
AS I LAY DYING by William Faulkner. Copyright © 1930 by William Faulkner, Renewed 1957 by Jill Faulkner Summers William Faulkner TM is a trademark of Faulkner Literary Rights, LLC WilliamFaulkner.com DARL Jewel and I come up from the field, following the path in single file. Although I am fifteen feet ahead of him, anyone watching us from the cottonhouse can see Jewel’s frayed and broken straw hat a full head above my own. The path runs straight as a plu
mb-line, worn smooth by feet and baked brick-hard by July, between the green rows of laidby cotton, to the cottonhouse in the center of the field, where it turns and circles the cottonhouse at four soft right angles and goes on across the field again, worn so by feet in fading precision. The cottonhouse is of rough logs, from between which the chinking has long fallen. Square, with a broken roof set at a single pitch, it leans in empty and shimmering dilapidation in t
he sunlight, a single broad window in two opposite walls giving onto the approaches of the path. When we reach it I turn and follow the path which circles the house. Jewel, fifteen feet behind me, looking straight ahead, steps in a single stride through the window. Still staring straight ahead, his pale eyes like wood set into his wooden face, he crosses the floor in four strides with the rigid gravity of a cigar store Indian dressed in patched overalls and endued with lif
e from the hips down, and steps in a single stride through the opposite window and into the path again just as I come around the corner. In single file and five feet apart and Jewel now in front, we go on up the path toward the foot of the bluff. Tull’s wagon stands beside the spring, hitched to the rail, the reins wrapped about the seat stanchion. In the wagon bed are two chairs. Jewel stops at the spring and takes the gourd from the willow branch and drinks. I pass h
im and mount the path, beginning to hear Cash’s saw. When I reach the top he has quit sawing. Standing in a litter of chips, he is fitting two of the boards together. Between the shadow spaces they are yellow as gold, like soft gold, bearing on their flanks in smooth undulations the marks of the adze blade: a good carpenter, Cash is. He holds the two planks on the trestle, fitted along the edges in a quarter of the finished box. He kneels and squints along the edge of
 them, then he lowers them and takes up the adze. A good carpenter. Addie Bundren could not want a better one, a better box to lie in. It will give her confidence and comfort. I go on to the house, followed by the Chuck. Chuck. Chuck. of the adze. CORA So I saved out the eggs and baked yesterday. The cakes turned out right well. We depend a lot on our chickens. They are good layers, what few we have left after the possums and such. Snakes too, in the summer. 
A snake will break up a hen-house quicker than anything. So after they were going to cost so much more than Mr Tull thought, and after I promised that the difference in the number of eggs would make it up, I had to be more careful than ever because it was on my final say-so we took them. We could have stocked cheaper chickens, but I gave my promise as Miss Lawington said when she advised me to get a good breed, because Mr Tull himself admits that a good 
breed of cows or hogs pays in the long run. So when we lost so many of them we couldn’t afford to use the eggs ourselves, because I could not have had Mr Tull chide me when it was on my say-so we took them. So when Miss Lawington told me about the cakes I thought that I could bake them and earn enough at one time to increase the net value of the flock the equivalent of two head. And that by saving the eggs out one at a time, even the eggs wouldn’t be costi
ng anything. And that week they laid so well that I not only saved out enough eggs above what we had engaged to sell, to bake the cakes with, I had saved enough so that the flour and the sugar and the stove wood would not be costing anything. So I baked yesterday, more careful than ever I baked in my life, and the cakes turned out right well. But when we got to town this morning Miss Lawington told me the lady had changed her mind and was not going to have 
the party after all. “She ought to taken those cakes anyway,” Kate says. “Well,” I say, “I reckon she never had no use for them now.” “She ought to taken them,” Kate says. “But those rich town ladies can change their minds. Poor folks cant.” Riches is nothing in the face of the Lord, for He can see into the heart. “Maybe I can sell them at the bazaar Saturday,” I say. They turned out real well. “You cant get two dollars a piece for them,” Kate says. “Well, it isn’t like th
ey cost me anything,” I say. I saved them out and swapped a dozen of them for the sugar and flour. It isn’t like the cakes cost me anything, as Mr Tull himself realises that the eggs I saved were over and beyond what we had engaged to sell, so it was like we had found the eggs or they had been given to us. “She ought to taken those cakes when she same as gave you her word,” Kate says. The Lord can see into the heart. If it is His will that some folks has different i
deas of honesty from other folks, it is not my place to question His decree. “I reckon she never had any use for them,” I say. They turned out real well, too. The quilt is drawn up to her chin, hot as it is, with only her two hands and her face outside. She is propped on the pillow, with her head raised so she can see out the window, and we can hear him every time he takes up the adze or the saw. If we were deaf we could almost watch her face and hear him, see him. H
er face is wasted away so that the bones draw just under the skin in white lines. Her eyes are like two candles when you watch them gutter down into the sockets of iron candle-sticks. But the eternal and the everlasting salvation and grace is not upon her. “They turned out real nice,” I say. “But not like the cakes Addie used to bake.” You can see that girl’s washing and ironing in the pillow-slip, if ironed it ever was. Maybe it will reveal her blindness to her, laying th
ere at the mercy and the ministration of four men and a tom-boy girl. “There’s not a woman in this section could ever bake with Addie Bundren,” I say. “First thing we know she’ll be up and baking again, and then we wont have any sale for ours at all.” Under the quilt she makes no more of a hump than a rail would, and the only way you can tell she is breathing is by the sound of the mattress shucks. Even the hair at her cheek does not move, even with that girl stan
ding right over her, fanning her with the fan. While we watch she swaps the fan to the other hand without stopping it. “Is she sleeping?” Kate whispers. “She’s just watching Cash yonder,” the girl says. We can hear the saw in the board. It sounds like snoring. Eula turns on the trunk and looks out the window. Her necklace looks real nice with her red hat. You wouldn’t think it only cost twenty-five cents. “She ought to taken those cakes,” Kate says. I could have use
d the money real well. But it’s not like they cost me anything except the baking. I can tell him that anybody is likely to make a miscue, but it’s not all of them that can get out of it without loss, I can tell him. It’s not everybody can eat their mistakes, I can tell him. Someone comes through the hall. It is Darl. He does not look in as he passes the door. Eula watches him as he goes on and passes from sight again toward the back. Her hand rises and touches her bead
s lightly, and then her hair. When she finds me watching her, her eyes go blank. DARL Pa and Vernon are sitting on the back porch. Pa is tilting snuff from the lid of his snuff-box into his lower lip, holding the lip out drawn between thumb and finger. They look around as I cross the porch and dip the gourd into the water bucket and drink. “Where’s Jewel?” pa says. When I was a boy I first learned how much better water tastes when it has set a while in 
