch she wore during the next year while the aunt lived there and
the three wonen wove their own garnents and raised their own food and
cut the wood they cooked it with (excusing what hel p they had from Jones
who lived with his granddaughter in the abandoned fishing canp with its
col l apsing roof and rotting porch against which the rusty scythe which
Sutpen was to Iend him make himborrow to cut away the weeds fromthe
door-and at last forced himto use though not to cut weeds, at |east not
veget abl e weeds -would lean for two years) and wore still after the
aunt's indignation had swept her back to town to live on stol en garden
truck and out o f anonynous baskets left on her front steps at night,
the three of them the two daughters negro and white and the aunt twelve
mles away watching fromher distance as the two daughters watched from
theirs the old denon, the ancient varicose and despairing Faustus fling
his final main now with the 148
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Creditor's hand already on his shoulder, running his little country
store now for his bread and neat, haggling tediously over nickels and
dimes with rapaci ous and poverty-stricken whites and negroes, who at one
time could have galloped for ten mles in any direction w thout crossing
hi s own boundary, using out of his nmeagre stock the cheap ribbons and
beads and the stale violently-colored candy with which even an old man
can seduce a fifteen-year-old country girl, to ruin the granddaughter o
f his partner, this Jones-this gangling nmalaria-ridden white man whom he
had gi ven permni ssion fourteen years ago to squat in the abandoned
fishing canp with the year-old grandchil d-Jones, partner porter and
clerk who at the denon's conmand renoved with his own hand (and maybe
delivered too) fromthe showase the candy beads and ribbons, neasured
the very cloth fromwhich Judith (who had not been bereaved and did not
nmourn) hel ped the granddaughter to fashion a dress to wal k past the

| ounging nmen in, the side-looking and the tongues, until her increasing
bel 'y taught her enbarrassnent-or perhaps fear;-Jones who before '61 had
not even been allowed to approach the front of the house and who during
the next four years got no nearer than the kitchen door and that only
when he brought the ganme and fish and vegetabl es on which the
seducer-to-be's wi fe and daughter (and Cytie too, the one remnaining
servant, negro, the one who would forbid himto pass the kitchen door

wi th what he brought) depended on to keep life in them but who now
entered the house itself on the (quite frequent now) afternoons when the
demon woul d suddenly curse the store enpty of custoners and | ock the
door and repair to the rear and in the sane tone in which he used to
address his orderly or even his house servants when he had them (and in
whi ch he doubt! ess ordered Jones to fetch fromthe showase the ribbons
and beads and candy) direct Jones to fetch the jug, the two of them (and
Jones even sitting now who in the old days, the old dead Sunday
afternoons o f nonotonous peace which they spent beneath the scuppernong
arbor in the back yard, the denon Ilying in the hammock while Jones
squatted against a post, rising fromtinme to time to pour for the denpn
fromthe dem john and the bucket of spring water which he had fetched
fromthe spring nore than a mle away then squatting again, chortling
and chuckling and saying " Sho, Mster Tawm each tinme the denpn
paused)-the two o f themdrinking turn and turn about fromthe jug and
149
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t he denon not |ying down now nor even sitting but reaching after the
third or second drink that old man's state of inpotent and furious
undefeat in which he would rise, swaying and plungi ng and shouting for
his horse and pistols to ride single-handed i nto Washi ngton and shoot
Lincoln (a year or so too |late here) and Shernman both, shouting, 'Kill
them Shoot them down |ike the dogs they are!' and Jones: 'Sho, Kernel;
sho now and catching himas he fell and comandeering the first passing
wagon to take himto the house and carry himup the front steps and

t hrough the paintless formal door beneath its fanlight inported pane by
pane from Europe which Judith held open for himto enter with no change,
no alteration in that calmfrozen face which she had worn for four years
now, and on up the stairs and into the bedroomand put himto bed |ike a
baby and then lie down hinself on the floor beside the bed though not to
sl eep since before dawn the man on the bed would stir and groan and
Jones would say, 'flyer I am Kernel. Hit's all right. They aint whupped
us yit, air they? =this Jones who after the denon rode away with the
regi nent when the granddaughter was only eight years old would tell
people that he "was |l ookin after Major's place and niggers' even before
they had tine to ask himwhy he was not with the troops and perhaps in
time cane to believe the lie hinself, who was anong the first to greet

t he denon when he returned, to neet himat the gate and say, 'Well,
Kernel, they kilt us but they aint whupped us yit, air they?" who even
wor ked, | abored, sweat at the denon's behest during that first furious
period while the denon believed he could restore by sheer indomtable
willing the Sutpen's Hundred which he renenbered and had | ost, | abored
with no hope of pay or reward who nust have seen | ong before the denon
did (or would admt it) that the task was hopel ess-blind Jones who
apparently saw still in that furious |echerous weck the old fine figure
of the man who once gal |l oped on the bl ack thoroughbred about that domain
two boundaries of which the eye could not see fromany point "Yes,"
Quentin said. So that Sunday norning cane and the denpn up and away

bef ore dawn, Judith thinking she knew why since that norning the bl ack
stallion which he rode to Virginia and | ed back had a son born on his

wi fe Penelope, only it was not that foal which the denon had got up
early to look at and it was al nost a week before they caught, found, the
old i5o
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and then he | ooked at the girl on the pallet again and said, 'Wll,
MIlly; too bad you're not a nare too. Then | could give you a decent

stall in the stable' and turned and went out and the ol d negress
squatted there and heard them the voices, he and Jones: "Stand back
Dont you touch ne, Wash.'-1"mgoing to tech you, Kernel' and she heard

the whip too though not the scythe, no whistling air, no bl ow nothing
since al ways that which nerely consummates puni shment evokes a cry while
t hat which evokes the | ast silence occurs in silence. And that night
they finally found himand fetched himhone in a wagon and carried him
qui et and bl oody and with his teeth still showing in his parted beard
(which was hardly grizzled although his hair was al nost white now) in
the light o f the lanterns and the pine torches, up the steps where the
tearl ess and stone- faced daughter held the door open for himtoo who
used to like to drive fast to church and who rode fast there this tine,
only when it was all over he had never reached the church since the
daughter (the wonan of thirty now and | ooki ng ol der, not as the weak
grow old, either enclosed in a static ballooning of already lifeless
flesh or through a series of stages of gradual coll apsing whose
particles adhere not to sonme iron and still inpervious framework but to
one anot her as though in sone communal and oblivious and mndless life
of their own like a colony o f naggots, but as the denon hinsel f had
grown old: with a kind of condensation, an angui shed energence of the
prinmary indom table ossification which the soft color and texture, the
light electric aura of youth, had nmerely tenporarily assuaged but never
conceal ed-the spinster in homemade and shapel ess clothing, with hands
whi ch could either transfer eggs or hold a plow straight in furrow)

deci ded that he should be driven in to that same Methodi st church in
town where he had married her nother before returning to the grave in

t he cedar grove, who borrowed two half-wild young nules to pull the
wagon: so he rode fast toward church as far as he went, in his honmenmade
coffin, in his reginmentals and sabre and enbroi dered gauntlets, unti

t he young mul es bolted and turned the wagon over and tunbled him sabre
plumes and all, into a ditch from 151
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even seen -she and Henry both knowi ng that she woul d observe the
probation, give him(Henry) the benefit of that interval, only up to
that nutually recogni sed though unstated and undefined point and both
doubtl ess aware that when that point was reached she would, and with the
sane calm the sane refusal to accept or give because of any traditiona
weakness of sex, recall the arm stice and face himas a foe, not
requiring or even wishing that Bon be present to support her, doubtless
even refusing to allow himto intervene if he were, fighting the matter
out with Henry like a man first before consenting to revert to the
wonman, the loved, the bride. And Bon: Henry would have no nore told Bon
what his father had told himthan he would have returned to his father
and told himthat Bon denied it, since to do one he would have to do the
ot her and he knew that Bon's denial would be a lie and though he could
have borne Bon's lie hinself, he could not have borne for either Judith
or his father to hear it. Besides, Henry would not need to tell Bon what
had happened. Bon nmust have | earned of Sutpen's visit to New Ol eans as
soon as he (Bon) reached hone that first sumer. He nust have known t hat
Sut pen now knew his secret-if Bon, until he saw Sutpen's reaction to it,
ever | ooked upon it as a cause for secrecy, certainly not 73
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beyond whi ch, would be the oak grove and the gray huge rotting deserted
house half a nmile away. M Conpson had stopped to | ook back at Luster on
the mule, the towsack he had been using for saddl e now wapped around
his head, his knees drawn up under it, |eading the horses on down the
ditch to find a place to cross. "Better get on out of the rain," M
Conpson said. "He's not going to come within a hundred yards of those
cedars anyway." They went on up the slope. They could not see the two
dogs at all, only the steady furrowi ng of the sedge where, invisible,
the dogs quartered the slope until one of themflung up his head to | ook
back. M Conpson gestured with his hand toward the trees, he and Quentin
following. It was dark anong the cedars, the light nore dark than gray
even, the quiet rain, the faint pearly globules, materialising on the
gun barrels and the five headstones |ike drops of not-quite-congeal ed
meltings fromcold candles on the marble: the two flat heavy vaul ted

sl abs, the other three headstones leaning a little awmy, with here and
there a carved letter or even an entire word nonentary and legible in
the faint |ight which the raindrops brought particle by particle into
the gl oom and rel eased; now the two dogs cane in, drifted in |ike snoke,
their hair close-plastered with danp, and curled down in one

i ndi stingui shabl e and apparently inextricable ball for warnth. Both the
flat slabs were cracked across the mddle by their own weight (and

vani shing into the hole where the brick coping of one vault had fallen
in was a snmooth faint path worn by some small ani mal - possum probabl y- by
generations of sone snmall aninal since there could have been nothing to
eat in the grave for a long tinme) though the lettering was quite
legible: Ellen Cold field Sutpen. Born Cctober 9, 1817. Died January 23,
1863 and the other: Thomas Sutpen, Colonel, 23rd M ssissippi Infantry,
C.S.A Died August 12, 1869: this last, the date, added |ater, crudely
with a chisel, who even dead did not divul ge where and when he had been
born. Quentin | ooked at the stones quietly, thinking Not bel oved wife
of. No. Ellen Coldfield Sutpen "I wouldn't have thought they would have
had any noney to buy narble with in 1869," he said. "He bought them

hi nsel f," M Conpson said. "He bought the two of themwhile the reginent
was in Virginia, after Judith got word to himthat her nother was dead.
He ordered themfromlitaly, the best, the 153
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finest to be had-his wife's conplete and his with the date |eft bl ank:
and this a plow straight in furrow) decided that he should be driven in
to that sane Methodi st church in town where he had married her nother
before returning to the grave in the cedar grove, who borrowed two

hal f-wild young nules to pull the wagon: so he rode fast toward church
as far as he went, in his homemade coffin, in his reginentals and sabre
and enbroi dered gauntlets, until the young rmules bolted and turned the
wagon over and tunbled him sabre plunmes and all, into a ditch from 151
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doubt| ess here too) reading anong the lettering nore of mai den hope and
virgin expectation than she ever told Quentin about, since she never
mentioned the stone to himat all, and (the denon) drank the parched
corn coffee and ate the hoe cake which Judith and Cytie prepared for
hi m and ki ssed Judith on the forehead and said, "Well, Cytie' and
returned to the war, all in twenty-four hours; he could see it; he m ght
even have been there. Then he thought No. If | had been there | could
not have seen it this plain "But that dont explain the other three," he
said. "They nust have cost sonething too." "Wo would have paid for

t hen?" M Conpson said. Quentin could feel himlooking at him "Think."
Quentin | ooked at the three identical headstones with their faint
identical lettering, slanted a little in the soft |oany decay of
accumul at ed cedar needl es, these deci pherable too when he | ooked cl ose,
the first one: Charles Bon. Born in New Ol eans, Louisiana. Died at

Sut pen's Hundred, M ssissippi, May 3, 1865. Aged 33 years and 5 nonths.
He could feel his father watching him "She did it," he said. "Wth that
noney she got when she sold the store." "Yes," M Conpson said. Quentin
had to stoop and brush away some of the cedar needles to read the next
one. As he did so one of the dogs rose and approached him thrusting its
head in to see what he was |ooking at Iike a human being would, as if
fromassociation with human beings it had acquired the quality of
curiosity which is an attribute only of nmen and apes. "Get away," he
said, thrusting the dog back with one hand while with the other he
brushed the cedar needl es away, snobothing with his hand into legibility
the faint lettering, the graved words: Charles Etienne Saint- Valery
Bon. 1859-1884 feeling his father watching him remarking before he rose
that the third stone bore that sane date, 1884. "It couldn't have been
the store this tinme," he said. "Because she sold the store in '70, and
besi des 1884 is the sane date that's on hers" thinking how it would have
been terrible for her sure enough if she had wanted to put Bel oved
Husband of on that first one. "Ah," M Conpson said. "That was the one
your grandfather attended to. Judith came into town one day and brought
hi m t he noney, 155



Page 143

some of it, where she got it fromhe never knew, unless it was what she
had | eft out of the price of the store which he sold for her; brought
the nmoney in with the inscription (except the date of death of course)
all witten out as you see it, during that three weeks while Clytie was
in New Orleans finding the boy to fetch hi mback though your grandfather
of course did not know this, noney and inscription not for herself but
for him" "Ch," Quentin said. "Yes. They |ead beautiful |ives-wonen.

Li ves not only divorced from but irrevocably excomuni cated from al
reality. That's why although their deaths, the instant of dissolution
are of no inportance to them since they have a courage and fortitude in
the face of pain and anni hilation which woul d make the nost spartan nan
resenble a puling boy, yet to themtheir funerals and graves, the little
puny affirmations of spurious imortality set above their slunber, are
of incal cul able inportance. You had an aunt once (you do not renenber
her because | never saw her nyself but only heard the tale) who was
faced with a serious operation which she becane convinced she woul d not
survive, at a tine when her nearest fermale kin was a woman between whom
and herself there had existed for years one of those bitter inexplicable
(to the man m nd) anicable enmties which occur between wonen of the
same bl ood, whose sole worry about departing this world was to get rid
of a certain brown dress which she owned and knew that the kinswoman
knew she had never |iked, which nust be burned, not given away but
burned in the back yard beneath the wi ndow where, by being held up to
the wi ndow (and suffering excruciating pain) she could see it burned
with her own eyes, because she was convinced that after she died the

ki nswoman, the | ogical one to take charge, would bury her init." "And
did she die?" Quentin said. "No. As soon as the dress was consuned she
began to nmend. She stood the operation and recovered and outlived the

ki nswoman by several years. Then one afternoon she died peacefully of no
particular ailnment and was buried in her wedding gown." "Ch," Quentin
said. "Yes. But there was one afternoon in the sumer of '70 when one of
t hese graves (there were only three here then) was actually watered 156
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by tears. Your grandfather sawit; that was the year Judith sold the
store and your grandfather attended to it for her and he had ridden out
to see her about the matter and he witnessed it: the interlude, the
cerenoni al w dowhood's bright dramatic pageantry. He didn't know at the
time how the octoroon came to be here, how Judith coul d even have known
about her to wite her where Bon was dead. But there she was, with the
el even-year-old boy who | ooked nore like eight. It nmust have resenbl ed a
garden scene by the Irish poet, Wlde: the |late afternoon, the dark
cedars with the level sun in them even the light exactly right and the
graves, the three pieces of marble (your grandfather had advanced Judith
the noney to buy the third stone with against the price of the store)

| ooki ng as though they had been cl eaned and polished and arranged by
scene shifters who with the passing of twilight would return and strike
them and carry them hollow fragile and w thout weight, back to the

war ehouse until they shoul d be needed agai n; the pageant, the scene, the
act, entering upon the stage-the nagnolia-faced wonan a little plunper
now, a worman created of by and for darkness whomthe arti st Beardsl ey

m ght have dressed, in a soft flowi ng gown designhed not to infer
bereavenent or w dowhood but to dress sone interlude of slunbrous and
fatal insatiation, of passionate and inexorable hunger of the flesh,
wal ki ng beneath a | ace parasol and followed by a bright gigantic negress
carrying a silk cushion and |l eading by the hand the little boy whom
Beardsl ey mi ght not only have dressed but drawn-a thin delicate child
wth a snooth ivory sexless face who, after his nother handed the
negress the parasol and took the cushion and knelt beside the grave and
arranged her skirts and wept, never rel eased the negress' apron but
stood blinking quietly who, having been born and lived all his life in a
ki nd of silken prison |lighted by perpetual shaded candl es, breathing for
air the mlklike and absol utely physical |anmbence which his nother's
days and hours enanated, had seen little enough of sunlight before, |et
al one out-of-doors, trees and grass and earth; and last of all, the

ot her woman, Judith (who, not bereaved, did not need to nmourn Quentin

t hought, thinking Yes, | have had to listen too | ong) who stood just

i nside the cedars, in the calico dress and the sunbonnet to match it,
bot h faded and shapel ess-the cal m face, the hands which could pl ow or
cut wood and cook or weave cloth fol ded before her, standing in the
attitude of 157
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an indifferent guide in a museum waiting, probably not even watching.
Then t he negress came and handed the octoroon a crystal bottle to snell
and hel ped her to rise and took up the silk cushion and gave the
octoroon the parasol and they returned to the house, the little boy
still holding to the negress' apron, the negress supporting the woman
with one armand Judith following with that face |like a mask or |ike
mar bl e, back to the house, across the tall scaling portico and into the
house where Cytie was cooking the eggs and the cornbread on which she
and Judith lived. "She stayed a week. She passed the rest of that week
in the one remaining roomin the house whose bed had |inen sheets,
passed it in bed, in the newlace and silk and satin negligees subdued
to the nmauve and lilac of nourning-that roomairless and shuttered,

i mpregnat ed behi nd the sagging closed blinds with the heavy fainting
odor of her flesh, her days, her hours, her garnents, of eau-de-col oghe
fromthe cloth upon her tenples, of the crystal phial which the negress
alternated with the fan as she sat beside the bed between trips to the
door to receive the trays which Clytie carried up the stairs--dytie,
who did that fetching and carrying as Judith nade her, who nust have
percei ved whether Judith told her or not that it was another negro whom
she served, yet who served the negress just as she would quit the
kitchen fromtime to tinme and search the roonms downstairs until she
found that little strange lonely boy sitting quietly on a straight hard
chair in the dimand shadowy |ibrary or parlor, with his four nanes and
his sixteenth-part black blood and his expensive esoteric Fauntl eroy

cl ot hing who regarded with an aghast fatalistic terror the grim

cof f ee- col ored woman who woul d cone on bare feet to the door and | ook in
at him who gave himnot teacakes but the coarsest cornbread spread with
as coarse nolasses (this surreptitiously , not that the nother or the
duenna m ght object, but because the household did not have food for
eating between neals), gave it to him thrust it at himwi th restrained
savageness, and who found hi mone afternoon playing with a negro boy
about his own size in the road outside the gates and cursed the negro
child out of sight with |evel and deadly violence and sent him the

ot her, back to the house in a voice the very absence from which of
vituperation or rage made it seemjust that rmuch nore deadly and col d.
"Yes, Clytie, who stood inpassive beside the wagon on that |ast day, 1
58
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even care: death or el openent or narriage: who would not grow from one
met anor phosi s -di ssolution or adultery-to the next carrying along with
her all the old accurul ated rubbi sh-years which we call nmenory, the
recogni sable I, but changing from phase to phase as the butterfly
changes once the cocoon is cleared, carrying nothing of what was into
what is, |leaving nothing of what is behind but eliding conplete and
intact and unresisting into the next avatar as the overbl own rose or
magnol ia elides fromone rich June to the next, |eaving no bones, no
substance, no dust of whatever dead pristine soulless rich surrender
anywher e between sun and earth) but produced conplete and subject to no
m crobe in that cloyed and scented maze of shuttered silk as if he were
the delicate and perverse spirit-synbol, imortal page of the ancient
immortal Lilith, entering the actual world not at the age of one second
but of twelve years, the delicate garnments of his pagehood already half
conceal ed 159
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beneat h that harsh and shapel ess denimcut to an iron pattern and sold
by the mllions-that burlesque uniformand regalia of the tragic

burl esque of the sons of Ham-a slight silent child who could not even
speak English, picked suddenly up out of whatever debacle the only life
he knew had disintegrated into, by a creature whom he had seen once and
| earned to dread and fear yet could not flee, held hel pl ess and passive
in a state which nmust have been sone incredi bl e conpound of horror and
trust, since although he could not even talk to her (they nade, they
must have nade, that week's journey by steanboat anong the cotton bal es
on the freight deck, eating and sl eeping with negroes, where he could
not even tell his conpani on when he was hungry or when he had to relieve
hi nsel f) and so could have only suspected, surm sed, where she was
taking him could have known nothing certainly except that all he had
ever been faniliar with was vani shing about himlike snoke, yet he nade
no resistance, returning quietly and docilely to that decayi ng house
whi ch he had seen one tine, where the fierce broodi ng wonan who had cone
and got himlived with the cal mwhite one who was not even fierce, who
was not anything except calm who to himdid not even have a nane yet
who was sonmehow so closely related to himas to be the owner of the one
spot on earth where he had ever seen his nother weep; returned, crossed
that strange threshold, that irrevocabl e denarcation, not |ed, not
dragged, but driven and herded by that stern inplacable presence, into
t hat gaunt and barren househol d where his very silken remaining cl ot hes,
his delicate shirt and stockings and shoes which still remained to

rem nd himof what he had once been, vanished, fled fromarnms and body
and legs as if they had been woven of chimaeras or of snoke. - Yes,
sleeping in the trundl e bed beside Judith's, beside that of the woman
who | ooked upon himand treated himw th a cold unbendi ng detached
gentl eness nore di scouraging than the fierce ruthl ess constant

guardi anshi p of the negress who, with a sort of invincible spurious
humility slept on a pallet on the floor, the child lying there between
t hem unasl eep in sonme hiatus of passive and hopel ess despair aware of
this, aware of the worman on the bed whose every | ook and action toward
him whose every touch of the capable hands seenmed at the nonent of
touching his body to lose all warnth and becone i nbued with cold

i npl acabl e anti pathy, and the wonman on the pall et upon whom he had 1 60
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al ready cone to | ook as mght sone delicate talonless and fangless wild
beast crouched in its cage in sonme hopel ess and desperate simlitude of
ferocity (and your grandfather said, 'Suffer little children to cone
unto Me': and what did He nean by that? how, if He neant that little
children should need to be suffered to approach Hm what sort of earth
had He created; that if they had to suffer in order to approach H m

what sort of heaven did He have?) | ook upon the human creature who feeds
it, who fed him thrust food which he hinself could discern to be the
choi cest of what they had, food which he realised had been prepared for
hi m by deliberate sacrifice, with that curious blend of savageness and
pity, of yearning and hatred, who dressed himand washed him thrust him
into tubs of water too hot or too cold yet against which he dared make
no outcry, and scrubbed himw th harsh rags and soap, sonetines
scrubbing at himwith repressed fury as if she were trying to wash the
smooth faint olive tinge fromhis skin as you mght watch a child
scrubbing at a wall long after the epithet, the chal ked insult, has been
obliterated; lying there unsleeping in the dark between them feeling

t hem unasl eep too, feeling themthinking about him projecting about him

and filling the thunderous solitude of his despair |ouder than speech
could: You are not up here in this bed with ne, where through no fault
nor willing of your own you nmust and will be, not through any fault or
willing of our own who woul d not what we cannot just as we will and wait

for what nust be. "And your grandfather did not know either just which
of themit was who told himthat he was, nust be, a negro, who could
nei t her have heard yet nor recognised the term'nigger', who even had no
word for it in the tongue he knew who had been born and grown up in a
padded sil ken vacuum cell which m ght have been suspended on a cable a

t housand fathonms in the sea, where pignentation had no nore noral val ue
than the silk walls and the scent and the rose-col ored candl e shades,
where the very abstracti ons which he night have observed- nonogany and
fidelity and decorum and gentl eness and affection- were as purely rooted
in the flesh's offices as the digestive processes. Your grandfather did
not know if he was sent fromthe trundle bed at last or if he quitted it
by his own wish and will; if when the tine canme when 1 61
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his | oneliness and grief becane calloused, he retired hinself from
Judith's bedroomor was sent fromit, to sleep in the hall (where Oytie
had |i kewi se noved her pallet) though not on a pallet like her but on a
cot, elevated still and perhaps not by Judith's decree either but by the
negress' fierce inexorable spurious hunmlity; and then in the attic, the
cot noved there, the few garnments (the rags of the silk and broadcl oth
in which he had arrived, the harsh jeans and homespun which the two
wonen bought and nmade for him he accepting themw th no thanks, no
comment, accepting his garret roomw th no thanks, no coment, asking
for and making no alteration in its spartan arrangenents that they knew
of until that second year when he was fourteen and one of them Cdytie
or Judith, found hidden beneath his mattress the shard of broken mrror:
and who to know what hours of amazed and tearless grief he mght have
spent before it, exam ning hinself in the delicate and outgrown tatters
in which he perhaps could not even renenber hinself, with quiet and

i ncredul ous i nconprehensi on) hangi ng behind a curtain contrived of a

pi ece of old carpet nailed across a corner. And Clytie sleeping in the
hall below, barring the foot of the attic stairs, guarding his escape or
exit as inexorably as a Spani sh duenna, teaching himto chop wood and to
work the garden and then to plow as his strength (his resiliency rather,
since he woul d never be other than light in the bone and al nost

delicate) increased-the boy with his |light bones and womani sh hands
struggling with what anonynous avatar of intractable Mile, whatever
tragi c and barren clown was his bound fell ow and conpl enent beneath his
first father's curse, getting the hang of it gradually and the two of
them 1linked by the savage steel -and-wood nmal e synbol, ripping fromthe
prone rich female earth corn to feed themboth while Cytie watched,
never out of sight of him wth that brooding fierce unflagging jeal ous
care, hurrying out whenever anyone white or black stopped in the road as
if towait for the boy to conplete the furrow and pause | ong enough to
be spoken to, sending the boy on with a single quiet word or even
gesture a hundred tines nore fierce than the level nurnmur of
vituperation with which she drove the passerby on. So he (your
grandfather ) believed that it was neither of them Not Cytie, who
guarded himas if he were a Spanish virgin, who even before she could
have even suspected that he would ever cone there to live, had
interrupted his first 1 62
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contact with a nigger and sent himback to the house; not Judith, who
could have refused at any tinme to let himsleep in that white child's
bed in her room who even if she could not have reconciled herself to
his sl eeping on the floor could have forced Cytie to take himinto

anot her bed with her, who would have made a nonk, a celibate, of him

per haps yet not a eunuch, who nmay not have permtted himto pass hinself
for a foreigner, yet who certainly would not have driven himto consort
wi th negroes. Your grandfather didn't know, even though he did know nore
than the town, the countryside, knew, which was that there was a strange
little boy living out there who had apparently enmerged fromthe house
for the first time at the age of about twelve years, whose presence was
not even unaccountable to the town and county since they now believed

t hey knew why Henry had shot Bon and they wondered only where and how
Cytie and Judith had managed to keep himconcealed all the tine,
bel i eving now that it had been a w dow who had buried Bon even though
she had no paper to show for it, and only the incredul ous (and shocked)
specul ati on of your grandfather who, though he had that ..ERR COD:1.
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sling and his head bandaged since they had taken himto the doctor
first, your grandfather gradually |earning what had happened or as nuch
of it as he could since the Court itself couldn't get very nuch out of
the witnesses, the ones who had fled and sent for the sheriff, the ones
(excepting that one whom he had injured too badly to be present) wth
whom he had fought-a negro ball held in a cabin a few mles from

Sut pen's Hundred and he there, present and your grandfather never to
know how often he had done this before, whether he had gone there to
engage in the dancing or for the dice ganme in progress in the kitchen
where the trouble started, trouble which he and not the negroes started
according to the witnesses and for no reason, no accusation of cheating,
not hi ng; and he maki ng no deni al, saying nothing, refusing to speak at
all, sitting there sullen pale and silent: so that at this point al
truth, evidence vanished into a noiling clunp of negro backs and heads
and bl ack arnms and hands clutching sticks of stove wood and cooking

i mpl erents and razors, the white man the focal point of it and using a
kni fe which he had produced from somewhere, clunsily, w th obvious |ack
of skill and practice, yet with deadly earnestness and a strength which
his slight build denied, a strength conposed of sheer desperate will and
i mpervi ousness to the punishnment, the blows and sl ashes which he took in
return and did not even seemto feel; no cause, no reason for it; none
to ever know exactly what happened, what curses and ejacul ati ons which
m ght have indicated what it was that drove himand only your
grandfather to funble, grope, grasp the presence of that furious
protest, that indictnment of heaven's ordering, that gage flung into the
face of what is with a furious and indonitabl e desperation which the
denon hinself m ght have shown, as if the child and then the youth had
acquired it fromthe walls in which the denon had |ived, the air which
he had once wal ked in and breathed until that nonment when his own fate
whi ch he had dared in his turn struck back at him only your grandfather
to sense that because the justice and the others present did not
recognise him did not recognise this slight man with his bandaged head
and arm his sullen inpassive (and now bl oodl ess) olive face, who
refused to answer any questions, make any statement: so that the justice
(JimHanblett it was) was al ready nmaki ng his speech of indictnent when
your grandfather entered, utilising opportunity and audi ence to orate,
his eyes already 1 64
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gl azed with that cessation of vision of people who |like to hear
thenselves talk in public: "At this tinme, while our country is
struggling to rise frombeneath the iron heel of a tyrant oppressor,
when the very future of the South as a place bearable for our wonmen and
children to live in depends on the |labor of our own hands, when the
tools which we have to use, to depend on, are the pride and integrity
and forbearance of black nmen and the pride and integrity and forbearance
of white; that you, | say, a white nman, a white-' and your grandfat her
trying to reach him stop him trying to push through the crowd, saying,
'Jim Jim Jim' and it already too late, as if Hanblett's own voi ce had
waked himat last or as if someone had snapped his fingers under his
nose and waked him he | ooking at the prisoner now but saying 'white'
again even while his voice died away as if the order to stop the voice
had been shocked into short circuit, and every face in the roomturned
toward the prisoner as Hanblett cried, 'Wat are you? Who and where did
you cone fron?' "Your grandfather got himout, quashed the indictnent
and paid the fine and brought himback to his office and tal ked to him
while Judith waited in the anteroom 'You are Charles Bon's son,' he
said. 'l dont know,' the other answered, harsh and sullen. 'You dont
renenber?' your grandfather said. The other did not answer. Then your
grandfather told himhe nust go away, di sappear, giving himnmoney to go
on: 'Whatever you are, once you are anbng strangers, people who dont

know you, you can be whatever you will. I will make it all right; | wll
talk to-to- What do you call her?" And he had gone too far now, but it
was too late to stop; he sat there and | ooked at that still face which

had no nore expression than Judith's, nothing of hope nor pain: just
sull en and inscrutable and | ooki ng down at the call oused womani sh hands
with their cracked nails which held the noney whil e your grandfather

t hought how he could not say 'Mss Judith', since that woul d postul ate
t he bl ood nore than ever. Then he thought | dont even know whether he
wants to hide it or not. So he said Mss Sutpen. 'I will tell Mss

