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PREFACE

There are many facets of the Twentieth Century novel
which merit more than reading for the sake of personal
enjoyment or intellectual profit., The development of a
humanistic viewpoint may well be one of the most important.
The American novelists and thelr three-hundred-to-seven-
hundred-page productions have assumed an attitude that
theirs is a mission to perform: exposing corruption, inter-
preting history, revealing human strengths and weaknesses,
or, by imposing the psychiatrist's jargon on simple, every-
day events, turning them into catastrophic personal
dilemmas, The novelists have become students of polities,
ethics, and the professions, the recorders of history, the
observers of society. Withal, each has had to become a
craftsman and develop a literary style that is of some
aignificance.

An investigation of the themes, the techniques, and
the soclal attitudes of particular writers helps the reader
sort out his own ideas and form opinions, This can best be
done through the study of the entire body of the author's
works, rather than of single writings., One pilece of fiction,
like one life cycle, cannot give more than a brief impres-
sion of what the novelist has to say by way of his art
medium, If he has developed continuity by carrying his
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themes or his characters through several generations and the
varied circumstances in a region's development, and if he
has a message or is trying to find one, he has bullt the
proper vehicle, This gives both the writer and the reader
the oppertunity to see for themselves whether or not events
are the result of good or evil intent; whether or not a
sudden or protracted serles of evemts will fashion the indi-
vidual or group; or whether or not the whole thing must be
determined by the Fates or the Furles, or what is, as 1t
always has been and will be, the mystery of Man's being,

Therefore, a study of William Faulkner's Yoknapatawpha
County fiction should uncover the writer's and clarify the
reader's opinions about certain ma jor elements of the
ability or inability of the human race to live in a high
degree of contentment, productivity, and godliness,

The following study of one aspect of the relationship
of the Negro and white races in a region of the Deep South
has been chosen because it appears to relate directly to the
problems that are being encountered daily by many people,
whether they are in the North where integration is being
outwardly accepted or gulltily rejected, or.in the South
where it is better understood. Impetus for the reading came
through a graduate course in modern fiction taught by
Dr. Green D, Wyrick, whose help and understanding during
the writing of this thesis have been most valuable. Through
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him a great many other students have, no doubt, been made
aware of a new and fresh approach to the place of fiction in
both the cultural and sociological outlook of this age in
which it is so easy to broadcast opinion, For his excellent
eritical eye and his penetrating supggestions, I wish to
express my appreciation.

Since Faulkner's personal attitude, his almost complete
avoidance of publie 1life, his frank approach to subjects
often considered out of taste in print, and his distinctive
literary style have all been apparent in the thirty years of
his publishing, these subjeets have come up for much well-
defined comment by both professional and amateur ecrities.

The symbolists have had a heyday reading into the saga
meanings obvious as well as obscure, Mr, Faulkner has let
the intellectuals delve, ask thelr questions, form their
opinions, and praeise or condemn him while he continues to
hope, as he said in his speech of acceptance of the Nobel
award, that he has only done something "to 1ift men's
hearts."

While basing conclusions for this study almost entirely
on primary sources, selected fiction of William Faulkner, I
have done extensive reading in background material concerning
the author's 1ife and his place in American Letters, perti-
nent criticism in perlodicals, and book reviews of the ma jor

works under consideration. In none of these, however, has a



vii
definitive study of the Negro as a gauge of moral conduct
for one man, for one commnity, or for wider areas been
considered.

With this approach in mind, the investigation of the
reasons why some of the Negroes of the South, both of the
past and the present, as represented through William Faulkner's
fiction, have endured or been destroyed, may help answer the
q;anti,m that Anyman, regardless of race, color, or creed
should ask himself: What must I do, how must I 1live, how
shall I use my body, mind, and heart to be assured that my
small place in Time shall be marked with my name? What must
I do to endure and thus become a bright and memorable speck

on the macrocosm?

This thesis will attempt to answer these questions.



CHAPTER 1
FAULKNER RAISES SOME QUESTIONS

The American Negro 1s the product of an environment,
training, end association with white civilization that today
makes him represent a compromise between his innate savage
traits, affecting his long years of enslavement and subse-
quent "freedom," and the changes that moderm e¢ivilization is
making on all peoples as attitudes narrow or broaden, and
individuals rub shoulders with each other in what 1is not a
very brave or certain present day outlook, As he 1s repre-
sented in today's American literature, he has only the very
faintest trace of the chanting savage of the Congo, the
tawny Moor of European drama, the sentimental hero of
British anti-slavery verse, or the misty Ethioplan of the

ancients.

The Negro has been known in literature for many
ages and in many lands, Homer's age knew him well,
as well as our own, Among the earliest Egyptilan
inscriptions are records of a black race which dwelt
beyond the Nlle. The anclent Greeks, Romans, Arabs,
Perslans, the Spanish, French, Gormnn and Englilh-
sponking nations have all made the Rogro in one way
or another, the theme in song and story. Most of
all, how-var he has come to be associated with the
New World partieulnrly the United States. Here,
where for so long he labored in bondage and where
has come his greatest opportunity for development
and cultural growth, he has ever been an important
and unsolved problom for society, and in recent
decades, at least, a human type highly attractive



to writers of fiction, Neither socilologists nor
novelists could afford to neglect him if they could.

1
Americans, particularly those of the South, have
assoclated with the Negro as have no other whites., From
this associlation they have no doubt received much: some-
thing from his carefree and irresponsible temperament, his
irrepressible good humor, his musical talents, his uncon-
scious philosophy that the present is all-important, and his
spiritual viewpoint of complete surrender, There has been
something, too, that the soclal and political ferment of his
mere presence has created. Gradually he has affected Ameri-
can civilization, and gradually he has found himself changed.
He has slowly won favor as a literary subject where "with
the Indian and the frontiersman he shares the honor of being
the most original and distinctive contribut;un which America
has made to the world's small company of literary types."2
Here, in a 1926 study of the Negre in American
literature, Dr. John Nelson poses a question: Wi1ll Americnn
novelists, dramatists, and poets ever rise to the challenge
of portraying the Negro in his true role? He quotes
Benjamin Brawley as declaring that "the Negro himself, as

l1yohn Herbert Nelson, The Negro in American Litera-
EE;% (Lawrence, Kansas: Department of Journalism Press,
1926), p. 27.

21p1d., p. 4.
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the irony of Ameriean elvilization, 1s the supreme challenge
to American literature., Like Banquo's ghost, he will not
down, "3

In Margaret Butcher's book, based on the late Alain
Locke's materials, a Negro writer brings up to date the
role that the Negro 1s playing, not only as a craftsman
producing music, the dance, poetry, painting, drama, and
literary and critical writing, but also as the subject for
thoughtful action in the works of art by members of any race,
Particularly as characters of fiction does she feel that
they have made e definite impression.}t The ghosts of the
dark figures whiech before 1920 were consistently stereotyped
into the servile Uncle Toms, the simple, nature-wise Uncle
Remuses, and the childlike, hoodlum-anticking Black Sambos
have changed into portrayals of realistiec human beings,
sometimes strong, sometimes evil, sometimes pitiable, but at
least with the dignity of membership in the human race, not
puppets without feelings, This new and humanistie appféaoh
has often produced a stark and psyehological turn, but as a
whole, it appears to have had effect on or been the effect
of the present decade's consclence-ridden, forthright, and

3mvid., p. 136.

Upargaret Just Buteher, The lo%o in Ameriean Culture
(New York: New Amerilecan Library of World Literature, Inec.,
1953), p. 133.



sometimes angry attempt to wipe out racial subjugation in
both the North and the South.

Exactly what part fiction has played or could play
in en effort to visualize human characteristics as paramount
to racial prejudice is, at most, conjeectural. But there is
no question that a new interest im the Negro as a fletional
hero or villain, with his simulated real-life situations,
is going hand in hand with America's approach to a number-
one problem. The "ghosts" have done their walking and their
talking and haven't been downed because problems of personal
struggle and accomplishment, as well as of delinquency and
fate-decreed defeatism, have all found outlets in Twentieth
Century fietion. It has appeared to be a challenge to por-
tray the llom chu'aetar I.n his truo role as an individual,

e i .= Sl

and to have ueerdod him the nobili.ty of a hnn.n being able
to w:ln—o; -i;so in his f;ght ;1th or agalnst circumstances as
he finds or makes them.