a cedar bucket. Warmish-cool, with a faint taste like the hot July wind in cedar trees smells. It has to set at least six hours, and be drunk from a gourd. Water should never be drunk from metal. And at nigh t it i s better still. I used to lie on the pallet in the hall, waiting until I could hear them all asleep, so I could get  up and go back to the bucket. It would be black, the shelf black, the still surface of the water a round orifice in nothingne
ss, where before I stirred it awake with the dipper I could see maybe a star or two in the bucket, and maybe in the dipper a star or two before I drank. After that I was bigger, older. Then I w ould w ait unt il they all went to sleep so I could lie with my shirt-tail up, hearing them asleep, feeling myself with ou t touching myself, feeling the cool silence blowing upon my parts and wondering if Cash was yonder in the darkness doi
ng it too, had been doing it perhaps for the last two years before I could have wanted to or could have. Pa’s feet are badly splayed, his toes cramped and bent and warped, with no toe nail a t all on his  little toes, from working so hard in the wet in homemade shoes when he was a boy. Beside his chair his bro gans sit. They look as though they had been hacked with a blunt axe out of pig-iron. Vernon has been to town. I have nev
er seen him go to town in overalls. His wife, they say. She taught school too, once. I fling the dipper dregs to the ground and wipe my mouth on my sleeve. It is going to rain before mornin g. Ma ybe b efore dark. “Down to the barn,” I say. “Harnessing the team.” Down there fooling with that horse . He will go on through the barn, into the pasture. The horse will not be in sight: he is up there among the pine seedlings, in the cool. Je
wel whistles, once and shrill. The horse snorts, then Jewel sees him, glinting for a gaudy instant among the blue shadows. Jewel whistles again; the horse comes dropping down  the sl ope, stif f-leg ged, his ears cocking and flicking, his mismatched eyes rolling, and fetches up twenty feet awa y, broads ide on, wat ching Jewel over his shoulder in an attitude kittenish and alert. “Come here, sir,” Jewel says. He moves. Moving that qu
ick his coat, bunching, tongues swirling like so many flames. With tossing mane and tail and rolling eye the horse makes another short curvetting rush and stops again, feet bu nched , watching  Jew el. Jewel walks steadily toward him, his hands at his sides. Save for Jewel’s legs they are like t wo figur es carved for a t ableau savage in the sun. When Jewel can almost touch him, the horse stands on his hind legs and slashes down at J
ewel. Then Jewel is enclosed by a glittering maze of hooves as by an illusion of wings; among them, beneath the upreared chest, he moves with the flashing limberness of a sn ake. For an insta nt bef ore the jerk comes onto his arms he sees his whole body earth-free, horizontal, whipping sna ke-limbe r, until he fi nds the h orse’s nostrils and touches earth again. Then they are rigid, motionless, terrific, the horse back-thrust on stiffened, qui
vering legs, with lowered head; Jewel with dug heels, shutting off the horse’s wind with one hand, with the other patting the horse’s neck in short strokes myriad and caressi ng, c ursing the ho rse w ith obscene ferocity. They stand in rigid terrific hiatus, the horse trembling and groaning. Th en Jewe l is on the  horse’s ba ck. He flows upward in a stooping swirl like the lash of a whip, his body in midair shaped to the horse. For another mo
ment the horse stands spraddled, with lowered head, before it bursts into motion. They descend the hill in a series of spine-jolting jumps, Jewel high, leech-like on the withe rs, to the fence whe re th e horse bunches to a scuttering halt ag ain. “Well,” Jewel says, “you c an quit now, if yo u got a-plenty .” Inside the barn Jewel slides running to the ground before the horse stops. The horse enters the stall, Jewel followi
ng. Without looking back the horse kicks at him, slamming a single hoof into the wall with a pistol-like report. Jewel kicks him in the stomach; the horse arches his neck ba ck, cr op-toothed; Je wel s trikes him across the face wit h his fis t and slid es on to the troug h and mounts upon it. Clinging to the hay-rack he lowers his head and peers out across the stall tops and through th
e doorway. The path is empty; from here he cannot even hear Cash sawing. He reaches up and drags down hay in hurried armsful and crams it into the rack. “Eat,” he says.  “Ge t the goddamn s tuff out of sight while you got a chance, you pussel-gutted bastard . You sw eet son of a bitch,” he says. JEWEL It’s because he stays out there, right under the window, hammering and sawing on that goddamn b
ox. Where she’s got to see him. Where every breath she draws is full of his knocking and sawing where she can see him saying See. See what a good one I am making for y ou. I  told him to go so mew here else. I said Good God do you want to see her in it. It’s like when he was a little boy a nd she s ays if she had some f ertilizer she would try to raise some flowers and he taken the bread pan and brought it back from the barn full of du
ng. And now them others sitting there, like buzzards. Waiting, fanning themselves. Because I said If you wouldn’t keep on sawing and nailing at it until a man cant sleep eve n an d her hands layin g on the quilt lik e two of them roots dug up and tried to wash and you couldn’t get them clean. I can see the fan and Dewey Dell ’s arm. I said if you’d just let her alone. Sawing and knocking, and keeping the air always moving so fast on her face
 that when you’re tired you cant breathe it, and that goddamn adze going One lick less. One lick less. One lick less until everybody that passes in the road will have to stop a nd s ee it and say what  a fin e carp enter he is. If it had just been me when Cash fell off of that church and if it had just been me when pa laid sick with that lo ad of wood fell on him, it would not be happening with every bastard in the county coming in to stare at her becaus
e if there is a God what the hell is He for. It would just be me and her on a high hill and me rolling the rocks down the hill at their faces, picking them up and throwing them d own the hill faces and  teeth  a nd all by God until she was quiet and not that goddamn adze going One lick less. One lick less and we could be quiet. DARL We watch him come around the corner and mount the steps. He does not look at us. “You ready?” he says. “If you’r
e hitched up,” I say. I say “Wait.” He stops, looking at pa. Vernon spits, without moving. He spits with decorous and deliberate precision into the pocked dust below the porc h. Pa  rubs his hands s lowly  on his knees. He is gazing out beyond the crest of the bluff, out across the land. Jewel watches him a moment, then he goes on to the pail and drinks again. “I mislike undecision as much as ere a man,” pa says. “It means three dollars,” I say. T
he shirt across pa’s hump is faded lighter than th e rest of it. There is no sweat stain on his shirt. I have never seen a sweat stain on his shirt. He was sick once from workin g in th e sun when he was tw enty-two years old, and he tells people that if he ever sweats, he will die. I suppose he believes it. “But if she dont last until you get b ack,” he says. “She will be disappointed.” Vernon spits into the dust. But it will rain before morning. “She’s counte
d on it,” pa says. “She’ll want to start right awa y. I know her. I promised her I’d keep the team here and ready, and she’s counting on it.” “We’ll need that three dollars then, sure,” I say. He gazes out over the land, rubbing  his  hands on his  knees. Since he lost his teeth his mouth collapses in slow repetition when h e dips. The stubble gives his lower face that appearance that old dogs have. “You’d better make up your mind soon
, so we can get there and get a load on before d ark ,” I say. “Ma aint that sick,” Jewel says. “Shut up, Darl.” “That’s right,” Vernon says. “She seems more like herself to day th a n she has in a week. Time you and Jewel get b ack , she’ll be set ting up.” “You ought to know,” Jewel says. “You been here often enough  looking at her. You or your folks.” Vernon looks at him. Jewel’s eyes look like pale wood in his high-blooded face. 