Sut pen, not where you are going of course, because | wont know t hat
nmysel f. But just that you are gone and that | knew you were goi nhg and
that you will be all right.' "So he departed, and your grandfather rode
out to tell Judith, and Cytie cane to the door and | ooked full and
steadily at his face and said 1 65
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not hing and went to call Judith, and your grandfather waited in that dim
shrouded parl or and knew that he would not have to tell either of them
He did not have to. Judith came presently and stood and | ooked at him
and said, ' | suppose you wont tell ne.-'Not wont, cant,' your
grandf at her said. “But not now because of any promise | made him But he
has nmoney; he will be-' and stopped, with that forlorn little boy

i nvi si bl e between them who had cone there eight years ago with the
overal |l junper over what remained of his silk and broadcl oth, who had
becone the youth in the uniformthe tattered hat and the overalls-of his
anci ent curse, who had becone the young man with a young man's potence
yet was still that lonely child in his parchnent-and-denimhairshirt,
and your grandfather speaking the [ane vain words, the specious and
enpty fallacies which we call confort, thinking Better that he were
dead, better that he had never l|ived: then thinking what vain and enpty
recapitul ation that would be to her if he were to say it, who doubtless
had already said it, thought it, changing only the person and the
nunber. He returned to town. And now, next time, he was not sent for; he
learned it as the town learned it: by that country grapevi ne whose
source i s anobng negroes, and he, Charles Etienne Saint-Valery Bon,

al ready returned (not honme again; returned) before your grandfather

| earned how he had cone back, appeared, with a coal black and ape-like
wonman and an aut hentic wedding |icense, brought back by the wonan since
he had been so severely beaten and nmaul ed recently that he coul d not
even hold hinmself on the spavined and saddl el ess nmul e on which he rode
while his wife wal ked beside it to keep himfromfalling off; rode up to
t he house and apparently flung the wedding license in Judith's face with
sonet hing of that invincible despair with which he had attacked the
negroes in the dice ganme. And none ever to know what incredible tale |ay
behi nd that year's absence which he never referred to and which the
worman who, even a year later and after their son was born, still existed
in that aghast and automaton-like state in which she had arrived, did
not, possibly could not, recount but which she seenmed to exude gradually
and by a process of terrific and incredul ous excretion |Iike the sweat of
fear or angui sh: how he had found her, dragged her out of whatever two
di mensi onal backwater (the very name of which, town or village, she

ei ther had never known or the shock of her exodus fromit 1 66
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had driven the nanme forever fromher mnd and nenory) her nentality had
been capabl e of coercing food and shelter from and married her, held
her very hand doubtl ess whil e she nmade the | aborious cross on the

regi ster before she even knew his nane or knew that he was not a white
man (and this |ast none knew even now if she knew for certain, even
after the son was born in one of the dil api dated sl ave cabi ns which he
rebuilt after renting his parcel of land from Judith); how there

foll owed sonething |like a year conposed of a succession of periods of
utter immobility |ike a broken cinema film which the white-colored man
who had narried her spent on his back recovering fromthe | ast mauling
he had received, in frowsy stinking roonms in places-towns and cities-
whi ch |i kewi se had no nanes to her, broken by other periods, intervals,
of furious and inconprehensible and apparently reasonl ess novi ng,
progression -a nmael strom of faces and bodi es through which the man
thrust, dragging her behind him toward or from what, driven by what
fury which would not let himrest, she did not know, each one to end,
finish, as the one before it had so that it was alnost a ritual-the nan
apparently hunting out situations in order to flaunt and fling the
ape-li ke body of his charcoal conpanion in the faces of all and any who
woul d retaliate: the negro stevedores and deckhands on steanboats or in
city honky-tonks who thought he was a white nan and believed it only the
nore strongly when he denied it; the white nmen who, when he said he was
a negro, believed that he lied in order to save his skin, or worse: from
sheer besotnent of sexual perversion; in either case the result the
sane: the man with body and linbs alnost as |ight and delicate as a
girl's giving the first blow, wusually unarmed and heedl ess of the
nunbers opposed to him wth that sanme fury and inplacability and

physi cal inperviousness to pain and puni shnent, neither cursing nor
panting, but |aughing. "So he showed Judith the |license and took his
wife, already far gone with the child, to the ruined cabin which he had
chosen to repair and installed her, kenneled her with a gesture perhaps,
and returned to the house. And nobody to know what transpired that
eveni ng between himand Judith, in whatever carpetless room furnished

wi th whatever chairs and such which they had not had to chop up and burn
to cook food or for warmh or maybe to heat water for illness fromtine
to time-the woman who had been wi dowed before she had been a bride, the
son of 1 67
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the man who had bereaved her and a hereditary negro concubi ne, who had
not resented his black blood so much as he had denied the white, and
this with a curious and outrageous exaggeration in which was inherent
its own irrevocability, alnobst exactly as the denon hinself m ght have
done it. (Because there was | ove M Conpson said There was that letter
she brought and gave to your grandnother to keep He (Quentin) could see
it, as plainly as he saw t he one open upon the open text book on the
table before him white in his father's dark hand against his linen | eg

in the Septenber tw light where the cigar-snell, the wistaria-snell, the
fireflies drifted, thinking Yes. | have heard too nuch, | have been told
too nmuch; | have had to listen to too nmuch, too | ong thinking Yes,

al nrost exactly like Father: that letter, and who to know what noral
restoration she m ght have contenplated in the privacy of that house,
that room that night, what hurdling o f iron old traditions since she
had seen al nost everything el se she had | earned to call stable vanish
like straws in a gale; -she sitting there beside the lanp in a straight
chair, erect, in the same calico save that the sunbonnet woul d be

m ssing now, the head bare now, the once coal -black hair streaked with
gray now while he faced her, standing. He would not have sat; perhaps
she woul d not even have asked himto, and the cold | evel voice would not
be much | ouder than the sound of the lanmp's flanme: | was wong. | admt
it. | believed that there were things which still mattered just because
they had nattered once. But | was wong. Nothing nmatters but breath,
breathing, to know and to be alive. And the child, the license, the
paper. What about it? That paper is between you and one who is

i nescapably negro; it can be put aside, no one will anynore dare bring
it up than any other prank o f a young man in his wild youth. And as for
the child, all right. Didn't nmy own father beget one? and he none the
worse for it? W will even keep the wonman and the child i f you w sh
they can stay here and Cytie will. . . "watching him staring at him
yet not noving, inmmbile, erect, her hands fol ded notionl ess on her | ap,
hardly breathing as i f he were sonme wild bird or beast which mght take
flight at the expansion and contraction of her nostrils or the novenent

of her breast: "No: LI will. I will raiseit, see that it. . . . It
does not need to have any nanme; you will neither have to see it again
nor to worry. W will have General Conpson sell sonme o f the land, he

will do it, and you can go. Into the North, the cities, where 1 68
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by the negroes who seened to fear either himor Cytie or Judith, as
being either blind or violently drunk in the negro store district on
Depot Street, where your grandfather would cone and take himaway (or if
he were too drunk, had becone violent, the town officers) and keep him
until his wife, the black gargoyle, could hitch the team back into the
wagon and cone, with nothing alive about her but her eyes and hands, and
load himinto it and take himhome. So they did not even nmiss himfrom
town at first; it was the County Medical O ficer who told your
grandf at her that he had yellow fever and that Judith had had hi m noved
into the big house and was nursing himand now Judith had the disease
too, and your grandfather told himto notify Mss Coldfield and he (your
grandfather) rode out there one day. He did not disnount; he sat his
horse and called until Cytie | ooked down at himfrom one of the upper
wi ndows and told him they didn't need nothing'. Wthin the week your
grandfather |earned that Cytie had been right, or was right now anyway,
though it was Judith who died first." "Ch," Quentin said.-Yes he thought
Too rmuch, too | ong renenberi ng how he had | ooked at the fifth grave and
t hought how whoever had buried Judith nust have been afraid that the

ot her dead woul d contract the disease fromher, since her grave was at

t he opposite side of the enclosure, as far fromthe other four as the
encl osure would pernit, thinking Father wont have to say "think' this
ti me because he knew who had ordered and bought that headstone before he
read the inscription on it, thinking about, imagining what careful
printed directions Judith nust have roused herself (fromdelirium
possibly) to wite down for Clytie when she knew that she was going to
die; and how Cytie nust have lived during the next twelve years while
she raised the child which had been born in the old slave cabin and
scrinped and saved the noney to finish paying out the stone on which
Judi th had paid his grandfather the hundred dollars twenty-four years
ago and which, when his grandfather tried to refuse it, she (Clytie) set
the rusty can full of nickels and dines and frayed paper noney on the
desk and wal ked out of the office without a word. He had to brush the
clinging cedar needles fromthis one also to read it, watching these
letters al so energe beneath his hand, wondering quietly how they could
have clung there, not have been blistered to ashes at the instant of
contact with the harsh and izo
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brother-in-law -the sanme citizens and nei ghbors who | eft baskets of food
on her doorstep at night, the dishes (the plates containing the food,

t he napki ns which covered it) from which she never washed but returned
soiled to the enpty basket and set the basket back on the sane step
where she had found it as if to carry conpletely out the illusion that
it had never existed or at |east that she had never touched, enptied,

it, had not cone out and taken the basket up with that air which had
not hi ng whatever o f furtiveness in it nor even defiance, who doubtl| ess
tasted the food, criticised its quality or cooking, chewed and swal | owed
it and felt it digest yet still clung to that delusion, that calm
incorrigible insistence that that which all incontrovertible evidence
tells her is so does not exist, as wonmen can; -that same self del uding
which declined to adnmit that the liquidation o f the store had left her
sonet hi ng, that she had been left anything but a conplete pauper, who
woul d not accept the actual nobney fromthe sale o f the store from Judge
Benbow yet woul d accept the noney's value (and after a few years,
over-value) in a dozen ways: would use casual negro boys 171 ..ERR
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who happened to pass the house, stopping them and commandi ng themto
rake her yard and they doubtl ess as aware as the town was that there
woul d be no nention of pay fromher, that they woul d not even see her
agai n though they knew she was wat ching them from behi nd the curtains of
a wi ndow, but that judge Benbow would pay themwould enter the stores
and conmand objects fromthe shel ves and showcases exactly as she
commanded that two hundred dol |l ar headstone from Judge Benbow, and wal k
out of the store with themwho with the same aberrant cunning which
woul d not wash the dishes and napkins fromthe baskets declined to have
any di scussion o f her affairs with Benbow since she nmust have known
that the suns which she had received from hi mmnust have years ago

over - bal anced (he, Benbow, had in his office a portfolio, a fat one,
with Estate of Goodhue Coldfield. Private witten across it in indelible
ink. After the judge died his son Percy opened it. It was filled with
racing forns and cancell ed betting tickets on horses whose very bones
were no man knew where now, which had won and | ost races on the Menphis
track forty years ago, and a | edger, a careful tabulation in the judge's
hand, each entry indicating the date and the horse's nane and hi s wager
and whet her he won or |ost; and another one showi ng how for forty years
he had put each winning and an anount equal to each loss, to that
nmyt hi cal account) whatever the store had brought But you were not
|istening, because you knew it all already, had | earned, absorbed it

al ready without the mediumo f speech sonmehow from havi ng been born and
living beside it, with it, as children will and do: so that what your
father was saying did not tell you anything so nuch as it struck, word
by word, the resonant strings o f renmenbering, who had been here before,
seen these graves nore than once in the ranbling expeditions o f boyhood
whose ai mwas nore than the nere hunting o f gane, just as you had seen
the ol d house too, been famliar with howit would | ook before you even
saw it, becane |large enough to go out there one day with four or five

ot her boys of your size and age and dare one another to evoke the ghost,
since it would have to be haunted, could not but be haunted although it
had stood there enpty and unthreatening for twenty-six years and nobody
to neet or report any ghost until the wagon full o f strangers noving
from Arkansas tried to stop and spend the night in it and sonething
happened before they could begin to unload the 172
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wagon even, what they did not or could not or would not tell but which
had t hem back in the wagon and the nmul es goi hg back down the drive at a
gallop, all in about ten mnutes, not to stop until they reached
Jefferson-the rotting shell with its sagging portico and scaling walls,
its sagging blinds and bl ank-shuttered wi ndows, set in the mddle of the
domai n which had reverted to the state and had been bought and sold and
bought and sol d again and again and again. No, you were not |istening;
you didn't have to: then the dogs stirred, rose; you | ooked up and sure
enough, just as your father had said he would, Luster had halted the
mul e and the two horses in the rain about fifty yards fromthe cedars,
sitting there with his knees drawn up under the towsack and encl osed by
the cloudy vapor of the steam ng aninmals as though he were | ooking at
you and your father out o f sone |ugubrious and pai nl ess purgatory.
“Come on in out of the rain, Luster,' your father said. | wont let the
old Col onel hurt you.'-'Yawl cone on and |ess go hone,' Luster said.
"Aint no nore hunting today. -'W'Il get wet,' your father said. "'l
tell you what: we'll ride on over to that old house. W can keep good
and dry there.' But Luster didn't budge, sitting there in the rain and

i nventing reasons not to go to the house-that the roof would | eak or
that you would all three catch cold with no fire or that you would al
get so wet before you reached it that the best thing to do would be to
go straight hone: and your father |aughing at Luster but you not

| aughi ng so nmuch because even though you were not black |ike Luster was,
you were not any ol der, and you and Luster had both been there that day
when the five o f you, the five boys all of an age, began daring one
another to enter the house | ong before you reached it, coming up from
the rear, into the old street of the slave quarters--a jungle of sumach
and persimon and briers and honeysuckle , and the rotting piles of what
had once been | og walls and stone chi mmeys and shingl e roofs anong the
undergrowt h except one, that one; you coming up to it; you didn't see
the old woman at all at first because you were watching the boy, the Jim
Bond, the hul ki ng sl ack- nout hed saddl e-col ored boy a few years ol der and
bi gger than you were, in patched and faded yet quite clean shirt and
overalls too snall for him working in the garden patch beside the
cabin: so you didn't even know she was there until all of you started
and whirled as one and found her watching you froma chair tilted back
against the cabin wall-a little dried-up 173
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wonman not ruch bigger than a nonkey and who m ght have been any age up
to ten thousand years, in faded vol um nous skirts and an inmacul ate
headrag, her bare coffee-colored feet wapped around the chair rung |ike
monkeys do, snoking a clay pipe and watching you with eyes |like two shoe
buttons buried in the nyriad winkles o f her coffee-col ored face, who
just | ooked at you and said without even renpbving the pipe and in a

voi ce alnost like a white woman's: ~What do you want?' and after a noment
one o f you said "Nothing' and then you were all running w thout know ng
whi ch of you began to run first nor why since you were not scared, back
across the fallow and rain-gutted and brier-choked old fields until you
cane to the old rotting snake fence and crossed it, hurled yourselves
over it, and then the earth, the land, the sky and trees and woods,

| ooked different again, all right again "Yes," Quentin said. "And that
was the one Luster was talking about now," Shreve said. "And your father
wat chi ng you agai n because you hadn't heard the nanme before, hadn't even
t hought that he nmust have a nane that day when you saw himin the

veget abl e patch, and you said, “~Wo? Jimwhat?' and Luster said, " Das
him Bright-colored boy whut stay wid dat ol e woman' and your father
still watching you and you said, "Spell it' and Luster said, "Dat's a

| awyer word. Whut dey puts you under when de Law ketches you. | des
spells readin words.' And that was him the name Bond now and he

woul dn't care about that, who had i nherited what he was from his npt her
and only what he could never have been fromhis father, and if your
father had asked himif he was Charles Bon's son he not only woul d not
have known either, he wouldn't have cared: and if you had told him he
was, it would have touched and then vani shed from what you (not he)
woul d have had to call his mnd |ong before it could have set up any
reaction at all, either of pride or pleasure, anger or grief?" "Yes,"
Quentin said. "And that he lived in that cabin behind the haunted house
for twenty-six years, he and the old woman who nust be nore than seventy
now yet who had no white hair under that headrag, whose flesh had not
sagged but | ooked instead |like she had grown old up to a certain point
just like normal people do, then had stopped, and instead of turning
gray and soft she had begun to shrink so that the skin of her face and
hands 174
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broke into a mllion tiny cross-hair winkles and her body just grew
smal l er and smaller |ike sonmething being shrunk in a furnace, like the
Bornese do their captured heads-who m ght well have been the ghost if
one was ever needed, if anybody ever had so little else to do as to
prow around the house, which there was not; if there could have been
anything in it to protect fromprow ers, which there was not; if there
had been anyone of themleft to hide or need concealnent in it, which
there was not. And yet this old gal, this Aunt Rosa, told you that
someone was hiding out there and you said it was dytie or JimBond and
she said No and you said it would have to be because the denon was dead
and Judith was dead and Bon was dead and Henry gone so far he hadn't
even left a grave: and she said No and so you went on: and there was?"
"Yes." "Wait then," Shreve said. "For CGod's sake wait.")
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T bere was no snow on Shreve's armnow, no sleeve on his armat all now
only the snooth cupid-fl eshed forearm and hand comi ng back into the |anp
and taking a pipe fromthe enpty coffee can where he kept them filling
it and lighting it. So it is zero outside, Quentin thought; soon he wll
rai se the wi ndow and do deep-breathing in it, clench-fisted and naked to
the waist, in the warmand rosy orifice above the iron quad. But he had
not done so yet, and now the nonent, the thought, was an hour past and
the pipe | ay snmoked out and overturned and cold, with a |ight sprinkling
of ashes about it, on the table before Shreve's crossed pink
bright-haired arns while he watched Quentin from behind the two opaque
and | anp-gl ared noons of his spectacles. "So he just wanted a grandson,”
he said. "That was all he was after. Jesus, the South is fine, isn't it.
It's better than the theatre, isn't it. It's better than Ben Hur, isn't
it. No wonder you have to come away now and then, isn't it." Quentin did
not answer. He sat quite still, facing the table, his hands |ying on
either side of the open text book on which the letter rested: the
rectangl e of paper folded across the mddle and now open, three quarters
open, whose bul k had raised half itself by the |everage of the old
crease in weightless and paradoxical levitation, lying at such an angle
that he could not possibly have read it, deciphered it, even w thout
this added distortion. Yet he seenmed to be looking at it, or as near as
Shreve could 176
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tell, he was, his face lowered a little, brooding, alnost sullen. "He
told Grandfather about it," he said. "That tine when the architect
escaped, tried to, tried to escape into the river bottomand go back to
New Orl eans or wherever it was, and he-" ("The denon, hey?" Shreve said.
Quentin did not answer him did not pause, his voice |level, curious, a
little dreany yet still with that overtone of sullen bemusenent, of

snol dering outrage: so that Shreve, still too, resenbling in his
spectacl es and nothing else (fromthe wai st down the table conceal ed
hi m anyone entering the roomwoul d have taken himto be stark naked) a
baroque effigy created out of col ored cake dough by sonmeone with a
faintly nightmarish affinity for the perverse, watched himwth
thoughtful and intent curiosity.) "-sent word in to G andfather and sone
others and got his dogs and his wild niggers out and hunted the
architect down and nmade himtake earth in a cave under the river bank
two days later. That was in the second sumer, when they had finished
all the brick and had the foundations laid and nost of the big tinbers
cut and trimed, and one day the architect couldn't stand it anynore or
he was afraid he would starve or that the wild niggers (and maybe

Col onel Sutpen too) would run out of grub and eat him or maybe he got
honesi ck or maybe he just had to go-" ("Maybe he had a girl," Shreve
said. "Or maybe he just wanted a girl. You said the denpbn and the
niggers didn't have but two." Quentin did not answer this either; again
he mi ght not have heard, talking in that curious repressed cal mvoice as
t hough to the table before himor the book upon it or the letter upon
the book or his hands |ying on either side of the book.) "-and so he
went. He seened to vanish in broad daylight, right out fromthe nmddle
of twenty-one people. O maybe it was just Sutpen's back that was
turned, and that the niggers saw himgo and didn't think it needed
mentioning; that being wild men they probably didn't know what Sutpen

hi msel f was up to and himnaked in the nud with themall day. So

reckon they never did know what the architect was there for, supposed to
do or had done or could do or was, so maybe they thought Sutpen had sent
him told himto go away and drown hinmsel f, go away and die, or naybe
just go away. So he did, junped up in broad daylight, in his enbroidered
vest and Fauntleroy tie and a hat |ike a Baptist congressman and
probably carrying the hat in his hand, and ran into the swanp and the

ni ggers 177
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wat ched hi mout of sight and then went back to work and Sut pen didn't
see it, didn't even niss himuntil night, suppertinme probably, and the
niggers told himand he declared a holiday tonorrow because he woul d
have to get out and borrow sonme dogs. Not that he woul d have needed
dogs, with his niggers to trail, but maybe he thought that the guests,
the others, would not be used to trailing with niggers and woul d expect
dogs. And G andfather (he was young then too) brought sonme chanpagne and
some of the others brought whiskey and they began to gather out there a
little after sundown, at his house that didn't even have walls yet, that
wasn't anything yet but sonme lines of bricks sunk into the ground but
that was all right because they didn't go to bed anyhow, G andfather
said, they just sat around the fire with the chanpagne and the whi skey
and a quarter of the last venison he had killed, and about m dnight the
man with the dogs canme. Then it was daylight and the dogs had a little
trouble at first because sonme of the wild niggers had run out about a
mle of the trail just for fun. But they got the trail straightened out
at last, the dogs and the niggers in the bottom and nost of the nen
riding along the edge of it where the going was good. But G andfather
and Col onel Sutpen went with the dogs and the niggers because Sutpen was
afraid the niggers might catch the architect before he could reach them
He and Grandfather had to wal k a good deal, sending one of the niggers
to |l ead the horses on around the bad places until they could ride again.
Grandfather said it was fine weather and the trail lay pretty good but
he said it would have been fine if the architect had just waited until
Cct ober or Novenber. And so he told Grandfather something about it. "His
troubl e was i nnocence. Al of a sudden he di scovered, not what he want ed
to do but what he just had to do, had to do it whether he wanted to or
not, because if he did not do it he knew that he could never live with
himself for the rest of his life, never live with what all the nen and
wonen that had died to make himhad left inside of himfor himto pass
on, with all the dead ones waiting and watching to see if he was going
to do it right, fix things right so that he would be able to look in the
face not only the old dead ones but all the living ones that would come
after himwhen he woul d be one of the dead. And that at the very nonent
when he di scovered what it was, he found out that this was the |ast
thing in the world he was equi pped to do because he not only had 178
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"All right all right all right," Quentin said.) "-where what few other
peopl e he knew lived in log cabins boiling with children |ike the one he
was born in-nmen and grown boys who hunted or |ay before the fire on the
floor while the wonmen and ol der girls stepped back and forth across them
to reach the fire to cook, where the only col ored people were Indians
and you only | ooked down at them over your rifle sights, where he had
never even heard of, never imagined, a place, a |land divided neatly up
and actually owned by nen who did nothing but ride over it on fine
horses or sit in fine clothes on the galleries of big houses while other
peopl e worked for them he did not even inmagi ne then that there was any
such way to live or to want to live, or that there existed all the
objects to be wanted which there were, or that the ones who owned the
obj ects not only could | ook down on the ones that didn't, but could be
supported in the down- | ooking not only by the others who owned objects
too but by the very ones that were | ooked down on that didn't own

obj ects and knew they never woul d. Because where he lived the |and

bel onged to anybody and everybody and so the man who would go to the
trouble and work to fence off a piece of it and say 'This is mine' was
crazy; and as for objects, nobody had any nore of themthan you did
because everybody had just what he was strong enough or energetic enough
to take and keep, and only that crazy man would go to the trouble to
take or even want nore than he could eat or swap for powder and whi skey.
So he didn't even know there was a country all divided and fi xed and
neat with a people living on it all divided and fixed and neat because
of what color their skins happened to be and what they happened to own,
and where a certain few nmen not only had the power of |life and death and
barter and sal e over others, they had living human nen to performthe
endl ess 179
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repetitive personal offices such as pouring the very whiskey fromthe
jug and putting the glass into his hand or pulling off his boots for him
to go to bed that all nen have had to do for thensel ves since tinme began
and woul d have to do until they died and which no man ever has or ever
will like to do but which no man that he knew had ever anynore thought

of evading than he had thought of evading the effort of chew ng and
swal | owi ng and breat hing. When he was a child he didn't listen to the
vague and cloudy tales of Tidewater splendor that penetrated even his
nount ai ns because then he could not understand what the peopl e neant,
and when he becane a boy he didn't listen to them because there was
nothing in sight to conpare and gauge the tales by and so give the words
life and meani ng, and no chance that he ever would (certainly no beli ef
or thought that soneday he night), and because he was too busy doing the
thi ngs that boys do; and when he got to be a youth and curiosity itself
exhumed the tales which he did not know he had heard and specul at ed
about them he was interested and would have liked to see the places
once, but without envy or regret, because he just thought that sone
peopl e were spawned in one place and some in another, some spawned rich
(lucky, he may have called it: or nmaybe he called lucky, rich) and sone
not, and that (so he told Grandfather) the nen thenselves had little to
do with the choosing and | ess of the regret because (he told G andfather
this too) it had never once occurred to himthat any man shoul d take any
such blind accident as that as authority or warrant to | ook down at
others, any others. So he had hardly heard of such a world until he fel
intoit. "That's howit was. They fell into it, the whole fanmly,
returned to the coast fromwhich the first Sutpen had conme (when the
ship fromthe A d Bail ey reached Janest own probably), tunbled head over
heel s back to Tidewater by sheer altitude, elevation and gravity, as if
what ever slight hold the family had had (he said sonething to

G andf at her about his nother dying about that tine and how his pap said
she was a fine wearying worman and that he would nmiss her; and sonethi ng
about how it was the wife that had got his father even that far West) on
t he nountain had broken and now t he whol e passel of themfromthe father
t hrough the grown daughters down to one that couldn't even wal k yet,
slidi ng back down out of the nountains and skating in a kind of ac- 180
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celerating and sloven and inert coherence |ike a useless collection of
flotsamon a fl ooded river noving by sone perverse autonotivation such
as inani mate objects soneti nes show, backward agai nst the very current
of the stream across the Virginia plateau and into the slack | owl ands
about the nmouth of the James River. He didn't know why they noved, or
didn't renenber the reason if he ever knew it-whether it was optimsm
hope in his father's breast or nostalgia, since he didn't know just
where his father had come from whether the country to which they
returned was it or not, or even if his father knew, renenbered, wanted
to renenber and find it agai n; whether sonebody, sonme traveler, had told
hi m of sonme easy place or time, sonme escape fromthe hardship of getting
food and keeping warmin the nmountain way, or if perhaps sonebody his
fat her knew once or who knew his father once and renenbered him
happened to think about him or soneone kin to himwho had tried to
forget himand couldn't quite do it, bad sent for himand be obeying,
going not for the promi sed job but for the ease, having faith perhaps in
the bl ood kinship to evade the labor if it was kinship, in his own
inertia and in whatever gods had watched over himthis far if it were
not. But he-" ("The denon," Shreve said) "-didn't know, or renenber |,
whet her he had ever heard, been told, the reason or not. Al he
renenbered was that one norning the father rose and told the older girls
to pack what food they had, and sonebody wrapped up the baby and
sonebody el se threw water on the fire and they wal ked down the nountain
to where roads existed. They had a | opsi ded two-wheel ed cart and two
spavi ned oxen now. He told Grandfather he did not renenber just where
nor when nor how his father bad got it, and be (he was ten then; the two
ol der boys had left hone sonme tinme before and had not been heard of
since) driving the oxen since alnobst as soon as they got the cart his
father began the practice of acconplishing that part of the translation
devoted to notion flat on his back in the cart, oblivious anong the
quilts and lanterns and wel |l buckets and bundl es of clothing and
children, snoring with alcohol. That was how he told it. He didn't
renenber if it was weeks or nonths or a year they travel ed (except that
one of the older girls who had left the cabin unmarried was still
unnmarried when they finally stopped, though she had becone a not her
before they lost the last blue nountain range), whether it was that
winter and 1 81
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then spring and then sumer overtook and passed themon the road or

whet her they overtook and passed in sl ow succession the seasons as they
descended or whether it was the descent itself that did it and they not
progressing parallel in tinme but descendi ng perpendicularly through
tenperature and clinmate-a (you couldn't call it a period because as he
remenbered it or as he told Grandfather he did, it didn't have either a
definite beginning or a definite ending. Maybe attenuation is better)
-an attenuation froma kind of furious inertness and patient imuobility
while they sat in the cart outside the doors of doggeries and taverns
and waited for the father to drink hinmself insensible, to a sort of
dreamy and destinationl ess |oconotion after they had got the old nan out
of what ever shed or outhouse or barn or ditch and | oaded himinto the
cart again and during which they did not seemto progress at all but
just to hang suspended while the earth itself altered, flattened and

br oadened out of the nmountain cove where they had all been born,
nmounting, rising about themlike a tide in which the strange harsh rough
faces about the doggery doors into which the old man was just entering
or was just being carried or thrown out (and this one time by a huge
bull of a nigger, the first black nan, slave, they had ever seen, who
energed with the old man over his shoul der like a sack of neal and

hi s-the nigger's-nouth loud with laughing and full of teeth like

t ombst ones) swam up and vani shed and were replaced; the earth, the
world, rising about themand flowing past as if the cart noved on a
treadm |l (and it now spring and now summer and they still noving on
toward a place they had never seen and had no conception of, let alone
wanted to go to; and froma place, a little lost spot on the side of a
hill back to which probably not one of them -excepting possibly the
usual Iy insensible father who made one stage of the journey accomnpani ed
by the raspberry-col ored el ephants and snakes which he seens to have
been hunting for-could have | ed the way) bringing into and then renoving
fromtheir sober static country astonishnment the strange faces and

pl aces, both faces and pl aces- doggeries and taverns now becone hanl ets,
hanl ets now becone villages , villages now towns and the country
flattened out now with good roads and fields and niggers working in the
fields while white nen sat fine horses and watched them and nore fine
horses and nen in fine clothes, with a different ook in the face from
nountai n men about the 1 8z
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taverns where the old nan was not even allowed to cone in by the front
door and from which his nmountain drinking manners got himejected before
he woul d have tinme to get drunk good (so that now they began to nake
really pretty good tine) and no |aughter and jeers to the ejecting now,
even if the laughter and jeers had been harsh and w thout mnuch
gentleness in them "That's the way he got it. He had | earned the

di fference not only between white men and bl ack ones, but he was

| earning that there was a difference between white nmen and white nen not
to be nmeasured by lifting anvils or gougi ng eyes or how nuch whi skey you
could drink then get up and wal k out of the room That is, he had begun
to discern that w thout being aware of it yet. He still thought that
that was just a matter of where you were spawned and how, |ucky or not
lucky; and that the lucky ones would be even slower and | other than the
unl ucky to take any advantage of it or credit for it, feel that it gave
t hem anything nore than the luck; that they would feel if anything nore
tender toward the unlucky than the unlucky woul d ever need to fee

toward them He was to find all that out later. He renenbered when he
did it, because that was the sane second when he di scovered the

i nnocence. It was not the second, the nonent, that he was |ong about: it
was the getting to it: the nmonment when they nust have realised, believed
at last that they were no |longer traveling, noving, going sonewhere-not
the being still at last and in a fashion settled, because they had done
that before on the road; he renenbered how one tine the gradua
difference in confort between the presence and absence of shoes and warm
clothing occurred in one place: a cowshed where the sister's baby was
born and, as he told G andfather, for all he could remenber, |locate in
el apsed tinme, conceived too. Because they were stopped now at |ast. He
didn't know where they were. For a tine, during the first days or weeks
or nonths, the woodsman's instinct which he had acquired fromthe

envi ronment where he grew up or maybe had been bequeathed him by the two
brot hers who had vani shed, one of which had been as far Wst as the