While this challenge has been accepted by many writers
in many individual pieces of fiction, it has been best met
by William Faulkner's portrayal of several generations of
Negro characters set against similar generations of white
protagonists, showing up their inter-dependencies and setting
a pattern for thy_ measuring of enduring qualltles in indi-
viduals andi social gr;ubu. In the last thirty years,
Faulkner has portrayed the lcgr;: pr.'ith: a force ‘tho.t has



justified the very considerable attention it has ellcited.
He has faced the problems of the blacks and whites on his
hm;s ground, and has Incorporated the Negro into regilonnl
fietion with both artistry and meaning,

Malcolm Cowley says that in writing about the South

){
‘Faulkner has

erformed a labor of imagination that has not been
P

equaled in our time, and a double labor; first, to
invent a Mississippl county that was 1ike a mythical
kingdom but was complete in all its detalls; second,

to make his history of Yoknapatawpha Ggunty stand as
& parable or legend of the Deep South.

Since 1920, Perecy Boynton has observed, the South has talked
and written about itself fluently:

Sergeant York, Musecle Shoals, the oil flelds, Ben
Tillman and Tom Heflin, the ﬁoll-woavil, Coeca Cola,
Duke University, the Florida winter resorts, the
T.V.A., the Negro migrations, Wendell Wilkie, Huey
Long and the share-croppers, soil erosion, and the
differential freight rates have all furnished matter
for ronarohegs, novelists, and speculative social
philosophers.

Added to this in the last decade would be the Bowl games,
Cape Canaveral, Harry Golden and his Carolina Israelite, the
’Snprem Court's decisions, the Little Roek crisis, Negro-
ﬁito violence and subsequent conviections by Negro-white
1%195, the Earl Long flasco, and the quadrénnial threat

»

? SMalcolm Cowley (ed,), The Portable Faulkmer (New
York: Random House, 1954), p. 2.

- 6Percy Boynton, America in Contempo Fiction
(Chicago: University of Chicago Fress, 1950;, p. 91.
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of a split in the Democratie Party, all subjects indigenous
o the South.

In race relationships it is obvious that something 1is
the matter, though there 1s no agreement as to cause or
eure; that the malady is no deeper seated in the South than
corresponding problems are elsewhere; and that a cure

if one be found, will come from patient living and the
human ad justmenfs that take time, rather than from
inspired schemes imposed by even the most benevolent
Doers of Good or Economic Planners endowed with the

povwers t$ crack down on the sluggard or the ocbstruc-
tionist,

The past has not been easy to put behind, and
constantly crops up when least expected, Some of today's
spokesmen for the South say that most of the regiont's
troubles are due to the Civil War; others say that they were
coming to a focus before 1863; still others are sure that
the lament for the "Golden Age" and the paternalistic system
screened off the real problems, It appears that Faulkmer,
through his fictionalized reporting, feels that the source
is even farther back; that it stems from the time when the
first Indian lost out in his first encounters with the white
Intruders; that the enslaver 1s more at fault than the
enslaved; and that only the individuals who have the ability

to attain their full stature can survive, can endure, can

Pm 11.

TIpid., p. 92.
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Faulkner's technique in showing the great variatlons
and the similaritiles in racial reactions is developed through
a series of genealogiecal relationships in their corresponding
enviromments. He rarely strays from Yoknapatawpha County,
and when he does 1t 1s only because his characters esecape
momentarily but never break their ties with the magnetie
homeland, The imaginary county has 15,611 inhabitants--
6,298 whites and 9,319 Negroes, scattered over 2400 square
miles--and Faulkner has made himself the sole owner,
proprietor, surveyor, and mapper of the area. The nine
books and more than thirty stories are concerned in part,
at least, with the area and its people: landowners, share-
croppers, honest business men, housewives, brokers, senators,
poor white trash, murderers, horse thieves, perverts,
idiots. They are children, old peopls, and the in-betweens;
they have the innate dignity of the Sartoris, DeSpain, or
Compson inheritances, the base instincts of the Snopses, or
the backwoods stamina of the Bundrens; they rebel or
aequioaoe} and they are all, as Faulkner seems to want to
say, touched with the "finger of doom" because of the past
that lives within each one, whether he clings to it, denles
it, or ignores it.

The stories cover a time spanm of more than two
hundred and fifty years, {rom the time when old Ikkemotubbe
became the deposed Indian king because the white man enslaved



him, to 1945 or thereabouts in a hazy era that the reader
can searcely identify as more than "the present." Jefferson
is the county seat with its storekeepers, mechanics, pro-
fessional men and the usual urban distribution of residential
and segregated areas. The rest of the region is rural, with
sawmllls, cotton gins, a few plantation houses (relics of a
eolorful age Faulkmer does not stress), farm houses, and
shaeks; and the county is erlss-ecrossed with dirt roads, the
railroad, the highway to Memphis, creeks, and imaginary
boundary lines; there are sand hills, pastures, swamps, and
woods, The peopls are simple, educated, generous, self-
centered, contented, or in rebellion against themselves or
the times, This one county forms a cross section of both
the old snd the new South that the novelist uses to display
the whole gamut of human emotions that emerge in members of
the three races, Negro, white, and Indisn, in their succeed-
ing generations, "Although the pattern is presented in
terms of a single Mississippi county," says Malcolm Cowley,
"it can be extended to the Deep South as a whole; and
Faulkner always seems conscious of a wider applieation.“a
The following outline shows Faulkmer's methodical
use of the genealogical lines that interweave the old Indian

inhabitants of the primitive area, the white Compson line

8Gowley, op. eit., p. 9.



that traces 1ts lineage back to a runaway Scoteh freeman,
and the Negro slave family who are the personal servants,
First, there 1s Ikkemotubbe, the regal old Chickasaw

chisf, witty and wise, who began to see the writing on the
wall and anglicized his title, "d'Homnme," meaning "The Man,"
to "Doom." His vast domain gradually slipped away from him
until he traded hils last square mile to Jason Compson I for
a "small, lightwaisted but stronghocked mare,"? and his
people either trekked off to Oklahoma to land granted to
them by (President) Jackson, the Great White Father, or
stayed to live

not as warriors and hunters but as white men, as

shiftless farmers or, here and there, the masters

of what they too called plantations, and the owners

of shiftless slaves, a little dirtisr than the white

man, a little lazler, a little cruellsr--until at

last even the wild blood hed vanished, to be seen

only occasionally in the nose shape of a Negro on a

cotton wagon or a whiBo sawmill hand or trapper or

locomot ive engineer.
Here 1s the brief, declining history of the first people on
Yoknapatawpha County soll who did not endure because they
became enslaved by their own wealmesses,

The Compson line was founded by Quentin MaeLachan who

fled from Scotland to Carclina after his king had lost his

%111iam Faulkner, The Sound and the Fury (New York:
Random House, 1946), p. 7.

10&!’—4'0 p. 6.
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throne and who, at eighty, fled to Kentucky with his infant
grandson, his son having vanished. Charles Stuart, the son,
left for dead in a Georgla swamp, overtook his father and
the boy in the wilderness four years later, From there,
his school teaching and gambling occupations kept him alter-
nating his activities until finally, fleeing by night,
"punning true to family traditiem,”ll he and his son escaped
his co-plotters. It was this son, Jason Lycurgus, who rode
up Nachez Trace in 1811 with two pilstols and a fleet-footed
horse and eventually became the owner of Compson's Mile,
"the solld square mlile of land which someday would be almost
the center of the town of Jefferson,"12 There he built the
Governor's House and founded a dymasty and became a slave-
holder, He was "the last Compson who would not fall at
anything he touched save longevity and suicide,"l3

The old Governor's son, Brigadier Jason Lycurgus
Compson II, put the first mortgage on The Mile, was defeated
intermittently by the eneroaching Snopeses, and ended his
days quietly in a river-bottom fishing camp.