He is a head taller than any of the rest of us, al ways was. I told them that’s why ma always whipped him and petted him more. Because he was peakling around the hou se mo re. That’s why she named him Jewel I told them. “S hut  up, Jewel,” p a says , but as though he is not listening much. He gazes out across the land, rubbing his knees. “You could borrow the loan of Vernon’s team and we could catch up with you,” I say. “I
f she didn’t wait for us.” “Ah, shut your goddam n mouth ,” Jewel says. “She’ll want to go in ourn,” pa says. He rubs his knees. “Dont ere a man mislike it more.” “It’s layin g ther e, watc hing Cash whittle on that damn.……” Jewel sa ys. He says it harsh ly, sa vagely, but he does not say the word. Like a little boy in the dark to flail his courage and suddenly aghast into silence by his own noise. “She wanted that like she wants to go in 
our own wagon,” pa says. “She’ll rest easier for knowing i t’s a good one, and private. She was ever a private woman. You know it well.” “Then let it be private,” Jewel says . “But how the hell can you expect it to be——” he looks at the b ack of pa’s head, his e yes li ke pale wooden eyes. “Sho,” Vernon says, “she’ll hold on ti ll it’s finished. She’ll hold on till everything’s ready, till her own good time. And with the roads like they are now, it 
wont take you no time to get her to town.” “It’s fi xing up to r ain,” pa says. “I am a luckless man. I have ever been.” He rubs his hands on his knees. “It’s that durn doctor, liable to come at any time. I couldn’t get word to him till so late. If he was to come tomorrow and t ell her th e time was nigh, she wouldn’t wait. I know her. Wa gon or no wagon, she wouldn’t wait. Then she’d be upset, and I wouldn’t upset her for the living world. With that f
amily burying-ground in Jefferson and them of he r blood waitin g for her there, she’ll be impatient. I promised my word me and the boys would get her there quick as mu les could walk it, so she could rest quiet.” He rubs  his hand s on his knees. “No man ever misl iked it more.” “If everybody wasn’t burning hell t o get her there,” Jewel says in that harsh, savage voice. “With Cash all day long right under the window, hamme
ring and sawing at that——” “It was her wish,” pa  says. “You go t no affection nor gentleness for her. You never had. We would be beholden to no man,” he says, “m e and h er. We have never yet  been, and she will rest quieter for know ing it and  that it was her own blood sawed out the boards and drove the nails. She was ever one to clean up after herself.” “It means three dollars,” I say. “Do you want u
s to go, or not?” Pa rubs his knees. “We’ll be back  by tomorrow su ndown.” “Well.……” pa says. He looks out over the land, awry-haired, mouthing the snuff slowly again st his gums. “ Come on,” Jewel says. He goes down the steps . Vernon spits neatly into the dust. “By sundown , now,” pa says. “I would not keep her waiting.” Jewel glances back, then he goes on around the house. I ente
r the hall, hearing the voices before I reach the doo r. Tilting a little d own the hill, as our house does, a breeze draws through the hall all the time, upslanting. A fea ther  dropped  near the front door will rise a nd bru sh along t he ceiling, slanting backward, until it reaches th e down-turning current at the back door: so with voices. As you enter the hall, they sound as though they we
re speaking out of the air about your head. CORA It was the sweetest t hing I ever saw. It was like he knew he would never see her again, that Anse Bundren was driv ing him from his mother’s d eath b ed, never to see her in this world a gain. I alw ays said Darl was different from those others. I always said he w as the only one of them that had his mother’s nature, had any natural affection. No
t that Jewel, the one she labored so to bear and codd led and petted so a nd him flinging into tantrums or sulking spells, inventing devilment to devil her until I w oul d have frailed him time and time. Not him to c ome a nd tell her goodbye. No t him to miss a ch ance to make that extra three dollars at the pric e of his m other’s goodbye kiss. A Bundren through and through, loving nobody, caring for
 nothing except how to get something with the least a mount of work. Mr T ull says Darl asked them to wait. He said Darl almost begged them on his knees not t o fo rce him to leave her in her condition. But nothing would d o but A nse and Jewel mus t make th at three do llars. Nobody that knows Anse could have expe cted  different , but to think of that boy, that Jewel, selling all those years of self-denial 
and down-right partiality—they couldn’t fool me: Mr T ull says Mrs Bundren  liked Jewel the least of all, but I knew better. I knew she was partial to him, to the s am e quality in him that let her put up with Anse Bun dren when Mr Tull sai d she ought to poisone d him—for  three dollars, denying his dying mother the goo dbye kiss. Why, for th e last three weeks I have been coming over every time I could, coming s
ometimes when I shouldn’t have, neglecting my own fa mily and duties so th at somebody would be with her in her last moments and she would not have to f ace  the Great Unknown without one familiar face to give her cour age. Not that I deserve cr edit for it: I will expect the same for myself. But t hank God it will be the face s of my loved kin, my blood and flesh, for in my husband and children I
 have been more blessed than most, trials though they h ave been at times. Sh e lived, a lonely woman, lonely with her pride, trying to make folks believe dif feren t, hiding the fact that they just suffer ed her, because she was  not cold i n the coffin before they were carting her forty miles away to bury her, flouting the  will of God to do it. Refusing to let her lie in the same earth with tho
se Bundrens. “But she wanted to go,” Mr Tull said. “It wa s her own  wish to lie among her own people.” “Then why didn’t she go alive?” I said. “Not one of t hem would have stopped her, wit h even that little one almost o ld enough now to be selfish and stone- hearted like the rest of them.” “It was her own wish,” Mr Tull said. “I 
heard Anse say it was.” “And you would believe Anse, of course,” I said. “A ma n like you would. Dont tell me.” “I’d believe him about something he co uld n’t e xpect  to make anything off of me by not tellin g,” Mr Tull said. “Dont tell me ,” I said. “A woman’s place is with her husband and children, alive o
r dead. Would you expect me to want to go back to Alabam a and leave  you and th e girls when my time comes, that I left of my own will to cast my lot w ith yours f or bette r and worse, until death and after?” “Well, folks are different,” he said. I should hope so. I have tried to live right i n the sight of God and  man, for the honor and comfort of my Christian husband and the l
ove and respect of my Christian children. So that when I lay  me down i n the consc iousness of my duty and reward I will be surrounded by loving fac es,  carryi ng t he farewell kiss of each of my loved on es into m y reward. Not like Addie Bundren dying alone, hiding her p ride and her brok en heart. Glad to go. Lying there with her head propped up so she
 could watch Cash building the coffin, having to watch him s o he would n ot skimp o n it, like as not, with those men not worrying about anything exce pt i f there was time to earn another three do llars before the rain come and the river got too high to get across  it. Like as no t, if they hadn’t decided to make that last load, they would have l
oaded her into the wagon on a quilt and crossed the river firs t and then st opped and  give her time to die what Christian death they would let her. Ex ce pt Dar l. It was the  sweetest thing I ever saw. Sometimes I lose faith in human nature for a time; I am assailed by doub t. But alw ays the Lord restores my faith and reveals to me His bounteous l
ove for His creatures. Not Jewel, the one she had always cheri shed, not him . He was a fter that three extra dollars. It was Darl, the one that folks say is queer, lazy, pottering about  t h e place no better th an Anse, with Cash a good carpenter and always more building than he can ge t aro und to, and Jewel always doing something that made him some 
money or got him talked about, and that near-naked girl always  standing ove r Addie wi th a fan so that every time a body tried to talk to her and che er her up, would answer  fo r her righ t quick, like she was trying to keep anybody from coming near her at all. It was Darl. H e come to the door and stood there, looking at his dying mother. 