M ssi ssi ppi River one time-bequeathed himal ong with the wornout
buckski n garments and such which they left in the cabin when they
departed the last tine for good-and whi ch he had sharpened by boy's
practice at small ganme and such, kept himoriented so that he could have
1 83
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(so he said) found his way back to the nmountain cabin in tine. But that
was past now, the noment when he | ast could have said exactly where he
had been born now weeks and nonths (nmaybe a year, the year, since that
was when he becane confused about his age and was never able to
straighten it out again, so that he told Grandfather that he did not
know within a year on either side just how old he was) behind him So he
knew nei ther where he had come from nor where he was nor why. He was
just there, surrounded by the faces, alnost all the faces which he had
ever known, always known (though the nunber of them despite the efforts
of the unmarried sister who pretty soon, so he told G andfather, and
still w thout any weddi ng had anot her baby, decreasing, thinning out,
because of the climate, the warnth, the danpness) living in a cabin that
was al nost a replica of the nountain one except that it didn't sit up in
the bright wind but sat instead beside a big flat river that sonetines
showed no current at all and even sonetines ran backward, where his
sisters and brothers seened to take sick after supper and die before the
next mneal, where reginents of niggers with white nen watching them

pl anted and rai sed things that he had never heard of (the old man did
somet hi ng too, sonething besides drink now At |east, he would | eave the
cabin after breakfast and return sober to supper, and he fed them
sonmrehow) and the man who owned all the |and and the niggers and
apparently the white nmen who superintended the work, lived in the

bi ggest house he had ever seen and spent nost of the afternoon (he told
how he woul d creep up anong the tangled shrubbery of the lawn and lie

hi dden and watch the man) in a barrel stave hanmock between two trees,
with his shoes off and a nigger who wore every day better clothes than
he or his father and sisters had ever owned and ever expected to, who
did nothing el se but fan himand bring himdrinks; and he (he was el even
or twelve or thirteen now because this was where he realised that he had
irrevocably lost count of his age) lying there all afternoon while the
sisters would cone fromtinme to time to the door of the cabin two miles
away and scream at himfor wood or water, watching that man who not only
had shoes in the sumertine too, but didn't even have to wear them "But
he still didn't envy the man he was wat ching. He coveted the shoes, and
probably he woul d have |iked for his father to have a broad- 184
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cloth monkey to hand himthe jug and to carry the wood and water into
the cabin for his sisters to wash and cook with and keep the house warm
so that he hinself would not have to do it. Maybe he even reali sed,
understood the pleasure it would have given his sisters for their

nei ghbors (other whites like them who lived in other cabins not quite
as well built and not at all as well kept and preserved as the ones the
ni gger slaves lived in but still ninmbused with freedom s bright aura,

whi ch the slave quarters were not for all their sound roofs and white
wash) to see them being waited on. Because he had not only not |ost the
i nnocence yet, he had not yet discovered that he possessed it. He no
nore envied the man than he woul d have envied a nmountai n man who
happened to own a fine rifle. He would have coveted the rifle, but he
woul d hi nmsel f have supported and confirnmed the owner's pride and

pl easure in its ownership because he could not have conceived of the
owner taking such crass advantage of the luck which gave the rifle to
himrather than to another as to say to other nen: Because 1 own this
rifle, my arns and | egs and bl ood and bones are superior to yours except
as the victorious outcome of a fight with rifles: and howin the world
could a man fight another man with dressed-up niggers and the fact that
he could lie in a hanmock all afternoon with his shoes off? and what in
the world would he be fighting for if he did? He didn't even know he was
i nnocent that day when his father sent himto the big house with the
message. He didn't renenber (or did not say) what the nessage was,
apparently he still didn't know exactly just what his father did, what
work (or maybe supposed to do) the old man had in relation to the

pl antation-a boy either thirteen or fourteen, he didn't know which, in
garments his father had got fromthe plantati on comm ssary and had worn
out and which one of the sisters had patched and cut down to fit him and
he no nore conscious of his appearance in themor of the possibility

t hat anyone el se woul d be than he was of his skin, follow ng the road
and turning into the gate and follow ng the drive up past where stil
nore niggers with nothing to do all day but plant flowers and trim grass
wer e working, and so to the house, the portico, the front door, thinking
how at |ast he was going to see the inside of it, see what el se a nan
was bound to own who could have a special nigger to hand himhis |iquor
and pull off his shoes that he didn't even need to wear, never for one
nmonent thinking but 1 85
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what the nan woul d be as pleased to show hi mthe bal ance of his things
as the nmountain nman woul d have been to show t he powder horn and bul | et
nold that went with the rifle. Because he was still innocent. He knew it
W t hout being aware that he did; he told G andfather how, before the
nmonkey ni gger who came to the door had finished saying what he did, he
seermed to kind of dissolve and a part of himturn and rush back through
the two years they had lived there |ike when you pass through a room
fast and | ook at all the objects in it and you turn and go back through
the roomagain and look at all the objects fromthe other side and you
find out you had never seen them before, rushing back through those two
years and seeing a dozen things that had happened and he hadn't even
seen them before: a certain flat level silent way his ol der sisters and
the other white wonen of their kind had of |ooking at niggers, not with
fear or dread but with a kind of specul ative antagoni sm not because of
any known fact or reason but inherited by both white and bl ack, the
sense, effluviumof it passing between the white wonen in the doors of

t he saggi ng cabins and the niggers in the road and which was not quite
expl ai nabl e by the fact that the niggers had better clothes, and which
the niggers did not return as antagonismor in any sense of dare or
taunt but through the very fact that they were apparently oblivious of
it, too oblivious of it (you knew that you could hit them he told
Grandfather, and they would not hit back or even resist. But you did not
want to, because they (the niggers) were not it, not what you wanted to
hit; that when you hit themyou would just be hitting a child s toy
balloon with a face painted on it, a face slick and snooth and di st ended
and about to burst into |aughing and so you did not dare strike it
because it would nmerely burst and you would rather let it walk on out of
your sight than to have stood there in the |oud |aughing)-of talk at

ni ght before the fire when they had conpany or had thensel ves gone
visiting after supper to another cabin, the voices of the wonen sober
enough, even calm yet filled with a quality dark and sullen and only
sonme man, usually his father in drink, to break out into harsh

recapitul ation of his own worth, the respect which his own physi cal
prowess commanded fromhis fellows, and the boy of either thirteen or
fourteen or maybe twel ve knowi ng that the nmen and the wonen were tal king
about the sane thing though it had never once been nentioned by nane,
like 1 86
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when peopl e tal k about privation w thout nentioning the siege, about

si ckness wi thout ever nam ng the epidemnc;-of one afternoon when he and
his sister were wal king along the road and he heard the carriage com ng
up behind them and stepped off the road and then realised that his
sister was not going to give way to it, that she still walked in the

m ddl e of the road with a sort of sullen inplacability in the very angle
of her head and he shouted at her: and then it was all dust and rearing
horses and glinting harness buckl es and wheel spokes; he saw two
parasols in the carriage and the nigger coachman in a plug hat shouting:
"Hoo dar, gal! Gt outen de way dar!' and then it was over, gone: the
carriage and the dust, the two faces beneath the parasols glaring down
at his sister: then he was throwing vain clods of dirt after the dust as
it spun on, knowi ng now, while the nonkey-dressed nigger butler kept the
door barred with his body while he spoke, that it had not been the

ni gger coachman that he threw at at all, that it was the actual dust

rai sed by the proud delicate wheels, and just that vain;-of one night

| ate when his father cane honme, blundered into the cabin; he could snell
t he whi skey even while still dulled with broken sleep, hearing that sane
fierce exultation, vindication, in his father's voice: 'W whupped one
of Pettibone's niggers tonight' and he roused at that, waked at that,
aski ng which one of Pettibone's niggers and his father said he did not
know, had never seen the nigger before: and he asked what the nigger had
done and his father said, 'Hell fire, that goddamm son of a bitch

Petti bone's nigger.'-how, wthout knowing it then since he had not yet

di scovered i nnocence, he nust have nmeant the question the same way his
father neant the answer: no actual nigger, living creature, living flesh
to feel pain and withe and cry out. He could even seemto see them the
torch-di sturbed darkness anong trees, the fierce hysterical faces of the
white nmen, the balloon face of the nigger. Maybe the nigger's hands
woul d be tied or held but that would be all right because they were not
t he hands wi th which the balloon face would struggle and withe for
freedom not the balloon face: it was just poised anong them levitative
and slick with paper-thin distension. Then soneone would strike the
bal | oon one single desperate and despairing blow and then he woul d seem
to see themfleeing, running, with all about them overtaking them and
passi ng and going on and then returning to overwhel mthem again, 187
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the roaring waves of nell ow | aught er neaningl ess and terrifying and

| oud. And now he stood there before that white door with the nonkey
nigger barring it and | ooking down at himin his patched nade-over jeans
cl othes and no shoes and | dont reckon he had even ever experinmented
with a conb because that would be one of the things that his sisters
woul d keep hi dden good-who had never thought about his own hair or

cl othes or anybody el se's hair or clothes until he saw that nonkey

ni gger, who through no doing of his own happened to have had the
felicity of being housebred in R chnond maybe, |ooking-" ("Or maybe even
in Charleston," Shreve breathed.) "-at them and he never even renenbered
what the nigger said, howit was the nigger told him even before he had
had tinme to say what he cane for, never to cone to that front door again
but to go around to the back. "He didn't even renenber leaving. Al of a
sudden he found hinself running and al ready some di stance fromthe
house, and not toward home. He was not crying, he said. He wasn't even
mad. He just had to think, so he was going to where he could be qui et
and think, and he knew where that place was. He went into the woods. He
says he did not tell hinself where to go: that his body, his feet, just
went there-a place where a gane trail entered a cane brake and an oak
tree had fallen across it and made a kind of cave where he kept an iron
griddle that he would cook small gane on sonetinmes. He said he craw ed
back into the cave and sat with his back agai nst the uptorn roots, and

t hought. Because he couldn't get it straight yet. He couldn't even
realise yet that his trouble, his inpedinment, was i nnocence because he
woul d not be able to realise that until he got it straight. So he was
seeki ng anmong what little he had to call experience for something to
measure it by, and he couldn't find anything. He had been told to go
around to the back door even before he could state his errand, who had
sprung from a peopl e whose houses didn't have back doors but only

wi ndows and anyone entering or |eaving by a wi ndow woul d be either

hi di ng or escaping, neither of which he was doing. In fact, he had
actually conme on business, in the good faith of business which he had
believed that all nmen accepted. O course he had not expected to be
invited in to eat a nmeal since tine, the distance from one cooking pot
to the next, did not need to be neasured in hours or days; perhaps he
had not expected to be asked into the house at all. 1 88
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whi ch the balloon held barricaded and protected fromsuch as he, | ooked
out from whatever invisible place he (the nan) happened to be at the
nmonent, at the boy outside the barred door in his patched garnents and
spl ayed bare feet, |ooking through and beyond the boy, he hinself seeing
his own father and sisters and brothers as the owner, the rich nan (not
t he nigger) nust have been seeing themall the tine-as cattle, creatures
heavy and wi thout grace, brutely evacuated into a world w thout hope or
pur pose for them who would in turn spawn with brutish and vici ous
prolixity, populate, double treble and conmpound, fill space and earth
with a race whose future would be a still too, with in their faces that
infantile enormty which we did not then quite conprehend. Ch yes, there
were plenty to aid and abet hinm even he could not have held a horse
race without someone to race against. Because it was not even public

opi nion that stopped him not even the nen who m ght have had w ves and
children in carriages to be ridden down and into ditches: it was the 16
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and still nothing said about it and he still not knowing if he was going
to lie or not. Because he said howthe terrible part of it had not
occurred to himyet, he just lay there while the two of them argued
inside of him speaking in orderly turn, both calm even |eaning
backward to be cal m and reasonabl e and unrancorous: But 1 can kil

hi m-No. That wouldn't do no good-Then what shall we do about it?-1 dont
know. and he just listening, not especially interested he said, hearing
the two of themw thout |istening. Because what he was thinking about
now he hadn't asked for. It was just there, natural in a boy, a child,
and he not paying any attention to it either because it was what a boy
woul d have thought, and he knew that to do what he had to do in order to
live with hinself he would have to think it out straight as a man woul d,
t hi nki ng The ni gger never give nme a chance to tell himwhat it was and
so he (not the nigger now either) wont know it and whatever it is wont
get done and 19i
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to him It was like that, he said, |ike an explosion-a bright glare that
vani shed and | eft nothing, no ashes nor refuse: just a linmtless flat
plain with the severe shape of his intact innocence rising fromit like
a nonunent; that innocence instructing himas calmas the others had
ever spoken, using his own rifle analogy to do it with, and when it said
themin place of he or him it meant nore than all the hunan puny
nmortal s under the sun that mght lie in hanmmocks all afternoon with
their shoes off: "If you were fixing to conbat themthat had the fine
rifles, the first thing you would do woul d be to get yourself the
nearest thing to a fine rifle you could borrow or steal or nake,
wouldn't it? and he said Yes. 'But this aint a question of rifles. So
to conbat them you have got to have what they have that nade them do
what he did. You got to have land and niggers and a fine house to conbat
themw th. You see?" and he said Yes again. He left that night. He waked
bef ore day and departed just |ike he went to bed: by rising fromthe
pall et and tiptoeing out of the house. He never saw any of his famly
again. "He went to the West Indies." Quentin had not noved, not even to
raise his head fromits attitude of broodi ng benmusenent upon the open
letter which lay on the open textbook, his hands Iying on the table
before himon either side of the book and the letter, one half of which
slanted 1qz
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upward fromthe transverse crease w thout support, as if it had |earned
hal f the secret of levitation. "That was how he said it. He and
Grandfather were sitting on a | og now because the dogs had faulted. That
is, they had treed-a tree fromwhich he (the architect) could not have
escaped yet which he had undoubtedly nounted because they found the
sapling pole with his suspenders still knotted about one end of it that
he had used to clinb the tree though at first they could not understand
why the suspenders and it was three hours before they conprehended that
the architect had used architecture, physics, to elude themas a man

al ways falls back upon what he knows best in a crisis-the nurderer upon
nmurder, the thief thieving, the liar lying. He (the architect) knew
about the wild negroes even if he couldn't have known that Sutpen woul d
get dogs; he had chosen that tree and haul ed that pole up after him and
cal cul ated stress and distance and trajectory and had crossed a gap to
the next nearest tree that a flying squirrel could not have crossed and
traveled fromthere on fromtree to tree for alnost half a nmile before
he put foot on the ground again. It was three hours before one of the
wild niggers (the dogs wouldn't | eave the tree; they said he was init)
found where he had conme down. So he and Grandfather sat on the | og and
tal ked, and one of the wild niggers went back to canp for grub and the
rest of the whiskey and they bl ew the other nen in with horns and they
ate, and he told Grandfather sone nore of it while they waited. "He went
to the West Indies. That's how he said it: not how he nanaged to find
where the West Indies were nor where ships departed fromto go there,

nor how he got to where the ships were and got in one nor how he |iked
the sea nor about the hardships of a sailor's life and it nust have been
hardshi p indeed for him a boy of fourteen or fifteen who had never seen
the ocean before, going to sea in 1823. He just said, "So | went to the
West Indies,' sitting there on the log with G andfather while the dogs
still bayed the tree where they believed the architect was because he
woul d have to be there-saying it just like that day thirty years |ater
when he sat in Gandfather's office (in his fine clothes now, even
though they were a little soiled and worn with three years of war, with
nmoney to rattle in his pocket and his beard at its prinme too: beard body
and intellect at that peak which all the different parts that nmake a man
reach, where he can say | did all that 1 set out to do 193
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and 1 could stop here if 1 wanted to and no nan to chide ne with sl oth,
not even nysel f-and maybe this the instant which Fate al ways picks out
to bl ackjack you, only the peak feels so sound and stable that the
beginning of the falling is hidden for a little while-with his head
flung up a little in that attitude that nobody ever knew exactly who he
had aped it fromor if he did not perhaps learn it too fromthe sane
book out of which he taught hinself the words, the bonbastic phrases

wi th which G andfather said he even asked you for a match for his cigar
or offered you the cigar-and nothing of vanity, nothing comc in it

ei ther G andfather said, because of that innocence which he had never

| ost because after it finally told himwhat to do that night he forgot
about it and didn't know that he still had it) and told G andfather-told
him mnd; not excusing, asking for no pity; not explaining, asking for
no excul pation: just told G andfather how he had put his first wife
aside like eleventh and twelfth century kings did: 'I found that she was
not and coul d never be, through no fault of her own, adjunctive or
incremental to the design which | had in mind, so | provided for her and
put her aside.'-telling Grandfather in that sane tone while they sat on
the log waiting for the niggers to cone back with the other guests and
the whiskey: '"So | went to the West Indies. | had had sone schooling
during a part of one winter, enough to have | earned sonethi ng about
them to realise that they would be nost suitable to the expedi ency of
my requirenments .' He didn't renenber how he canme to go to the school
That is, why his father decided all of a sudden to send him what

nebul ous vi sion or shape m ght have evol ved out of the fog of al cohol
and ni gger-beating and schem ng to avoid work which his old man call ed
his mind-the i mage not of anbition nor glory, not to see his son better
hi msel f for his own sake, probably not even sone blind instant of revolt
agai nst that same house whose roof had | eaked on probably a hundred
famlies like his which had cone and |ived beneath it and vani shed and
left no trace, nothing, not even rags and broken crockery, but was
probably mere vindictive envy toward one or two nen, planters, whom he
had to see every now and then. Anyway, he was sent to school for about
three nonths one winter-an adol escent boy of thirteen or fourteen in a
roomfull of children three or four years younger than he and three or
four years further advanced, and he not only probably bigger than the

t eacher 194
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(the kind of teacher that would be teaching a one-room country school in
a nest of Tidewater plantations) but a good deal nore of a nan, who
probably brought into the school with himalong with his sober watchful
mountai n reserve a good deal of |atent insubordination that he woul d not
be aware of any nore than he would be aware at first that the teacher
was afraid of him It would not be intractability and maybe you coul dn't
call it pride either, but maybe just the self reliance of nmountains and
solitude, since sone of his blood at |east (his nother was a nountain
woman, a Scottish woman who, so he told G andfather, never did quite

| earn to speak English) had been bred in nountains, but which, whatever
it was, was that which forbade himto condescend to nenorise dry sums
and such but which did permt himto |isten when the teacher read

al oud. - Sent to school, "where,' he told Gandfather, 'l learned little
save that nost of the deeds, good and bad both, incurring opprobrium or
plaudits or reward either, within the scope of man's abilities, had

al ready been perforned and were to be | earned about only from books. So
I listened when he would read to us. | realise now that on nost of these
occasions he resorted to reading aloud only when he saw that the nonent
had cone when his entire school was on the point of rising and | eaving
the room But whatever the reason, he read to us and | anyway |i stened,
though I did not know that in that listening | was equi ppi hg nyself
better for what | should |ater design to do than if | had | earned al

the addition and subtraction in the book. That was how | |earned of the
West Indies. Not where they were, though if | had known at the tine that
t hat know edge woul d sonmeday serve ne, | would have | earned that too.
VWhat | |earned was that there was a place called the Wst Indies to

whi ch poor nmen went in ships and becane rich, it didn't matter how, so
long as that man was cl ever and courageous: the latter of which |
believed that | possessed, the former of which | believed that, if it
were to be learned by energy and will in the school of endeavor and
experience, | should learn. | remenber how | remrai ned one afternoon when
school was out and waited for the teacher, waylaid him (he was a
smal I i sh man who al ways | ooked dusty, as if he had been born and lived
all hislife in attics and store roons) and stepped out. | recall how he
started back when he saw ne and how | thought at the tinme that if | were
to strike himthere would be no resulting outcry but nmerely the 195
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time, Gandfather said, he probably could not have believed in anything
that was easy.)-he said, 'There it is' and got up and they all went on
and found where the architect had conme back to the ground again, with a
gain of alnost three hours. So they had to go fast now and there wasn't
much time to talk, or at least, Gandfather said, he did not appear to
intend to resune. Then the sun went down and the other nmen had to start
back to town; they all went except G andfather, because he wanted to
listen some nore. So he sent word in by one of the others (he was not
married then either) that he would not be home, and he and Sut pen went
on until the light failed. Two of the niggers (they were thirteen mles
from Sut pen's canp then) had al ready gone back to get bl ankets and nore
grub. Then it was dark and the niggers began to |ight pine knots and
they went on for a little while 197
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yet, gaining what they could now since they knew that the architect
woul d have had to den soon after dark to keep fromtraveling in a
circle. That was how Grandfather renenbered it: he and Sutpen | eading
their horses (he would | ook back now and then and see the horses' eyes
shining in the torch Iight and the horses' heads tossing and the shadows
slipping along their shoulders and flanks) and the dogs and the niggers
(the niggers nostly still naked except for a pair of pants here and
there) with the pine torches snoking and flaring above them and the red
light on their round heads and arns and the nud they wore in the swanp
to keep the nmosquitoes off dried hard and shiny, glinting |like glass or
china and the shadows they cast taller than they were at one nonent then
gone the next and even the trees and brakes and thickets there one
nmonent and gone the next though you knew all the tinme that they were
still there because you could feel themw th your breathing, as though,

i nvi si ble, they pressed down and condensed the invisible air you

breat hed. And he said how Sutpen was tal king about it again, telling him
again before he realised that this was some nore of it, and he said how
he thought how there was sonething about a man's destiny (or about the
man) that caused the destiny to shape itself to himlike his clothes

did, like the sane coat that new m ght have fitted a thousand nen, yet
after one man has worn it for a while it fits no one el se and you can
tell it anywhere you see it even if all you see is a sleeve or a |apel:

so that his-" ("the denon's," Shreve said) "-destiny had fitted itself
to him to his innocence , his pristine aptitude for platformdram and
childlike heroic sinplicity just as the fine broadcloth uniform which
you coul d have seen on ten thousand nen during those four years, which
he wore when he cane in the office on that afternoon thirty years | ater
had fitted itself to the swaggering of all his gestures and to the
forensic verbiage in which he stated calmy, with that frank i nnocence
which we call 'of a child except that a human child is the only living
creature that is never either frank or innocent, the nost sinple and the
nost outrageous things. He was telling some nore of it, already into
what he was telling yet still without telling how he got to where he was
nor even how what he was now i nvolved in (obviously at |east twenty
years ol d now, crouching behind a window in the dark and firing the
nmuskets through it which soneone el se | oaded and handed to hin) cane to
occur, getting hinself 1 8
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that, had decided to go to the West Indies and becone rich, and this

ni ght when, overseer or foreman or sonmething to a French sugar planter
he was barricade in the house with the planter's famly (and now

G andfat her said there was the first nention-a shadow that al nost
energed for a nonent and then faded again but not conpletely away- of
the-" ("It's a girl,"” Shreve said. "Dont tell me. Just go on.") " whom
he was to tell Gandfather thirty years afterward he had found
unsuitable to his purpose and so put aside, though providing for her)
and a few frightened hal f-breed servants which he would have to turn
fromthe window fromtinme to tinme and kick and curse into hel ping the
girl load the nuskets which he and the planter fired through the

wi ndows, and | reckon Grandfather was saying Wit wait for God' s sake
wait' about like you are until he finally did stop and back up and start
over again with at |east sone regard for cause and effect even if none
for logical sequence and continuity. O maybe it was the fact that they
were sitting again now, having decided that they had gone far enough for
that night, and the niggers had made canp and cooked supper and they (he
and Grandfather) drank sone of the whiskey and ate and then sat before
the fire drinking sone nore of the whiskey and he telling it all over
and still it was not absolutely clear-the how and the why he was there
and what he was-since he was not tal king about hinself. He was telling a
story. He was not braggi ng about sonething he had done; he was j ust
telling a story about sonething a man naned Thonas Sut pen had
experienced, which would still have been the sane story if the man had
had no nanme at all, if it had been told about any man or no man over

whi skey at night. "That may have been what slowed himdown. But it was
not enough to clarify the story nuch. He still was not recounting to

G andf at her the career of sonebody naned Thonmas Sutpen. G andfather said
the only nmention he ever made to those six or seven years which nust
have 199
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exi sted sonewhere, nust have actually occurred, was about the patois he
had to learn in order to oversee the plantation, and the French he had
to |l earn, maybe not to get engaged to be married, but which he would
certainly need to be able to repudiate the wife after he had al ready got
her-how, so he told G andfather, he had believed that courage and
shrewdness woul d be enough but found that he was wong and how sorry he
was that he had not taken the schooling along with the West Indian lore
when he discovered that all people did not speak the sane tongue and

realised that he would not only need courage and skill, he would have to
|l earn to speak a new | anguage, el se that design to which he had
dedi cated hinself would die still-born. So he | earned the | anguage just

like he learned to be a sailor |I reckon, because G andfather asked him
why he didn't get hinself a girl tolive with and learn it the easy way
and Grandfather said how he renenbered then that he had seen Sutpen each
ti me decline sugar for his coffee and so he 200
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went with the dogs and the niggers because Sutpen was afraid the niggers
m ght catch the architect before he could reach them He and G andfat her
had to wal k a good deal, sending one of the niggers to | ead the horses
on around the bad places until they could ride again. G andfather said
it was fine weather and the trail lay pretty good but he said it would
have been fine if the architect had just was all it was to hina
spectacl e, sonmething to be watched because he nmight not have a chance to
see such again, since his innocence still functioned and he not only did
not know what fear was until afterward, he did not even know that at
first he was not terrified; did not even know that he had found the

pl ace where noney was to be had quick if you were courageous and shrewd
(he did not nmean shrewdness, G andfather said. What he neant was
unscrupul ousness only he didn't know that word because it would not have
been in the book fromwhich the school teacher read. O maybe that was
what he nmeant by courage, G andfather said) but where high nortality was
concom tant with the noney and the sheen on the 201
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dollars was not fromgold but from bl ood-a spot of earth which m ght
have been created and set aside by Heaven itself, G andfather said, as a
theatre for violence and injustice and bl oodshed and all the satanic
lusts of human greed and cruelty, for the last despairing fury of al

the pariah-interdict and all the doomed-a little island set in a smling
and fury-lurked and incredible indigo sea, which was the hal fway point
bet ween what we call the jungle and what we call civilization, halfway
bet ween the dark inscrutable continent fromwhich the black bl ood, the
bl ack bones and flesh and thi nking and renenberi ng and hopes had cured

t he di sease, waking fromthe fever w thout even knowing that it had been
the fever itself which they had fought against and not the sickness,

| ooki ng with stubborn recal citrance backward beyond the fever and into
the disease with actual regret, weak fromthe fever yet free of the

di sease and not even aware that the freedomwas that of inpotence. ("But
why tell ne about it?" he said to his father that evening, when he
returned home, after she had disnmissed himat last with his pronise to
return for her in the buggy; "why tell nme about it? What is it to nme
that the land or the earth or whatever it was got tired of himat |ast
and turned and destroyed hin? What if it did destroy her fanily too?
It's going to turn and destroy us all sonmeday, whether our nanme happens
to be Sutpen or Coldfield or not." "Ah," M Conpson said. "Years ago we
in the South made our women into |adies. Then the War canme and nade the
| adies into ghosts. So what el se can we do, being gentlenen, but |isten
to them being
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believed (Grandfather said) that earth was kind and gentle and that
darkness was nerely sonething you saw, or could not see in; overseeing
what he oversaw and not know ng that he was overseeing it, making his
daily expeditions froman armed citadel until the day itself canme. And
he not telling that either, how that day happened, the steps |eading up
to it because Grandfather said he apparently did not know, conprehend,
what he nust have been seeing every day because of that innocence- a
pig's bone with a little rotten flesh still clinging to it, a few
chicken feathers, a stained dirty rag with a few pebbles tied up in it
found on the old man's pillow one norning and none knew (|l east of all,
the planter hinself who had been asleep on the pillow) how it had cone
there because they learned at the same tine that all the servants, the
hal f breeds, were mssing, and he did not know until the planter told
himthat the stains on the rag were neither dirt nor grease but bl ood,
nor that what he took to be the planter's gallic rage was actually fear,
terror, and he just curious and quite interested because he still | ooked
upon the planter and the daughter both (he told G andfather how until
that first night of the siege he had not once thought that he did not
know the girl's christian name, whether he had ever heard it or not. He
al so told Gandfather, dropped this into the telling as you mght flick
the joker out of a pack of fresh cards without being able to renenber

| at er whether you had renoved the joker or not, that the old man's wife
had been a Spaniard, and so it was G andfather and not Sutpen who
realised that until that first night of the attack he had possibly not
seen the girl as nuch as a dozen tines) as foreigners; the body of one
of the half breeds found at last (he found it, hunted for it for two
days wi thout even know ng that what he was neeting was a bl ank wall of
bl ack secret faces, a wall behind which al nbst anything could be
preparing to happen and, as he |earned | ater, alnost anything was, and
on the third day found the body where he could not possibly have m ssed
it during the first hour of the first day if it had been there) and he
sitting on the log, G andfather said, telling it, naking the gestures to
tell it with, whom G andfather hinself had seen fight naked chest to
chest with one of his wild niggers by the light of the canp fire while
hi s house was building and who still fought with themby lantern |i ght
in the stable after he had got at last that wife who woul d be adjunctive
to the forwarding of that zo3
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design he had in mind, and no bones about the fighting either, no
handshaki ng and gratul ati ons whil e he washed the bl ood of f and donned
his shirt because at the end of it the nigger would be flat on his back
with his chest heaving and anot her nigger throwing water on him sitting
there and telling G andfather how at | ast he found the half breed, or
what used to be the half breed, and that he (Sutpen) had seen as nuch as
nost nmen and had done as nuch as nost, including sone things which he
did not boast about: but that there were sone things which a nan who
pretended to be civilised saw when he had to but which he did not talk
about, so he would only say that he found the half breed at |ast and so
began to conprehend that the situation m ght becone serious; then the
house, the barricade, the five of themthe planter, the daughter, two
wonen servants and hinself-shut up init and the air filled with the
snoke and snell of burning cane and the glare and snoke of it on the sky
and the air throbbing and trenbling with the druns and the chanting-the
little lost island beneath its down-cupped bow of alternating day and
night |ike a vacuuminto which no help could conme, where not even w nds
fromthe outer world canme but only the trades, the same weary w nds

bl owi ng back and forth across it and burdened still with the weary

voi ces of murdered wonen and chil dren honel ess and gravel ess about the
isolating and solitary sea-while the two servants and the girl whose
christian nane he did not yet know | oaded t he nuskets which he and the
father fired at no eneny but at the Haitian night itself, lancing their
little vain and puny flashes into the broodi ng and bl ood-weary and

t hrobbi ng darkness: and it the very time of year, the season between
hurricanes and any hope of rain: and how on the eighth night the water
gave out and something had to be done so he put the nusket down and went
out and subdued them That was how he told it: he went out and subdued
them and when he returned he and the girl becane engaged to marry and
G andf at her saying 'Wait wait' sure enough now, saying, 'But you didn't
even know her; you told ne that when the siege began you didn't even
know her nanme' and he | ooked at Grandfather and said, 'Yes. But you see,
it took ne sonme tinme to recover.' Not how he did it. He didn't tell that
either, that of no noment to the story either; he just put the nusket
down and had soneone unbar the door and then bar it behind him and

wal ked out zoo
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into the darkness and subdued them naybe by yelling | ouder, naybe by
standi ng, bearing nore than they believed any bones and flesh could or
shoul d (shoul d, yes: that would be the terrible thing: to find flesh to
stand nore than flesh should be asked to stand); naybe at |ast they
thenmsel ves turning in horror and fleeing fromthe white arnms and | egs
shaped |ike theirs and from which bl ood could be nmade to spurt and fl ow
as it could fromtheirs and containing an indonmtable spirit which
shoul d have cone fromthe sanme primary fire which theirs cane from but
whi ch coul d not have, could not possibly have (he showed G andfather the
scars, one of which, Gandfather said, came pretty near |eaving himthat
virgin for the rest of his life too) and then daylight came with no
drums in it for the first tine in eight days, and they energed (probably
the man and the daughter) and wal ked across the burned land with the
bright sun shining down on it as if nothing had happened, wal king now in
what mnust have been an incredi ble desolate solitude and peaceful quiet,
and found himand brought himto the house: and when he recovered he and
the girl were engaged. Then he stopped." "All right," Shreve said. "Go
on." "l said he stopped," Quentin said. "I heard you. Stopped what? How
got engaged and then stopped yet still had a wife to repudiate |ater?
You said he didn't remenber how he got to Haiti, and then he didn't
renenber how he got into the house with the niggers surrounding it. Now
are you going to tell nme he didn't even renenber getting nmarried? That
he got engaged and then he deci ded he would stop, only one day he found
out he hadn't stopped but on the contrary he was narried? And all you
called himwas just a virgin?" "He stopped talking, telling it," Quentin
said. He had not noved, tal king apparently (if to anything) to the
letter lying on the open book on the table between his hands. Qpposite
hi m Shreve had filled the pipe and snoked it out again. It lay again
overturned, a scattering of white ashes fanning out fromthe bow, onto
the table before his crossed naked arns with which he appeared at the
same time both to support and hug hinsel f, since although it was only