In the next generation, Jason III, who was educated
for the law, "sat all day long with a decanter of whiskey
and a litter of dogeared Horaces and Livys and Catulluses,
composing . . . satiriec eulogles on both his living and

111pi4., p. 5. 121pid,, p. 6. 131pid., p. 7.
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dead fellowtownsmen, "l 1t was he "who sold the last of the
property, except that fragment containing the house and the
kitehengarden and the eollapsing stables and one servant's
cabin in which Dilsey's famlly lived,"ls for the ready money
to provide a fine wedding for his daughter, Candace, and a
year at Haﬁard for his son, Quentin, Two other children,
the 1diot BenjJy and Jason IV, and his incompetent and ailing
wife were the last remmants of the aristocratic Compsons.
This last Jason was the scle survivor and brought the line
to a decadent close in 1945 as hils penurious, childless
existence left nothing enduring, a thinning out of a once
strong family line,

Here is a second raclal strain that has obviously
brought upon itself, through personal or spiritual weaknesses,
a recession that matches in many ways that of the Indian.

Faulkner says little about the third race, the
Negroes, who were originally lmported as slaves. That they
bad endured almost intact as families and as a race u
apparent proof that they had acquired or retalned qualities
that the other races had possessed at one time in great
sbundance, then lost. Throughout his writing Faulkner
indicates that because of the white people the Negroes have

W1pid., p. 8. 5114,
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faced additional problems, physiologiecal, social, and
economie.

The treatment of the Wegro is one of the main facets
of the Faulknerian theme, an integral part of his fiction.
It 1s seen in the ma jor characters in the novels such as

Dilsey in The Sound and the Fury, Lucas Beauchamp in Intruder

in the Dust, and Joe Christmas in Light in August. It is
recognized in the symbolic characters of Sam Fathers in "The
Bear" and Nancy Manningoe in Requium for a Nun. It comes in
the handling of short story characterizations such as Rider
in "Pantaloon in Black," Butch Beauchamp and Aunt Mollie in
"Go Down, Moses," Ringo in "The Retreat,"™ the black slave of
the Indian chief in "Delta Autummn,"” and the ever-present man-
servant in "A Rose for Emily." The Negro is seen through
the eyes of white men or women like Miss Burden, Doc Hines,
or Percy Grimm in Light In August; Wash, the Sutpens, and
Miss Rosa in Absalom, Absalom!; Gavin Stevens, Chick, and

Miss Habersham in Intruder in the Dust; the Compsons in The
Sound and the Fury; Temple Drake in Requimm for a Nun; or the
boy, Ike, in "The Bear." Faulkner uses the Negro as a factor
in the struggle of the traditional against t‘ho modern. To
him the Negro seems to symbolize Anyman, oppressed, whether
hi: skin is dark or light. The treatment seems to show up
thoufiawa and errors of the oppressors, whether they grind
hﬁ; under their heels deliberately or simply crush him by

-~
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misunderstanding and thoughtlessmess., It is diffieult to
isolate any of Faulkner's characters without taking with
them the hosts of relationships the races have had with each
other. They seem not meant to be considered alene but in
thelr racial interplay. |

Some of these flietional Negroes and part-Negroes have
enough stamina to withstand the situations they find them-
selves in or the circumstances which close about them,

These endure. Men of any race might endure under similar
trials, Others become so confused that they rebel and wreck
their hopes of enduring., Men of all races have fallen by
the way just as some of these Negro characters do., The test
of endurance, as Faulkner defines it, appears to be on an
individual basis; but the same test, the same evaluation,
has universal overtones and can be applied as a measure of
the enduring qualities of mankind,

In three popular novele, The Sound and the Fury,
Intruder in the Dust, and Light in August, the major charac-
ters, Dilsey, Lucas Beauchamp, and Joe Christmas, exemplify
three ways in which the individual, and by extemsion the
race of msnkind, may respond to a fate that has been decreed
long before he had any control of it,

In The Scund and the Fury, the Negro woman, Dilsey,
accepts unquestioningly e servile status assigned to her,
but she has more dignity and compassion than does the decadent
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soclety which physically supports her, She becomss the
symbol of motherhood for all families, all races. DBecause
she has the instinet to care for those who are in the Iimage
of God, whether their skins are light or dark or thelr minds
well or sick, she has strength that all human belngs must
have in some degree in order to be able to live with and
beyond themselves in time,

Luecas Beauchamp, the mulatto farmer in Intruder in
the Dust, acecepts the things he cannot change and does so in
a proud and dignified relationship with himself as a man,
while his chances for freedom from a murder accusation rest
with members of the white race who make his problems theirs,
Lucas represents more than one man and even more than the
Negro race; he is Man, the Male, free and enduring because
he knows himself and is proud.

Joe Christmas, the "lost man" of Light in August,
believes he has mixed blood, and his whole life 1s a sort of
rebellion against himself in his uncertainties. 1In his
erucifixion at the hands of bestial white pursuers, he becomes
the symbol of all vietims of racial prejudice and misunder-
standing. Physically, Joe Christmas does not endure, and he
has never been free; but he, too, is Man, whose soul tran-
scends his earthly degradation and suffering, both of which
he eould have escaped had he known how to endure and to be
free,



15
These three novels and their Negro characters illustrate

the basic Christisn notions that aJ:I men are brothers; that
freedom is not a matter of law; and that “"courage and honor
and hope and pride and compassion and pity and saerifice
w_t;iob hafo l;e:x.{ the glory of his past" are the props that
will "help him emdure and prevail,"l® These memorable people
answer the three-fold guestlion that Willilam Faulkner poses:

What is endurance? Is endurance the same as freedom? How

ean any race, any lndlvidual endure?

16\11111&:1 Faulkner, "Speech of Acceptance Eon the

Award of the NWobel Prize rfor Literature," ?o Faulkner

Reader (Wew York: Random House, 19514). P- e




CHAPTER II
WHAT IS ENDURANCE?

The quality of endurance 1s a precious one in William
Faulkner's category of human attributes. The words "endure"
and 1ts antithesis, "doom," are two favorites of thils author
when he 1s taking a soclologlcal view of mankind. In his
Nobel speech in 1950 he expressed his belief that man will
"not only endure: he will prevail,” and that 1t is "the
writer's duty to write about these things“l and so be a prop
to help the 1ndlvidual or the group endure and thence prevail.
A novellst must do thils, obviously, by imparting enduring
qualities to those characters with whom he has a high degree
of understanding and sympathy, and for whom he wishes the
reader to have similar feelings.

Dilsey, the Matriarch

In Faulkner's complex yet deft handling of the Negro
character he has not made the purity of blood lines and the
mixing of strains the baslec reasons for doom or endurance,
although they may be contributing factors. -Rather, he has
shown that there is dignity in mankind regardless of the

intermingling of racilal tralts or arpearances in the

l1pia.
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the normaley of her own family and the feults and frailltles
of her white folks with patience, pride, and spirit. She
doesn't guestion the fate that gave her skin its dark color
and her body an odor course and earthy, the fate that made
her station in life one of servitude. Her philosophy is one
of complete acceptance, and her religion is buoyant to her
spirit. Her cebln, along with the dilapidated carrilage
house, 1s the remmant of the once great slave quarter area,
and as famlliar to the white Compson children as to her own.
Veither family could do without the other. Dilsey is
dependent on the Compsons for sustenance and a pltiable
wage, end the white folks are dependent upon her for serv-
ices which they had never been taught to perform for
themselves, This inter-dependence that began in the 0ld
Governor's day did not cease a generation or two afterward
with an act of legislation or the battling to prove its
legality. Its long history was not something to be shaken
off quickly and completely as Jason IV found out: "In
1865 . . . Lincoln freed the niggers from the Compsons,"
but it was not until 1933 that he (Jason) "freed the
Compsons from the niggers."3

The Sound and the Fury is technically a masterplece

in the handling of characterizations by means of various

31bid., p. 18.
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viewpoints and time elements. It tells of the fall of the
once proud and wealthy Compson family, but it does not do
so In an orthodox time sequence., Actlons of the present
stimilate thoughts of the past, and the reader who bears up
under the intricacies and the unpredictable, often vague
references to events of other days, pleces together an
extremely vivid portrayal of the fortunes of the closely
knit family group which Faulkner uses to illustrate the sad
state of decadence In an important segment of American
society. The past is important to the white folks who
escape into it because it seems so much better than the
present. To the black folks, as represented by Dilsey, it,
is sad that the past 1s no more. The present is of equal
lmportance and of lmmedlate concern, eand the future holds
a promise of "de power and de glory" for those who have put
their faith in a religion which gives satisfying spiritual
strength.