He just looked at her, and I felt the bounteous love of the Lord a gain and His m ercy. I saw  that with Jewel she had just been pretending, but that it w as between her and Da rl that the understanding and the true love was. He just looked at her, not even coming in wh ere she could see him and get upset, knowing that Anse was drivi
ng him away and he would never see her again. He said nothing, just looking at her. “Wha t you want, Darl?” Dewey Dell said, not stopping the fan, s pe aking up quick, k ee pi ng even him from her. He didn’t answer. He just stood and looked at his dying mother , his heart too full for words. DEWEY DELL The first time me an
d Lafe picked on down the row. Pa dassent sweat because he will catch his death  from the  sickness so everybody that comes to help us. And Jewe l d ont care about a nything he is  no t k in to us in caring, not care-kin. And Cash like sawing the long hot sad yello w days up into planks and nailing them to something. And pa th
inks because neighbors will always treat one another that way beca use he has alwa ys been t oo busy letting neighbors do for him to find out. And I di d n ot think that Darl  would, that s its at the su pp er table with his eyes gone further than t he foo d and the lamp, full of the land dug out of his skull and the
 holes filled with distance beyond the land. We picked on down the r ow, the woods g etting clo ser and closer and the secret shade, picking on into the sec ret shade with m y sack and La fe’s sack. Be cau se I said will I or wont I when the sac k was half full bec ause I said if the sack is full when we get to the woods i
t wont be me. I said if it dont mean for me to do it the sack will not be full an d I will tur n up the  next row but if the sack is full, I cannot help it. It will be  th at I had to do it all the time an d I cannot help  it. And we picked on toward the secr et shade and our eyes would drown to gether touching on his hands and my hands and I did
n’t say anything. I said “What are you doing?” and he said “I am pickin g into y our sack. ” And s o it was full when we came to the end of the row and I c oul d not help it. A nd so it was b ecause I could not  help it. It was then, and then I saw Darl and he knew. He said he knew without the words like he told me that ma is going to 
die without words, and I knew he knew because if he had said he knew with the words I w ould no t have believed that he had been there and saw us. But  he  said he did k now and I said  “Are you going  to tell pa are you going to kill h im?” without the words I said it and he said “Why?” without the words. And that’s why I can 
talk to him with knowing with hating because he knows. He stands in the  door, lo oking at  her. “ What you want, Darl?” I say. “She is going to die,” he s ays . And old tur key-buzzard T ull c oming to wat ch her die but I can fool the m. “When is she going to die?” I say. “Before we get back,” he says. “Then why are you taki
ng Jewel?” I say. “I want him to help me load,” he says. TULL Anse keeps  on rubbi ng his k nees. H is overalls are faded; on one knee a serge patch cut ou t of  a pair of Su nday pants, w ore iro n-slick. “No ma n mislikes it more than me ,” he says. “A fellow’s got to guess ahead now and then,” I say. “But, come long and short, i
t wont be no harm done neither way.” “She’ll want to get started right off,”  he says. “ It’s far enoug h to Jefferson at best.” “But the roads is good now,” I say . It’s fixing t o rain tonight, too. His f olks b uries at New Hop e, too, not three miles aw ay. But it’s just like him to marry a woman born a day’s hard ride away and have her die on h
im. He looks out over the land, rubbing his knees. “No man so mislikes it,” he says. “T hey’ll g et bac k in plenty of time,” I say. “I wouldn’t worry none.” “It m ean s three doll ars,” he says. “ Might be it wont be no need for them to rus h back, no ways,” I say . “I hope it.” “She’s a-going,” he says. “Her mind is set on it.” It’s a hard life on women, for a
 fact. Some women. I mind my mammy lived to be seventy and more. Worked  every day, rain or  shine ; never a sick day since her last chap was born until on e d ay she kind  of looked arou nd h er and then  she went and taken that lace-trim med night gown she h ad had forty-five years and never wore out of the chest and put it on and laid down on the be
d and pulled the covers up and shut her eyes. “You all will have to look out fo r pa the best you ca n,” sh e said. “I’m tired.” Anse rubs his hands on his knees. “ The  Lord givet h,” he says. We can hear Cash a-hammering and sawing beyond the corner. It’ s true. Never a truer b reath was ever breathed. “The Lord giveth,” I say. That boy comes up the hill. He is carrying 
a fish nigh long as he is. He slings it to the ground and grunts “Hah” and spits  over his shou lder li ke a man. Durn nigh long as he is. “What’s that?” I say. “A h og?  Where’d yo u ge t it?” “D own to the bridge,” he says. He turns it over, the under side cak ed over with dust wh ere it is wet, the eye coated over, humped under the dirt. “Are you aiming to leave it laying th
ere?” Anse says. “I aim to show it to ma,” Vardaman says. He looks toward the door. We can h ear th e talk ing, coming out on the draft. Cash too, knocking and h am mering at the  boards. “There’s company in there,” he says. “Just my folks,” I say. “They’d enjoy to see it too.” He sa ys nothing, watching the door. Then he looks down at the fish laying in the dust. He turns it o
ver with his foot and prods at the eye-bump with his toe, gouging at it. Anse is lo oking out ove r the land. Vardaman looks at Anse’s face, then at the door. He tu rns , g oing t oward the corner of the house, when Anse calls him without looking around. “You c lean that fish,” An se says. Vardaman stops. “Why cant Dewey Dell clean it?” he says. “You clean that fish,” An
se says. “Aw, pa,” Vardaman says. “You clean it,” Anse says. He dont look aroun d. Varda man co mes b ack a nd picks up the fish. It slides out of his han ds,  smearing wet di rt onto him, and flops down, dirtying itself again, gapmouthed, goggle-eyed, hiding  into the dust like  it was ashamed of being dead, like it was in a hurry to get back hid again. Vardaman cusses i
t. He cusses it like a grown man, standing a-straddle of it. Anse dont look around. Vardama n picks  it up  again . He goes on  around t he house, toting it i n both arms like a armful of wood, it overlapping him on both ends, head and tail . Durn nigh big a s he is. Anse’s wrists dangle out of his sleeves: I never see him with a shirt on that looked like
 it was his in all my life. They all looked like Jewel might have give him his old ones . Not Jew el, tho ugh.  He’s lo ng-armed, even if he is s pindling. Except for the lack of sweat. You could tell they aint been nobody else’s but Anse’s that way without no mista ke. His eyes look like pieces of burnt-out cinder fixed in his face, looking out over the land. Wh
en the shadow touches the steps he says “It’s five oclock.” Just as I get up Cora com es to the d oor an d say s it’s time to get on. Anse reaches for his shoes. “Now, Mr Bundren,”  Cora says, “dont you get up now.” He puts his shoes on, stomping into them, like he does everything , like he is hopi ng all the time he really cant do it and can quit trying to. When we go up the hall we can hear th