el even ocl ock the room was beginning to cool toward that point where
about mi dni ght there would be only enough heat in the radiators to keep
t he pipes fromfreezing, though (he 205
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who cane, a little wild-eyed and consi derably sl ack-nouthed, into the
Hol st on House bar one evening and said, 'Boys, this tinme he stole the
whol e durn steanboat!' "So at last civic virtue cane to a boil. One day
and with the sheriff of the county anong them a party of eight or ten
took the road out to Sutpen's Hundred. They did not go all the way
because about six mles fromtown they net Sutpen hinmself. He was riding
the roan horse, in the frock coat and the beaver hat which they knew and
with his I egs wapped in a piece of tarpaulin; he had a portnmanteau on
his ponmel and he was carrying a small woven basket on his arm He
stopped the roan (it was April then, and the road was still a quagmre)
and sat there in his splashed tarpaulin and | ooked fromone face to the
next; your grandfather said that his eyes | ooked |ike pieces of a broken
plate and that his beard was strong as a curry-conb. That was how he put
it: strong as a curry-conmb. 'Good norning, gentlenen,' he said. 'Wre
you | ooking for nme?" "Doubtless sonething nore than this transpired at
the time, though none of the vigilance conmittee ever told it that |
know of . Al | ever heard is how the town, the nmen on the gallery of the
Hol st on House saw Sutpen and the committee ride onto the square
together, Sutpen a little in front and the others bunched behind

hi m Sut pen with his legs and feet wapped neatly in his tarpaulin and
hi s shoul ders squared inside the worn broadcl oth coat and that worn
brushed beaver cocked a little, talking to them over his shoul der and

t hose eyes hard and pal e and reckl ess and probably quizzical and maybe
cont enpt uous even then. He pulled up at the door and the negro hostler
ducked out and took the roan's head and Sutpen got down, with his

port mant eau and the basket and nounted the steps, and | heard how he
turned there and | ooked at them again where they huddl ed on their
horses, not knowi ng what to do exactly. And it might have been a good
thing that he had that beard and they could not see his nouth. Then he
turned, and he | ooked at the other nmen sitting with their feet on the
railing and watching himtoo, nmen who used to cone out to his place and
sleep on the floor and hunt with him and he saluted themw th that
florid, swaggering gesture to the hat (yes, he was underbred. It showed
like this always, your grandfather said, in all his formal contacts with
people. He was |like John L. 34
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G andf ather said the architect took the new hat and | ooked at it and
burst into tears.-a little harried wild-faced nman with a two-days'

st ubbl e of beard, who cane out of the cave fighting Iike a wldcat, hurt
leg and all, with the dogs barking and the ni ggers whoopi ng and
hollering with deadly and nerry anticipation, |ike they were under the

i npression that since the race had | asted nore than twenty-four hours
the rules would be automatically abrogated and they woul d not have to
wait to cook himuntil Sutpen waded in with a short stick and beat

ni ggers and dogs all away, |eaving the architect standing there, not
scared worth a damm either, just panting a little and G andfather said a
little sick in the face where the niggers had m shandled his leg in the
heat of the capture, and naking them a speech in French, a | ong one and
so fast that G andfather said probably another Frenchman coul d not have
understood all of it. But it sounded fine; G andfather said even he-al

of themcould tell that the architect was not apologising; it was fine,
Grandf at her said, and he said how Sutpen turned toward hi mbut he
(Grandf at her) was al ready approaching the architect, holding out the
bottl e of whi skey al ready uncorked. And Grandfather saw the eyes in the
gaunt face, the eyes desperate and hopel ess but indom table too,

i nvincible too, not beaten yet by a dannm sight G andfather said, and al
that fifty-odd hours of dark and swanp and sl eepl essness and fatigue and
no grub and nowhere to go and no hope of getting there: just a will to
endure and a foreknow ng of defeat but not beat yet by a damm sight: and
he took the bottle in one of his little dirty coon-li ke hands and rai sed
the ot her hand and even funbl ed about his head for a second before he
renenbered that the hat was gone, then flung the hand up in a gesture
that Grandfather said you sinply could not describe, that seenmed to
gather all msfortune and defeat that the human race ever suffered into
alittle pinch in his fingers like dust and fling it backward over his
head, and raised the bottle and bowed first to G andfather then to all
the other nen sitting their horses in a circle and | ooking at him and
then he took not only the first drink of neat whiskey he ever took in
his Iife but the drink of it that he could no nore have conceived

hi msel f taking than the Brahmin can believe that that situation can
conceivably arise in which he will eat dog." 2 o7
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store and wat ched his wagonl oad of stock doubl e nmaybe every ten years or
at | east not |ose any ground and seen the chance to do that very sane
thing all the time, only his conscience (not his courage: Father said he
had plenty of that) wouldn't let him Then Sutpen canme al ong and of fered
todoit, he and M Coldfield to divide the loot if it worked, and he
(Sutpen) to take all the blane if it didn't. And M Coldfield let him
Father said it was because M Coldfield did not believe it would work,
that they would get away with it, only he couldn't quit thinking about
it, and so when they tried it and it failed he (M Goldfield) would be
able to get it out of his mnd then; and that when it did fail and they
were caught, M Coldfield would insist on taking his share of the blane
as penance and expiation for having sinned in his mnd all those years.
Because M Col dfield never did believe it would work, so when he saw
that it was going to work, had worked, the |east thing he could do was
to refuse to take his share of the profits; that when he saw that it had
worked it was his conscience he hated, not Sutpen; his conscience and
the land, the country which had created his conscience and then offered
the opportunity to have nade all that noney to the conscience which it
had created, which could do nothing but decline; hated that country so
much that he was even glad when he saw it drifting closer and closer to
a dooned and fatal war; that he would have joined the Yankee arny,

Fat her said, only he was not a soldier and knew that he would either be
killed or die of hardship and so not be present on that day when the
South woul d realise that it was now paying the price for having erected
its economic edifice not on the rock of stern norality but on the
shifting sands of opportuni smand noral brigandage. So he chose the only
gesture he could think of to inpress his disapproval on those who shoul d
outlive the fighting and so participate in the renorse-" "Sure," Shreve
said. "That's fine. But Sutpen. The design. Get on, now " "Yes," Quentin
said. "The design.--Getting richer and richer. It nust have | ooked fine
and cl ear ahead for hi mnow. house finished, and even bigger and whiter
than the one he had gone to the door of that day and the nigger came in
hi s nmonkey clothes and told himto go to the back, and he with his own
brand of niggers even, which the man who lay in the hammock with his
shoes of f didn't have, to cull one from-oq
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and train himto go to the door when his turn cane for a little boy

wi t hout any shoes on and with his pap's cutdown pants for clothes to
come and knock on it. Only Father said that that wasn't it now, that
when he cane to G andfathers office that day after the thirty years, and
not trying to excuse now anynore than he had tried in the bottomthat

ni ght when they ran the architect, but just to explain now, trying hard
to explain now because now he was old and knew it, knew it was being old
that he had to talk against: time shortening ahead of himthat could and
woul d do things to his chances and possibilities even if he had no nore
doubt of his bones and flesh than he did of his will and courage,
telling Gandfather that the boy-synbol at the door wasn't it because

t he boy-synbol was just the fignment of the amazed and desperate child;
that now he woul d take that boy in where he would never again need to
stand on the outside of a white door and knock at it: and not at all for
nere shelter but so that that boy, that whatever namel ess stranger

could shut that door hinself forever behind himon all that he had ever
known, and | ook ahead along the still undivulged Iight rays in which his
descendants who m ght not even ever hear his (the boy's) nane, waited to
be born wi thout even having to know that they had once been riven
forever free from brutehood just as his own (Sutpen's) children were
"Dont say it's just ne that sounds |ike your old man," Shreve said. "But
go on. Sutpen's children. Go on." "Yes," Quentin said. "The two
children" thinking Yes. Maybe we are both Father. Maybe not hi ng ever
happens once and is finished. Maybe happen is never once but |ike

ri ppl es naybe on water after the pebble sinks, the ripples noving on,
spreadi ng, the pool attached by a narrow unbilical water-cord to the
next pool which the first pool feeds, has fed, did feed, let this second
pool contain a different tenperature of water, a different nolecularity
of having seen, felt, renenbered, reflect in a different tone the
infinite unchanging sky, it doesn't matter. that pebble's watery echo
whose fall it did not even see noves across its surface too at the
original ripple-space, to the old ineradicable rhythmthinking Yes, we
are both Father. O maybe Father and 1 are both Shreve, maybe it took
Fat her and ne both to make Shreve or Shreve and nme both to rmake Fat her
or maybe Thonas Sutpen to make all o f us. "Yes, the tw 210
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only the twenty niggers out of all he mght have cl ai med and whi ch nany
another man in his place would have insisted upon keeping and (in which
contention) would have been supported by both | egal and noral sanction
even if not the delicate one of conscience: and G andfather not saying
"Wait wait' now because it was that innocence again, that innocence

whi ch believed that the ingredients of norality were |ike the

i ngredients of pie or cake and once you had neasured them and bal anced

them and m xed them and put 2 i
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have warranted you in the belief that you could but justice? " It was
at this point that Shreve went to the bedroom and put on the bat hrobe.
He did not say Wait, he just rose and left Quentin sitting before the
tabl e, the open book and the letter, and went out and returned in the
robe and sat again and took up the cold pipe, though without filling it
anew or lighting it as it was. "All right," he said. "So that Christnas
Henry brought him home, into the house, and the denon | ooked up and saw
the face he believed he had paid off and di scharged twenty-ei ght years
ago. Go on." "Yes," Quentin said. "Father said he probably nanmed hi m

hi msel f. Charles Bon. Charles Good. He didn't tell G andfather that he
did, but G andfather believed he did, would ..ERR COD: 1..
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t he desi gn even though he coul d have closed his eyes and, if not fool ed
the rest of the world as they had fooled him at |east have frightened
any man out of speaking the secret al oud-the sanme consci ence which woul d
not permt the child, since it was a boy, to bear either his nane or
that of its maternal grandfather, yet which would also forbid himto do
the customary and provide a qui ck husband for the discarded wonan and so
give his son an authentic name. He chose the nane hinself , G andfather
believed, just as he naned themall-the Charles Goods and the

G ytemestras and Henry and Judith and all of them that entire
fecundity of dragons' teeth as Father called it. And Father said "Your
father," Shreve said. "He seens to have got an awful |ot of del ayed

i nformati on awful quick, after having waited forty-five years. If he
knew all this, what was his reason for telling you that the trouble

bet ween Henry and Bon was the octoroon woman?" "He didn't know it then.
G andfather didn't tell himall of it either, Iike Sutpen never told
Grandfather quite all of it." "Then who did tell hinP" "I did." Quentin
did not nove, did not |ook up while Shreve watched him "The day after
we after that night when we "Ch," Shreve said. "After you and the old
aunt. | see. Go on. And Father said said how he nust have stood there on
the front gallery that afternoon and waited for Henry and the friend
Henry had been writing honme about all fall to cone up the drive, and
that naybe after Henry wote the nane in the first letter Sutpen
probably told hinself it couldn't be, that there was a limt even to

i rony beyond which it becane either just vicious but not fatal horseplay
or harnl ess coi ncidence, since Father said that even Sutpen probably
knew t hat nobody yet ever invented a nanme that sonebody didn't own now
or hadn't owned once: and they rode up at last and Henry said, 'Father,
this is Charles' and he-" ("the denon," Shreve said) "-saw the face and
knew that there are situations where coincidence is no nore than the
little child that rushes out onto a football field to take part in the
ganme and the players run over and around the unscathed head and go on
and shock together and in the fury of the struggle for the facts called
gain or loss zi4



Page 197

nobody even renenbers the child nor saw who cane and snatched it back
fromdissolution; that he stood there at his own door, just as he had

i magi ned, planned, designed, and sure enough and after fifty years the
forlorn namel ess and honel ess |ost child cane to knock at it and no
nmonkey- dressed ni gger anywhere under the sun to cone to the door and
order the child away; and Father said that even then, even though he
knew t hat Bon and Judith had never |laid eyes on one another, he mnust
have felt and heard the desi gn-house, position, posterity and all-come
down like it had been built out of smoke, nmaking no sound, creating no
rush of displaced air and not even |eaving any debris. And he not
calling it retribution, no sins of the father cone honme to roost; not
even calling it bad luck, but just a mistake: that m stake which he
could not discover hinmself and which he cane to Grandfather, not to
excuse but just to review the facts for an inpartial (and G andfat her
said he believed, a legally trained) mnd to exanine and find and poi nt
out to him Not noral retribution you see: just an old nistake in fact
whi ch a man of courage and shrewdness (the one of which he now knew he
possessed, the other of which he believed that he had now | earned,
acquired) could still conbat if he could only find out what the m stake
had been. Because he did not give up. He never did give up; G andfather
said that his subsequent actions (the fact that for a tinme he did
not hi ng and so perhaps hel ped to bring about the very situation which he
dreaded) were not the result of any failing of courage or shrewdness or
rut hl essness, but were the result of his conviction that it had all cone
froma mstake and until he discovered what that m stake had been he did
not intend to risk nmaking another one. "So he invited Bon into the
house, and for the two weeks of the vacation (only it didn't take that

| ong; Father said that probably Ms Sutpen had Judith and Bon al ready
engaged fromthe nonent she saw Bon's nane in Henry's first letter) he
wat ched Bon and Henry and Judith, or watched Bon and Judith rather
because he woul d have al ready known about Henry and Bon from Henry's
letters about himfromthe school; watched themfor two weeks, and did
not hi ng. Then Henry and Bon went back to school and now the nigger groom
that fetched the mail back and forth each week between Oxford and

Sut pen' s Hundred brought letters to Judith now that were not in Henry's
hand (and that 2 is
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not necessary either, Father said, because Ms Sutpen was already
covering the town and county both with news of that engagenent that
Father said didn't exist yet) and still he did nothing. He didn't do
anything at all until spring was al nost over and Henry wote that he was
bringing Bon hone with himto stay a day or two before Bon went hone.
Then Sut pen went to New Ol eans. Whether he chose that tine to go in
order to get Bon and his nother together and thrash the business out for
good and all or not, nobody knows, just as nobody knows whet her he ever
saw the nother or not while he was there, if she received himor refused
to receive him or if she did and he tried once nore to cone to terns
with her, buy her off maybe with noney now, since Father said that a man
who coul d believe that a scorned and outraged and angry woman coul d be
bought off with formal |ogic would believe that she could be placated
with noney too, and it didn't work; or if Bon was there and it was Bon
hi nsel f who refused the offer, though nobody ever did know if Bon ever
knew Sut pen was his father or not, whether he was trying to revenge his
not her or not at first and only later fell in love, only | ater succunbed
to the current of retribution and fatality which Mss Rosa said Sutpen
had started and had doomed all his blood to, black and white both. But
it didn't work evidently, and the next Christmas canme and Henry and Bon
canme to Sutpen's Hundred agai n and now Sutpen saw that there was no help
for it, that Judith was in love with Bon and whet her Bon wanted revenge
or was just caught and sunk and doomed too, it was all the sanme. So it
seenms that he sent for Henry that Christmas eve just before supper tine
(Father said that naybe by now, after his New Ol eans trip, he had

| earned at |ast enough about wonen to know it wouldn't do any good to go
to Judith first) and told Henry. And he knew what Henry woul d say and
Henry said it and he took the Iie fromhis son and Henry knew by his
father taking the lie that what his father had told himwas true, and
Fat her said that he (Sutpen) probably knew what Henry would do too and
counted on Henry doing it because he still believed that it had been
only a minor tactical mstake, and so he was like a skirm sher who is
out nunbered yet cannot retreat who believes that if he is just patient
enough and cl ever enough and cal m enough and al ert enough he can get the
eneny scattered and pick themoff one by one. And Henry did it. And he
(Sut pen) probably knew what Henry zi 6
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the day he cane to the office, his-" ("the denon's," Shreve said) "-one
day of |eave at hone, canme hone with his tonmbstones and Judith was there
and | reckon he | ooked at her and she | ooked at himand he said, ~You
know where he is' and Judith didn't lie to him and (he knew Henry) he
said, “But you have not heard fromhimyet' and Judith didn't |ie about
that either and she didn't cry either because both of them knew what
would be in the letter when it cane so he didn't have to ask, ~When he
wites you that he is comng, you and Cytie will start making the
weddi ng dress' even if Judith would 2 i7
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have lied to himabout that, which she would not have: so he put one of
the stones on Ellen's grave and set the other one up in the hall and
canme in to see Gandfather, trying to explain it, seeing if G andfather
coul d di scover that m stake which he believed was the sol e cause of his
problem sitting there in his worn and shabby uniform wth his worn
gauntl ets and faded sash and (he woul d have had the plunme by all neans.
He mi ght have had to discard his sabre, but he would have had the plune)
the plune in his hat broken and frayed and soiled, with his horse
saddl ed and waiting in the street bel ow and a thousand niles to ride to
find his reginent, yet he sitting there on the one afternoon of his

| eave as though he had a thousand of them as if there were no haste nor
urgency anywhere under the sun and that when he departed he had no
further to go than the twelve mles out to Sutpen's Hundred and a

t housand days or maybe even years of nonotony and rich peace, and he,

even after he woul d becone dead, still there, still watching the fine
grandsons and great-grandsons springing as far as eye could reach; he
still, even though dead in the earth, that same fine figure of a nan

that Wash Jones called him but not now Now fogbound by his own private
enbattl enent of personal norality: that picayune splitting of abstract
hai rs while (Grandfather said) Rone vani shed and Jericho crunbl ed, that
this would be right i f or that would be wong but of slow ng bl ood and
stiffening bones and arteries that Father says nen resort to in senility
who whil e young and supple and strong reacted to a single sinple Yes and
a single sinple No as instantaneous and conpl ete and unt hi nking as the
snapping on and off of electricity, sitting there and tal king and now

G andf at her not know ng what he was tal ki ng about because now

G andf at her said he did not believe that Sutpen hinself knew because
even yet Sutpen had not quite told himall of it. And this that norality
again, G andfather said: that norality which would not permit himto
mal i gn or traduce the nmenory of his first wife, or at |east the nmenory
of the marriage even though he felt that he had been tricked by it, not
even to an acquai ntance in whose confidence and discretion he trusted
enough to wish to justify hinmself, not even to his son by another
marriage in order to preserve the status of his life's attai nment and
desire, except as a last resort. Not that he would hesitate then,
Grandf at her said: but not until then. He had been tricked by it hinself,
218
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but he had extricated hinmself w thout asking or receiving help from any
man; |et anyone el se who night be so inposed upon do the sane.- and pl an
to which he had given fifty years of his |ife had just as well never
have existed at all by alnost exactly fifty years, and G andfat her not
knowi ng what choi ce he was tal ki ng about even, what second choice he was
faced with until the very last word he spoke before he got up and put on
his hat and shook Grandfathers |eft hand and rode away; this second

choi ce, need to choose, as obscure to G andfather as the reason for the
first, the repudiation , had been: so that G andfather did not ..ERR
coD: 1. .
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negation. | chose, and | nade to the fullest what atonenent lay in ny
power for whatever injury | mnmight have done in choosing, paying even
nore for the privilege of choosing as | chose than | night have been
expected to, or even (by law required. Yet | amnow faced with a second
necessity to choose, the curious factor of which is not, as you pointed
out and as first appeared to ne, that the necessity for a new choice
shoul d have arisen, but that either choice which | mght make, either
course which I mght choose, leads to the sane result: either | destroy
ny design with nmy own hand, which will happen if | amforced to play ny
last trunp card, or do nothing, let matters take the course which I know
they will take and see ny design conplete itself quite normally and
naturally and successfully to the public eye, yet to ny own in such
fashion as to be a nockery and a betrayal of that little boy who
approached that door fifty years ago and was turned away, for whose

vi ndi cation the whol e plan was conceived and carried forward to the
noment of this choice, this second choice devol ving out of that first
one which in its turn was forced on nme as the result of an agreenent, an
arrangenent which | had entered in good faith, concealing nothing, while
the other party or parties to it concealed fromme the one very factor
whi ch woul d destroy the entire plan and design which | had been working
toward, concealed it so well that it was not until after the child was
born that | discovered that this factor existed "Your old man," Shreve
sai d. "Wen your grandfather was telling this to him he didn't know any
nmore what your grandfather was tal king about than your grandfather knew
what the denmon was tal king about when the denon told it to him did he?
And when your old man told it to you, you wouldn't have known what
anybody was tal king about if you hadn't been out there and seen dytie.
Is that right?" "Yes," Quentin said. "Gandfather was the only friend he
had." "The denon had?" Quentin didn't answer, didn't nove. It was cold
in the roomnow. The heat was al nost gone out of the radiators: the cold
iron fluting stern signal and adnonition for sleeping, the little death,
the renewal. It had been sone tinme now since the chinmes had rung el even
"All right," Shreve said. He was hugging hinmself into the bathrobe now
as he had fornerly hugged hinself inside his pink naked al nost hairl ess
skin. "He chose. He chose lechery. So do |I. But go on." H's remark was
220
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not intended for flippancy nor even derogation. It was born (if from any
source) of that incorrigible unsentinmental sentinmentality of the young
whi ch takes the formof hard and often crass levity-to which, by the
way, Quentin paid no attention whatever, resunming as if he had never
been interrupted, his face still |owered, still brooding apparently on
the open letter upon the open book between his hands. "He left for
Virginia that night. Gandfather said how he went to the w ndow and

wat ched himride across the square on the gaunt black stallion, erect in
his faded gray, the hat with its broken plune cocked a little yet not
quite so much as the beaver of the old days, as if (G andfather said)
even with his martial rank and prerogatives he did not quite swagger
like he used to do, not because he was chastened by m sfortune or spent
or even war-wearied but as though even while riding he was still benused
in that state in which he struggled to hold clear and free above a

mael strom of unpredictable and unreasoni ng human bei ngs, not his head
for breath and not so nuch his fifty years of effort and striving to
establish a posterity, but his code of logic and norality, his formula
and recipe of fact and deducti on whose bal anced sum and product

declined, refused to swimor even float;-saw hi m approach the Hol ston
House and saw old M MCaslin and two other old nmen hobble out and stop
him he sitting the stallion and talking to themand his voice not

rai sed, Grandfather said, yet the very sober quality of his gestures and
the set of his shoulders forensic, oratorical. Then he went on. He coul d
still reach Sutpen's Hundred before dark, so it was probably after
supper that he headed the stallion toward the Atlantic Ccean, he and
Judith facing one another again for maybe a full mnute, he not needi ng
tosay ‘| will stop it if |I can', she not needing to say "Stop it

then-if you can' but just goodbye, the kiss on the brow and no tears; a
word to Clytie and to Wash: master to slave, baron to retainer: ~Well
Cytie, take care of Mss Judith.-Wash, 1'll send you a piece of Abe
Lincoln's coat tail from Wshington' and | reckon Wash answering like it
used to be under the scuppernongs with the denijohn and the well bucket:
“Sho, Kernel; kill ever one of the varnints!' So he ate the hoecake and
drank the parched acorn coffee and rode away. Then it was '65 and the
arnmy (G andfather had gone back to it too; he was a brigadi er now t hough
I reckon this was for nore reason than because he just had one 2 2 1
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arm) had retreated across Ceorgia and into Carolina and they all knew it
woul dn't be very nuch | onger now. Then one day Lee sent Johnston sone
reinforcenents fromone of his corps and Grandfather found out that the
Twenty-third M ssissippi was one of the reginments. And he (G andfat her)
didn't know what had happened: whether Sutpen had found out in some way
that Henry had at |ast coerced his conscience into agreeing with him as
his (Henry's) father had done thirty years ago, whether Judith perhaps
had witten her father that she had heard from Bon at |ast and what she
and Bon intended to do, or if the four of them had just reached as one
person that point where sonmething had to be done, had to happen, he
(Grandfather) didn't know He just |earned one norning that Sutpen had
ridden up to Grandfather's old reginment's headquarters and asked and
received perm ssion to speak to Henry and did speak to himand then rode

away again before mdnight." "So he got his choice nade, after all,"
Shreve said. "He played that trunp after all. And so he canme honme and
found-" "Wait," Quentin said. what he nust have wanted to find or anyway
what he was going to find "Wait, | tell you!" Quentin said, though stil
he did not nove nor even raise his voice-that voice with its tense
suffused restrained quality: "I amtelling" AmI| going to have to hear

it all again he thought 1 amgoing to have to hear it all over again

am already hearing it all over again 1 amlistening to it all over again
I shall have to never listen to anything else but this again forever so
apparently not only a man never outlives his father but not even his
friends and acquai ntances do:-(that at |east regardi ng which he should
have needed no word nor warning even if Judith would have sent hi m one,
sent hi m acknowl edgenent that she was beaten, who according to M
Conpson woul d no nore have sent hi m acknow edgenent that he had beat her
t han she waited (who Mss Coldfield said was not bereaved) and nmet him
on his return, not with the fury and despair perhaps which he m ght have
expected even though knowing as little, having learned as little, about
wonen as M Conpson said he had, yet certainly with something other than
the icy calmwi th which, according to Mss Coldfield, she net himthe

ki ss again after alnost two years, on the brow, the voices, the
speeches, quiet, contained, 222
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al nost inpersonal: "And-?" "Yes. Henry killed hini followed by the brief
tears which ceased on the instant when they began, as if the noisture
consi sted of a single sheet or layer thin as a cigarette paper and in
the shape he returned, to neet himat the gate and say, 'Wll, Kernel,
they kilt us but they aint whupped us yit, air they? who even worked,

| abored, sweat at the denobn's behest during that first furious period
whil e the denon believed he could restore by sheer indomtable willing

t he Sutpen's Hundred which he renenbered and had | ost, |labored with no
hope of pay or reward who must have seen |ong before the denon did (or
would admit it) that the task was hopel ess-blind Jones who apparently
saw still in that furious |echerous weck the old fine figure of the man
who once gal | oped on the black thoroughbred about that domain two
boundari es of which the eye could not see fromany point "Yes," Quentin
said. So that Sunday norning cane and the denpn up and away before dawn,
Judi th thinking she knew why since that norning the black stallion which
he rode to Virginia and | ed back had a son born on his w fe Penel ope,
only it was not that foal which the denon had got up early to | ook at
and it was al nost a week before they caught, found, the old i5o0
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have known she woul d do and woul d have known probably i f he had not
bogged hinself again in his norality which had all the parts but which
refused to run, to nove. Hence the proposal, the outrage and unbeli ef;
the tide, the blast o f indignation and anger upon which M ss Rosa

vani shed from Sutpen's Hundred, her air-ballooned skirts spread upon the
flood, chip-light, her bonnet (possibly one of Ellen's which she had
prow ed out of the attic) clapped fast onto her head rigid and
precarious with rage. And he standing there with the reins over his arm
with perhaps sonething like smling inside his beard and about the eyes
whi ch was not smling but the crinkled concentration of furious

t hi nki ng: -the haste, the need for it; the urgency but not fear, not
concern : just the fact that he had missed that tinme, though luckily it
was just a spotting shot with a |light charge, and the old gun, the old
barrel and carriage none the worse; only next time there m ght not be
enough powder for both a spotting shot and then a full-sized |oad;-the
fact that the thread of shrewdness and courage and will ran onto the
sanme spool which the thread of his remaining days ran onto and that
spool al nost near enough for himto reach out his hand and touch it. But
this was no grave concern yet, since it (the old logic, the old norality
whi ch had never yet failed to fail him was already falling into
pattern, already showi ng hi mconclusively that he had been right, just
as he knew he had been, and therefore what had happened was just a
delusion and did not actually exist) "No," Shreve said; "you wait. Let
me play a while now. Now, Wash. Him (the denpbn) standing there with the
horse, the saddl ed charger, zz4 ..ERR COD:1.
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t he sheathed sabre, the gray waiting to be |aid peaceful away anong the

not hs and all |ost save dishonor: then the voice of the faithful
gravedi gger who opened the play and would close it, com ng out of the
wi ngs |ike Shakespeare's very self: “Well, Kernel, they nought have

whupped us but they aint kilt us yit, air they? -" This was not
flippancy either. It too was just that protective coloring of levity
behi nd whi ch the youthful shane of being noved hid itself, out of which
Quentin al so spoke, the reason for Quentin's sullen benusenent, the (on
both their parts) flipness, the strained clowiing: the two of them

whet her they knew it or not, in the cold room (it was quite cold now)
dedi cated to that best of ratiocination which after all was a good dea
like Sutpen's norality and M ss Col dfield' s denonising-this room not
only dedicated to it but set aside for it and suitably so since it would
be here above any other place that it (the logic and the norality) could
do the | east anobunt of harm the two of them back to back as though at
the last ditch, saying No to Quentin's M ssissippi shade who in life had
acted and reacted to the nininumof logic and norality, who dying had
escaped it conpletely, who dead remai ned not only indifferent but

i mpervious to it, sonmehow a thousand tinmes nore potent and alive. There
was no harmintended by Shreve and no harmtaken, since Quentin did not
even stop. He did not even falter, taking Shreve up in stride without
comma or colon or paragraph: no reserve to risk a spotting shot with now
so he started this one like you start a rabbit out of a brier patch,
with alittle chunk of dried nmud thrown by hand. Maybe it was the first
string of beads out of his and Wash's little store where he woul d get
mad at his custoners, the niggers and the trash and the haggling, and
turn themout and | ock the door and drink hinmself blind. And maybe Wash
delivered the beads hinself, Father said, that was down at the gate when
he rode back fromthe war that day, that after he went away with the
regiment would tell folks that he (Wash) was | ooking after Kernel's

pl ace and niggers until after a while naybe he even believed it.