Dilsey's own famlly never guestion her authority,
her sharp words of diseipline, or her practical observa-
tions, no matter what thelr age. Each one is experiencing
touches of the "nmew freedom," but she makes’ great effort to
inst1ll in them all the basie prineiples upon whlch they can
build satisfactory llves, Frony's sense of duty to her
mother has brought her, with her 1little boy, back to
Jefferson although she 1s not completely satisfied with the
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limitations from which she had escaped for a while with her
Pullman porter husband in "Saint Looey." Her ldeas of dress
and propriety are not always acceptable to Dilsey, who does
not hesitate to make her opinions felt. On Easter Sunday
morning the family went iIn solemn dignity to church services.

They walked along the street. Along its quiet
length white people in bright groups moved churchward
under the windy bells, walking now and then in the
random and tentative sun. The wind was gusty, out of
the southwest, chlll and raw after the warm days.

« « o Frony wore a dress of bright blue silk and a
flowered hat. She was a thin woman, with a flat,
pleasant face,

"You got six weeks' work right dar on yo back,"
Dilsey said., "Whut you gwine do ef hit rain?®

"Git wet, I reckon," Frony said., "I aint never
stoeped no rein yit. d

Mammy always talk about hit gwine rain," Luster
sald,

"Ef I dont worry about y'all, I dont kﬂow who is, "
Dilsey said, "Come on, we already late,"

Versh, the older son, lives at home too, but he has
a job In town., He 1s subject to Dilsey's orders to substi-
tute for old Roskus when he has the wlsery and can't milk
the cows or drive the surrey. He is a steady boy and not
the worry to Dilsey and Roskus that T. P. is. In hils late
teens, T. P, has acqulred some of the flashiness that Memphis
has brought aebout, and when out from under Dilsey's eyes he
wears flamboyantly the "Tine bright cheap intransigent
clothes manufactured especlally for him by the owners of

brvid,, p. 305.
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Chicago and New York sweat ShOpB.“5 He is the new "free
nigger," but neither strong enough nor weak enough to break
the family ties completely, He 1is a real worry to both
Roskus and Dilsey, who fear this new freedom without being
able to put 1t into words.

Grandson Luster 1s Dilsey's pride, however llttle she
will admit it. ©She will take no impudence from him, will
not countenence his laziness, and tries to keep him from
learning new ideas from the low class whites who come
through town wlth the travelling shows. She buys him a
new straw hat fér Easter, then cautions him soundly on its
care. At fourteen she has made a man of him, "capable of
the complete care and securilty of an ldlot three tlimes his
siza."é Luster and Benjy Compson are companlons, if the
relationship between a grown man with a three-year-old mind
and a lively young Negro boy can be dignified by that title.
Luster has lived near Benjy all his 1life, and probably 1s
as dependent upon BenJy for occupation as caretaker as the
Compson famlly 1s on his ability to keep thelr idiot son out
of sight and hearing. Luster knows when to turn the big
hulk around and let him wateh the dancing flames in the
cookatove and so hush hils bawling, He often threatens to

Ywhup" him, knowing well that he would never lay a hand on

S

S1bid., pp. 21-22.  OIbid., p. 22.
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him except in gentleness. The two make a striking plcture
on a Sunday afternoon, going along the square: Ben, a huge
soft lump in the back seat of a dilapidated carriage, hold-
ing a wilted flower, his gaze empty and untroubled; Luster
whipping the sorry white horse with a switech and saying as
he spied a group of lounging Negroes, "Les show dem niggers
how quality does, Benjy."7 Luster, like Dilsey, has many of
the attributes that make a human being endure. He would not
change places with the white folks if he could. "Alnt got
nothin against them. I goes my way and lets white folks go
theirs,"8 he once sald; and again, "Dese is funny folks,
Glad I aint none of em."?

Against the moral and physical ccllapse of the
Compsons Faulkner has placed Dilsey. She is the strength
and the oracle of her own family, a matriarch in a clean
checkered apron, voluminous underclothing which she could
peel off as the weather warmed, and a headrag, the mark of
servitude she had donned 1n her teens., For years her great
vigor held her own famlly together, with a generous amount
left over to help those she served end was devoted to,
regardless of their inability to cope with their own cir-
cumstances. In her genuine acceptance of 1life as it 1s, she

proves to be a steadylng influence, the imperishable, the

TIbid., p. 292. 81vid., p. 335. 9Ibid., p. 35.
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prevalling. This is all the more remarkable because the
Compsons appear to have no idea of their dependence, and 1t
is only near the close of the novel that Jason IV finally
recognizes the position as titular head of the family which
Dilsey has of necessity accepted. In his final act of
ridding himself of personal responsibilities and moving to
living quarters over his business, he composes his Emanci-
pation Proclamation: he finally frees himselfl of the Negro.

Dilsey's posaition with the Compson family was primarily
that of cook. In the old days she might have been only
that, caliling in her own children to assist with the kitchen
work when great crowds gathered for meals or partles, With
the failing fortunes of the Compsons she had become the only
servant, a combination of eook, housekeeper, nurse, foster
parent to the white chlldren, and arbiter in all disputes,
childish or adult.

Representing the only things that are completely good,
she becomes a tower of strength upon which each one depends
more than he realizes, She had never llved with nor known
any other people, and although she frequently disapproved of
their actions or attitudes, she never would countenance
criticism by anyone, most other white folks being in her
mind, "whilte trash." Her penetrating mind had catalogued
each Compson in his childhood, and as her long life spanned

five generations, she had observed at close range their
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habits, thelr desires, thelr needs, and their failures. She

had started 1ife as a slave child and had known old Jason I
as a master, She had grown up and played with Jason II "who
failed at Shiloh in '62 and failed again though not so
badly at Resaca in '6l}, who put the first mortgage on the
sti1l intact square mlle to a Wew England carpetbagger in
'66’"10 fading out of the family picture ignominiously. '
As a fresd slave she had worked as a household
servant, seeing the next Jason living in an alecocholic dream
of past glories, the ineffective head of the family. Her
cwn children grew up with those of Miss Caroline and Mr.,
Jason, playing, eating, sleeping, thinking, and doing
exactly the same things that all 1ittle white and Negro
children had been doing through all the past paternalistic
gensrations., But she sees in both her own and the Compson
children the changes that the times are bringing. In her
own family she observes the "new freedom" as 1t appears in
Frony's marrlage and life in St., Louls, in the jobs Versh
gets In town, In T, P.'s secretive and perlodic trips to
Memphis, She does her best to hold Luster in the traditional
pattern and there seems little doubt that he will stray.
Dilsey saw the Compson children grow to adulthood in

the patterns they developsd as children when they lacked

101b1d., ». 7.
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discipline and spiritual guidance in a generation of unstable
values, She saw their unbridled and selfish desires lead
Quentin to his doom in self blame and suicide, and Caddy to
an escape in promlscuous living, salving her conscience only
occasionally with a monetary substitute for family responsi-
bilities. She saw BenjJy taken to the State Asylum at Jackson,
having 1ittle, losing nothing because "as with his sister,
he remembered not the pasture but only its loss, and fire-
light was still the same bright shape as sleep."ll She lived
to see Jason IV eke out a starved, insecure, and frultless
middle age; and Quentin II disappear, taking with her the
inheritance she had to steal from her uncle., Then Dilsey,
nearly blind and not caring to "see" what she could see,
figuratively closes the family album, locks it, and throws
away the key. Although Jascn's independent acts of putting
Benjy away permanently, selling the remmaents of the once
handsome estate to a Snopes opportunist, and living with a
"pig plain brazenhaired pleasant faced woman no longer
young"l2 are the gestures of washing his hands of his own
inheritance, he really has emancipated himself from Dilsey.
She, In a strange irony, was the symbol of the strength he

should have possessed as the head of the family, and a

1l1pid., p. 19. 121p14., p. 18.
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1living reminder of his scheme to rob his niece of her
rightful due.