em clumping on the floor like they was iron shoes. He comes toward the door where she is, blinki ng his  eye s, kind of looking ahead of hisself before he sees, like he is hoping t o find her setting up, in a chair maybe or maybe sweeping, and looks into the door in that surprised w ay like he looks  in and finds her still in bed every time and Dewey Dell still a-fanning her with the fan. He stand
s there, like he dont aim to move again nor nothing else. “Well, I reckon we better get on,” Cora say s. “I g ot to feed the chickens.” It’s fixing to rain, too. Clouds like that dont lie, a nd the cotton making every day the Lord sends. That’ll be something else for him. Cash is still trimm ing at the boa rds. “If there’s ere a thing we can do,” Cora says. “Anse’ll let us know,” I say. Anse dont look at 
us. He looks around, blinking, in that surprised way, like he had wore hisself down bein g surprised an d wa s even surprised at that. If Cash just works that careful on my barn. “I tol d Anse it likely wont be no need,” I say. “I so hope it.” “Her mind is set on it,” he says. “I reckon sh e’s bound to g o.” “It comes to all of us,” Cora says. “Let the Lord comfort you.” “About that corn,” I say. I tell hi
m again I will help him out if he gets into a tight, with her sick and all. Like most folks ar ound here, I don e ho lp him so much already I cant quit now. “I aimed to get to it today,” he sa ys. “Seems like I cant get my mind on nothing.” “Maybe she’ll hold out till you are laid-by,” I say. “If God wills i t,” he says. “Let Him comfort you,” Cora says. If Cash just works that careful on my barn. He looks
 up when we pass. “Dont reckon I’ll get to you this week,” he says. “ ’Taint no rush,” I sa y. “Whenever you  get  around to it.” We get into the wagon. Cora sets the cake box on her lap. It ’s fixing to rain, sho. “I dont know what he’ll do,” Cora says. “I just dont know.” “Poor Anse,” I s ay. “She kept  him at work for thirty-odd years. I reckon she is tired.” “And I reckon she’ll be behind him for thirty
 years more,” Kate says. “Or if it aint her, he’ll get another one before cotton-picking.” “I reckon Cash and D arl can get married now,” Eula says. “That poor boy,” Cora says. “The poor littl e tyke.” “What about Jewel?” Kate says. “He can, too,” Eula says. “Hmph,” Kate says. “I recko n he will. I rec kon so. I reckon there’s more gals than one around here that dont want to see Jewel tied down. Well,
 they needn’t to worry.” “Why, Kate!” Cora says. The wagon begins to rattle. “The poor lit tle tyke,” Cora says. It’s fixing to rain this night. Yes, sir. A rattling wagon is mighty dry weather, for  a Birdsell. But that’ll be cured. It will for a fact. “She ought to taken them cakes afte r she s aid she woul d,” Kate says. ANSE Durn that road. And it fixing to rain, too. I can stand here and same as see it with 
second-sight, a-shutting down behind them like a wall, shutting down betwixt them and m y given promise. I do t he best I can, much as I can get my mind on anything, but durn them boys. A-lay ing there, right up to my door, where every bad luck that comes and goes is boun d to fin d it. I told Ad die it want any luck living on a road when it come by here, and she said, for the world like a woman
, “Get up and move, then.” But I told her it want no luck in it, because the Lord put roads fo r travelling: why He laid them down flat on the earth. When He aims for something to be always a-moving, He makes it long ways, like a road or a horse or a wagon, but when He aims fo r some thing to stay put,  He makes it up-and-down ways, like a tree or a man. And so He never aimed for folks to live on 
a road, because which gets there first, I says, the road or the house? Did you ever know Hi m to set a road down by a house? I says. No you never, I says, because it’s always men cant rest till they gets  the house set where everybody that passes in a wagon can spit in the do orway, ke eping the folks restl ess and wanting to get up and go somewheres else when He aimed for them to stay put like a tr
ee or a stand of corn. Because if He’d a aimed for man to be always a-moving and going s omewh eres else, wouldn’t He a put him longways on his belly, like a snake? It stands to reason  He would. Putting it where every bad luck prowling can find it and co me stra ight  to my door, char ging me taxes on top of it. Making me pay for Cash having to get them carpenter notions when if
 it hadn’t been no road come there, he wouldn’t a got them; falling off of churches and lift ing no hand in six months and me and Addie slaving and a-slaving, when there’s plenty of sawing on this place he co uld do if he’s got to saw. And Darl too. Talking me out of him, durn  them. I t ain t that  I am afraid o f work; I always is fed me and mine and kept a roof above us: it’s that they would short-hand me
 just because he tends to his own business, just because he’s got his eyes full of the lan d all the time. I says to them, he was alright at first, with his eyes full of the land, because the land laid up-and-down ways th en; it wasn’t till that ere road come and switched the land aro und lon gways an d his e yes still ful l of the land, that they begun to threaten me out of him, trying to short-hand me with the law. M
aking me pay for it. She was well and hale as ere a woman ever were, except for that roa d. Just laying down, rest ing herself in her own bed, asking naught of none. “Are you sick, Addie?” I said. “I am not sick,” she sai d. “You lay you down and rest you,” I said. “I knowed yo u are no t sick. You’re j ust tired . You lay  you down and rest.” “I am not sick,” she said. “I will get up.” “Lay still and rest,” I said. “You 
are just tired. You can get up tomorrow.” And she was laying there, well and hale as ere  a woman ever were, e xcept for that road. “I never sent for you,” I said. “I take you to witness I never sent for you.” “I know you didn’t,” Peabody said. “I bound that. Where is s he?” “ She’s a- laying down,”  I sa id. “She’s just a l ittle tired, but she’ll——” “Get outen here, Anse,” he said. “Go set on the porch a while.” And 
now I got to pay for it, me without a tooth in my head, hoping to get ahead enough so I could get my mouth  fixed where I could eat God’s own victuals as a man should, and her hale and well as ere a woman in the land until that day. Got to pay for being put t o the n eed of th at three dollar s. Go t to pay for the way for them boys to have to go away to earn it. And now I can see same as second sight th
e rain shutting down betwixt us, a-coming up that road like a durn man, like it want ere  a other house to rain on in all the living land. I have heard men cuss their luck, and right, for they were sinful men. But I do not say it’s a curse on me, because I h ave do ne no wr ong to be cus s ed by.  I am not religi ous, I reckon. But peace is in my heart: I know it is. I have done things but neither better no