Fat her's not her said how when the Sutpen niggers first heard about what
he was saying, they would stop himin the road that came up out of the
bottom where the old fishing canp was that Sutpen |let himand the

gr anddaught er (she was about eight then) live in. There would be too
many of themfor himto whip 2 Z5
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themall, to even try to, risk trying to: and they would ask hi mwhy he
wasn't at the war and he would say, 'Gt outen ny road, niggers!' and
then it would be the outright |aughing, asking one another (except it
was not one another but him: 'Who him calling us niggers? and he
woul d rush at themw th a stick and them avoi ding himjust enough, not
mad at all, just laughing. And he was still carrying fish and aninals he
killed (or maybe stole) and vegetables up to the house when that was
about all Ms Sutpen and Judith (and Cytie too) had to |live on, and
Cytie would not let himconme into the kitchen with the basket even
saying, 'Stop right there, white nman. Stop right where you is. You aint
never crossed this door while Col onel was here and you aint going to
cross it now' Which was true, only Father said there was a kind of
pride in it: that he had never tried to enter the house, even though he
believed that if he had tried, Sutpen would not have |let themrepul se
him |ike (Father said) he mght have said to hinself The reason | wont
try it aint that | refuse to give any black nigger the chance to tell ne
1 cant but because | aint going to force Mster Tomto have to cuss a

ni gger or take a cussing fromhis wife on ny account But they would

dri nk together under the scuppernong arbor on the Sunday afternoons, and
on the week days he woul d see Sutpen (the fine figure of the nan as he
called it) on the black stallion, galloping about the plantation, and
Fat her said how for that noment Wash's heart would be quiet and proud
both and that maybe it would seemto himthat this world where niggers,
that the Bible said had been created and cursed by God to be brute and
vassal to all men of white skin, were better found and housed and even
cl othed than he and his granddaughter-that this world where he wal ked

al ways in nocking and jeering echoes of nigger |aughter, was just a
dream and an illusion and that the actual world was the one where his
own | onely apotheosis (Father said) galloped on the black thoroughbred,

t hi nki ng maybe, Father said, how the Book said that all nen were created
in the inage of God and so all nen were the sane in God's eyes anyway,

| ooked the sanme to God at |east, and so he would | ook at Sutpen and
think A fine proud man. If God Hinself was to come down and ride the
natural earth, that's what He would aimto | ook |ike. Maybe he even
delivered the first string of beads hinself, and Father said naybe each
of the ribbons afterward during the next three years while the girl
matured fast zz6
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his heart was still quiet, even all, stopped the protestations and
disclainmers at all: “~Sho, now Ef Kernel and Mss Judith wanted to give
hit to you, | hope you ninded to thank them'-Not al armed, Father said:

just thoughtful, just grave; and Father said how that afternoon

G andfather rode out to see Sutpen about sonething and there was nobody
in the front of the store and he was about to go out and go up to the
house when he heard the voices fromthe back and he wal ked on toward
them and so he overheard them before he could begin to not listen and
bef ore he could nmake them hear himcalling Sutpen's nanme. G andfat her
couldn't see themyet, he hadn't even got to where they could hear him
yet, but he said he knew exactly how they woul d be: Sutpen having

al ready told Wash to get the jug out and then Wash spoke and Sut pen
beginning to turn, realising that Wash wasn't getting the jug before he
conpr ehended the inport of what WAsh was sayi ng, then conprehendi ng that
and still half turned and then all of a sudden kind of ..ERR COD: 1.
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Sut pen said, 'Wat about the dress?' and Grandfather said it was

Sut pen's voice that was short and sharp: not Wash's; that Wash's voice
was just flat and quiet, not abject: just patient and slow. 'I| have
knowed you for going on twenty years now. | aint never denied yit to do
what you told me to do. And |I'ma man past sixty. And she aint nothing
but a fifteen-year-old gal.' and Sutpen said, 'Meaning that |1'd harmthe
girl? 1, a man as old as you are?" and Wash: 'If you was arra other man,
I'd say you was as old as nme. And old or no old, I wouldn't Iet her keep
that dress nor nothing el se that cone fromyour hand. But you are
different.' and Sutpen: 'How different? and G andfather said how Wash
did not answer and that he called again now and neither of them heard
him and then Sutpen said: 'So that's why you are afraid of nme?" and
Wash said, 'l aint afraid. Because you are brave. It aint that you were
a brave nman at one second or ninute or hour of your |life and got a paper
to show hit from General Lee. But you are brave, the sane as you are
alive and breathing. That's where it's different. Hit dont need no
ticket fromnobody to tell nme that. And | know that whatever your hands
tech, whether hit's a reginent of men or a ignorant gal or just a hound
dog, that you will make hit right.' Then G andfather heard Sutpen nove,
sudden and sharp, and Grandfather said he reckoned, thought just about
what he i nmagi ned Wash was thinking. But all Sutpen said was, 'Get the
jug. = Sho, Kernel,' Wash said. "So that Sunday cane, a year after that
day and three years after he had suggested to Mss Rosa that they try it
first and if it was a boy and |lived, they would be married. It was

bef ore daylight and he was expecting his nare to foal to the black
stallion, so when he left the house before day that norning Judith

t hought he was going to the stable, who knew what and how nuch about her
fat her and Wash's granddaught er nobody knew, how nuch she could not have
hel ped but know from what C ytie nust have known (may have or may not
have told her, whether or no) since everybody else white or black in the
nei ghbor hood knew who had ever seen the girl pass in the ribbons and
beads which they all recognised, how nmuch she nmay have refused to

di scover during the fitting and sewing of that dress (Father said Judith
actually did this; this was no lie that the girl told Wash: the two of
them al one all day |ong 228
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where maybe the granddaughter on the pallet asked querul ously what it
was and he answered, ~Wwut? Whut racket, honey?' and naybe he tried to
persuade her to eat too-the side neat he had probably brought home from
the store Saturday night or maybe the candy, trying to tenpt her with it
maybe-the nickel's worth of stale jellified glue out of a striped sack,
and nmaybe ate hinself and then sat at the w ndow where he could | ook out
above the body and the scythe in the weeds bel ow, and watch the road.
Because he was sitting there when the half grown boy cane around the
corner of the house whistling and saw him And Father said he nust have
realised then that it would not be nmuch after dark when it woul d happen
that he nust have sat there and sensed, felt themgathering with the
horses and dogs and guns-the curious and the vengeful -nmen of Sutpen's
own kind, who used to eat at his table with himback when he (Wash) had
yet to approach nearer the house than the scuppernong arbor-nmen who had
| ed the way, shown the other and | esser ones how to fight in battles,
who m ght al so possess signed papers fromthe generals saying that they
were anong the first and forenost of the brave-who had gall oped also in
the ol d days arrogant and proud on the fine horses about the fine

pl ant ati ons-synbol also of adm ration and hope, instruments too of
despair and grief; these it was whom he was expected to run fromand it
seening to himprobably that he had no less to run fromthan he had to
run to; that if he ran he would be fleeing nerely one set of bragging
and evil shadows for another, since they (nmen) were all of a kind

t hroughout all of earth which he knew, and he old, too old to run far
even if he were to run who could never escape them no matter how much
or how far he ran; a man past sixty could not expect to run that far

far enough to escape beyond the boundaries of earth where such nen
lived, set the order and the rule of living: and Father said that nmaybe
for the first time in his life he began to conprehend how it had been
possi bl e for Yankees or any other arny to have whi pped themthe gall ant,
the proud, the brave; the acknow edged and chosen best anpbng themall to
bear the courage and honor and pride. It would probably be about sunset
now and probably he could feel them quite near now, Father said it
probably seened to himthat he could even hear them all the voices, the
mur muri ng of tomorrow and tonorrow and tonorrow beyond the i medi ate
fury: Od Wash Jones 2 3z
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come a tunble at last. He thought he had Sutpen, but Sutpen fooled him
He thought he had him but old Wash Jones got fooled and then nmaybe even
saying it aloud, shouting it Father said: 'But | never expected that,
Kernel! You know I never!' until nmaybe the granddaughter stirred and
spoke querul ously again and he went and qui eted her and returned to talk
to hinself again but careful now, quiet now since Sutpen was cl ose
enough to hear himeasy, wthout shouting: 'You know | never. You know
never expected or asked or wanted nothing fromarra living nman but what

| expected fromyou. And | never asked that. | didn't think hit would
need: | just said to nyself 1 dont need to. Wat need has a fellow |like
Wash Jones to question or doubt the man that General Lee hinself said in
a hand-wote ticket that he was brave? Brave' (and maybe it woul d be

| oud again, forgetting again) 'Brave! Better if narra one of them had
ever rid back in "65 thinking Better i f his kind and mne too had
never drawn the breath o f |life on this earth. Better that all who
remain o f us be blasted fromthe face of it than that another Wash
Jones shoul d see his whole life shredded from himand shrivel away |ike
a dried shuck thrown onto the fire Then they rode up. He nust have been
listening to themas they canme down the road, the dogs and the horses,
and seen the lanterns since it was dark now. And Maj or de Spain who was
sheriff then got down and saw the body, though he said he did not see
Wash nor know that he was there until Wash spoke his nane quietly from
the window al nost in his face: 'That you, Major? De Spain told himto
come on out and he said how WAsh's voice was quite qui et when he said he
would be out in just a mnute; it was too quiet, too calm so much too
qui et and cal mthat de Spain said he did not realise for a nonent that

it was too calmand quiet: 'In just a mnute. Soon as | see about ny
granddaughter.' 'W'Ill see to her,' de Spain said. 'You conme on out.'
' Sho, Major,' Wash said. 'In just a minute.' So they waited in front of

t he dark house, and the next day Father said there were a hundred that
remenber ed about the butcher knife that he kept hidden and razor-
sharp-the one thing in his sloven |ife that he was ever known to take
pride in or care of-only by the tinme they remenbered all this it was too
late. So they didn't know what he was about. They just heard hi m noving
i nside the dark house, then they heard the granddaughter's voice,

fretful and querulous: "W is it? Light the |anp, G andpaw then 233
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his voice: "Ht wont need no |light, honey. Ht wont take but a ninute'
then de Spain drew his pistol and said, 'You, Wash! Cone out of there!’
and still Wash didn't answer, murnuring still to the granddaughter
"Where air you?' and the fretful voice answering, 'R ght here. Were

el se would | be? What is-' then de Spain said, 'Jones!' and he was

al ready funbling at the broken steps when the granddaughter screaned,
and now all the nen there clainmed that they heard the knife on both the
neckbones, though de Spain didn't. He just said he knew that Wash had
come out onto the gallery and that he sprang back before he found out
that it was not toward hi m Wash was running but toward the end of the
gallery, where the body lay, but that he did not think about the scythe:
he just ran backward a few feet when he saw Wash stoop and rise again
and now Wash was running toward him Only he was running toward them
all, de Spain said, running into the lanterns so that now they could see
the scythe rai sed above his head; they could see his face, his eyes too,
as he ran with the scythe above his head, straight into the |anterns and
the gun barrels, making no sound, no outcry while de Spain ran backward
before him saying, 'Jones! Stop! Stop, or I'Il kill you. Jones! Jones!
JONES!'" " "WAit," Shreve said. "You nmean that he got the son he wanted,
after all that trouble, and then turned right around and "Yes. Sitting
in Gandfather's office that afternoon, with his head kind of flung back
alittle, explaining to Gandfather |ike he m ght have been expl ai ni ng

arithnmetic to Henry back in the fourth grade: 'You see, all | wanted was
just a son. Which seens to me, when | | ook about at mny contenporary
scene, no exorbitant gift fromnature or circunstance to demand '"WI |
you wait?" Shreve said. "-that with the son he went to all that trouble

to get lying right there behind himin the cabin, he would have to taunt
the grandfather into killing first himand then the child too?" "-Wat?"
Quentin said. "It wasn't a son. It was a girl." "Ch," Shreve said.
"-Come on. Let's get out of this damm icebox and go to bed."
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T bere woul d be no deep breathing tonight. The wi ndow woul d renain

cl osed above the frozen and enpty quad beyond which the wi ndows in the
opposite wall were, with two or three exceptions, already dark; soon the
chimes would ring for mdnight, the notes nelodious and tranquil, faint
and clear as glass in the fierce (it had quit snowing) still air. "So
the old man sent the nigger for Henry," Shreve said. "And Henry came in
and the old man said ' They cannot marry because he is your brother' and
Henry said 'You lie' like that, that quick: no space, no interval, no
not hi ng between |ike when you press the button and get light in the
room And the old man just sat there, didn't even nove and strike him
and so Henry didn't say 'You lie' again because he knew now it was so;
he just said "It's not true', not 'I dont believe it' but 'It's not
true' because he could maybe see the old man's face again now and denon
or no it was a kind of grief and pity, not for hinmself but for Henry,
because Henry was just young while he (the old man) knew that he still
had the courage and even all the shrewdness too-" Shreve stood beside
the table, facing Quentin again though not seated now. In the overcoat
buttoned awy over the bathrobe he | ooked huge and shapeless |like a

di shevel ed bear as he stared at Quentin (the Southerner , whose bl ood
ran quick to cool, nore supple to conpensate for violent changes of

t enper at ure perhaps, perhaps nerely nearer the surface) who sat hunched
in his chair, his hands thrust into his pockets 235
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as if he were trying to hug hinmself warm between his arns, | ooking
sonmehow fragile and even wan in the lanplight, the rosy gl ow which now
had not hing of warmh, coziness, in it, while both their breathing
vaporised faintly in the cold roomwhere there was now not two of them
but four, the two who breathed not individuals now yet something both
more and |l ess than twins, the heart and bl ood of youth (Shreve was

ni neteen, a few nonths younger than Quentin. He | ooked exactly nineteen
; he was one of those people whose correct age you never know because

t hey | ook exactly that and so you tell yourself that he or she cannot
possi bly be that because he or she | ooks too exactly that not to take
advant age of the appearance: so you never believe inplicitly that he or
she is either that age which they claimor that which in sheer
desperation they agree to or which soneone else reports themto be)

strong enough and willing enough for two, for two thousand, for all. Not
two of themin a New Engl and coll ege sitting-roombut one in a
M ssissippi library sixty years ago, with holly and nistletoe in vases

on the mantel or thrust behind, crowning and garl anding with the season
and time the pictures on the walls, and a sprig or so decorating the
phot ograph , the group-nother and two children-on the desk behi nd which
the father sat when the son entered; and they-Quentin and Shreve-

t hi nki ng how after the father spoke and before what he said stopped
bei ng shock and began to nake sense, the son would recall |ater how he
had seen through the wi ndow beyond his father's head the sister and the
| over in the garden, pacing slowy, the sister's head bent with
listening, the lover's head | eaned above it while they paced slowy on
in that rhythm which not the eyes but the heart marks and calls the beat
and measure for, to disappear slowy beyond sonme bush or shrub starred
with white bl oomjasm ne, spiraea, honeysuckle, perhaps nmyriad scentl ess
unpi ckabl e Cher okee roses-names, bl oonms whi ch Shreve possibly had never
heard and never seen although the air had bl own over himfirst which
becane tenpered to nourish themand it would not matter here that the
time had been winter in that garden too and hence no bl oom nor | eaf even
if there had been sonmeone to wal k there and be seen there since, judged
by subsequent events, it had been night in the garden also. But that did
not natter because it had been so long ago. It did not natter to them
(Quentin and Shreve) anyway, who could without nov- 236
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ing, as free now of flesh as the father who decreed and forbade, the son
who deni ed and repudi ated, the |over who acqui esced, the bel oved who was
not bereaved, and with no tedious transition fromhearth and garden
(granted the garden) to saddle, be already clattering over the frozen
ruts of that Decenber night and that Christnas dawn, that day of peace
and cheer, of holly and goodwi Il and | ogs on the hearth; not two of them
there and then either but four of themriding the two horses through the
iron darkness and that not mattering either: what faces and what nanes
they called thenselves and were called by so long as the bl ood
coursed-the blood, the imortal brief recent intransient blood which
coul d hold honor above slothy unregret and | ove above fat and easy
shame. "And Bon didn't know it," Shreve said. "The old man didn't nove
and this tinme Henry didn't say 'You lie', he said '"It's not true' and
the old man said, 'Ask him Ask Charles then' and then Henry knew t hat
that was what his father had nmeant all the tinme and that that was what
he nmeant hinself when he told his father he |lied, because what the old
man said wasn't just 'He is your brother' but 'He has known all the tine
that he is yours and your sister's brother'. But Bon didn't. Listen,

dont you renenber how your father said it, about how not one tine did he
-the old guy, the denon-ever seemto wonder either how the other wfe
managed to find him track himdown, had never once seened to wonder
what she mi ght have been doing all that tinme, how she night have passed
that tine, the thirty years since that day when he paid his bill with
her and got it receipted, so he thought, and saw with his own eyes that
it was (so he thought) destroyed, torn up and thrown to the w nd; never
once wondered about this but only that she had done it, had tracked him
down, could have and woul d have wanted to? So it wasn't her that told
Bon. She woul dn't have, maybe for the reason that she knew he-the
demon-woul d believe she had. O maybe she didn't get around to telling
him Mybe she just never thought that there could be anyone as close to
her as a lone child out of her own body who would have to be told how
she had been scorned and suffered. O maybe she was already telling it
bef ore he was bi g enough to know words and so by the tinme he was big
enough to understand what was being told himshe had told it so nmuch and
so hard that the words didn't make sense 237
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to her anynore either because they didn't have to nake sense to her, and
so she had got to the point where when she thought she was saying it she
was qui et, and when she thought she was quiet it was just the hate and
the fury and the unsl eeping and the unforgetting. O maybe she didn't
intend for himto know it then. Maybe she was groom ng himfor that hour
and moment which she couldn't foresee but that she knew would arrive
some day because it would have to arrive or else she would have to do

i ke the Aunt Rosa and deny that she had ever breathed- the nonment when
he woul d stand side by side (not face to face) with his father where
fate or luck or justice or whatever she called it could do the rest (and
it did, better than she could have invented or hoped or even dreaned,
and your father said how being a woman she probably wasn't even
surprised)-groomng himherself, bringing himon by hand herself,
washi ng and feeding and putting himto bed and giving himthe candy and
the toys and the other child' s fun and diversion and needs in neasured
doses |i ke nedicine with her own hand: not because she had to, who could
have hired a dozen or bought a hundred to do it for her with the noney,
the jack that he (the denobn) had voluntarily surrendered , repudiated to
bal ance his noral |edger: but like the millionaire who could have a
hundred hostl ers and handl ers but who has just the one horse, the one
mai den, the one nmonment, the one matching of heart and nuscle and will
with the one instant: and hinself (the millionaire) patient in the
overalls and the sweat and the stable muck, bringing himalong to the
nmonent when she would say "He is your father. He cast you and ne aside
and denied you his nane. Now go' and then sit down and let God finish
it: pistol or knife or rack; destruction or grief or anguish: God to
call the shot or turn the wheel. Jesus, you can alnost see him a little
boy already cone to learn, to expect, before he could renenber having

| earned his own name or the nanme of the town where he lived or how to
say either of them that every so often he would be snatched up from

pl ayi ng and held, gripped between the two hands fierce with (what passed
at least with himfor it) love, against the two fierce rigid knees, the
face that he renmenbered since before renenbering began as supervising
all the animal joys of palate and stomach and entrails, of warmh and

pl easure and security, swooping down at himin a kind of blazing
imobility: he taking the interruption as a natter of 238
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course, as just another natural phenonenon of existence; the face filled
with furious and al nost unbearabl e unforgiving alnost |ike fever (not
bitterness and despair: just inplacable will for revenge) as just

anot her mani festati on of mammalian | ove-and he not knowi ng what in hell
it was all about, who would be too young to curry any connected fact out
of the fury and hate and the tunbling speed; not conprehending or
caring: just curious, creating for hinself (wthout help since who to
help him his own notion of that Porto Rico or Haiti or wherever it was
he understood vaguely that he had conme fromlike orthodox children do of
heaven or the cabbage patch or wherever it was that they cane from
except that his was different in that you were not supposed (your nother
didn't intend to, anyway) to ever go back there (and rmaybe when you got
as old as she was you would be horrified too every tinme you found hi dden
in your thoughts anything that just snelled or tasted like it might be a
wi sh to go back there); which you were not supposed to know when and why
you |l eft but only that you had escaped, that whatever power had created
the place for you to hate it had |ikew se got you away fromthe place so
you could hate it good and never forgive it in quiet and nonotony
(though not exactly in what you would call peace); that you were to
thank God you didn't renenber anything about it yet at the sanme tinme you
were not to, naybe dared not to, ever forget it-he not even know ng
maybe that he took it for granted that all kids didn't have fathers too
and that getting snatched every day or so from whatever harm ess pursuit
in which you were not bothering anybody or even thinking about them by
soneone because that someone was bigger than you, stronger than you, and
being held for a mnute or five mnutes under a kind of busted water
pi pe of inconprehensible fury and fierce yearning and vindictiveness and
jeal ous rage was a part of chil dhood which all nothers of children had
received in turn fromtheir nothers and fromtheir nothers in turn from
that Porto Rico or Haiti or wherever it was we all canme from but none of
us ever lived in: so that when he grew up and had children he woul d have
to pass it on too (and maybe deciding then and there that it was too
much troubl e and bother and that he would not have any children or at

| east hoped he would not) and hence no man had a father, no one personal
Porto Rico or Haiti, but all nother faces which ever bred swoopi ng down
at those al nost cal cul a- 239
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bl e nmonents out of some obscure ancient ble nmonents out of some obscure
anci ent general affronting and outragi ng which the actual |iving
articulate nmeat had not even suffered but nmerely inherited; all boy

fl esh that wal ked and breathed stenm ng fromthat one anbi guous el uded
dark fatherhead and so brothered perennial and ubi quitous everywhere
under the sun 11 They stared at one another-glared rather-their quiet
regul ar breathing vaporising faintly and steadily in the now tonblike
air. There was something curious in the way they | ooked at one another,
curious and quiet and profoundly intent, not at all as two young nen

m ght | ook at each other but alnpbst as a youth and a very young girl

m ght out of virginity itself-a sort of hushed and naked searching, each
| ook burdened with youth's imenorial obsession not with tinme's dragging
wei ght which the old live with but with its fluidity: the bright heels
of all the lost nonents of fifteen and sixteen. "Then he got ol der and
got out fromunder the apron despite her (himtoo nmaybe; naybe the both
of them) and he didn't even care. He found out that she was up to
sonmet hi ng and he not only didn't care, he didn't even care that he
didn't know what it was; got older and found out that she had been
shaping and tenpering himto be the instrunment for whatever it was her
hand was i npl acable for, naybe cane to believe (or saw) that she had
tricked himinto receiving that shape and tenper, and didn't care about
that too because probably by that time he had | earned that there were
three things and no nore: breathing, pleasure, darkness; and w thout
nmoney there could be no pleasure, and w thout pleasure it would not even
be breathing but nmere protoplasnic inhale and coll apse of blind

unorgani smin a darkness where |ight never began. And he had the noney
because he knew that she knew that the noney was the only thing she
could coerce and snoothe himinto the barrier with when Derby Day camne
so she didn't dare pinch himthere and she knew he knew it: so that
maybe he even bl ackmail ed her, bought her off that way: "“You give ne the
jack as | want it and I wont ask why or what for yet.' O maybe she was
so busy grooning himthat she never thought of the noney now, who
probably never had had nuch tinme to renenber it or count it or wonder
how nuch there was in the intervals of the hating and the being nmad, and
so all to check himup about the noney would be the | awyer and he (Bon)
probably learned that the first thing: that he could go to 240
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nil. plus val. crop. Say 1 o years, one or nore children. Intrinsic val
forced sale house 6 inproved |land plus liquid assets mnus children's
share. Enotional val. io00%tinmes increase yearly for each child plus

intrinsic val. plus liquid assets plus working acquired credit and maybe
here with the date too: Daughter and you could maybe even have seen the
question mark after it and the other words even: daughter? daughter?
daughter? trailing off not because thinking trailed off, but on the
contrary thinking stopping right still then, backing up a little and
spreading like when you lay a stick across a trickle of water, spreading
and rising slow all around himin whatever place it was that he could

| ock the door to and sit quiet and subtract the noney that Bon was
spendi ng on his whores and his chanpagne from what his nother had, and
figure up how much would be left of it tonorrow and next nmonth and next
year or until Sutpen would be good and ri pe-thinking about the good hard
cash that Bon was throw ng 241
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away on his horses and cl othes and the chanpagne and ganbling and wonen
(he woul d have known about the octoroon and the |eft handed marri age

| ong before the nother did even if it had been any secret; naybe he even
had a spy in the bedroomlike he seens to have had in Sutpen's; maybe he
even planted her, said to hinself |ike you do about a dog: He is
beginning to ranble. He needs a block. Not a tether: just a |ight block
of sone sort, so he cant get inside of anything that m ght have a fence
around it) and only himto try to check it, or as nuch as he dared, and
not getting far because he knew too that all Bon had to do was to go to
his nother and the racehorse woul d have a gold eating trough if he
wanted it and, if the jock wasn't careful, a new jockey too -counting up
t he noney, figuring what he would net at this normal rate over the next
few years, against what it |ooked like would be left of it to net from
by that tinme, and nmeanwhile crucified between his two probl ens: whether
maybe what he ought to do was to wash his hands of the Sutpen angle and
clean up what was left and Iight out for Texas: except whenever he

t hought about doi ng that he woul d have to think about all the noney that
Bon had al ready spent, and that if he had only gone to Texas ten years
ago or five years ago or even last year: so that maybe at night while he
woul d be waiting for the window to begin to turn gray he would be |ike
the Aunt Rosa said she was and he woul d have to deny that he breat hed
(or nmaybe wi shed he didn't) except for that two hundred percent. tines
the intrinsic value every New Year's; the water backing up fromthe
stick and rising and spreadi ng about himsteady and quiet as |ight and
himsitting there in the actual white glare of clairvoyance (or second
sight or faith in human msfortune and folly or whatever you want to
call it) that was show ng himnot only what m ght happen but what was
actually going to happen and himdeclining to believe it was going to
happen, not because it had cone to himas a vision, but because it would
have to have | ove and honor and courage and pride in it; and believing
it mght happen, not because it was |ogical and possible, but because it
woul d be the nost unfortunate thing for all concerned that coul d occur
and t hough you could no nore have proved vice or virtue or courage or
cowardi ce to himw thout showi ng himthe noving people than you could
have proved death to himw thout showing hima corpse, he did believe in
m sfortune because of that rigorous z4z
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and arduous dusty eunuch's training which taught to | eave man's good
luck and joys to God, who would in return surrender all his mseries and
follies and msfortunes to the lice and fleas of Coke and Littleton. And
the old Sabine " They stared-gl ared-at one another, their voices (it was
Shreve speaking, though save for the slight difference which the

i nterveni ng degrees of latitude had inculcated in them (differences not
in tone or pitch but of turns of phrase and usage of words), it m ght
have been either of themand was in a sense both: both thinking as one,

t he voi ce which happened to be speaking the thought only the thinking
becone audi bl e, vocal; the two of themcreating between them out of the
rag-tag and bob-ends of old tales and tal king, people who perhaps had
never existed at all anywhere, who, shadows, were shadows not of flesh
and bl ood which had |lived and died but shadows in turn of what were (to
one of themat |east, to Shreve) shades too) quiet as the visible rmurnur
of their vaporising breath. The chi nes now began to ring for mndnight,
nmel odi ous sl ow and faint beyond the closed, the snow seal ed, w ndow.
"-the old Sabine, who couldn't to save her life have told you or the

| awyer or Bon or anybody el se probably what she wanted, expected, hoped
for because she was a wonan and didn't need to want or hope or expect
anything, but just to want and expect and hope (and besides, your father
said that when you have plenty of good strong hating you dont need hope
because the hating will be enough to nourish you); -the old Sabine (not
so old yet, but she would have just let herself go in the sense that you
keep the engines clean and oiled and the best of coal in the bunkers but
you dont bother to shine the brightwork or hol ystone the decks anynore;
just let herself go on the outside. Not fat; she would burn it up too
fast for that, shrivel it away in the gullet between swallow ng and
stomach; no pleasure in the chew ng; having to chew just another

nui sance like no pleasure in the clothing; having the old wear out and
having to choose the new just another nuisance: and no pleasure in the
fine figure he-" neither of themsaid "Bon' "-cut in the fine pants that
fit his leg and the fine coats that fit his shoulders nor in the fact
that he had nore watches and cuff buttons and finer Iinen and horses and
yel | ow wheel ed buggies (not to nmention the gals) than nost others did,
but all that too just an unavoi dabl e nui sance 243
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that he would have to get shut of before he could do her any good just
like he had to get shut of the teething and the chicken pox and the

| ight boy's bones in order to be able to do her any good)-the old Sabi ne
getting the faked reports fromthe |lawer like reports sent back to
headquarters froma battle front, with maybe a special nigger in the

| awyer's anteroomto do nothing else but carry them and that naybe once
in tw years or five tines in tw days, depending on when she woul d
begin to itch for news and began to worry himthe report, the conmuni que
about how we are not far behind himin Texas O M ssouri or maybe
California (California would be fine, that far away; convenient, proof

i nherent in the sheer distance, the necessity to accept and believe) and
we are going to catch up with himany day now and so do not worry. So
she woul dn't, she wouldn't worry at all: she would just have out the
carriage and go to the lawer, busting in in the black dress that | ooked
like a section of linp stove pi pe and naybe not even a hat but just a
shawl over her head, so that the only things mssing would be the nop

and the pail-busting in and saying He's dead. | know he is dead and how
can he, how can he be', not nmeani ng what the Aunt Rosa neant: where did
they find or invent a bullet that could kill himbut How can hebe

allowed to die without having to admt that he was wong and suffer and
regret it and so in the next two seconds they woul d al nost catch him
(he-the | awyer-woul d show her the actual letter, the witing in the
English she couldn't read, that had just cone in, that he had just sent
for the nigger to carry to her when she cane in, and the | awer done
practised putting the necessary date on the letter until he could do it
now while his back would be toward her, in the two seconds it would take
himto get the letter out of the file)-catch him get so close to him as
to have anple satisfaction that he was alive; so close indeed that he
woul d be able to get her out of the office before she had sat down and
into the carriage again and on the way honme agai n where, anong the
Florentine nmirrors and Paris drapes and tufted cani sol es, she would
still look like the one that had cone in to scrub the floors, in the

bl ack dress that the cook woul dn't have | ooked at even when it was new
five or six years ago, holding, clutching the letter she couldn't read
(maybe the only word in it she could even recogni se would be the word
“Sutpen') in one hand and brushing back a rope of lank iron-col ored hair
with the other 244
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since before he could renenber he now reali sed had been pl owi ng and

pl anting and watering and manuring and harvesting himas if he already
was) : - hi mwat chi ng her, |ounging there against the nantel maybe in the
fine clothes, in the haremincense odor of what you m ght call easy
sanctity, watching her |looking at the letter, not even thinking I am

| ooki ng upon ny not her naked since if the hating was nakedness, she had
worn it |long enough now for it to do the office of clothing Iike they
say that nodesty can do, does 245
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that the | awer was up to sonething, and that it would be all right with
the lawer if his nother got whatever it was she wanted, provided he
(the lawer) got what he wanted one second before or at |least at the
sane tine. He went away to school; he said "All right' and told the

oct oroon goodbye and went to school, who not in all the twenty-eight
years had ever been told by anyone, 'Do as these others do; have this
task done at nine a.m tonorrow or Friday or Monday'; maybe it was even
t he octoroon whomthey (or the | awer) used-the Iight block (not tether)
whi ch the | awer had put on himto keep himfromgetting inside of
somet hi ng which might be found to have a fence around it later. Mybe

t he not her found out about the octoroon and the child and the cerenony
and di scovered nore than the | awer had (or would believe, who

consi dered Bon only dull, not a fool) and sent for himand he came and

| ounged agai nst the mantel again and maybe knowi ng what was up, what had
happened before she told him |ounging there with an expression on his
face you mght call smiling except it was not that but just sonething
you coul dn't see through or past, and she watching himw th maybe the

| ank iron-colored strand of hair down again and not even bothering to
brush it back now because she was not |ooking at any letter now but her
eyes blazing at him her voice trying to blaze at himout of the urgency
of alarmand fear, but she managing to keep it down since she could not
tal k about betrayal because she had not told himyet, and now, at this
morment, she would not dare risk it; -he |l ooking at her from behind the
smling that wasn't smling but was just something you were not supposed
to see beyond, saying, admtting it: 'Way not? Al young nen do it. The
ceremony too. | didn't set out to get the child, but now that | have....
It's not a bad child, either' and she watching him glaring at himand
not being able to say what she woul d because she had put off too |ong
now sayi ng what she coul d: 246



