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Description:
About the Author William Cuthbert Faulkner was born in 1897 in New Albany, Mississippi, the first
of four sons of Murry and Maud Butler Falkner (he later added the “u” to the family name himself).
In 1904 the family moved to the university town of Oxford, Mississippi, where Faulkner was to spend
most of his life. He was named for his great-grandfather “The Old Colonel,” a Civil War veteran who
built a railroad, wrote a bestselling romantic novel called The White Rose of Memphis, became a
Mississippi state legislator, and was eventually killed in what may or may not have been a duel with

a disgruntled business partner. Faulkner identified with this robust and energetic ancestor and often
said that he inherited the “ink stain” from him.
Never fond of school, Faulkner left at the end of football season his senior year of high school, and
began working at his grandfather’s bank. In 1918, after his plans to marry his sweetheart Estelle
Oldham were squashed by their families, he tried to enlist as a pilot in the U.S. Army but was
rejected because he did not meet the height and weight requirements. He went to Canada, where he
pretended to be an Englishman and joined the RAF training program there. Although he did not
complete his training until after the war ended and never saw combat, he returned to his hometown
in uniform, boasting of war wounds. He briefly attended the University of Mississippi, where he
began to publish his poetry.
After spending a short time living in New York, he again returned to Oxford, where he worked at the
university post office. His first book, a collection of poetry, The Marble Faun, was published at
Faulkner’s own expense in 1924. The writer Sherwood Anderson, whom he met in New Orleans in
1925, encouraged him to try writing fiction, and his first novel, Soldier’s Pay, was published in
1926. It was followed by Mosquitoes. His next novel, which he titled Flags in the Dust, was
rejected by his publisher and twelve others to whom he submitted it. It was eventually published in
drastically edited form as Sartoris (the original version was not issued until after his death).
Meanwhile, he was writing The Sound and the Fury, which, after being rejected by one publisher,
came out in 1929 and received many ecstatic reviews, although it sold poorly. Yet again, a new
novel, Sanctuary, was initially rejected by his publisher, this time as “too shocking.” While working
on the night shift at a power plant, Faulkner wrote what he was determined would be his
masterpiece, As I Lay Dying. He finished it in about seven weeks, and it was published in 1930,
again to generally good reviews and mediocre sales.
In 1929 Faulkner had finally married his childhood sweetheart, Estelle, after her divorce from her
first husband. They had a premature daughter, Alabama, who died ten days after birth in 1931; a
second daughter, Jill, was born in 1933.
With the eventual publication of his most sensational and violent (as well as, up till then, most
successful) novel, Sanctuary (1931), Faulkner was invited to write scripts for MGM and Warner
Brothers, where he was responsible for much of the dialogue in the film versions of Hemingway’s To
Have and Have Not and Chandler’s The Big Sleep, and many other films. He continued to write
novels and published many stories in the popular magazines. Light in August (1932) was his first
attempt to address the racial issues of the South, an effort continued in Absalom, Absalom! (1936),
and Go Down, Moses (1942). By 1946, most of Faulkner’s novels were out of print in the United
States (although they remained well-regarded in Europe), and he was seen as a minor, regional
writer. But then the influential editor and critic Malcolm Cowley, who had earlier championed
Hemingway and Fitzgerald and others of their generation, put together the Portable Faulkner, and
once again Faulkner’s genius was recognized, this time for good. He received the 1949 Nobel Prize
for Literature as well as many other awards and accolades, including the National Book Award and
the Gold Medal from the American Academy of Arts and Letters and France’s Legion of Honor.
In addition to several collections of short fiction, his other novels include Pylon (1935), The
Unvanquished (1938), The Wild Palms (1939), The Hamlet (1940), Intruder in the Dust (1948),
A Fable (1954), The Town (1957), The Mansion (1959), and The Reivers (1962).
William Faulkner died of a heart attack on July 6, 1962, in Oxford, Mississippi, where he is buried.
Excerpt. © Reprinted by permission. All rights reserved. From As I Lay Dying

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 plumb-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 the 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 life from the hips down, and steps in a
single stride through the opposite window and into the path again just as I come around the corner.
In single file and five feet apart and Jewel now in front, we go on up the path toward the foot of the
bluff.
Tull’s wagon stands beside the spring, hitched to the rail, the reins wrapped about the seat
stanchion. In the wagon bed are two chairs. Jewel stops at the spring and takes the gourd from the
willow branch and drinks. I pass him and mount the path, beginning to hear Cash’s saw.
When I reach the top he has quit sawing. Standing in a litter of chips, he is fitting two of the boards
together. Between the shadow spaces they are yellow as gold, like soft gold, bearing on their flanks
in smooth undulations the marks of the adze blade: a good carpenter, Cash is. He holds the two
planks on the trestle, fitted along the edges in a quarter of the finished box. He kneels and squints
along the edge of them, then he lowers them and takes up the adze. A good carpenter. Addie
Bundren could not want a better one, a better box to lie in. It will give her confidence and comfort. I
go on to the house, followed by the
Chuck. Chuck. Chuck. of the adze.
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 costing 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 they 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 ideas 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. Her 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 there 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 standing 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 used 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
beads 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 outdrawn 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 night it is 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 nothingness, 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 would wait until they all went to sleep so I could lie with my
shirt-tail up, hearing them asleep, feeling myself without touching myself, feeling the cool silence
blowing upon my parts and wondering if Cash was yonder in the darkness doing 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 toenail at all on his little
toes, from working so hard in the wet in homemade shoes when he was a boy. Beside his chair his
brogans sit. They look as though they had been hacked with a blunt axe out of pig-iron. Vernon has
been to town. I have never 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
morning. Maybe before 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. Jewel whistles, once and shrill.
The horse snorts, then Jewel sees him, glinting for a gaudy instant among the blue shadows. Jewel
whistles again;...
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