Dilsey can perhaps be best understood through her
varied relationships with the Compsons, Mrs. Compson, Miss
Cahline to everyone except the children, was a delicately
nurtured Southern lady, shlelded so well from the crass,
material world that she had neither the physical nor the
moral strength for more than self pity. Proud of her
ancestry and feeling that she had married slightly beneath
a Bascomb, she never falled to taunt her husband with his
financilal fallures or to take advantage of her ostensible
frailty. One Sunday morning, the whilmpering, backboneless
figure, eclutehing a quilted dressing gown around her, came
to the top of the stairs, and in a monotonous volce called
down to Dilsey. Dilsey left her biscuit making, wiped her
floury hands on her apron, and labored toward the stairs,
She had sent her grandson up some time before to dress Benjy.

"Luster hasn't been in the house, I've been lying
here listening for him, I knew he would be late, but I
did hope he would be on time to keep Benjamin fioom dis-
turbing Jason on Jason's one day in the week when he
can sleep in the morning.”

"I don't see how you can expect anyone to sleep wid
you standin In de hall, holl'in at folks from de crack
of daewn," Dilsey sald. She began to mount the stalrs,
toiling heavily. "I sont dat boy up dar half hour ago,

Mrs. Compson wateched her...."What are you going to
de?" she said,

"Gwine glt Benjy dressed and bring him down to de

kiiohon whar he wont wake Jason and Quentin,” Dilsey
said -
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"Haven't you started broakfast yot?"

"I'11 tend to dat too," Dilsey sald., "You better
git back to bed twell Luster make yo fire. Hit cold
dis mawnin,"

"I know it," Mrs., Compson said, "My feet are like
ice. They were so cold they waked me up." She watched
Dilsey mount the stairs. It took her a long while,
"You know how it frets Jason when breakfast is late,"
Mrs, Compson said,

"I cant do but ome thing at a time," Dilsey said.
"You glt back to bed fo I has you on my hands dis
mawnin too."

"If you're golng to drop everything to dress Benjamin
I'd better come down and get breakfast. You know as
well as I do how Jason hates it when it's late."

"En who gwine eat yo messint" Dilsey said. "Tell
me dat. Go on now," she said, toiling upward. Mrs,
Compson stood watcﬁing her as she mounted, ateadying
herself against the wall with one hand, bolding her
skirts up with the other, "Are you going to wake him
up just to dress him?" she said,

Dilsey stopped. With her foot 1ifted to the next
step she stood there, her hand against the wall and the
grey splash of the window behind her, motlonless and
shapeless she loomed,

"He aint awake den?" she said,

"He wasn't when I looked in," Mrs. Compson said,
"But it's past his time, He néver doss sleep after
half past seven. You know he dossn't,"

Dilsey saild nothing. She made no further move, but
though she could not see her except as a blobby shape
without depth, Mrs. Compson lkmew that she had lowered
her face =& ligtle end that she stood now llke a cow in
the rain....”

Through ineidents such as this, Dilsey accepted her fate,

and she endured,

Mr, Compson, fortiflied by drink both before and

afterward, occasionally took the reins of family affairs

into his own hands. Dilsey accepted him as the master of

131bid., pp. 286-288.
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the household, end her duty was to see hls orders carried
out end his comfort considered. Climaxing weeks of emo-
tional controversy, he had brought Caddy's 1llegitimate
daughter back into the family cirele., It was just a month
before he died, and this was his final positive and defiant
gesture, Mrs., Compson and her brother, Maury Bascomb, had
hoped that Caddy's new husband would keep the chkild and save
the Compson honor. Young Jason reports the conversatlon:

"And whar else do she belongf" Dilsey says. "Who
else gwine ralse her 'cep me? Aint I raised eve'y one
of I'all?"

e damn fine job you made of it," [thought
Jason.] ¥

“It*11l be hard enough as it is, wlth the heritage
she already has," [sald Mrs. Gompson.]

"Hush, " said Father, "Don't be s1lly.”

"Why aint she gwine sleep in here," Dilsey says
"In the same room whar I pub her ma to bed evely night
of her 1life since she was big enough to sleep by herself."

"You dont know," Mother says, "To have my own daughter
cast off by her husband Poor 11ttle innocent baby,"
she says, locking at Qnentin. "You will never know the
|uffer1ng you've caused,

"Hush, Caroline," Father says....

”How sloepin in dis room gwine hurt her, I like to

" Dilsey says.

"i cant help it," Mother says. "I know I'm just
a troublesome old woman. But I know that people cannot
flaunt God's laws with impunity."

"Nonesense," Father sayd, "Fix it in Miss Caroline's
rocem then, Diisey. vew

"En you's about sick too," Dilsey rays. "You looks
like a hant. You git in bed and I'1l fix you a toddy
and see kin you llOOp. I bet you aint had a full night's
sleep since you lef."

"Wo," Mother says, "Dont you know what the doctor
says? Why must you encourage him to drink, That's
what's the matter with him now, Look at me, I suffer
too, but I'm not so weak that I must kill myself with
whiskay.
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"Fiddlesticks," Father says, "What do doctors know?
They make thelr 11v1ng adviaing people to do whatever
they are not doing at the time,....You'll have a minister
to hold my hand next." Then Mother cried and he went
out. He went downstairs, and then I heard the side-
board....

Dilsey fixed the cradle and undressed her [the
baby] and put her in 1t. She never had waked up since
he brought her into the house,

"She pretty mear too big fer hit," Dilsey says, "Dar
now, I gwine spread me a pallet right acrost de hall,
so you wont need to git up in de night."

I wont sleep," Mother says. "You can go on haome,
I wont mind, I'11 be happy to give the rest of my life
to her, 1f I can just prevent--"

"Hush now," Dilsey says. "We gwine take keer of
her., En you go on to bed too," she says to me. "You
got to go to school tomorrow.“lh

Through such family crises as this, with a self-pitying,
whining woman, a well-intentioned but weak head of the
family, a parasitic brother-in-law, a resentful young boy,
and an innocent and fated baby, Dilsey did her daily stint
of handling the affairs of the Compsons, Her white folks
seemed to be fallures in everything they touched, but 1t w#a
her duty to make the most of the situations, to attempt
to keep each member In his proper place, and to have love
enough to spare for the ones who were in need of 1t.

After Mrs, Compson's ineffectual promlise to care for
the unwanted chlld, there is no question about whose breast
was the haven of comfort during little Quentin's growing

years, Dilsey continued to be her champion. She once even

lh1pia., op. 215-217.
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let Caddy sneak home to see her child and Benjy, breaking
the rules laid down by the nowe-grown Jason. Jason tells of

the 1lncident:

I thought I had everything fixed until that day when
I came home and found Ben bellowing., Raising hell and
nobody could guiet him, Mother said, Well, get him the
slipper then ?One of Caddy's wedding shoesj Dilsey
made out she didn't hear, Mother said it again....So'
I says I'd go and Dilsey says quick, "Jason."

Well, like a flash I knew what was up, but just to
make sure I went and got the slipper and brought it
back, and just like I thought, when he saw it you'd
thought we were killing him, "So T made Dilsey own up,
then I told Mother, We had to take her up to bed than
and after things got quieted down a 1ittle I put the
fear of God into Dilsey, As much as you can a nilgger,
that is, Thet's the trouble wlth nigger servants, when
theyt've been with you for a long time they get so * fu11
of self importance that they're not worth a damn, They
think they run the whele familly.