Page 226

"But you. This is different' and he (she would not need to say it. He
woul d know because he al ready knew why she had sent for him even if he
did not know and did not care what she had been up to since before he
could renenber, since before he could take a wonman whether in | ove or
not): “Wiy not? Men seemto have to marry sone day, sooner or later. And
this is one whom | know, who nakes ne no trouble. And with the cerenony,
that bother, already done. And as for a little matter |ike a spot of
negro bl ood-' not needing to talk nmuch, say nuch either, not needing to
say | seemto have been born into this world with so few fathers that |
have too many brothers to outrage and shame while alive and hence too
many descendants to bequeath ny little portion o f hurt and harmto,
dead; not that, just "a little spot of negro blood-' and then to watch
the face, the desperate urgency and fear, then to depart, kissing her
maybe, her hand maybe which would lie in his and even touch his |ips

li ke a dead hand because of the desperate casting for this straw or
that; maybe as he went out he said she will go to him (the lawer); i f

| were to wait five minutes |I could see her in the shaw. So probably by
tonight 1 will be able to knowif | cared to know. Maybe by night he
did, maybe before that if they nanaged to find him get word to him
because she went to the lawer. And it was right in the lawer's alley.
Maybe before she even got started telling it good that gentle white gl ow
began |i ke when you turn up a wi ck; naybe he could even al nost see his
hand witing on into the space where the daughter? daughter? daughter?
never had quite showed. Because maybe that had been the | awer's trouble
and worry and concern all the time; that ever since she had made hi m
prom se he would never tell Bon who his father was, he had been waiting
and wondering how to do it, since maybe he knew that if he were to tel
Bon, Bon m ght believe it or he m ght not, but certainly he would go and
tell his nother that the |Iawer had told himand then he (the | awer)
woul d be sunk, not for any harm done because there woul d be no harm
since this could not alter the situation, but for having crossed his
paranoi ac client. Maybe while he would sit in his office adding and
subtracting the noney and addi ng what they woul d get out of Sutpen (he
was never worried about what Bon would do when he found out; he had
probably a long tinme ago paid Bon that conplinment of thinking that even
if he was too dull or too indolent to suspect or find out about 247
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his father hinself, he wasn't fool enough not to be able to take
advantage of it once sonebody showed hi mthe proper nove; maybe if the

t hought had ever occurred to himthat because of |ove or honor or
anyt hi ng el se under heaven or jurisprudence either, Bon would not, would
refuse to, he (the lawer) would even have furnished proof that he no

| onger breathed)-maybe all the tine it was this that racked him how to
get Bon where he would either have to find it out hinself, or where
somebody -the father or the nother-would have to tell him So maybe she
wasn't out of the office good-or at |east as soon as he had had tine to
open the safe and |l ook in the secret drawer and nake sure that it was
the University of Mssissippi that Henry attended-before his hand was
writing steady and even into the space where the daughter? daughter?
daughter? never had showed-and with the date here too: 1859. Two
children. Say i860, 20 years. Increase 20070 tinmes intrinsic val. yearly
plus liquid assets plus credit earned. Approx te val. 1866, 1 00, 0oo0.
Query: bigany threat, Yes or No. Possible No. Incest threat: Credible
Yes and the hand goi ng back before it put down the period, |ining out
the Credible, witing in Certain, underlining it. "And he didn't care
about that too; he just said, Al right.' Because maybe he knew now
that his nother didn't know and never woul d know what she wanted, and so
he couldn't beat her (maybe he had | earned fromthe octoroon that you
cant beat wonen anyhow and that if you are wi se or dislike trouble and
uproar you dont even try to), and he knew that all the |awer wanted was
just the nmoney; and so if he just didn't nake the m stake of believing
that he could beat all of it, if he just renmenbered to be quiet and be
alert he could beat sone of it.- So he said, "All right' and let his

not her pack the fine clothes and the fine linen into the bags and
trunks, and maybe he | ounged into the |lawer's office and watched from
behi nd that sonething which could have been called smling while the

| awyer made the el bow notion about getting his horses onto the steanboat
and maybe buying himan extra special body servant and arrangi ng about

t he noney and all; watching frombehind the smling while the | awer did
t he heavy father even, talking about the schol arship, the culture, the
Latin and the Greek that would equip and polish himfor the position
which he would hold in life and how a man to be sure could get that
anywhere, in his own library even, who had the 248
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will; but how there was sonething, sonme quality to culture which only
the nonastic, the cloistral nonotony of a-say obscure and small (though
hi gh cl ass, high class) college; and he-" (neither of themsaid 'Bon'.
Never at any tine did there seemto be any confusion between themas to
whom Shreve neant by 'he') "-listening courteous and qui et behind that
expressi on which you were not supposed to see past, asking at |ast,
interrupting maybe, courteous and affable- nothing of irony, nothing of
sarcasm ' What did you say this college was?': and now a good deal of

el bow nmotion here while the | awer would shuffle through the papers to
find the one fromwhich he could read that nane which he had been

menori sing ever since he first talked to the nother: 'The University of
M ssi ssippi, at' Where did you say?" "Oxford," Quentin said. "lIt's about
forty mles from"-'Oxford.' And then the papers could be still again
because he woul d be tal king: about a small college only ten years old,
about how there wouldn't be anything to distract himfromhis studies
there (where, in a sense, wi sdom herself would be a virgin or at |east
not very second hand) and how he woul d have a chance to observe anot her
and a provincial section of the country in which his high destiny
(granted the outcone of this war which was w thout doubt iminent, the
successful conclusion of which we all hoped for, had no doubt of) as the
man he woul d be and the econom ¢ power he woul d represent when his

not her passed on, was rooted; and he listening behind that expression,
sayi ng, 'Then you dont reconmend the | aw as a vocation?' and now for
just a norment the | awyer woul d stop, but not |ong; maybe not |ong enough
or perceptible enough for you to call it pause: and he woul d be | ooki ng
at Bon too: 'It hadn't occurred to ne that the |aw m ght appeal to you'
and Bon: 'Neither did practising with a rapier appeal to me while | was
doing it. But | can recall at |east one occasion in ny life when | was
glad I had'" and then the | awyer, snmooth and easy: 'Then by all neans | et
it be the law. Your nother will ag-be pleased.' "All right,' he said,
not 'goodbye'; he didn't care; maybe not even goodbye to the octoroon
to those tears and | anentati ons and naybe even the clinging, the soft
despai ri ng magnol i a-col ored arnms about his knees, and (say) three and a
hal f feet above that bonel ess steel gyves that expression which was not
smling but just something not to be seen through. Because you cant 249
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beat them you just flee (and thank God you can flee, can escape from
that nassy five-foot-thick maggot-cheesy solidarity which overlays the
earth, in which nen and woren in couples are ranked and racked |ike

ni nepi ns; thanks to whatever Gods for that nmasculine hipless tapering
peg which fits light and glib to nove where the cartridge-chanbered hips
of worren hold themfast); not goodbye: all right: and one ni ght he

wal ked up the gangpl ank between the torches and probably only the | awer
there to see himoff and this not for godspeed but to nmake sure that he
actually took the boat. And the new extra nigger opening the bags in the
stateroom spreading the fine clothes, and the |adies al ready gathered
in the saloon for supper and the nmen in the bar, preparing for it but
not he; he alone, at the rail, with a cigar naybe, watching the city
drift and wink and glitter and sink away and then all notion cease, the
boat suspended i mobile and w thout progress fromthe stars thensel ves
by the two ropes of spark-filled snoke stream ng upward fromthe stacks.
And who knows what thinking, what sober weighing and discarding , who
had known for years that his nother was up to sonething even though he
did not (probably believed he never woul d) know what; that the | awer
was up to something and though he knew that was just nobney, yet he knew
that within his (the lawer's) known nasculine limtations he (the

| awyer) could be al nbst as dangerous as the unknown quantity which was
hi s nother; and now this-school, college-and he twenty-ei ght years ol d.
And not only that, but this particular college, which he had never heard
of, which ten years ago did not even exist; and knowing too that it was
the [ awyer who had chosen it for hi mwhat sober, what intent, what

al most frowni ng Why? Way? Why this college, this particular one above
all others? maybe leaning there in that solitude between panting snoke
and engi nes and al nost touching the answer, aware of the jigsaw puzzle
picture integers of it waiting, alnost lurking, just beyond his reach,

i nextricable, junbled, and unrecogni sable yet on the point of falling
into pattern which would reveal to himat once, like a flash of Iight,

t he neaning of his whole life, past-the Haiti, the childhood, the

| awyer, the woman who was his nother. And naybe the letter itself right
there under his feet, sonewhere in the darkness beneath the deck on

whi ch he stood-the letter addressed not to Thomas Sutpen at Sutpen's
Hundred but to Henry Sutpen, Esquire, in 2 50
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the very affinity and instinct for nisfortune of a man who had spent
that nuch time in a nonastery even, |let alone one who had |ived that
many years as you lived them tell you better than that? didn't the
dread and fear of fermal es which you nust have drawn in with the primry
mamal i an m |k teach you better? Wiat kind of abysmal and purblind

i nnocence could that have been which sonmeone told you to call virginity?
what conscience to trade with which woul d have warranted you in the
belief that you could have bought immunity fromher for no other coin
but justice? " It was at this point that Shreve went to the bedroom and
put on the bathrobe. He did not say Wait, he just rose and left Quentin
sitting before the table, the open book and the |letter, and went out and
returned in the robe and sat again and took up the cold pipe, though
without filling it anew or lighting it as it was. "All right,"” he said.
"So that Christmas Henry brought himhonme, into the house, and the denon
| ooked up and saw the face he believed he had paid of f and di scharged
twenty-ei ght years ago. Go on." "Yes," Quentin said. "Father said he
probably named him hinsel f. Charles Bon. Charles Good. He didn't tell

G andf at her that he did, but G andfather believed he did, would ..ERR

COD: 1.. shortly thereafter be a petitioner beforc the same Bar of
know edge and wi sdom as yourself. It is in his behalf that | wite. No:
1 will not say behalf; certainly 1 shall not let his |ady nother nor the

young gentl eman
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air of indolent and | ethal assurance that only the nost reckl ess nan
woul d have gratuitously drawn the conparison (and with no attenpt to
teach, train, play the nentor on his part-and then maybe yes; nmaybe who
coul d know what tinmes he | ooked at Henry's face and thought, not there
but for the intervening | eaven of that blood which we do not have in
common is ny skull, ny brow, sockets, shape and angle of jaw and chin
and some of ny thinking behind it, and which he could see in ny face in
his turn if he but knewto | ook as 1 know but there, just behind a
little, obscured a little by that alien bl ood whose adm xi ng was
necessary in order that he exist is the face of the man who shaped us
both out of that blind chancy darkness which we call the future;

t here-there-at any nonent, second, | shall penetrate by sonmething o f
will and intensity and dreadful need, and strip that alien |eavening
fromit and | ook not on ny brother's face whom 1 did not knhow
possessed and hence never missed, but ny father's, out of the shadow of
whose absence ny spirit's posthuneity has never escaped;-at what nonent
t hi nki ng, wat chi ng the eagerness which was wi thout abjectness, the

hum ity which surrendered no pride-the entire proffering of the spirit
of which the unconscious api ng of clothes and speech and manneri sns was
but the shell-thinking what cannot | do with this willing flesh and bone
if 1 wish; this flesh and bone and spirit which stenmed fromthe sane
source that mine did, but which sprang in qui et peace and cont ent nent
and ran in steady even though nonot onous sunlight, where that which he
bequeat hed ne sprang in hatred and outrage and unforgiving and ran in
shadowwhat could | not nold o f this mall eable and eager clay which
that father hinself could not-to what shape of what good there m ght,
nmust, be in that bl ood and none handy to take and nold that portion o f
it innme until too late: or what nonents when he might have told hinself
that it was nonsense, it could not be true; that such coi nci dences only
happened i n books, thinking-the weariness, the fatalism the
incorrigible cat for solitude-That young cl odhopper bastard. How shall 1
get rid o f him and then the voice, the other voice: You dont nean
that: and he: No. But 1 do nean the cl odhopper bastard) and the days,
the afternoons, while they rode together (and Henry aping himhere too,
who was the better horsenman, who maybe had not hing of what Bon woul d
have called style but who had done nore of it, to whoma horse was as
natural as wal ki ng, 254
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who woul d ride anythi ng anywhere and at anything) while he nust have

wat ched hi msel f bei ng swanped and subnmerged in the bright unreal flood
of Henry's speech, translated (the three of them hinself and Henry and
the sister whom he had never seen and perhaps did not even have any
curiosity to see) into a wrld like a fairy tale in which nothing el se
save them exi sted, riding beside Henry, |istening, needing to ask no
guestions, to pronpt to further speech in any manner that youth who did
not even suspect that he and the man beside himm ght be brothers, who
each tinme his breath crossed his vocal cords was saying From now on m ne
and my sister's house will be your house and mine and ny sister's lives
your |ife, wondering (Bon)-or naybe not wondering at all-howif
conditions were reversed and Henry was the stranger and he (Bon) the
scion and still knew what he suspected, if he would say the sane; then
(Bon) agreeing at last, saying at last, "All right. I'lIl cone home with
you for Christrmas', not to see the third inhabitant of Henry's fairy
tale, not to see the sister because he had not once thought of her: he
had nerely listened about her: but thinking So at last | shall see him
whomit seens 1 was bred up never to expect to see, whom | had even

|l earned to live without, thinking nmaybe how he would wal k i nto the house
and see the man who nmade hi m and then he woul d know, there would be that
flash, that instant of indisputable recognition between them and he

woul d know for sure and forever-thinking maybe That's all | want. He
need not even acknow edge ne; 1 will let himunderstand just as quickly
that he need not do that, that | do not expect that, will not be hurt by
that, just as he will let me know that quickly that 1 amhis son

t hi nki ng maybe, maybe again with that expression you might call smling
but which was not, which was just sonething that even just a cl odhopper
bastard was not intended to see beyond: | amny nother's son, at |east:

| do not seemto know what 1 want either. Because he knew exactly what
he wanted; it was just the saying of it-the physical touch even though
in secret, hidden-the living touch of that flesh warmed before he was
born by the sane blood which it had bequeathed himto warmhis own fl esh
with, to be bequeathed by himin turn to run hot and loud in veins and
linbs after that first flesh and then his own were dead. So the
Christmas cane and he and Henry rode the forty miles to Sutpen's
Hundred, with Henry still talking, still keeping distended and |ight and
iridescent with 255



Page 233

wonman and a pauper, | turned naturally not for protection but for actua
food to nmy only kin: ny dead sister's famly: though | defy anyone to
bl ame ne, an orphan of twenty, a young worman w thout resources, who
should desire not only to justify her situation but to vindicate the
honor of a famly the good nanme of whose wonen has never been i npugned,
by accepting the honorable proffer of narriage fromthe nman whose food

she was forced to subsist on. And nost of all, | do not plead nyself: a
young worman energi ng froma hol ocaust which had taken parents security
and all from her, who had seen all that living nmeant to her fall into

ruins about the feet of a few figures with the shapes of nen but with

t he nanes and statures of heroes; -a young woman | say thrown into daily
and hourly contact with one of these nen who, despite what he m ght have
been at one tine and despite what she night have believed or even known
about him had fought for four honorable years for the soil and
traditions of the I and where she had been born (and the nan who had done
that, villain dyed though he be, would have possessed in her eyes, even
if only fromassociation with them the stature and shape of a hero too)
and now he al so energing fromthe sanme hol ocaust in which she had
suffered, with nothing to face what the future held for the South but
hi s bare hands and the sword which he at | east had never surrendered and
the citation for valor fromhis defeated Commander-in- Chief. Ch he was
brave. | have never gainsaid that. But that our cause, our very life and
future hopes and past pride, should have been thrown into the bal ance
with nen like that to buttress it-men with valor and strength but her
until he disappeared , taking Henry with him and she never saw him
again and war and trouble and grief and bad food filled her days unti
maybe she didn't even renmenber after a while that she had ever forgot
him (And the girl, the sister, the virgin-Jesus, who to know what she
saw t hat afternoon when they rode up the drive, what prayer, what nai den
nmeditative dreamridden up out of whatever fabul ous |and, not in harsh
stove iron but the silken and tragic Launcelot nearing thirty, ten years
ol der than she was and wearied, sated with what experiences and

pl easures, which Henry's letters nust have created for her.) And the day
canme to depart and no sign yet; he and Henry rode away and still no
sign, no nore sign at parting than when he had seen it first, in that
face where he mght (he woul d believe) have seen for hinself the truth
and so woul d have needed no sign, if it hadn't been for the beard; no
sign in the eyes which 256
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if he could not have understood why, thinking in the mddle of this My
God, | amyoung, young, and 1 didn't even know it; they didn't even tel
me, that 1 was young, feeling that same despair and shane |ike when you
have to watch your father fail in physical courage, thinking It should
have been ne that failed; ne, I, not he who stemed fromthat bl ood

whi ch we both bear before it could have become corrupt and tainted by
whatever it was in Mdther's that he could not brook.-Wait," Shreve
cried, though Quentin had not spoken: it had been nerely sonme quality,
some gathering of Quentin's still lazed and hunched figure which
presaged speech, because Shreve said Wait. Wait. before Quentin could
have begun to speak. "Because he hadn't even | ooked at her. OCh, he had
seen her all right, he had had plenty of opportunity for that; he could
not have hel ped but that because Ms Sutpen woul d have seen to it- ten
days of that kind of planned and arranged and executed privacies |ike

t he canpai gns of dead generals in the text books, in libraries and
parlors and drives in the buggy in the afternoons-all planned three
nmont hs ago when Ms Sutpen read Henry's first letter with Bon's nanme in
it, until maybe even Judith too began to feel |like the other one to a
pair of goldfish: and himeven talking to her too, or what tal king he
could have found to do to a country girl who probably never saw a nman
young or old before who sooner or later didn't snell |ike nanure;
talking to her about like he would talk to the old dane on the gold
chairs in the parlor, except that in the one case he would have to nake
all the conversation and in the other he would not even be able to nake
his own escape but would have to wait for Henry to cone and get him And
maybe he had even thought about her by that tine; maybe at the tines
when he woul d 257
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be telling hinmself it cant be so; he could not look at nme like this
every day and nake no sign if it were so he would even tell hinmself She
woul d be easy |ike when you have | eft the chanpagne on the supper table
and are wal king toward the whi skey on the sideboard and you happen to
pass a cup of |enon sherbet on a tray and you | ook at the sherbet and
tell yourself, That would be easy too only who wants it. Does that suit
you?" "But it's not love," Quentin said. "Because why not? Because
listen. What was it the old dame, the Aunt Rosa, told you about how
there are some things that just have to be whether they are or not, have
to be a damm sight nore than sonme other things that naybe are and it
dont matter a damm whether they are or not? That was it. He just didn't
have tinme yet. Jesus, he nust have known it woul d be. Like that |awyer

t hought, he wasn't a fool; the trouble was, he wasn't the kind of
not-fool the |awer thought he would be. He nust have known it was going
to happen. It would be like you passed that sherbet and naybe you knew
you woul d even reach the sideboard and t he whi skey, yet you knew t hat
tomorrow norni ng you woul d want that sherbet, then you reached the

whi skey and you knew you want ed t hat sherbet now, maybe you didn't even
go to the sideboard , maybe you even | ooked back at that chanpagne on

t he supper table anong the dirty haviland and the crunpl ed damask, and
all of a sudden you knew you didn't want to go back there even. It would
be no question of choosing, having to choose between the chanpagne or
whi skey and the sherbet, but all of a sudden (it would be spring then,
in that country where he had never spent a spring before and you said
North Mssissippi is alittle harder country than Louisiana, with
dogwood and violets and the early scentless flowers but the earth and
the nights still a little cold and the hard tight sticky buds |ike young
girls' nipples on alder and Judas trees and beech and mapl e and even
somet hi ng young in the cedars |ike he never saw before) you find that
you dont want anything but that sherbet and that you haven't been
wanting anyt hing el se but that and you have been wanting that pretty
hard for some tinme-besides knowi ng that that sherbet is there for you to
take. Not just for anybody to take but for you to take, know ng just
fromlooking at that cup that it would be Iike a flower that, if any

ot her hand 258
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reached for it, it would have thorns on it but not for your hand; and

hi mnot used to that since all the other cups that had been willing and
easy for himto take up hadn't contai ned sherbet but chanpagne or at

| east kitchen wine. And nore than that. There was the know ng what he
suspected m ght be so, or not knowing if it was so or not. And who to
say if it wasn't naybe the possibility of incest, because who (w thout a

sister: | dont know about the others) has been in | ove and not
di scovered the vain evanescence of the fleshly encounter; who has not
had to realise that when the brief all is done you nust retreat from

both |l ove and pl easure, gather up your own rubbish and refuse-the hats
and pants and shoes which you drag through the world-and retreat since

t he gods condone and practi se these and the dreany inmeasurabl e coupling
which floats oblivious above the tramelling and harried instant, the:
was-not: is: was: is a perquisite only of balloony and wei ghtless

el ephants and whal es: but maybe if there were sin too maybe you woul d
not be permtted to escape, uncouple, return.-Aint that right?" He
ceased; he could have been interrupted easily now. Quentin could have
spoken now, but Quentin did not. He just sat as before, his hands in his
trousers pockets, his shoul ders hugged i nward and hunched, his face

| onered and he | ooki ng sonehow curiously snmaller than he actually was
because of his actual height and spareness-that quality of delicacy
about the bones, articulation, which even at twenty still had sonething
about it, sone |last echo about it, of adol escence-that is, as conpared
with the cherubic burliness of the other who faced him who | ooked
younger, whose very superiority in bulk and displacenent nade hi m |l ook
even younger, as a plunp boy of twelve who outweighs the other by twenty
or thirty pounds still |ooks younger than the boy of fourteen who had

t hat plunpness once and lost it, sold it (whether with his consent or
not) for that state of virginity which is neither boy's nor girl's. "I
dont know," Quentin said. "All right," Shreve said. "Muybe | dont

either. Only, Jesus, sone day you are bound to fall in Iove. They just
woul dn't beat you that way. It would be like if God had got Jesus born
and saw that He had the carpenter tools and then never gave H m anything
to build with them Dont you believe that?" "I dont know, " Quentin said.
He did not nove. Shreve | ooked at him 259
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young girl, a virgin; | amhearing about a narrow delicate fenced virgin
field already furrowed and bedded so that all 1 shall need to do is drop
the seeds in, caress it snooth again, saw her that Christmas and knew it
for certain and then forgot it, went back to school and did not even
remenber that he had forgotten it, because he did not have tine then
maybe it was just one day in that spring you told about when he stopped
and said, right quiet: Al right. I want to go to bed with who night be
my sister. Al right and then forgot that too. Because he didn't have
time. That is, he didn't have anything else but tine, because he had to
wait. But not for her. That was all fixed. It was the other. Mybe he

t hought it would be in the mail bag each tinme the nigger rode over from
Sut pen's Hundred and Henry believing it was the letter fromher that he
was waiting for when what he was thinking was Maybe he will wite it
then. He would just have to wite 'I amyour father. Burn this' and
would do it. O if not that, a sheet a scrap of paper with the one word
"Charles' in his hand, and 1 would know what he neant and he woul d not
even have to ask me to burn it. O a lock of his hair or a paring from
his finger nail and | woul d know t hem because | believe now that | have
known what his hair and his finger nails would |l ook like all ny life,
coul d choose that |ock and that paring out o f a thousand. And it did
not cone, and his letter went to her every two weeks and hers cane back
to him and maybe he thought | f one o f nine to her should cone back to
me unopened then. That would be a sign. And that didn't happen: and then
Henry began to tal k about his stopping at Sutpen's Hundred for a day or
so on his way home and he said all right toit, said It will be Henry
who will get the letter, the letter saying it is inconvenient for ne to
come at that time; so apparently he does not intend to acknow edge ne as
his son, but at least | shall have forced himto admt that I am And
that one did not conme either and the date was set and the fanily at

Sut pen's Hundred notified of it and that letter did not conme either and
he thought It will be then; ..ERR CCD: 1.
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be June now, with the magnolias and nocki ngbirds in the nmoonlight and
the curtains blowing in the June air of commencenent and the nusic,
fiddles and triangles, inside anong the swirling and di ppi ng hoops: and
Henry would be a little tight, that should have been saying '|I denmand to
know your intentions toward ny sister' but wasn't saying it, instead
maybe bl ushi ng again even in the noonlight, but standing straight and

bl ushi ng because when you are proud enough to be hunble you dont have to
cringe (who every tine he breathed over his vocal cords he was saying W

bel ong to you; do as you will with us), saying 'l used to think that |
woul d hate the nan that | would have to | ook at every day and whose
every nmove and action and speech would say to ne, | have seen and
touched parts of your sister's body that you will never see and touch:

and now | know that | shall hate himand that's why | want that man to
be you', knowi ng that Bon woul d know what he neant, was 26z
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trying to say, tell him thinking, telling hinself (Henry): Not just
because he is older than 1 am and has known nore than 1 shall ever know

and has renenbered nore o f it; but because o f ny own free will, and
whether | knew it at the tinme or not does not matter, 1 gave ny life and
Judith's both to him"That's still not love," Quentin said. "All right,"

Shreve said. "Just |listen. Rode the forty mles and into the gates and
up to the house. And this time Sutpen wasn't even there. And Ell en
didn't even know where he had gone, believing blandly and vol ubly that
he had gone to Menphis or maybe even to Saint Louis on business, and
Henry and Judith not even caring that nuch, and only he, Bon, to know
where Sutpen had gone, saying to hinmself O course; he wasn't sure; he
had to go there to nake sure, telling hinself that |oud now, |oud and
fast too so he would not, could not, hear the thinking, the But i f he
suspect ed, why not have told ne? 1 would have done that, gone to him
first, who have the blood after it was tainted and corrupt by whatever
it was in Mdther; loud and fast now, telling hinself That's what it is;
maybe he has gone on ahead to wait for nme; he left no nmessage for ne
here because the others are not to suspect yet and he knows that | will
know at once where he is when | find himgone, thinking of the two of
them the sonbre vengeful wonman who was his nother and the gri mrocklike
man who had | ooked at himevery day for ten days with absolutely no
alteration of expression at all, facing one another in grimarmstice
after alnost thirty years in that rich barogue drawing roomin that
house whi ch he call ed home since apparently everybody seenmed to have to
have a honme, the nan who he was now sure was his father not hunble now
either (and he, Bon, proud of that), not saying even now | was wong but
| admt that it is so- Jesus, think of his heart then, during those two
days, with the old gal throwi ng Judith at himevery m nute now because
she had been spreadi ng the news of the engagenent confidentially through
the county ever since Christmas-didn't your father say how she had even
taken Judith to Menphis in the spring to buy the trousseau?-and Judith
neither having to accede to the throwing nor to resist it but just

bei ng, just existing and breathing like Henry did who maybe one norni ng
during that spring waked up and lay right still in the bed and took
stock, added the figures and drew the 263
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difference to her. She would have acted as Sutpen woul d have acted with
anyone who tried to cross him she would have taken Bon anyway. | can

i magi ne her if necessary even nurdering the other woman. But she
certainly woul d have nade no investigation and then held a noral debate
bet ween what she wanted and what she thought was right. Yet she waited.
She waited four years, with no word from hi msave through Henry that he
(Bon) was alive, because Henry would not let Bon wite her. He woul d not
have. And Bon woul d not have tried to. It was the probation, the
durance; they all three accepted it; | dont believe there was ever any
prom se between Henry and Bon demanded or offered. But Judith, who could
not have known what happened nor why.-Have you noticed how so often when
we try to reconstruct the causes which lead up to the actions of nen and
wonen, how with a sort of astonishnent we find ourselves now and t hen
reduced to the belief, the only possible belief, that they stemed from
sone of the old virtues? the thief who steals not for greed but for

| ove, the nurderer who kills not out of lust but pity? Judith, giving
inmplicit trust where she had given love, giving inplicit |ove where she
had derived breath and pride: that true pride, not that false kind which
transforms what it does not at the nmoment understand into scorn and
outrage and so vents itself in pique and |acerations, but true pride

which can say to itself wthout abasenment | love, 1 will accept no
substitute; sonmething has happened between himand ny father; i f ny
father was right, 1 will never see himagain, i f wong he will come or
send for ne; if happy | can be I will, if suffer I nmust I to do anything

that | consider dishonorable : so that (maybe he even ki ssed her that
time, the first tinme she had ever been ki ssed maybe and she too i nnocent
to be coy or nodest or even to know that she had been tenporised wth,
maybe afterward just [ooking at himwith a kind of peaceful and bl ank
surprise at the fact that your sweetheart apparently kissed you the
first time like your brother woul d-provided of course that your brother
ever thought of, could be brought to, kissing you on the nouth)-so that
when the two days were up and he was gone again and Ell en shrieking at
her, “~Wat? No engagenent, no troth, no ring? she would be too

astoni shed even to |lie about it because that would be the first tine it
woul d have occurred to her that there had been no proposal.-Think of his
heart then, while he rode to the River, and then on the steanboat itself
where he wal ked up and down t he deck, feeling through the deck the

engi nes driving himnearer and nearer day and night to the nonent which
he nmust have realised now he had been waiting for ever since he had got
bi g enough to conprehend. O course every now and then he woul d have to
say it pretty fast and loud, That's all it is. He just wants to make
sure first to drown out the old But why do it this way. Wiy not back
there? He knows that 1 shall never make any cl ai mupon any part of what
he now possesses, gained at the price o f what sacrifice and endurance
and scorn (so they told nme; not he: they) only he knows; knows that so
well that it would never have occurred to himjust as he knows it would
never occur to me that this mght be his reason, who is not only
generous but ruthless, who nust have surrendered everything he and

Mot her owned to her and to me as the price o f repudiating her, not



because the doing it this way hurt him flouted himand kept himin
suspense that much unnecessary | onger, because he didn't matter; whether
he was irked or even crucified didn't matter: it was the fact that he
had to be kept constantly reninded that he would not have done it this
way hinmself, yet he had stemmed from 264
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bel ongs to you but nmaybe he did wite to Judith now, by the first nigger
post which rode to Sutpen's Hundred, about how it had been an uneventful
sumer and hence nothing to wite about, with maybe Charles Bon plain
and inelidible on the outside of the envel ope and he thinking He wll
have to see that. Maybe he will send it back thinking Maybe i f it cones
back nothing will stop ne then and so naybe at last | will know what 1
amgoing to do. But it didn't come back. And the others didn't cone
back. And the fall passed and Christnmas cane and they rode again to
Sutpen's Hundred and this tine he was not there again, he was in the
field, he had gone to town, he was hunting-sonething; Sutpen not there
when they rode up and Bon knew he had not expected himto be there,
saying Now. Now. Now. It will come now. It will cone this tinme, and 1 am
young, young, because | still dont know what 1 am going to do. So maybe
what he was doing that twlight (because he knew that Sutpen had
returned, was now in the house; it would be Iike a wi nd, sonething, dark
and chill, breathing upon him and he stopping, grave, quiet, alert,

t hi nki ng What? What is it? Then he would know, he could feel the other
entering the house, and he would let his held breath go qui et and easy,
a profound exhal ation, his heart quiet too) in the garden while he

wal ked with Judith and tal ked to her, gallant and el egant and autonatic
(and Judith thinking about that |ike she thought about that first kiss
back in the sumrer: So that's it. That's what |ove is, bludgeoned once
nmore by di sappoi ntnent but still unbowed); naybe what he was doi ng there
now was waiting, telling hinmself Maybe even yet he will send for ne. At

| east say it to ne even though he knew better: He is in the library now,
he has sent the nigger for Henry, now Henry is entering the room so

t hat maybe he stopped and faced her, with sonmething in his face that was
smling now, and took her by the el bows and turned her, easy and gentle,
until she faced the house, and said Go. | wish to be alone to think
about | ove' and she went just as she took the kiss that day, with maybe
the feel of the flat of his hand |ight and nonentary upon her behind.
And he stood there facing the house until Henry came out, and they

| ooked at one another for a while with no word said and then turned and
wal ked t oget her through the garden, across the lot and into the stable,
where maybe there was a nigger there and maybe they saddl ed the two
horses thensel ves and waited until the house nigger came with 266
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t hat which, so Shreve and Quentin believed, would be like death for him
to learn. So it was four of themstill who got off the boat in New