r worse than them that pretend otherlike, and I know that Old Marster will care for me as for ere a spa rrow tha t falls. But it seems hard that a man in his need could be so flouted by a road. Vardaman comes around the house, bloody as a hog to his knee s, and that ere  fish ch opped  up with the axe like as not, or maybe throwed away for him to lie about the dogs et it. Well, I reckon I ai
nt no call to expect no more of him than of his man-growed brothers. He comes along , watching th e house, quiet, and sits on the steps. “Whew,” he says, “I’m pure tired.” “Go wash them hands,” I say. But couldn’t no w oman s trove har der than Addie  to make them  right, m an and b oy: I’ll say that for her. “It was full of blood and guts as a hog,” he says. But I just cant see
m to get no heart into anything, with this here weather sapping me, too. “Pa,” he says , “is ma si ck some m ore ?” “Go wash them hands,” I say.  But I ju st cant se em to get no h eart into it. DARL He has been to town t his week: the back of his neck is trimmed close, with a white line between hair and sunbu
rn like a joint of white bone. He has not once looked back. “Jewel,” I say. Back runnin g, tunnel led between the t wo sets of bo bbing mule ears, the ro ad vani shes ben eath the wagon  as though it were a ribbon a nd the front axle  were a spool. “Do you know she is going to die, Jewel?” It takes two people to make yo
u, and one people to die. That’s how the world is going to end. I said to Dewey Dell: “ You want her to die s o you  can get to tow n: is that i t?” She wouldn’t say what we both  knew. “T he reason you will not say it is, when you say it, even  to yourself, you will know it is true: is that it? But you know it is true now. I can almost tell you the d
ay when you knew it is true. Why wont you say it, even to yourself?” She will not say  it. She just keeps o n sayi ng Are you  going  to tell pa ? Are  you going to kill him? “You cannot  believe  it is true because  you cannot believe that Dewey Dell, Dewey Dell  Bundr en, could have such bad luck: is that it?” The sun, an hour above the horizon, is poised 
like a bloody egg upon a crest of thunderheads; the light has turned copper: in the e ye portentous, in t he no se sulphur ous, sm elling of l ightni ng. W hen P eabo dy co mes, they will have to use the rope. He h as pussel-gutted him self eating  cold greens. With the rope they will haul him up the path, ball oon-like up the sulphurous air. “Jewel,” I say, “do you know that Addie Bundren is goin
g to die? Addie Bundren is going to die?” PEABODY When Anse finally sent for me of his own accord , I said  “He has w ore her o ut at last .” And  I said  a da mn go od thi ng, a nd at first I  woul d not go because there might be somethi ng I coul d do and I would have to haul her back, by God. I thought maybe they have the same sort of fool ethics in heaven they have in the Medical College and that it was maybe Vernon T
ull sending for me again, getting me there in the nick of time, as Vernon always doe s things, getting  the mo st for Ans e’s money  like he  does for his  own. But w hen it  got f ar en ough into the d ay fo r me  to r ead we ather si gn I knew it couldn’t have been anybody but Anse that sent. I knew that nobody but a luckless man could ever need a doctor in the face of a cyclone. And I knew that if it had finally occurred
 to Anse himself that he needed one, it was already too late. When I reach the spring  and get down and hitc h the team , the sun h as gone dow n behi nd a b ank of  black  clou d like a toph eavy moun tain rang e, lik e a load  of  cinde rs dumped  over there, and there is no wind. I could hear Cash sawing for a mile before I got there. Anse is standing at the top of the bluff above the path. “Where’s the horse?” I say. “Jewel’s 
taken and gone,” he says. “Cant nobody else ketch hit. You’ll have to walk up, I rec kon.” “Me, wa lk up, w eighing tw o hundred a nd twenty-five pounds?” I say. “Walk  up th at dur n wall ?” He  stan ds th ere b esid e a tree . To o bad the Lord made the mistake of giving trees roots and giving the Anse Bundrens He makes feet and legs. If He’d just swapped them, there wouldn’t ever be a worry about this country being def
orested someday. Or any other country. “What do you aim for me to do?” I say. “St ay here and get blow ed clean o ut of the coun ty when that cloud breaks?” Even w ith the  horse  it wo uld ta ke me  fiftee n min utes to ride up a cross the pastu re to the top of the ridge and reach the house. The path looks like a crooked limb blown against the bluff. Anse has not been in town in twelve years. And how his mother ever got up t
here to bear him, he being his mother’s son. “Vardaman’s gittin the rope,” he says.  After a whi le Varda man appea rs with the plowli ne. He gives the end of it to Anse and comes down t he pat h, unc oiling it. “Y ou ho ld it tig ht,” I say. “I done al ready wrote this visit onto my books, so I’m going to charge you just the same, whether I get there or not.” “I got hit,” Anse says. “You kin come on up.” I’ll be damned if I can see why I
 dont quit. A man seventy years old, weighing two hundred and odd pounds, being  hauled up and dow n a damn mountain on a rope. I reckon it’s because I must reach the fifty tho usand dollar mark o f dea d acc ounts o n my b ooks before I can quit. “What the hell does your wife mean,” I say, “taking sick on top of a durn mountain?” “I’m right sorry,” he says. He let the rope go, just dropped it, and he has turned toward the
 house. There is a little daylight up here still, of the color of sulphur matches. The boards look like str ips of sulp hur. Cash does not look back . Vernon Tull says he brings each board up to the windo w for h er to s ee it and  say it is all right. T he boy overtakes us. Anse looks back at him. “Wher’s the rope?” he says. “It’s where you left it,” I say. “But never you mind that rope. I got to get back down that bluff. I dont aim for that st
orm to catch me up here. I’d blow too durn far once I got started.” The girl is stand ing by the bed, fan ning her. W hen we enter she turns her head an d looks at us. She has been dead these ten days. I s uppos e it’s h aving bee n a part of Anse fo r so long that she cannot even make that change, if change it be. I can remember how when I was young I believed death to be a phenomenon of the body; now I know it to be merely a functio
n of the mind—and that of the minds of the ones who suffer the bereavement. The  nihilists say it is the end; th e fundamentalists, the beginning; when in r eality it is no more than a single tenant or family m oving out of a te nement or a t ow n. She looks at us. Only her eyes seem to move. It’s like they touch us, not with sight or sense, but like the stream from a hose touches you, the stream at the instant of impact as dissociated fro
m the nozzle as though it had never been there. She does not look at Anse at all. She looks at me,  then at the  boy. Beneath the quilt she is no more than a bund le of rotten sticks. “Well, Miss Addie,” I say. The g irl does no t stop the fan. “H ow are you, sister?” I say. Her head lies gaunt on the pillow, looking at the boy. “You picked out a fine time to get me out here and bring up a storm.” Then I send Anse and the boy out. She watche