"I like to know whut's de hurt in lettin dat po chile
see her own baby," Dilsey says., "If Mr. Jason was still
here hit ud be different,"

"Only Mr. Jason's not here,"” I says. "I know you
wont pay me any mind, but I reckon you'll de what Mother
says, You keep on worrying her like this until you get
her in the graveyard too, then you can fill the whole
house full of ragtail and bobtall, But what did you
want to let that damm idiot see her fori"

"Youts a cold man, Jason, if man you is," she says.
"I thank de Lawd I got mo heart dan dat, even ef hit
is blaclk,"15

Dilsey's humanitarianism gives her a gquality that makes her
stand head and shoulders abdve those in whose eyes she is
Just a servant, but the kind of servant Trom whom Jason

later insists that he has had "to free the Compsons,”

15Ibid-. 2 pp ° 22’-‘:-225 .
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Vo matter how old he is, Dilsey treats Jason as a
boy. He had just come home late for supper on one occasion,

and was met by a somewhat disgruntled Dilsey:

"You come, is you?" she says. "Whut you been up to dis
evenin? You knows how much work I gzot to do: whyn't
you git here on time?...

"Quentin come in a while ago and says you been
follerin her arocund all evenin and den Miss Cahline
Jumped on her. Whyn't you let her alone? Cant you
live in de same house wid your own blood niece widout

quollin?®"
"I cant gquarrel with her,"™ I says, "because I havn't

seen her sinece morning, What does she say I've done
now? Made her go to school? That's pretty bad," I

says.
"Well, you tend to yo business and let her alone,"

Dilsey says. ot S5 % take keer of her ef you'n Miss
Cahlinetll let me, gg in der now and behave yoself
twell I git supper on .

The occasicnal sharp tongue that accompanied the understanding
heart was often a necessary adjunct to Dilsey's remarkable
abllity to hold the Compson's together in the face of their
almost perennial discontent. |

She is just as capable of putting other white folks
In their place when a2 situation arises in which she feels
the need to'uphold the Compson honor, O©One Sunday, as Dilsey's
family and Benj]y were returning from church, the daughter
took her mother to tasks

"I wish you wouldn't keep on bringing him [Bemn] to

church, mammy," Frony said, "Folks talkin,"
"Want folkap” Dilsey said,

01p1d., pp. 270-271.
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"I hears em," Frony said.

"And I knows whut kind of folks," Dilsey said.
"Ppash white folks, Dat's who it is. Thinks he aint
good enough for white chureh, but nigger church aint
good enough fer him,"

"Dey talks, jes the same," Frony said.

"Den you send um to me, n? Dilsey said, "Tell um de
good Lawd dont keer whether he "i?t or not. Dont
nobody but white trash keer dat,

Dilsey is always warmly sympathetic when she 1s caring
for Benjy, and she is particularly efficlent in emergenciles,

Once, in a moment when Luster had turned his back, Benjy

’

reached for the dancing flames In the ecook stove and burned
his hand., Here 1s Benjy's story:

My hand jerked back and I put it in my mouth and
Dilsey caught me....My voice was going loud.

"Get that soda," Dilsey sald, She took my hand out
of my mouth, My voice went louder then and my hand
tried to get back into my mouth, but Dilsey held 1t.

My voice went loud, She sprlnkiod soda on my hand.

"Look in the pantry and tear a piece of rag hanging
on the nall," she said, "Hush now. You dont want to
make your nnw sick again, does you, Here, look at the
fire. Dilsey make your ﬁand atop hurting in a minute.,"
«e«My hand was tryling to go to my mouth but Dilsey held
it.

She wrapped the cloth around it., Mother sald,

"What is 1t now. Can't I even be sick in peace, Do
I have to get up out of bed and ecome down to him, with
two grown negroes to take care of him,"

"He all right now," Dilsey said, He goin to quit.
He just burnt his hand a little,"

ith two graun negroes, you must bring him into the
house bawling," Mother said,” "You got him sterted just
on purpose because you know I'm sick...:"

"You go back upstairs and lay down," Dilsey sald,
"It'1l quit smarting him in a minute now and hetll
hush, Come on, now,"

171p1d., vp. 305-306.
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"And leave him here for you all to do something else
to," Mother said. "How can I 1lie there and him bawling
dm her.Q LR ..

"There aint nowhere else to take him, " Dilsey said....

"I know, I Mmow," Mother saild. "It's all my fault...."
She began to cry.

"You hush that now,"™ Dilsey said. "You'll get your-
self down agein, You come on back upstairs. Luster
golng to take him into the I{barry and play with him
ti11 I get his supper done,"18

Eaeh, in his own way, 1s mothered by Dilsey, from

whom compassion flows in a never-ending stream.
A SUSTAINING FAITH

Dilsey has perfect faith in her God, who smiles on a
little c¢hild in its innocence and on the man-child, Ben,
One day Ben was wailing steadily and hoarsely. Luster
couldn't quilet him and led him to his grandmother:

"I tole you he warn't gwine stay quiet," Luster sald,

"You vilyun!" Dilsey said, "Whut you dont to him?"

"I aint done nothin. I tole you when dem folks
start playin [golf], he git started up."

"You come on hers, " Dilsey said, "Hush, Benl]y. Hush
now," But he wouldn?t hush, They crossed the yard
quickly and went to the esbin and entered. "Run git
dat shoe," Dilsey sald. "Dont you sturb Miss Cahline,
now, Ef she say anythlng, tell her I got him, Go on
now, You can sho do dat right, I reckon," Luster went
out. Dilsey led Een to the bed and drew him down beside
her and held him, rocking back and forth, wiping his
drooling mouth with the hem of her skirt, "Hush, now,"
she sald, stroking his head, "Hush, Dilsey got you."

But he bellowed slowly, abjectly, without tears: the
grave hopeless sound of a1l voiceless misery under the
sun, Luster returned, carrying a white satlin slipper,
It was yellow now and cracked and solled, and when they

18;91&., PP. 18-T79.
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placed it in Ben's hands he hushed for awhile. But he
soon whimpered and raised his volce again....
Dilsey rocked back and forth, stroking Ben's hsad,
"Dis long time, O Jesus,” she said, "Dis long time,"
.+o"I does de bes I kin, " She said, "Lawd knows dat,"
«es"fouts de Lawd's ahiig anyway. En I be his, fo
long, Pralise Jesus,..."

Her deep-rooted religious beliefs uphoid Dilsey in
many cirecumstances when affairs need interpreting or when
events have gone wrong for her., There was the little ineil-
dent of the family's declslion to change the name of the
idiot child from Maury, after Mrs. Compson's brother, to
Benjamin, the name of the brother who, the Bible story
tells, was "sold down into Egypt." It seemed a very appro-
priate change to the Compsons, but the superstitions of the
Negro church members In regard to such an aet worried both
Roslkus and Dilsey. Nothlng good, they were sure, would come
from tampering with something that became God-given through
the seerament of baptlsm. Caddy, however, thought it a fine
idea and insisted that Dilsey adopt the new name,

How come it is [changed], Dilsey said., He aint wore

out the neme he wss born wibh yet, 1is he,

Benjamin came out of the Bible Caddy said, 1It's

a better name for him than Maury was.

How come 1t is, Dilsey said.

Mother said 1t is, Caddy said.

Huh, Dilsey said. Name aint going to help him,

Hurt him neither, Folks dont have no luck changing

namea, My name been Dilsey since before I could remem-
ber and it be Dilsey when they's long forgot me.

191bid., pp. 331-332.



35

How will they know it's Dilsey when it's long forgot,
Dilsey, Caddy said.

It'11 be in the Book honey, wrlt out, Dilsey said.

Can you read it, Caddy said.

Wont have to, Dilsey said. Thza'll read it to me.
All I got to do is say I'se here.