Ol eans, which Henry had never seen before (whose entire cosnopolitan
experience , apart fromhis sojourn at the school, consisted probably of
one or two trips to Menphis with his father to buy |ive stock or sl aves)
and had no tinme to | ook at now Henry who knew yet did not believe, and
Bon whom M Conpson had called a fatalist but who, according to Shreve
and Quentin, did not resist Henry's dictum and design for the reason
that he neither knew nor cared what Henry intended to do because he had
l ong since realised that he did not know yet what he hinself was going
to do; four of themwho sat in that drawi ng room of baroque and fusty
magni fi cence whi ch Shreve had i nvented and whi ch was probably true
enough, while the Haiti-born daughter of the French sugar planter and

t he woman who Sutpen's first father-in-law had told himwas a Spani ard
(the slight dowdy wonman with untidy gray-streaked raven hair coarse as a
horse's tail, with parchnment-colored skin and inpl acabl e pouched bl ack
eyes whi ch al one showed no age because they showed no forgetting, whom
Shreve and Quentin had |ikew se invented and which was |ikew se probably
true enough) told them nothi ng because she did not need to because she
had already told it, who did not say, "My sonis in love with your
sister?" but “So she has fallen in love with him and then sat |aughing
harshly and steadily at Henry who could not have lied to her even if he
woul d have, who did not even have to answer at all either Yes or
No. - Four of themthere, in that roomin New Orleans in 1860, just as in
a sense there were four of themhere in this tonblike roomin
Massachusetts in igio. And Bon rmay have, probably did, take Henry to
call on the octoroon mistress and the child, as M Conpson said, though
nei t her Shreve nor Quentin believed that the visit affected Henry as M
Compson seened to think. In fact, Quentin did not even tell Shreve what
his father had said about the visit. Perhaps Quentin hinself had not
been listening when M Conpson related (recreated?) it that evening at
hone; perhaps at that nonment on the gallery in the hot Septenber
twilight Quentin took that in stride without even hearing it just as
Shreve woul d have, since both he and Shreve believed-and were probably
right in this too-that the octoroon and the child would have been to
Henry only sonething el se 268
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about Bon to be, not envied but aped if that had been possible, if there
had been tinme and peace to ape it in-peace not between nen of the sane
race and nation but peace between two young enbattled spirits and the

i ncontrovertible fact which enbattled them since neither Henry and Bon,
anynore than Quentin and Shreve, were the first young nen to believe (or
at | east apparently act on the assunption) that wars were sometines
created for so now it would be short, this time with the [ awer, the

shortest one of all. Because the | awer woul d have been watching him
maybe there had even been a letter during that second fall while the
| awyer was waiting and still nothing seened to be happening up there

(and rmaybe the | awyer was the reason why Bon never answered Henry's and
Judith's letters during that summer: because he never got them-a
letter, two or maybe three pages of your hunble and obedient e and t and
c that boiled down to eighteen words 1 know you are a fool, but just
what kind o f a fool are you going to be? and Bon was at | east enough of
a not-fool to do the boiling down.-Yes, watching him not concerned yet,
just considerably annoyed, giving Bon plenty of time to come to him
giving himall of a week nmaybe (after he-the | awer-woul d have contrived
to get hold of Henry and find out a good deal of what Henry was thinking
wi t hout Henry ever knowing it) before he would contrive Bon too, and
maybe so good at the contriving that even Bon woul d not know at once
what was coning. It would be a short one. It would be no secret between
themnow, it would just be unsaid: the | awer behind the desk (and naybe
in the secret drawer the | edger where he had just finished adding in the
| ast past year's interest conpounded between the intrinsic and the |ove
and pride at two hundred percent.)-the | awer fretted, annoyed, but not
at all concerned since he not only knew he had the screws, but he stil
did not really believe that Bon was that kind of a fool, though he was
about to alter his opinion sonewhat about the dullness, or at |least the
backwar dness; the | awer watching himand saying, snmooth and oily, since
it would be no secret now, who woul d know now t hat Bon knew all he woul d
ever know or ..ERR, COD: 1..
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the coup: 'Do you know that you are a very fortunate young man? Wth
nost of us, even when we are |ucky enough to get our revenge, we nust
pay for it, sonetimes in actual dollars. Wiile you are not only in a
position to get your revenge, clear your nother's nanme, but the balm
with which you will assuage her injury will have a collateral val ue

whi ch can be translated into the things which a young man needs, which
are his due and which, whether we like it or not, nay be had only in
exchange for hard dollars-' and Bon not saying Wiat do you nean? and not
moving yet; that is, the |awer would not be aware that he was begi nni ng
to nove, continuing (the |Iawer) snooth and easy: 'And nore than this,
than the revenge, as |lagniappe to the revenge as it were, this nosegay
of an afternoon, this scentless prairie flower which will not be m ssed
and which night as well bloomin your |apel as in another's; this -How
do you young nmen put it?-a nice little piece-' and then he would see
Bon, maybe the eyes, maybe he would just hear the feet noving. And then
pi stol (derringer, horse pistol, revolver, whatever it was) and all, he
woul d be crouched back against the wall behind the overturned chair,
snarling, 'Stand back! Stop!' then screaming 'Help! Help! He-!' then
just scream ng, because he woul d hear and feel his own wrenching bones
before he could free his fingers of the pistol, and his neck bone too as
Bon woul d strike himwi th the pal mon one cheek and then with the back
of the hand on the other; maybe he coul d even hear Bon too saying, 'Stop
it. Hush. I'mnot going to hurt you' or maybe it was the lawer in him
that said the Hush which he obeyed, who got him back into the righted
chair again, half lying upon the desk; the lawer in himthat warned him
not to say You will {gay for this but instead to half lie there, nursing
his wrenched hand in his handkerchi ef while Bon stood | ooking down at
him holding the pistol by the barrel against his leg, saying, 'If you
feel that you require satisfaction, of course you know' and the | awyer

sitting back now, dabbing the handkerchief at his cheek now 'I was
wrong. | misunderstood your feeling about the matter. | ask your pardon
and Bon: 'Granted. As you wish. | will accept either an apology or a
bullet, as you prefer' and the |awer (there would be a faint fading red
in his cheek, but that would be all: nothing in the voice or in the
eyes): 'l see you are going to collect full neasure for ny unfortunate

m sconception-even ridicule. Even if | felt that 2%0O
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right was on ny side (which | do not) | would still have to decline your
offer. | would not be your equal with pistols' and Bon: “~Nor with knives
or rapiers too?' and the | awer, snooth and easy: “~Nor knives or rapiers
too." So that now the | awyer woul dn't even need to say You will pay for
this because Bon woul d be saying that for him who would stand there
with the lax pistol, thinking But only with knives or pistols or

rapiers. So 1 cant beat him 1 could shoot him 1 would shoot himwth
no nore conpunction than 1 would a snake or a man who cuckol ded me. But
he would still beat ne. thinking Yes. He did beat nme while he-he-
("Listen," Shreve said, cried. "It would be while he would be lying in a
bedroom of that private house in Corinth after Pittsburg Landing while
his shoul der got well two years later and the letter fromthe octoroon
(maybe even the one that contai ned the photograph of her and the child)
finally overtaking him wailing for noney and telling himthat the

| awyer had departed for Texas or Mexico or sonmewhere at |ast and that
she (the octoroon) could not find his nother either and so w thout doubt
the | awer had nurdered her before he stole the noney, since it would be
just like both of themto flee or get thenselves killed w thout
providing for her at all.")-Yes, they knew now. And Jesus, think of him
Bon, who had wanted to know, who had had the nobst reason to want to
know, who as far as he knew had never had any father but had been
creat ed sonehow between that wonan who wouldn't et himplay with other
children, and that | awyer who even told the wonan whet her or not each
time she bought a piece of neat or a | oaf of bread-two people neither of
whom had taken pl easure or found passion in getting himor suffered pain

and travail in borning himwho perhaps if one of the two had only told
himthe truth, none of what happened woul d ever have cone to pass; while
there was Henry who had father and security and contentnment and all, yet

was told the truth by both of themwhile he (Bon) was told by neither.
And think of Henry, who ..ERR CCD: 1.
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of his heredity and training which said No. No. You cannot. You nust
not. You shall not. Maybe they woul d even be under fire now, with the
shells rushing and runbling past overhead and bursting and them|ying
there waiting to charge and Henry would cry again, “But that Lorraine
duke did it! There nmust have been lots in the world who have done it

t hat peopl e dont know about, that naybe they suffered for it and died
for it and are in hell nowfor it. But they did it and it dont matter
now, even the ones we do know about are just names now and it dont
matter now and Bon watching himand listening to himand thinking It's
because |I dont know nyself what | amgoing to do and so he is aware that
1 am undeci ded wi thout knowi ng that he is aware. Perhaps i f | told him
now that 1 amgoing to do it, he would know his own mnd and tell ne,
You shall not. And maybe your old man was right this time and they did
t hi nk maybe the war would settle it and they would not have to

t hensel ves, or at |east naybe Henry hoped it woul d because maybe your
old man was right here too and Bon didn't care; that since both of the
two peopl e who could have given hima father had declined to do it,

not hing mattered to himnow, revenge or love or all, since he knew now
that revenge could not conpensate himnor |ove assuage. Maybe it wasn't
even Henry who wouldn't let himwite to Judith but Bon hinmself who did
not wite her because he didn't care about anything, not even that he
didn't know yet what he was going to do. Then it was the next year and
Bon was an officer now and they were noving toward Shiloh w thout
knowi ng that either, talking again as they noved along in colum, the
of fi cer droppi ng back al ongside the file in which the private marched
and Henry crying again, holding his desperate and urgent voice down to
undertone: ~Dont you know yet what you are going to do?" while Bon woul d
|l ook at himfor a monment with that expression which could have been
smling: "Suppose | told you | did not intend to go back to her?' and
Henry woul d wal k there beside him w th his pack and his eight feet of
nmusket, and he woul d begin to pant, panting and panting while Bon

wat ched him | amout in front of you a lot now, going into battle,
charging, | will be out in front of you-' and Henry panting, ~Stop
Stop!' and Bon watching himwith that faint thin expression about the
nmout h and eyes: '-and who woul d ever know? You woul d not even have to
know for certain yourself, because who could say but 274
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what a Yankee ball m ght have struck nme at the exact second you pulled
your trigger, or even before-' and Henry panting and | ooking, glaring at
the sky, with his teeth showing and the sweat on his face and the
knuckl es of the hand on his nusket butt white, saying, panting, 'Stop
Stop! Stop! Stop!' Then it was Shiloh, the second day and the | ost
battle and the brigade falling back fromPittsburg Landing And |isten,"
Shreve cried; "wait, now, wait!" (glaring at Quentin, panting hinself,
as if he had had to supply his shade not only with a cue but with breath
to obey it in): "Because your old man was wong here, too! He said it
was Bon who was wounded, but it wasn't. Because who told hinf? Wwo told
Sut pen, or your grandfather either, which of themit was who was hit?
Sut pen didn't know because he wasn't there, and your grandfather wasn't
there either because that was where he was hit too, where he lost his
arm So who told then? Not Henry, because his father never saw Henry but
that one tinme and maybe they never had tinme to tal k about wounds and
besides to tal k about wounds in the Confederate arny in 1865 would be
like coal mners tal ki ng about soot; and not Bon, because Sutpen never
saw himat all because he was dead; it was not Bon, it was Henry; Bon
that found Henry at |ast and stooped to pick himup and Henry fought
back, struggled, saying, 'Let be! Let ne die! | wont have to know it
then' and Bon said, 'So you do want nme to go back to her' and Henry |ay
there struggling and panting, with the sweat on his face and his teeth
bl oody inside his chewed lip, and Bon said, 'Say you do want ne to go
back to her. Maybe then | wont do it. Say it' and Henry | ay
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since it was '64 and then '65 and the starved and ragged remant of an
army having retreated across Al abama and Georgia and into Carolina,

swept onward not by a victorious arny behind it but rather by a nounting
tide of the nanes of |ost battles fromeither side-Chickanauga and
Franklin, Vicksburg and Corinth and Atl anta-battles | ost not al one
because of superior nunbers and failing anmunition and stores, but
because of generals who shoul d not have been generals, who were generals
not through training in contenporary nmethods or aptitude for |earning
them but by the divine right to say Go there' conferred upon them by
an absol ute caste system or because the generals of it never lived | ong
enough to learn how to fight nassed cauti ous accretionary battles, since
they were already as obsolete as Richard or Roland or du Guesclin, who
wore plunes and cloaks lined with scarlet at twenty-eight and thirty and
thirty-two and captured warships with cavalry charges but no grain nor
nmeat nor bullets, who would whip three separate armes in as many days
and then tear down their own fences to cook neat robbed fromtheir own
snokehouses, who on one night and with a handful of nen would gallantly
set fire to and destroy a mllion dollar garrison of eneny supplies and
on the next night be discovered by a neighbor in bed with his wife and
be shot to death; two, four, now two again, according to Quentin and
Shreve, the two the four the two still tal king-the one who did not yet
know what he was going to do, the other who knew what he would have to
do yet could not reconcile hinself-Henry citing hinmself authority for

i ncest, talking about his Duke John of Lorraine as if he hoped possibly
to evoke that condemmed and exconmuni cated shade to tell himin person
that it was all right, as people both before and since have tried to
evoke God or devil to justify themin what their glands insisted upon;
the two the four the two facing one another in the tonblike room

Shreve, the Canadian, the child of blizzards and of cold in a bathrobe
with an overcoat above it, the collar turned up about his ears; Quentin,
t he Sout herner, the norose and delicate offspring of rain and steany
heat in the thin suitable clothing which he had brought from

M ssi ssippi, his overcoat (as thin and vain for what it was as the suit)
lying on the floor where he had not even bothered to raise it: (-the
winter of '64 now, the arny retreated across Al abama, into Georgia; now
Carolina was just at their backs and Bon, the officer, 2 76
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thinking "W will either be caught and annihilated or Ad Joe will
extricate us and we will nake contact with Lee in front o f R chnond and
then we will at |east have the privilege of surrender’'. and then one day
all o f a sudden he thought o f it, remenbered, how that Jefferson
regiment o f which his father was now col onel was in Longstreet's corps,
and maybe fromthat nonment the whole purpose o f the retreat seened to
himto be that of bringing himwithin reach o f his father, to give his
father one nore chance. So that it nust have seemed to hi mnow that he
knew at | ast why he had not been able to decide what he wanted to do.
Maybe he thought for just a second, 'My God, | amstill young; even

after these four years 1 amstill young' but just for a second, because
maybe in the same breath he said, 'All right. Then | amyoung. But |
still believe, even though what 1 believe probably is that war

suffering, these four years o f keeping his nmen alive and able in order
to swap them bl ood and flesh for the |argest amount of ground at its
bargain price, will have changed him (which | know that it does not do)
to where he will say to ne not: Forgive nme: but: You are ny ol dest son
Protect your sister; never see either o f us again:' Then it was '65 and
what was left o f the Army o f the West with nothing remaini ng now but
the ability to wal k backward sl ow and stubborn and to endure nusketry
and shelling; nmaybe they didn't even mss the shoes and overcoats and
food any nore now and that was why he could wite about the captured
stove polish like he did in the letter to Judith when he finally knew
what he was going to do at last and told Henry and Henry said ' Thank
God. Thank God', not for the incest of course but because at |ast they
were going to do sonething, at |last he could be sonething even though
that sonething was the irrevocabl e repudiation of the old heredity and
training and the acceptance of eternal dammation. Maybe he coul d even
quit tal king about his Lorraine duke then, because he could say now, 'It
isn't yours nor his nor the Pope's hell that we are all going to: it's
my nother's and her nother's and father's and their nothers' and
fathers' hell, and it isn't you who are going there, but we, the
three-no: four o f us. And so at least we will all be together where we
bel ong, since even i f only he went there we would still have to be
there too since the three of us are just illusions that he begot, and
your illusions are a part o f you like your bones and flesh and nenory.
And we will all be together in tornent and so we will not need to
renmenber | ove and fornication, and 277
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maybe in tornent you cannot even renmenber why you are there. And i f we
cannot remenber all this, it cant be nuch tornment'. Then they were in
Carolina, that January and February of '6S and what was |eft of them had
been wal ki ng backward for al nbst a year now and the di stance between
them and Ri chnond was | ess far than the distance they had cone; the

di stance between them and the end a good deal less far. But to Bon it
was not the space between them and defeat but the space between hi mand
the other regiment, between himand the hour, the nonent: 'He will not
even have to ask me; 1 will just touch flesh with himand 1 will say it
myself: You will not need to worry; she shall never see nme again'. Then
March in Carolina and still the wal ki ng backward sl ow and stubborn and
listening to the Northward now because there was nothing to hear from
any other direction because in all the other directions it was finished
now, and all they expected to hear fromthe North was defeat. Then one
day (he was an officer; he would have known, heard, that Lee had

det ached sone troops and sent them down to reinforce them perhaps he
even knew t he nanes and nunbers o f the reginents before they arrived)
he saw Sutpen. Maybe that first time Sutpen actually did not see him
maybe that first tinme he could tell hinself, 'That was why; he didn't
see me, so that he had to put hinself in Sutpen's way, make his chance
and situation. Then for the second tine he | ooked at the expressionless
and rockli ke face, at the pale boring eyes in which there was no
flicker, nothing, the face in which he saw his own features, in which he
saw recognition, and that was all. That was all, there was nothing
further now, perhaps he just breathed once quietly, with on his own face
t hat expression which might at a glance have been called snmiling while
he thought, "1 could force him | could go to himand force him know ng
t hat he woul d not because it was all finished now, that was all o f it
now and at last. ..ERR COD: 1.



Page 251

only He just didn't think to notify us, and not only not shoes and
clothing but not even any need for them and not only no | and nor any
way to nmake food, but no need for the food since we have learned to live
Wt hout that too; and so i f you dont have God and you dont need food
and clothes and shelter, there isn't anything for honor and pride to
climb on and hold to and flourish. And if you haven't got honor and
pride, then nothing matters. Only there is something in you that doesn't
care about honor and pride yet that lives, that even wal ks backward for
a whol e year just to live; that probably even when this is over and
there is not even defeat left, will still decline to sit still in the
sun and die, but will be out in the woods, noving and seeki ng where j ust
wi Il and endurance could not nove it, grubbing for roots and such-the
old mindless sentient undream ng neat that doesn't even know any

di fference between despair and victory, Henry'. And then Henry woul d
begin to say ' Thank God. Thank God' panting and sayi ng ' Thank God,
saying, 'Dont try to explain it. just do it' and Bon: 'You authorise ne?
As her brother you give ne perm ssion? and Henry: 'Brother? Brother?
You are the ol dest: why do you ask ne?' and Bon: 'No. He has never
acknowl edged ne. He just warned ne. You are the brother and the son. Do
1 have your pernmnission, Henry?' and Henry: 'Wite. Wite. Wite'. So Bon
wote the letter, after the four years, and Henry read it and sent it
off. But they didn't quit then and followthe letter. They still wal ked
backward, slow and stubborn, listening toward the North for the end o f
it because it takes an awful lot o f character to quit anythi ng when you
are |losing, and they had been wal ki ng backward sl ow for a year now so
all they had left was not the will but just the ability, the grooved
habit to endure. Then one night they had stopped again since Shernman had
stopped again, and an orderly cane along the bivouac line and found
Henry at last and said, 'Sutpen, the colonel wants you in his tent. "And
so you and the old danme, the be a ghost but neverthel ess having to be
one for all that, since he was born and bred in the deep South the sane
as she was-the two separate Quentins now
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that Cytie's trouble wasn't anger nor even distrust; it was terror,
fear. And she didn't tell you in so many words because she was stil
keepi ng that secret for the sake of the nman who had been her father too
as well as for the sake of the famly which no | onger existed, whose
here-to-fore inviolate and rotten mausol eum she still guarded;-didn't
tell you in so many words anynore than she told you in so many words how
she had been in the roomthat day when they brought Bon's body in and
Judith took fromhis pocket the netal case she had given himw th her
picture init; she didn't tell you, it just cane out of the terror and
the fear after she turned you | oose and caught the Aunt Rosa's arm and
the Aunt Rosa turned and struck her hand away and went on to the stairs
and Clytie ran at her again and this tine the Aunt Rosa stopped and
turned on the second step and knocked Clytie down with her fist like a
man woul d and turned and went on up the stairs: and Cytie lay there on
the floor, nore than eighty years old and not nmuch nore than five feet
tall and looking like a little bundle of clean rags so that you went and
took her arm and hel ped her up and her armfelt like a stick, as light
and dry and brittle as a stick: and she | ooked at you and you saw it was
not rage but terror, and not nigger terror because it was not about
hersel f but was about whatever it was that was up stairs, that she had
kept hidden up there for alnobst four years; and she didn't tell you in
the actual words because even in the terror she kept the secret;
nevert hel ess she told you, or at least all of a sudden you knew He
ceased again. It was just as well, since he had no |listener. Perhaps he
was aware of it. Then suddenly he had no tal ker either, though possibly
he was not aware of this. Because now neither of themwas there. They
were both in Carolina and the tine was forty-six years ago, and it was
not even four now but conpounded still further, since now both of them
were Henry Sut pen and both of them were Bon, conpounded each of both yet
either neither, snelling the very snoke which had bl owmn and faded away
forty-six years ago fromthe bivouac fires burning in a pine grove, the
gaunt and ragged nmen sitting or lying about them talking not about the
war yet all curiously enough (or perhaps not curiously at all) facing
the South where further on in the darkness the pickets stood-the pickets
who, watching to the South, could see the flicker and gl eam of the
Federal bivouac fires nmyriad and faint and z8o
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encircling half the horizon and counting ten fires for each Confederate
one, and between whom and whi ch (Rebel picket and Yankee fire) the
Yankee outposts watched the darkness also, the two picket |ines so close
that each could hear the challenge o f the other's officers passing from
post to post and dying away: and when gone, the voice, invisible,
cautious, not |oud yet carrying: -Hey, Reb. -Yah. -Were you Tellers

goi ng? -Richnond. -So are we. Wy not wait for us? -W air. The nen
about the fires would not hear this exchange, though they would
presently hear the orderly plainly enough as he passes fromfire to
fire, asking for Sutpen and being directed on and so reaches the fire at
| ast, the snoldering |log, with his nonotonous speech: 'Sutpen? |'m

| ooking for Sutpen' until Henry sits up and says, 'Here.' He is gaunt
and ragged and unshaven; because of the last four years and because he
had not quite got his height when the four years began, he is not as
tall by two inches as he gave proni se of being, and not as heavy by
thirty pounds as he probably will be a few years after he has outlived
the four years, i f he do outlive them -Here, he says.-Wat is it? -The
col onel wants you. The orderly does not return with him Instead, he

wal ks al one through the darkness along a rutted road, a road rutted and
cut and churned where the guns have passed over it that afternoon, and
reaches the tent at last, one of the fewtents, the canvas wall gl eani ng
faintly froma candle within, the silhouette of a sentry before it, who
chal |l enges him -Sutpen, Henry says.-The colonel sent for nme. The sentry
gestures himinto the tent. He stoops through the entrance, the canvas
falls behind himas soneone, the only occupant of the tent, rises froma
canmp chair behind the table on which the candle sits, his shadow
swoopi ng hi gh and huge up the canvas wall. He (Henry) cones to salute
facing a gray sleeve with colonel's braid on it, one bearded cheek, a
jutting nose, a shaggy droop of iron-riddled hair--a face which Henry 2
8
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does not recogni se, not because he has not seen it in four years and
does not expect to see it here and now, but rather because he is not

| ooking at it. He just salutes the braided cuff and stands so until the
ot her says, -Henry. Even now Henry does not start. He just stands so,
the two o f themstand so, |ooking at one another. It is the older man
who nmoves first, though they neet in the center of the tent, where they
enbrace and kiss before Henry is aware that he has noved, was going to
nmove, noved by what of close blood which in the reflex instant arrogates
and reconciles even though it does not yet (perhaps never will) forgive,
who stands now while his father holds his face between both hands,

| ooking at it. -Henry, Sutpen says.-My son. Then they sit, one on either
side of the table, in the chairs reserved for officers, the table (an
open map lies on it) and the candl e between them -You were hit at

Shil oh, Colonel Wllowtells ne, Sutpen says. -Yes, sir, Henry says. He
is about to say Charles carried me back but he does not, because already
he knows what is coming. He does not even think Surely Judith didn't
write himabout that letter or It was Cytie who sent himword sonmehow
that Charles has witten her. He thinks neither o f these. To himit is
| ogi cal and natural that their father should know of his and Bon's

deci sion: that rapport o f blood which should bring Bon to decide to
wite, hinself to agree to it and their father to know of it at the sane
identical instant, after a period o f four years, out of all tinme. Now
it does conme, alnobst exactly as he has known that it will: -1 have seen
Charl es Bon, Henry. Henry says nothing. It is com ng now. He says
nothing, he nmerely stares at his father-the two of themin | eaf-faded
gray, a single candle, a crude tent walling them away from a darkness
where alert pickets face one another and where weary nen sl eep without
shelter, waiting for dawn and the firing, the weary backward wal king to
commence again: yet in a second tent candle gray and all are gone and it
is the holly-decked Christmas library at Sutpen's Hundred four years ago
and the table not a canp table suitable for the spreading of maps but

t he heavy carved rosewood one at home with the group photograph o f his
not her and sister and hinmself sitting upon it, his father behind the
tabl e and behind his z8z
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and | eaned agai nst a pine, leaning quietly and easily, with his head
back so he could | ook up at the shabby shaggy branches |i ke sonmething in
wrought iron spreading notionless against the chill vivid stars of early
spring, thinking 1 hope he renenbers to thank Colonel WIllow for letting
us use his tent, thinking not what he would do but what he would have to
do. Because he knew what he would do; it now depended on what Bon woul d
do, would force himto do, since he knew that he would do it. So | nust
go to him he thought, thinking, Nowit is better than two oclock and it
will be dawn soon. Then it was dawn, or alnost, and it was cold: a chil
whi ch struck through the worn patched thin clothing, through the
sonet hi ng of weariness and undernouri shnent; the passive ability, not
the volitional will, to endure, there was |ight sonewhere, enough of it
for himto distinguish Bon's sleeping face from anong the others where
he lay wapped in his blankets, beneath his spread cl oak, enough |i ght
for himto wake Bon by and for Bon to distinguish his face (or perhaps
somet hi ng conmuni cated by Henry's hand) because Bon does not speak,
demand to know who it is: he nerely rises and puts the cloak about his
shoul ders and approaches the snoldering fire and is kicking it into a

bl aze when Henry speaks: -VWait. Bon pauses and | ooks at Henry; ..ERR
CcaD: 1. .
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-So it's the miscegenation, not the incest, which you cant bear. Henry
doesn't answer. -And he sent ne no word? He did not ask you to send ne
to hin? No word to ne, no word at all? That was all he had to do, now
today; four years ago or at any tine during the four years. That was
all. He would not have needed to ask it, require it, of ne. | would have
offered it. | would have said, | will never see her again before he
coul d have asked it of me. He did not have to do this, Henry. He didn't
need to tell you O perhaps the reason was the one which Mss Rosa told
you and which the aunt gave her: that now since he had got out of his
father-in-law all which M Col dfield possessed that Sutpen could have
used or wanted, he (Sutpen) had neither the courage to face 49
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pi stol; now he is not only panting, he is trenbling;, when he speaks now
his voice is not even the exhalation, it is the suffused and suffocating
inbreath itself. -You are ny brother. -No I'mnot. I'mthe nigger that's
going to sleep with your sister. Unless you stop ne, Henry. Suddenly
Henry grasps the pistol, jerks it free o f Bon's hand and stands so, the
pistol in his hand, panting and panting; again Bon can see the whites o
f his inrolled eyes while he sits on the | og and watches Henry with that
fai nt expression about the eyes and nouth which mght be smling. -Do it
now, Henry, he says. Henry whirls; in the same notion he hurls the

pi stol from himand stoops again, gripping Bon by both shoul ders,
panting. -You shall not! he says.-You shall not! Do you hear nme? Bon
does not nove beneath the gripping hands; he sits notionless, with his
faint fixed grimce; his voice is gentler than that first breath in

whi ch the pine branches begin to nove a little: -You will have to stop
me, Henry. "And he never ..ERR, COD:1.