s the boy as he leaves the room. She has not moved save her eyes. He and Anse are on the porc h when I co me out, the boy sitting on the steps, Anse standing by a p ost, not even leaning against it, his arms dangling, the hair pushed and matted up on his head like a dipped rooster. He turns his head, blinking at me. “Why didn’t you send for me sooner?” I say. “Hit was jest one thing and then another,” he says. “That ere corn me and the b
oys was aimin to git up with, and Dewey Dell a-takin good keer of her, and folks c omin in, a-offe rin to help and sich, till I jest thought.……” “Damn the money,” I say. “Did yo u ever hear of me worrying a fellow befo re he was ready to pay?” “Hit aint begrudgin the money,” he says. “I jest kept a-thinkin.…… She’s goin, is she?” The durn little tyke is sitting on the top step, looking smaller than ever in the sulphur-colored light. That’s the one
 trouble with this country: everything, weather, all, hangs on too long. Like our ri vers, our land : opaque, s low, violent; shaping and creating the life of man in its implacable and bro oding image. “I knowed hit, ” Anse says. “All the while I made sho. Her mind is sot on hit.” “And a damn good thing, too,” I say. “With a trifling——” He sits on the top step, small, motionless in faded overalls. When I came out he looked up at me, then at Ans
e. But now he has stopped looking at us. He just sits there. “Have you told her y it?” Anse sa ys. “What f or?” I say. “What the devil for?” “She’ll know hit. I knowed that when she see you s he wou ld know hit, same as writing. You wouldn’t need to tell her. Her mind——” Behind us the girl says, “Paw.” I look at her, at her face. “You better go quick,” I say. When we enter the room she is watching the door. She looks at me. Her e
yes look like lamps blaring up just before the oil is gone. “She wants you to go out,” the gir l says. “No w, Addie,” Anse says, “when he come all the way from Jefferson to git you well?” She watches me: I can feel her eyes. It’s like she was shoving at me with them. I have seen it before in women. Seen them drive from the room them coming with sympathy and pity, with actual help, and clinging to some trifling animal to whom they nev
er were more than pack-horses. That’s what they mean by the love that passeth  understanding: that p ride, that furious desire to hide that abject nakedness which we bring here with us, carry with us into operating rooms, carry stubbornly and furiously with us into the earth again. I leave the room. Beyond the porch Cash’s saw snores steadily into the board. A minute later she calls his name, her voice harsh and strong. “Cash,” she says; “you, Cash!” DARL
 Pa stands beside the bed. From behind his leg Vardaman peers, with his roun d head and his eyes round and his mouth beginning to open. She looks at pa; all her failing life appears to drain into her eyes, urgent, irremediable. “It’s Jewel she wants,” Dewey Dell says. “Why, Addie,” pa says, “him and Darl went to make one more load. They thought there was time. That you would wait for them, and that three dollars and all.……” He stoops laying his hand o
n hers. For a while yet she looks at him, without reproach, without anything at all, as if her eyes al one are listening to the irrevocable cessation of his voice. Then she raises herself, who has not moved in ten days. Dewey Dell leans down, trying to press her back. “Ma,” she says; “ma.” She is looking out the window, at Cash stooping steadily at the board in the failing light, laboring on toward darkness and into it as though the stroking of the saw illumined it
s own motion, board and saw engendered. “You, Cash,” she shouts, her voice  harsh, strong, an d unimpaired. “You, Cash!” He looks up at the gaunt face framed by the window in the twilight. It is a composite picture of all time since he was a child. He drops the saw and lifts the board for her to see, watching the window in which the face has not moved. He drags a second plank into position and slants the two of them into their final juxtaposition, gesturing 
toward the ones yet on the ground, shaping with his empty hand in pantomim e the finished bo x. For a while still she looks down at him from the composite picture, neither with censure nor approbation. Then the face disappears. She lies back and turns her head without so much as glancing at pa. She looks at Vardaman; her eyes, the life in them, rushing suddenly upon them; the two flames glare up for a steady instant. Then they go out as though someone
 had leaned down and blown upon them. “Ma,” Dewey Dell says; “ma!” Leani ng above the b ed, her hands lifted a little, the fan still moving like it has for ten days, she begins to keen. Her voice is strong, young, tremulous and clear, rapt with its own timbre and volume, the fan still moving steadily up and down, whispering the useless air. Then she flings herself across Addie Bundren’s knees, clutching her, shaking her with the furious strength of the young 
before sprawling suddenly across the handful of rotten bones that Addie Bu ndren left, ja rring the whole bed into a chattering sibilance of mattress shucks, her arms out-flung and the fan in one hand still beating with expiring breath into the quilt. From behind pa’s leg Vardaman peers, his mouth full open and all color draining from his face into his mouth, as though he has by some means fleshed his own teeth in himself, sucking. He begins to move slowly
 backward from the bed, his eyes round, his pale face fading into the dusk li ke a piece  of paper pasted on a failing wall, and so out of the door. Pa leans above the bed in the twilight, his humped silhouette partaking of that owl-like quality of awry-feathered, disgruntled outrage within which lurks a wisdom too profound or too inert for even thought. “Durn them boys,” he says. Jewel, I say. Overhead the day drives level and gray, hiding the sun by a flight of 
gray spears. In the rain the mules smoke a little, splashed yellow with mud,  the off  one clinging in sliding lunges to the side of the road above the ditch. The tilted lumber gleams dull yellow, water-soaked and heavy as lead, tilted at a steep angle into the ditch above the broken wheel; about the shattered spokes and about Jewel’s ankles a runnel of yellow neither water nor earth swirls, curving with the yellow road neither of earth nor water, down the hill d
issolving into a streaming mass of dark green neither of earth nor sky. Jew el, I say Cash comes to the door, carrying the saw. Pa stands beside the bed, humped, his arms dangling. He turns his head, his shabby profile, his chin collapsing slowly as he works the snuff against his gums. “She’s gone,” Cash says. “She taken and left us,” pa says. Cash does not look at him. “How nigh are you done?” pa says. Cash does not answer. He enters, carrying the 
saw. “I reckon you better get at it,” pa says. “You’ll have to do the best you  can, with them boys gone off that-a-way.” Cash looks down at her face. He is not listening to pa at all. He does not approach the bed. He stops in the middle of the floor, the saw against his leg, his sweating arms powdered lightly with sawdust, his face composed. “If you get in a tight, maybe some of them’ll get here tomorrow and help you,” pa says. “Vernon could.” Cash is not li