Prayer meetings and Sunday services were both a duty
and a privllege tc Dilsey and her famlly, On the fateful
Sunday morning when the discovery had been made that
Quentin II had escaped iIn the night with the contents of
her uncle's strong box, Dllsey, Frony, and Luster, with
Benjy in tow, jolned the parade of churchgoers. Dilsey wore
her "maroon cape and purple éoun, and soiled elbow-length
gloves and minus her head eloth now, "21 Frony was in a
flashy dress and flowered hat, and Luster sported a stiff
new straw, As they passed the cabins, Negroes spoke to

Dilsey:

"Sis Gibson! How you dis mawnint"
"I'm well, 1Is you well®"
“I'm right well, I thank you,"
Unless the greeters were partilcularly old, Dilsey let Frony
respond:
- "Mammy aint feelin well dis mawnin."
"Dat's too bad., But Rev'un Shegog'll cure dat.
He'1ll give her de comfort and de unburdenin,"22
In the church Ben sat quietly beside her, her hand out to

pat his knee occasionally and her voice to whisper "Hush

201pb14a., p. 77. 2l1pid., p. 303. 221p14., p. 307.
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now. Dey fixin to sing in a minute,"23 On this special
morning, a shabby wizened man, black faced and unimposing,

was occupying the pulplt,

"En day brung dat all de way fum Saint Looey,” Frony
whispered.

"I've kno!ﬂd de Lawd to use cuiser tools dan dat,"
Dilsey said.

There was singing, and the congregation was soon under the

spell of the little man as he began to preach,

As the scudding day passed overhead the dingy windows
glowed and faded in ghostly retrograde. A car passed
along the road cutside, laboring in the sand, dled away.
[It was Jason on his way to find his niece,] Dilsey
sat bolt upright, her hand on Ben's knee, Two tears
s11d down her fallen cheeks, in and out of the myrilad
coruscations of lmmolatlion and abnegation and time.

"Brethren,” the minister sald in a harsh whisper
without moving...."l got de rieklickshun en de blood
of de Lamb!...I sees de light en I sees de word, po
sinner! Dey passed away in Egypt, de swingin cﬁariots;
de generations passed away. Wuz a rich man: whar he
now, O Breddren? Wuz a po man: whar he now, O sistuhn?
oh I tells you, of you aint got de mllk en de dew of
de old salvation when de long cold years rolls awayl...
I sees de darkness en de death sverlastin upon de
generations,....l sees de doom crack en hears de golden
horns shoutin down de glory, en de risen dead whut got
de blood and de ricklickshun of de Lambi"

In the midst of the voleces and the hands Ben sat
rapt in his sweet blue gaze, Dilssy sat bolt uprigﬁt
beside, erying rigldly and quietly in the annealment
and the blood of the remembered Lamb,

As they walked through the bright noon, up the sandy
road with the dispersing congregetion talking easily
again group to group, she contlnued to weep, unmindful
of the talk,

"He sho a preacher, mon! He didn't look like much
at first, but hushi”

231p1d., p. 310.  1bid., p. 309.
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"He seed de power and de glory."
"Yes, suh, He seed hit., Face to face he seed hit."
Dilsey made no sound, her face did not quiver as
the tears btook thelr sunken and devious courses, walklng
with her head up, making no effort to dry them away even.
"Whyntt you quit dat, mammy," Frony sald. "Wid all
dese people lookin, We be passin white folks soon."
"I've seed de first en de last," Dilasey said. "Never
you mind me,"

"Pirst en last whut?" Frony said,
"Never you mind," Diligy said, "I seed de beginnin
en now I sees de endin."

Rev'un Shegog had spoken directly to Dllsey; and she knew
she was seeing the prophecy come true with her own white
folks-~the beginning, back when she was a little slave child
of the old governor's; the ending in Jason's turning from
all the old people and the good weys of the past.

Dilsey becomes no longer a member of one race, black
or white, 3She 1s simply a member of the human race; and
race, as a differentiatlon, is ebsorbed in her compassion as
a2 human being, & mother, seeing 1ife widely and wilsely and
well,

One must not neglect the fact that Faulkner has shown
considerable blas in equating goodness with the Negro char-
acters and decadence and even corruption with the whites in
this novel, His own life in the Deep South leads to specu-

latlon thaet his characterizations come from obhservatlon as

well as imaginatlon. Although he has repeatedly sald that

25Ibid., pp. 311-313.
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eters were not taken from his own family or from

ord locality, there is much of Feulkner's 1ife and

‘in his werk. Faulkner portrays Dilsey with an unusually
and affectionate touch, She could easily be the shadow
‘2 Dilsey that had endured in his own memory for nearly

a century. She 1is much too real to be drawn by an

ander whose imsgination in regard to the old family
talner is purely asentimental., Faulkner dedicated the

 Down, lMoses collection of short stories thus:

To Mammy
CARULINE BARR

Mlssissippl
(1840-1940)

Who was born in slavery and who

gave to my family a fidelity without

stint or caleculation of recompense

and to my childhood &n ssurable

devotion and love.

Dilsey would appear to be the novellat's most loved
character becsuse she embodies the gqualities that make for
- permanence, qualities that transcend race. 3She never per-
forms a single act for which she has personal regret. 3he
sees where others fall and does har part to sustain them

or make up for their weaknesses, She wields a strong

dizeiplinary hand on the children who are her responsibility

o

26W1111am Faulkner, Go Down, Moses (New York: Random
House, 191i2), Dedication.
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during the time they are under her care., She 1s a sort of

Biblical meternal figure who can see back inte time and
forward into space, loving all men as her children, and
content to leavs her own destliny in the hands of her Maker.
As a plllar of strength she held the Compson family together
for fifty years, snd she remained in her eclosing days a
symbol of dignity in her refusal to admit the possibility
of things that were no longer meant to be brought into the
1ight,

There 1s nothing of doom about the character of
Dilsey; instead, she 1s &ll that Faulkner could crowé into
the two words, "she endured," and her spirit and personality

have prevailed,



CHAPTER III
IS ENDURANCE THE SAME AS FREEDOM?

Although Intruder in the Dust is a novel of
near-violence in a Southern community, it is not only
William Faulkner's powerful indictment of mob vengeance,
but 1s also a relteration of a bellef in the brotherhood of
man, an expression of North-South kinship, and an emphasis
on the individuals' responsibilities to each other and to
8ll. 1In the course o the novel's action a whole region
responds to the long=-established factoras of race pre judice,
and then 1s faced with a problem of conscience. A whole
soclety 1s involved: men and women, both Negro and white;
the town of Jefferson; Beat Four (townships in Mississippi
are called beats); Yoknapatawpha County; and finally the far
reaches of the South in the relationships between 1tself and

the rest of the United States.
Lucas Beauchamp, a Free Man

The plot involves a macabre mystery; but even the
excitement and the white heat of umbridled passions are,
for the most part, secondary to the author's comments,
through his white characters, on one of the greatest evils
of the day, the right of groups of prejudiced men to sit in

Judgment on a single human being. Whether Faulkner chose a
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current issue as hls subject or the subject, instead, chose
him, makes little difference. The matter of mob violence
and the mishandling of justice in regard to minorlity groups
is not foreign to the dally newspapers.

Here, as in The Sound and the Fury, Faulkner equates

black blood with goecd and white blood with evil; but the
plcture is less biased, although farther reaching, and the
equating less didactle. Good and evil can come in varying
degrees and combinations; therefore the application is more
universal. While Faulkner ascribed no bad traits whatever
to Dilsey, he makes Lucas prideful and arrogant as well as
honest and trustworthy. While he gave the Compsons, as
representatives of the decadent, aristocratic Southern
whites, no enduring qualities whatsoever, he attributes to
a number of white folks in thils novel the virtues of self-
lessness and falth, On the other hand, he peoples the
community with a poor white trash element which, through mere
numbers, can control the course of events,

Intruder in the Dust is a much easier book to read

than The Sound and the Fury., Its time element 1s almost

conventlional, and its rhetoric, while stylistically Faulk-
nerian in its lengthy sentences, 1s free-flowlng and often
poetic, The story is reported through the central conscious-
ness of Chlek Mallison, Jr., the sixteen-year-old white boy

in whom an accused Negro puts his trust, Much of the thought
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sequence ecould never have cccurred to a teen-age boy nor
have even been & part of his world, but the method is fic-
tionally acceptable. The youth and his honest, open, and
humanistic attitude give support to the idea that Faulkner
may see hope for the South in its young white blood which
will have the opportunity to erase some of the mistakes of
the older generation.