Page 258

in his swaddling of garnents. "Dont you know? It was because he said to

hinself, 'if Henry dont nean what he said, it will be all right; | can
take it out and destroy it. But if he does nean what he said, it will be
the only way I will have to say to her, | was no good; do not grieve for

me.' Aint that right? Aint it? By God, aint it?" "Yes," Quentin said.
"Conme on," Shreve said. "Let's get out-of this refrigerator and go to
bed. "
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At first, in bed in the dark, it seened colder than ever, as if there
had been sonme puny quality of faint heat in the single |ight bulb before
Shreve turned it off and that now the iron and inpregnabl e dark had
become one with the iron and icelike bedclothing |ying upon the flesh

sl acked and thin-clad for sleeping. Then the darkness seened to breathe,
to fl ow back; the w ndow which Shreve had opened becane visi bl e agai nst
the faintly unearthly glow of the outer snow as, forced by the wei ght of
t he darkness, the blood surged and ran warmer, warner. "University of

M ssi ssippi," Shreve's voice said in the darkness to Quentin 's right.
"Bayard attenuated forty miles (it was forty miles, wasn't it?); out of
the wilderness proud honor senmestrial regurgitant." "Yes," Quentin said.
"They were in the tenth graduating class since it was founded." "I

didn't know there were ten in M ssissippi that went to school at one
time," Shreve said. Quentin didn't answer. He |lay watching the rectangle
of wi ndow, feeling the warm ng bl ood driving through his veins, his arns
and | egs. And now, although he was warm and t hough while he had sat in
the cold room he nerely shook faintly and steadily, now he began to jerk
all over, violently and uncontrollably until he could even hear the bed,
until even Shreve felt it and turned, raising hinself (by the sound)
onto his elbowto | ook at Quentin, though Quentin hinself felt perfectly
all right. He felt fine even, lying there and waiting 2.88
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in peaceful curiosity for the next violent unharbingered jerk to cone.
"Jesus, are you that col d?" Shreve said. "Do you want ne to spread the

overcoats on you?" "No," Quentin said. "I'mnot cold. I"'mall right.

feel fine." "Then what are you doing that for?" "I dont know. | cant
helpit. |I feel fine." "AIl right. But let ne know if you want the
coats. Jesus, if | was going to have to spend nine nonths in this
climte, | would sure hate to have cone fromthe South. Maybe | woul dn't
cone fromthe South anyway, even if | could stay there. Wait. Listen
I"mnot trying to be funny, smart. | just want to understand it if | can

and | dont know how to say it better. Because it's sonething nmy people
haven't got. O if we have got it, it all happened | ong ago across the
wat er and so now there aint anything to | ook at every day to remind us
of it. W dont live anong defeated grandfathers and freed slaves (or
have | got it backward and was it your folks that are free and the
niggers that lost?) and bullets in the dining roomtable and such, to be
al ways rem nding us to never forget. What is it? sonmething you |ive and
breathe in like air? a kind of vacuumfilled with waithlike and

i ndoni t abl e anger and pride and glory at and i n happeni ngs that occurred
and ceased fifty years ago? a kind of entailed birthright father and son
and father and son of never forgiving General Shernman, so that forever
nore as |long as your children's children produce children you wont be
anything but a descendant of a long line of colonels killed in Pickett's
charge at Manassas?" "Gettysburg,” Quentin said. "You cant understand
it. You would have to be born there.” "Wuld | then?" Quentin did not
answer. "Do you understand it?" "I dont know," Quentin said. "Yes, of
course | understand it." They breathed in the darkness. After a noment
Quentin said: "I dont know." "Yes. You dont know. You dont even know
about the old dane, the Aunt Rosa." "M ss Rosa,"” Quentin said. "Al

right. You dont even know about her. Except that she refused at the |ast
to be a ghost. That after alnost fifty years she couldn't reconcile
herself to letting himlie dead in peace. That even after fifty years
she not only could get up and go out there to finish up what she z8q
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found she hadn't quite conpleted, but she could find sonmeone to go with
her and bust into that | ocked house because instinct or something told
her it was not finished yet. Do you?" "No," Quentin said peacefully. He
could taste the dust. Even now, with the chill pure weight of the
snow br eat hed New England air on his face, he could taste and feel the
dust of that breathless (rather, furnace- breathed) M ssissippi

Septenber night. He could even snell the old worman in the buggy beside
him snell the fusty canphor-reeking shawl and even the airless bl ack
cotton unbrella in which (he woul d not discover until they had reached

t he house) she had conceal ed a hatchet and a flashlight. He could snell
the horse; he could hear the dry plaint of the light wheels in the

wei ghtl ess perneant dust and he seened to feel the dust itself nove

sl uggi sh and dry across his sweating flesh just as he seened to hear the
singl e profound suspiration of the parched earth's agony rising toward

t he i nponder abl e and al oof stars. Now she spoke, for the first tine
since they had left Jefferson, since she had clinbed into the buggy with
a kind of clumsy and funmbling and trenbling eagerness (which he thought
derived fromterror, alarm until he found that he was quite w ong)
before he could help her, to sit on the extrene edge of the seat, small,
in the fusty shawl and clutching the unbrella, |leaning forward as if by
| eaning forward she would arrive the sooner, arrive inmediately after
the horse and before he, Quentin, would, before the prescience of her
desire and need could warn its consummation. "Now," she said. "W are on
the Domain. On his land, his and Ellen's and Ell en's descendants. They
have taken it away fromthem since, | understand. But it still bel ongs
to him to Ellen and her descendants."” But Quentin was al ready aware of
that. Before she spoke he had said to hinmself, 'Now. Now and (as during
the long hot afternoon in ..ERR COD:1.
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to himthan she would have said it to God; this the not-all, since at

| east there was breathing |left. Now Quentin began to breathe hard again,
who had been peaceful for a tine in the warm bed, breathing hard the
heady pure snowborn darkness. She (Mss Coldfield) did not let himenter
the gate. She said "Stop" suddenly; he felt her hand flutter on his arm
and he thought, 'Wy, she is afraid . He could hear her panting now, her
voice alnost a wail of diffident yet iron determination: "I dont know
what to do. | dont know what to do." ('l do,' he thought. 'Go back to
town and go to bed.') But he did not say it. He | ooked at the two huge
rotting gate posts in the starlight, between which no gates swung now,
wondering fromwhat direction Bon and Henry had ridden up that day,
wonderi ng what had cast the shadow which Bon was not to pass alive; if
some living tree which still lived and bore | eaves and shed or if somne
tree gone, vani shed, burned for warnth and food years ago now or perhaps
just gone; or if it had been one of the two posts thensel ves, thinking,
wi shing that Henry were there now to stop Mss Coldfield and turn them
back, telling hinmself that if Henry were there now, there would be no
shot to be heard by anyone. "She's going to try to stop ne," Mss

Col dfield whinpered. "I know she is. Maybe this far fromtown, out here
al one at mdnight, she will even |let that negro nan And you didn't even
bring a pistol. Did you?" "None," Quentin said. "What is it she's got

hi dden there? What could it be? And what difference does it nake? Let's
go back to town, Mss Rosa." She didn't answer this at all. She just
said, "That's what | have got zq
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to find out", sitting forward on the seat, trenbling now and peering up
the tree-arched drive toward where the rotting shell of the house would
be. "And now | will have to find it out," she whinpered, in a kind of
anazed self-pity. She noved suddenly. "Cone," she whi spered, begi nning
to get out of the buggy. "WAit," Quentin said. "Let's drive up to the
house. It's a half a mle.” "No, no," she whispered, a tense fierce

hi ssing of words filled with that sane curious terrified yet inplacable
determ nation, as though it were not she who had to go and find out but
she only the hel pl ess agent of soneone or sonething el se who nust know.
"Htch the horse here. Hurry." She got out, scranbled awkwardly down,
before he could help her, clutching the unbrella. It seemed to himthat
he could still hear her whinpering panting where she waited cl ose beside
one of the posts while he led the mare fromthe road and tied one rein
about a sapling in the weed-choked ditch. He could not see her at all,
so cl ose she stood against the post: she just stepped out and fell in
besi de hi m when he passed and turned into the gate, still breathing in
t hose whinpering pants as they wal ked on up the rutted tree-arched
drive. The darkness was intense; she stunbl ed; he caught her. She took
his arm clutching it in a dead rigid hard grip as if her fingers, her
hand, were a small nass of wire. "I will have to take your arm" she
whi spered, whinpered. "And you haven't even got a pistol-Wiit," she
sai d. She stopped. He turned; he could not see her but he coul d hear her
hurried breathing and then a rustling of cloth. Then she was proddi ng
sonething at him "Here," she whispered. "Take it." It was a hatchet;
not sight but touch told him-a hatchet with a heavy worn handl e and a
heavy gapped rust-dulled bl ade. "What?" he said. "Take it!" she

whi spered, hissed. "You didn't bring a pistol. It's sonething." "Here,"
he said; "wait." "Cone," she whispered. "You will have to let ne take
your arm | amtrenbling so bad." They went on again, she clinging to
one of his arms, the hatchet in his other hand. "W will probably need
it to get into the house, anyway," she said, stunbling along beside him
al nost dragging him "I just know she is somewhere watching us," she
whim 292
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"Break it!" she hissed. "It belonged to Ellen. | amher sister, her only
living heir. Break it. Hurry." He pushed against the door. It did not
nove. She panted beside him "Hurry," she said. "Break it." "Listen

M ss Rosa,"” he said. "Listen." "Gve ne the hatchet."” "Wait," he said.
"Do you really want to go inside?" "I'mgoing inside," she whinpered.
"G@ve ne the hatchet.” "Wait," he said. He noved along the gallery,
guiding hinself by the wall, noving carefully since he did not know j ust

where the floor planks mght be rotten or even mssing, until he came to
a wi ndow. The shutters were closed and apparently | ocked, yet they gave
al nrost at once to the blade of the hatchet, naking not very nuch sound-a
flimsy and sl oven barricadi ng done either by an old feeble
person-woman-or by a shiftless man; he had al ready inserted the hatchet
bl ade beneath the sash before he discovered that there was no glass in
it, that all he had to do now was to step through the vacant frame. Then
he stood there for a nonent, telling hinself to go on in, telling

hi nsel f that he was not afraid, he just didn't want to know what m ght
be inside. "WlIl?" Mss Coldfield whispered fromthe door. "Have you
opened it?" "Yes," he said. He did not whisper, though he did not speak
overl oud; the dark roomwhich he faced repeated his voice with holl ow

profundity, as an unfurnished roomw ll. "You wait there. I'Il see if |
can open the door."-'So now | shall have to go in,' he thought, clinbing
over the sill. He knew that the roomwas enpty; the echo of his voice

had told himthat, yet he noved as slowy and carefully here as he had
along the gallery, feeling along the wall with his hand, follow ng the
wall when it turned, and found the door and passed through it. He would
be in the hall now, he al nbst believed that he could hear Mss Col dfield
breat hing just beyond the wall beside him It was pitch dark; he could
not see, he knew that he could not see, yet he found that his eyelids
and nuscles were aching with strain while nerging and di ssolving red
spots wheel ed and vani shed across the retinae. He went on, he felt the
door under his hand at | ast and now he could hear Mss Coldfield s

whi npering breathing beyond it as he funbled for the | ock. Then behind
hi mthe sound of the scraped match was |ike an explosion, a pistol; even
before the puny following |ight appeared all his organs lifted

si ckeni ngly; he could not 294
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even nove for a nonent even though sonething of sanity roared silently
inside his skull: "It's all right! If it were danger, he would not have
struck the match!' Then he could nove, and turned to see the tiny
gnonel i ke creature in headrag and vol um nous skirts, the worn

cof fee-colored face staring at him the match held in one coffee-col ored
and doll-1ike hand above her head. Then he was not watchi ng her but

wat ching the match as it burned down toward her fingers; he watched
quietly as she noved at last and it a second match fromthe first and
turned; he saw then the square-ended saw chunk beside the wall and the
lanp sitting upon it as she lifted the chimey and held the match to the
wi ck. He renenbered it, Iying here in the Massachusetts bed and

breat hing fast now, now that peace and quiet had fled again. He
remenber ed how she did not say one word to him not Wo are you? or Wat
do you want here? but nerely cane with a bunch of enornous old fashi oned
iron keys, as if she had known all the time that this hour nust cone and
that it could not be resisted, and opened the door and stepped back a
little as Mss Coldfield entered. And how she (Cytie) and M ss

Col dfield said no word to one another, as if Oytie had | ooked once at

t he ot her woman and knew that that would do no good; that it was to him
Quentin, that she turned, putting her hand on his arm and sayi ng, "Dont

| et her go up there, young nmarster." And how maybe she | ooked at hi m and
knew that woul d do no good either, because she turned and overtook M ss
Col dfield and caught her armand said, "Dont you go up there, Rosie" and
M ss Coldfield struck the hand away and went on toward the stairs (and
now he saw that she had a flashlight; he renenbered how he thought, "It
must have been in the unbrella too along with the axe') and Cytie said,
"Rosi e" and ran after the other again, whereupon Mss Coldfield turned
on the step and struck Clytie to the floor with a full-armed blow |ike a
man woul d have, and turned and went on up the stairs. She (Cytie) lay
on the bare floor of the scaling and enpty hall |ike a small shapel ess
bundl e of quiet clean rags. Wen he reached her he saw that she was

gui te conscious, her eyes wi de open and calm he stood above her

t hi nking, 'Yes. She is the one who owns the terror'. Wen he raised her
it was |ike picking up a handful of sticks concealed in a rag bundle, so
light she was. She could not stand; he had to hold her up, aware of sone
feebl e novenment or intention in her linbs until he realised that she was
295



Page 266

trying to sit on the bottomstep. He lowered her to it. "Who are you?"
she said. "I'm Quentin Conpson," he answered. "Yes. | renenber your
grandpaw. You go up there and make her cone down. Make her go away from
here. \Watever he done, nme and Judith and himhave paid it out. You go
and get her. Take her away fromhere.” So he nounted the stairs, the
worn bare treads, the cracked and scaling wall on one side, the

bal ustrade with its internmittent m ssing spindles on the other. He
remenbered how he | ooked back and she was still sitting as he had |eft
her, and that now (and he had not heard himenter) there stood in the
hal I bel ow a hul ki ng young |ight-colored negro man in clean faded
overalls and shirt, his arms dangling, no surprise, no nothing in the
saddl e- col ored and sl ack-nouthed idiot face. He renenbered how he

t hought, 'The scion, the heir, the apparent (though not obvious)' and
how he heard M ss Coldfield' s feet and saw the |ight of the torch
approachi ng al ong the upper hall and how she came and passed him how
she stunbled a little and caught herself and | ooked full at himas if
she had never seen him before-the eyes wi de and unseeing like a

sl eepwal ker's, the face which had al ways been tall ow hued now possessi ng
some still profounder, sone al nost unbearable, quality of

bl oodl essness-and he thought, 'Wat? Wat is it now? It's not shock. And
it never has been fear. Can it be triunph?" and how she passed hi m and
went on. He heard Cytie say to the nman, "Take her to the gate, the
buggy"” and he stood there thinking, 'I should go with her' and then

"But | nust see too now. | will have to. Maybe | shall be sorry
tonorrow, but | must see'. So when he canme back down the stairs (and he
renenbered how he thought, 'Maybe ny face | ooks like hers did, but it's
not triunph') there was only Cytie in the hall, sitting still on the
bottom step, sitting still in the attitude in which he had |eft her. She
did not even | ook at hi mwhen he passed her. Nor did he overtake M ss
Col dfield and the negro. It was too dark to go fast, though he could
presently hear them ahead of him She was not using the flashlight now
he renmenbered how he thought, 'Surely she cant be afraid to show a |ight
now . But she was not using it and he wondered if she were holding to
the negro's arm now, he wondered that until he heard the negro's voice,
flat, wi thout enphasis or interest: "Wawkin better over here" and no
answer zqg6
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from her, though he was cl ose enough now to hear (or believe he did) her
whi mperi ng panting breath. Then he heard the other sound and he knew
that she had stunbled and fallen; he could al nbst see the hul king

sl ack-faced negro stopped in his tracks, |ooking toward the sound of the

fall, waiting, without interest or curiosity, as he (Quentin) hurried
forward , hurried toward the voices: "You, nigger! Wat's your nane?"
"Calls me JimBond." "Help nme up! You aint any Sutpen! You dont have to

leave ne lying in the dirt!" Wen he stopped the buggy at her gate she
did not offer to get out alone this tinme. She sat there until he got

down and cane around to her side; she still sat there, clutching the
unbrella in one hand and the hatchet in the other, until he spoke her
nane. Then she stirred; he helped, lifted her down; she was al nost as

light as dytie had been; when she noved it was |ike a nechanical doll,
so that he supported and | ed her through the gate and up the short wal k
and into the doll-sized house and turned on the light for her and | ooked
at the fixed sleep-wal king face, the wi de dark eyes as she stood there,
still clutching the unbrella and the hatchet, the shaw and the bl ack
dress both stained with dirt where she had fallen, the black bonnet
jerked forward and awy by the shock of the fall. "Are you all right
now?" he said. "Yes," she said. "Yes. I'mall right. Goodnight."-"' Not

t hank you,' he thought: 'Just goodnight', outside the house now,
breat hi ng deep and fast now as he returned to the buggy, finding that he
was about to begin to run, thinking quietly, 'Jesus. Jesus. Jesus',

breat hing fast and hard of the dark dead furnace-breath of air, of night
where the fierce aloof stars hung. Hi s own hone was dark; he was stil
usi ng the whip when he turned into the lane and then into the stable
lot. He sprang out and took the mare fromthe buggy, stripping the
harness from her and tunbling it into the harness room w t hout stopping
to hang it up, sweating, breathing fast and hard; when he turned at | ast
toward the house he did begin to run. He could not help it. He was
twenty years old; he was not afraid, because what he had seen out there
could not harmhim yet he ran; even inside the dark familiar house, his
shoes in his hand, he still ran, up the stairs and into his room and
began to undress, fast, sweating, 297
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breathing fast. 'I ought to bathe,' he thought: then he was |ying on the
bed, naked, swabbing his body steadily with the discarded shirt,
sweating still, panting: so that when, his eye-nuscles aching and
straining into the darkness and the al nost dried shirt still clutched in
his hand, he said 'l have been asleep’ it was all the sane, there was no
di fference: waking or sleeping he wal ked down that upper hall between
the scaling walls and beneath the cracked ceiling, toward the faint

light which fell outward fromthe | ast door and paused there, saying
"No. No' and then "Only | nmust. | have to' and went in, entered the bare
stal e room whose shutters were closed too, where a second |anp burned
dimy on a crude table; waking or sleeping it was the sane: the bed, the
yel |l ow sheets and pillow, the wasted yellow face with cl osed, al nost
transparent eyelids on the pillow the wasted hands crossed on the
breast as if he were already a corpse; waking or sleeping it was the
sane and woul d be the sane forever as long as he lived: And you are-?
Henry Sutpen. And you have been here-? Four years. And you cane hone ?
To die. Yes. To die? Yes. To die. And you have been here Four years. And
you are-? Henry Sutc¢en. It was quite cold in the roomnow, the chines
would ring for one any time now, the chill had a conpounded, a gathered
guality, as though preparing for the dead nonent before dawn. "And she
waited three nonths before she went back to get him" Shreve said. "Wy
did she do that?" Quentin didn't answer. He lay still and rigid on his
back with the cold New Engl and night on his face and the bl ood runni ng
warmin his rigid body and |inbs, breathing hard but slow, his eyes w de
open upon the wi ndow, thinking 'Nevernore of peace. Nevernore of peace.
298
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Never nore. Nevernore. Nevernore'. "Do you suppose it was because she
knew what was going to happen when she told it, took any steps, that it
woul d be over then, finished, and that hating is |ike drink or drugs and
she had used it so long that she did not dare risk cutting off the
supply, destroying the source, the very poppy' s root and seed?" Still
Quentin didn't answer. "But at last she did reconcile herself to it, for
his sake, to save him to bring himinto town where the doctors could
save him and so she told it then, got the anmbul ance and the nmen and
went out there. And old Cytie maybe watching for just that out of the
upstairs w ndow for three nonths now. and nmaybe even your old man was
right this tinme and when she saw the ambul ance turn into the gate she
believed it was that sane bl ack wagon for which she probably had had

t hat ni gger boy watching for three nonths now, coming to carry Henry
into town for the white folks to hang himfor shooting Charles Bon. And
I guess it had been himwho had kept that closet under the stairs ful

of tinder and trash all that tine too, like she told himto, naybe he
not getting it then either but keeping it full just like she told him

t he kerosene and all, for three nonths now, until the hour when he could
begin to how -" Now the chines began, ringing for one ocl ock. Shreve
ceased, as if he were waiting for themto cease or perhaps were even
listening to them Quentin lay still too, as if he were listening too,

t hough he was not; he just heard themw thout |istening as he heard
Shreve without listening or answering, until they ceased, died away into
the icy air delicate and faint and nusical as struck glass. And he,
Quentin, could see that too, though he had not been there-the anbul ance
with Mss Coldfield between the driver and the second man, perhaps a
deputy sheriff, in the shawl surely and perhaps even with the unbrella
too, though probably no hatchet nor flashlight in it now, entering the
gate and picking its way gingerly up the rutted and frozen (and now
partially thawed) drive; and it nmay have been the howing or it may have
been the deputy or the driver or it nmay have been she who cried first:
“"It's on firel" though she would not have cried that; she would have
said, "Faster. Faster." leaning forward on this seat too-the snal
furious griminplacable woran not much | arger than a child. But the
anbul ance could not go fast in that drive; doubtless Cytie knew, 299
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counted upon, that; it would be a good three mnutes before it could
reach the house, the nonstrous tinder-dry rotten shell seeping snoke

t hrough the warped cracks in the weather-boarding as if it were nade of
gauze wire and filled with roaring and beyond whi ch sonewhere sonet hi ng
| urked which bell owed, sonething human since the bell owi ng was i n hunan
speech, even though the reason for it would not have seened to be. And
the deputy and the driver would spring out and Mss Col dfield would
stunbl e out and follow them running too, onto the gallery too, where
the creature which bellowed followed them waithlike and insubstanti al
| ooki ng at them out of the snoke, whereupon the deputy even turned and
ran at him whereupon he retreated, fled, though the howing did not

di mi ni sh nor even seemto get any further away. They ran onto the
gallery too, into the seeping snoke, Mss Coldfield screamning harshly,
"The wi ndow The window" to the second man at the door. But the door
was not |ocked; it swung inward; the blast of heat struck them The
entire staircase was on fire. Yet they had to hold her; Quentin could
see it: the light thin furious creature making no sound at all now,
struggling with silent and bitter fury, clawi ng and scratching and
biting at the two men who held her, who dragged her back and down the
steps as the draft created by the open door seened to expl ode like
powder anong the flames as the whole lower hall vanished . He, Quentin,
could see it, could see the deputy holding her while the driver backed
t he anbul ance to safety and returned, the three faces all a little wild
now si nce they must have believed her; the three of them staring,
glaring at the doonmed house: and then for a nonent naybe Cytie appeared
in that wi ndow from whi ch she nmust have been watching the gates
constantly day and night for three nonths-the tragic gnone's face
beneath the cl ean headrag, against a red background of fire, seen for a
noment between two swirls of snoke, |ooking down at them perhaps not
even now with triunph and no nore of despair than it had ever worn,
possi bly even serene above the nelting clapboards before the snoke
swirled across it again.-and he, JimBond, the scion, the last of his
race, seeing it too now and howing with human reason now si nce now even
he coul d have known what he was how i ng about. But they couldn't catch
him They could hear hinm he didn't seemto ever get any further away
but they couldn't get any nearer and maybe 300
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not answer, staring at the wi ndow, then he could not tell if it was the
actual wi ndow or the wi ndow s pal e rectangl e upon his eyelids, though
after a nonent it began to enmerge. It began to take shape in its sane
curious, light, gravity-defying attitude-the once-fol ded sheet out of
the wistaria M ssissippi sunmer, the cigar snell, the random bl ow ng of
the fireflies. "The South,"” Shreve said. "The South. Jesus. No wonder
you folks all outlive yourselves by years and years and years." It was
becomi ng quite distinct; he would be able to deci pher the words soon, in
a nonent; even al nost now, now, now. "l amolder at twenty than a | ot of
peopl e who have died," Quentin said. "And nore people have died than
have been twenty-one," Shreve said. Now he (Quentin) could read it,
could finish it-the sloped whinsical ironic hand out of M ssissipp
attenuated, into the iron snow -or perhaps there is. Surely it can harm
no one to believe that perhaps she has escaped not at all the privilege
of being outraged and amazed and o f not forgiving but on the contrary
has herself gained that place or bourne where the objects of the outrage
and of the comm seration 301
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al so are no | onger ghosts but are actual people to be actual recipients
of the hatred and the pity. It will do no harmto hope-You see 1 have
written hope, not think. So let it be hope.-that the one cannot escape
the censure which no doubt he deserves, that the other no |onger |ack
the commi seration which et us hope (while we are hoping) that they have
Il onged for, if only for the reason that they are about to receive it
whet her they will or no. The weat her was beautiful though cold and they
had to use picks to break the earth for the grave yet in one of the
deeper clods | saw a redworm doubtl ess alive when the clod was thrown up
t hough by afternoon it was frozen again. "So it took Charles Bon and his
nother to get rid of old Tom and Charles Bon and the octoroon to get
rid of Judith, and Charles Bon and Clytie to get rid of Henry; and
Charl es Bon's nother and Charles Bon's grandnother got rid of Charles
Bon. get rid of one Sutpen, dont it?" Quentin did not answer; evidently
Shreve did not want an answer now, he continued al nbst w thout a pause:
"Which is all right, it's fine; it clears the whole | edger, you can tear
all the pages out and burn them except for one thing. And do you know
what that is?" Perhaps he hoped for an answer this tine, or perhaps he
nmerely paused for enphasis, since he got no answer. "You' ve got one
nigger left. One nigger Sutpen left. O course you cant catch him and
you dont even al ways see himand you never will be able to use him But
you've got himthere still. You still hear himat night sonmetines. Dont
you?" "Yes," Quentin said. "And so do you know what | think?" Now he did
expect an answer, and now he got one: "No," Quentin said. "Do you want
to know what | think?" "No," Quentin ..ERR COD: 1.
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EDI TOR S NOTE The text of Absal om Absal om reproduced here is that of
the original typescript which Faul kner prepared for publication. This
typescript, at the Aldernman Library of the University of Virginia, is a
clear text, and complete except for the chronol ogy and geneal ogy. W
have attenpted in this volume to reproduce that text faithfully, even to
the point of preserving certain of Faul kner's inconsistencies and
eccentricities. Neverthel ess, sone corrections and regul ari zati ons have
been deened necessary. Wen possible, textual problens in the typescript
have been solved by reference to Faul kner's hol ograph manuscript, at the
Hurmani ti es Research Center of the University of Texas, and to the
corrected galleys of the first edition, information about which has been
generously supplied by Professor Carve] Collins. There is not enough
space here to provide a conplete textual apparatus for this novel. The
tabl e appended is nerely to record, for the interested reader, a highly
sel ective sanpling of some of the nore significant variations between
the present text and that of the ribbon typescript setting copy. Page
and line nunbers in the left colunm are keyed to this volune. The
reading to the left of the bracket is that of the typescript (except for
variants in the chronol ogy and geneal ogy, which are those of the first
edition); the reading to the right of the bracket is that of the present
text. Parentheses followi ng any entry indicate the source of the
correction: ns = hol ograph nmanuscript; gal = galleys. 3.19 childrens' ]
children's 7.29 5.7 Wth out ] Wthout 14.9 (ns) 15.21 5.13 Because ]
"Because (nms) 16.10 5.14 So ] "So (ms) 16.25 6.31 marshalls' ] marshal s’
19.23 land of ] land or wedding ] wedding, protection.' ] protection.' "
childrens' ] children's Ch' ] "Ch (ns) Papa.' ] Papa,' (nms) 31
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it .... it ..ERR COD:1.. fronP' J fron?" (gal) 'I ] "I (gal) know' ]
know. " ' (gal) him] her forty-five ] forty-three That ] that (ns) dust
cloud ] dustcloud Rosa ] Rosa " the ] the principle ] principal prances
] prances ..ERR, COD: 1..
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GENEALOGY THOVAS SUTPEN. Born in Wst Virginia nountains, 1807. One of
several children OF poor whites, Scotch-English stock. Established

pl antation of Sutpen's Hundred in Yoknapatawpha County, M ssissippi,
1833. Married (i) Eulalia Bon, Haiti, 1827. (2) Ellen Coldfield,
Jefferson, M ssissippi, 1838. Major, |later Colonel, -th M ssissippi
Infantry, C. S.A D ed, Sutpen's Hundred, 1865. GOCDHUE COLDFI ELD. Born
in Tennessee. Moved to Jefferson, Mss., 1828, established snuall
mercantil e business. Died, Jefferson, 1864. ELLEN COLDFI ELD. Daughter of
Goodhue Col dfield. Born in Tennessee, 1817. Married Thonmas Sut pen,
Jefferson, Mss., 1838. Died, Sutpen's Hundred, 1863. 307
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justice ] justice's streaming ] steaning (ns) said.-"what ] said. "-Wat
(ms) than ] or keep] kept there: ] there) "-said ] "-said forsee ]
foresee ocean ] Ocean whom] who reckoned ] reckoned, -"(that ] -("that
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who cane, a little wild-eyed and consi derably sl ack-nouthed, into the
Hol st on House bar one evening and said, 'Boys, this tinme he stole the
whol e durn steanboat!' "So at last civic virtue cane to a boil. One day
and with the sheriff of the county anong them a party of eight or ten
took the road out to Sutpen's Hundred. They did not go all the way
because about six mles fromtown they net Sutpen hinmself. He was riding
the roan horse, in the frock coat and the beaver hat which they knew and
with his I egs wapped in a piece of tarpaulin; he had a portnmanteau on
his ponmel and he was carrying a small woven basket on his arm He
stopped the roan (it was April then, and the road was still a quagmre)
and sat there in his splashed tarpaulin and | ooked fromone face to the
next; your grandfather said that his eyes | ooked |ike pieces of a broken
plate and that his beard was strong as a curry-conb. That was how he put
it: strong as a curry-conmb. 'Good norning, gentlenen,' he said. 'Wre
you | ooking for nme?" "Doubtless sonething nore than this transpired at
the time, though none of the vigilance conmittee ever this transpired at
the tinme, though none of the vigilance conmittee ever told it that |
know of . Al | ever heard is how the town, the nmen on the gallery of the
Hol st on House saw Sutpen and the committee ride onto the square
together, Sutpen a little in front and the others bunched behind

hi m Sut pen with his legs and feet wapped neatly in his tarpaulin and
hi s shoul ders squared inside the worn broadcloth coat and that worn
brushed beaver cocked a little, talking to them over his shoul der and

t hose eyes hard and pal e and reckl ess and probably quizzical and maybe
cont enpt uous even then. He pulled up at the door and the negro hostler
ducked out and took the roan's head and Sutpen got down, with his

port mant eau and the basket and nounted the steps, and | heard how he
turned there and | ooked at them again where they huddl ed on their

horses, not knowi ng what to do exactly. And it might have been a good
thing that he had that beard and they could not see his nouth. Then he
turned, and he | ooked at the other nmen sitting with their feet on the
railing and watching himtoo, nmen who used to conme out to his place and
sleep on the floor and hunt with him and he saluted themw th that
florid, swaggering gesture to the hat (yes, he was underbred. It showed
like this always, your grandfather said, in all his formal contacts with
people. He was |like John L. 34
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CHRONOLOGY i 807 Thomas Sut pen born in West Virginia nountains. Poor
whites of Scottish-English stock. Large famly. 1817 Sutpen fam |y noved
down into Tidewater Virginia, Sutpen ten years old. Ellen Coldfield born
in Tennessee. 1820 Sutpen ran away from hone. Fourteen years old. 1827
Sutpen married first wife in Haiti. 1828 Goodhue Col dfield noved to
Yoknapat awpha County (Jefferson) M ssissippi: nother, sister, wife and
daughter Ellen. 1831 Charles Bon born, Haiti. Sutpen learns his wife has
negro bl ood, repudiates her and child. 1833 Sutpen appears in

Yoknapat awpha County, M ssissippi, takes up land, build his house. 1834
Cytemestra (Clytie) born to slave woman. 1838 Sutpen married Ellen

Col dfield. 1839 Henry Sutpen born, Sutpen's Hundred. 1841 Judith Sutpen
born. 1845 Rosa Col dfield born. 1850 Wash Jones noves into abandoned
fishing canp on Sutpen's plantation, with his daughter. 1853 MIly Jones
born to Wash Jones' daughter. 1859 Henry Sutpen and Charl es Bon neet at
Uni versity of Mssissippi. Judith and Charles neet that Xmas. Charles
Eti enne St. Valery Bon born, New Ol eans. 1860 Xmas, Sutpen forbids
marri age between Judith and Bon. Henry repudiates his birthright,
departs with Bon. 1861 Sutpen, Henry, and Bon depart for war. The
chronol ogy and geneal ogy have been corrected in several instances to
agree with the dates and facts of the novel. 305
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1863 Ellen Coldfield dies. 1864 Goodhue Col dfield dies. 1865 Henry kills
Bon at gates. Rosa Col dfield noves out to Sutpen's Hundred. 1866 Sutpen
becones engaged to Rosa Coldfield, insults her. She returns to
Jefferson. 1867 Sutpen takes up with MIly Jones. 1869 MIIly's child is
born. Wash Jones kills Sutpen. 1870 Charles E. St. V. Bon appears at
Sutpen's Hundred. 1871 Clytie fetches Charles E. St. V. Bon to Sutpen's
Hundred to live. 1881 Charles E. St. V. Bon returns with negro wfe.
1882 Ji m Bond born. 1884 Judith and Charles E. St. V. Bon die of yell ow
fever. 1909 Septenber Rosa Coldfield and Quentin find Henry Sutpen

hi dden in the house. Decenber Rosa Col dfield goes out to fetch Henry to
town, Cytie sets fire to the house.
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AB SALOM AB SALOM ! FICTIQV LI TE1t A FUHE bsal om Absaloml is the story
of Thomas Sut pen and his ruthless, single-ninded pursuit of his grand
design-to forge a dynasty in Jefferson, M ssissippi, in 1830-which is
ultimately destroyed (along with Sutpen hinmself) by his own sons. A
century later, the figure of Sutpen continues to haunt young Quentin
Conpson, who is obsessed with the | egacy of Sutpen, and of the Ad
South. This edition follows the text of Absal om Absalonl as corrected
under the direction of Noel Polk in 1986. An editor's note on the
corrections follows the text. "For all his concern with the South,

Faul kner was actually seeking out the nature of man. Thus we nust turn
to himfor that continuity of noral purpose which nade for the greatness
of our classics.” -Ralph Ellison "Faul kner . . . belongs to the

full -dressed post-Flaubert group of Conrad, Joyce, and Proust."--Edrnund
Wl son "For range of effect, philosophical weight, originality of style,
vari ety of characterization, hunor, and tragic intensity [Faul kner's
works] are without, equal in our tinme and country."-Robert Penn Warren
U S $12.00 Can. $16.95 Art direction: Susan Mtchell Design: Mrc J.
Cohen Cover photograph fromthe origi nal b&w by Clarence John Laughlir,,
courtesy of the Kcn.per and Leila WIIlianms Foundation and the historic
New Ol e-- Collection, 9 "1 8 ISBN O 679 73218 7 u~~Al | ~~~
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