stening. He is looking down at her peaceful, rigid face fading into the dusk a s though darkness were a precursor of the ultimate earth, until at last the face seems to float detached upon it, lightly as the reflection of a dead leaf. “There is Christians enough to help you,” pa says. Cash is not listening. After a while he turns without looking at pa and leaves the room. Then the saw begins to snore again. “They will help us in our sorrow,” pa says. The sound of the sa
w is steady, competent, unhurried, stirring the dying light so that at each stroke her face seems to wake a little into an expression of listening and of waiting, as though she were counting the strokes. Pa looks down at the face, at the black sprawl of Dewey Dell’s hair, the out-flung arms, the clutched fan now motionless on the fading quilt. “I reckon you better get supper on,” he says. Dewey Dell does not move. “Git up, now, and put supper on,” pa says. “We got to 
keep our strength up. I reckon Doctor Peabody’s right hungry, coming all this way. And Cash’ll need to eat quick and get back to work so he can finish it in time.” Dewey Dell rises, heaving to her feet. She looks down at the face. It is like a casting of fading bronze upon the pillow, the hands alone still with any semblance of life: a curled, gnarled inertness; a spent yet alert quality from which weariness, exhaustion, travail has not yet departed, as though they doubte
d even yet the actuality of rest, guarding with horned and penurious alertness the cessation which they know cannot last. Dewey Dell stoops and slides the quilt from beneath them and draws it up over them to the chin, smoothing it down, drawing it smooth. Then without looking at pa she goes around the bed and leaves the room. She will go out where Peabody is, where she can stand in the twilight and look at his back with such an expression that, feeling her ey
es and turning, he will say: I would not let it grieve me, now. She was old, and sick too. Suffering more than we knew. She couldn’t have got well. Vardaman’s getting big now, and with you to take good care of them all. I would try not to let it grieve me. I expect you’d better go and get some supper ready. It dont have to be much. But they’ll need to eat, and she looking at him, saying You could do so much for me if you just would. If you just knew. I am I and you are 
you and I know it and you dont know it and you could do so much for me if you just would and if you just would then I could tell you and then nobody would have to know it except you and me and Darl Pa stands over the bed, dangle-armed, humped, motionless. He raises his hand to his head, scouring his hair, listening to the saw. He comes nearer and rubs his hand, palm and back, on his thigh and lays it on her face and then on the hump of quilt where her hands
 are. He touches the quilt as he saw Dewey Dell do, trying to smoothe it up to the chin, but disarranging it instead. He tries to smoothe it again, clumsily, his hand awkward as a claw, smoothing at the wrinkles which he made and which continue to emerge beneath his hand with perverse ubiquity, so that at last he desists, his hand falling to his side and stroking itself again, palm and back, on his thigh. The sound of the saw snores steadily into the room. Pa breathe
s with a quiet, rasping sound, mouthing the snuff against his gums. “God’s will be done,” he says. “Now I can get them teeth.” Jewel’s hat droops limp about his neck, channelling water onto the soaked towsack tied about his shoulders as, ankle-deep in the running ditch, he pries with a slipping two-by-four, with a piece of rotting log for fulcrum, at the axle. Jewel, I say, she is dead, Jewel. Addie Bundren is dead VARDAMAN Then I begin to run. I run toward the ba
ck and come to the edge of the porch and stop. Then I begin to cry. I can feel where the fish was in the dust. It is cut up into pieces of not-fish now, not-blood on my hands and overalls. Then it wasn’t so. It hadn’t happened then. And now she is getting so far ahead I cannot catch her. The trees look like chickens when they ruffle out into the cool dust on the hot days. If I jump off the porch I will be where the fish was, and it all cut up into not-fish now. I can hear the 
bed and her face and them and I can feel the floor shake when he walks on it that came and did it. That came and did it when she was all right but he came and did it. “The fat son of a bitch.” I jump from the porch, running. The top of the barn comes swooping up out of the twilight. If I jump I can go through it like the pink lady in the circus, into the warm smelling, without having to wait. My hands grab at the bushes; beneath my feet the rocks and dirt go rubbling do
wn. Then I can breathe again, in the warm smelling. I enter the stall, trying to touch him, and then I can cry then I vomit the crying. As soon as he gets through kicking I can and then I can cry, the crying can. “He kilt her. He kilt her.” The life in him runs under the skin, under my hand, running through the splotches, smelling up into my nose where the sickness is beginning to cry, vomiting the crying, and then I can breathe, vomiting it. It makes a lot of noise. I can s
mell the life running up from under my hands, up my arms, and then I can leave the stall. I cannot find it. In the dark, along the dust, the walls I cannot find it. The crying makes a lot of noise. I wish it wouldn’t make so much noise. Then I find it in the wagon shed, in the dust, and I run across the lot and into the road, the stick jouncing on my shoulder. They watch me as I run up, beginning to jerk back, their eyes rolling, snorting, jerking back on the hitch-rein. I strike
. I can hear the stick striking; I can see it hitting their heads, the breast-yoke, missing altogether sometimes as they rear and plunge, but I am glad. “You kilt my maw!” The stick breaks, they rearing and snorting, their feet popping loud on the ground; loud because it is going to rain and the air is empty for the rain. But it is still long enough. I run this way and that as they rear and jerk at the hitch-rein, striking. “You kilt her!” I strike at them, striking, they wheeling in 
a long lunge, the buggy wheeling onto two wheels and motionless like it is nailed to the ground and the horses motionless like they are nailed by the hind feet to the center of a whirling plate. I run in the dust. I cannot see, running in the sucking dust where the buggy vanishes tilted on two wheels. I strike, the stick hitting into the ground, bouncing, striking into the dust and then into the air again and the dust sucking on down the road faster than if a car was in it. A
nd then I can cry, looking at the stick. It is broken down to my hand, not longer than stove wood that was a long stick. I throw it away and I can cry. It does not make so much noise now. The cow is standing in the barn door, chewing. When she sees me come into the lot she lows, her mouth full of flopping green, her tongue flopping. “I aint a-goin to milk you. I aint a-goin to do nothing for them.” I hear her turn when I pass. When I turn she is just behind me with her 