As the novel opens, Lucas Beauchamp, a mulatto, is in
jail on circumstantial evidence, charged with the murder of
a white man., He had been found with a gun in hils hand,
standing over the body of a man who had been shot in the
back. The victim was a man of questionable business ethies,
but nevertheless, a white men and a member of a community
element whose passions could be easily ignited Into a state
of uncontrolled violence., The names could be Gowrle, or
Fraser, or Ingraham, or Workitt, but they were all the same
when 1t came to loyalties which required nothing but striking
down the enemy wilth brute force. A Sunday intervening--a
time when a hanging was not ethical--gave an odd assortment
of Lucas' friends, a white boy and hils lawyer uncle, an
elderly and courageous splnster, and a young Negro boy, a
chance to take matters into their own hands to prove that
the accused was not a criminal, During their midnight
opening of the grave of the murdered man they discover
instead a second corpse with its additional mystery to be
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sclved. Lucas gives few clues and no reascns for his supposed
act of racial hatred., He admits or denies nothlng. In the
few remaining hours before the mob plans to take the prisoner
forelbly from the sheriff and hang and burn him, the old
man's friends know that the real perpetrators of the double
erime rmust be discovered and apprehended. By tricking the
father of the first murdered man into admitting both murders,
the trio solves the puzzle of the removal of the bodies and
their reburial in shallow graves and guickseand. News of the
disclosure reaches the courthouse square just as the crowd,
in a holiday mood, converges on the jall to wateh proceedings.
When they realize that the eriminal is one from among their
own lot, and that the Negrc is innocent, they turn, shame-
faced, to thelr own homes to hide their burning consciences.

Lucas, of courae, is grateful; but, aware of hls own
position all along, he has the attltude that he has made the
affair a erisis through which the white people may develop
new strengths., The comnlete about-face of the entire town-
ship's low-caste element into & conscience-stricken retreat
gives Faulkner, through the reactions of the Negro and his
friends, an opportunlty for many soclological observations
and speculations,

Faulkner's emphasis on geneology in Yoknapatawpha

County colors Intruder In the Dust with a sense of the past

as emphasized in Lucas' background and physiognomy, His
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superior attitude toward all that 1s not aristocratic in
either the black race or the white, dominates his appear-
ance, speech, and actions. He is a man whom nobody-can
forget, from the Negro boy who spoke to him as "Mr. Lucas,"
to Carothers Edmonds on whose place he lived seventeen
miles from town. Lucas was the grandson of old Carcthers
MeCaslin and one of his slaves, and as proud of his blood
1ine as if he were of royal lineage. "I don't belong to
these new folks," he would say. "I belongs to the old lot.
I'm a MeCaslin,"l In a short story in the Go Down, Moses
collection, the author tells of Lucas as a young man who
became so obsessed by & hunt for buriled treasure that he
preciplitated action for divorce by his faithful Molly.
Lawyer Roth Edmunds was called in, and as he looked at the
proud, determined, part-Negro, part-white man before him he
thought in amazement and something almost akin to horror
that Lucas was
+ » » more like old Carothers than all the rest of
us put together, ineluding old Carothera. He 1is both
heir and prototype simultaneously of all the geography
and climate and biology which sired old Carothers and
all the rest of us and all our kind, myriad, countless,
faceless, even nameless now except himself who fathered
himselfl, ’intact and incomplete, contemptuous as old

Carothers must have been, of ell b ood, black, white,
red, and yellow Ilncluding his own,

1yi111am Faulkner, Intruder in the Dust (A Signet
Book, New York: Random House, 1948), p. 15.

%i1111am Faulkner, "Fire and the Hearth," Go Down,
Moses (Modern Library, New York: Random House, 19& 5, Pe 118.
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Lucas was a Negro by the community's classification
and his own way of living, but he dressed and acted llke a
white man of arlstoeratic heritage. It was this that both
the whites and the blacks had against him., "We got to make
a nigger of him first," they said. "He's got to admit he's
a nigger, Then maybe we can accept him as he seems to intend
to be accepted."3 Lucas' creed, 1f put into words, would be
the opposite: I am a man, Accept me first as a man, Then
it makes no dlfference to me or anybody else whether I am a
nigger or a white or of any other breed,

Charles, nephew of Lawyer Gavin Stevens of Jefferson,
first met Lucas when he was twelve years old, four years
before the story opens. At the invitation of his uncle's
friend, Carothers Edmonds, he and his "boy," Aleck Sander,
started out on a rabbit hunt in the Edmonds' flelds, Chick
and Aleck had been reared together in the traditional manner
of the old familly even though the time was the 1940's, and
both boys knew the Inter-relationships of all the Negro and
white families of the whole county. As he was crossing a
log over a stream, Chiek fell into the ilcy water, Lucas
aided in his rescue by directing the boy to help himself out
of his predicament, at the same time refusing to let hls

companions risk their comfort by assisting him just because

3raulkner, Intruder in the Dust, op. cit., p. 1i.
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the smell always of the plgoes where people with any
trace of Negro blood live,

Inside the house and beside the "clay daubed fleldstone
chimmey in which a half-burned backlog glowed and smoldered"
sat a tiny, "almost doll-sized woman, much darker than the
man, in a shawl and an apron, her head bound in an immacu-
late white cloth on top of which sat a painted straw hat
bearing some kind of an ornamont."7 This was Molly, Lucas!'
wife of many years. "Strip off," sald Lucas to Chiek, and
Molly got up and enveloped him in a quilt 1like a cocoon and
he felt warm and dry and as much at home as he felt in the
cabin near his own house in Jefferson with Aleck's mother,
Paralee, Lucas' clothing, whieh Chick now noticed for the
first time, was a vivid link to the past and to the MeCaslin
1ine, He was still wearing the gum boots and the faded
overalls of the Negro

but with a heavy gold wateh chain looped across the

bib of the overalls and shortly after they entered

the room he had been conscious of the man turning and

taking something f{rom the cluttered mantel and putting

it into his mouth and later he had seen what 1t was:

a gold toothpick such as his grandfather had used:

and the hat was a worn handmade beaver such as hils

grandfather had paid thirty or forty dollars aplece

for, not set but raked slightly over a face pigmented

like a Negro's but with a nose high in the bridge and

even hooked a little and what looked out through it
or behind it not black nor white elther, not arrogant

bmpia., pp. 8-9.  Tmbid., p. 10.



at all and not even seo 1: just intolerant,
inflexible, and composed.

The chain, the toothpiek, and the hat were obviously his
prized heirlooms; and the shape of his nose was his proud
inheritance from his white grandfather. They remained all
his 1life as emblems of his aristoeracy, acquisitions
Faulkner uses to symbolize the best of the past.
An incident that occurred following the meal whilch
the twelve~year-old Chick ate in Molly's kitchen remalned as
a prick to his consclence long after the event. He sat
alone at the clean olleloth-covered table in a corner cof a
small, bright room, barely aware of the fact that the usual
deference to the white race was being practiced., The food
was traditional Negro fare,
collard greens, a slice of side meat fried in flour,
big, fat heavy half-cooked biseuits, a glass of
butfermiik, . .’. 1t was what Negroes obviously ate
because it was what they liked, what they chose; not
that out of thelr chronicle thls was all they had a
chance to learn to like, except the ones who ate out
of white folks! kitohens but that they had elected
this out of all eating bécause it was their palates
and thelir metabollsm,

Lucas and Molly had not expected Chick as their guest and

had shared thelr usual fare with him, He rose from the

table, and took from his pocket seventy cents which he held

out to Lucas., The blig man pulled himself up to appear even

81bid., p. 11.  JIbid., pp. 12-13.
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taller than before, and glared in an attitude of indignation
and anger. Chick, sensing that he had done an unforgivable
thing, flung the money on the floor. Lucas called the
Negro boys to pick it up and return it, and he strode from
the room, This was Chick'as first lesson in the imnate pride
of man, regardless of his race or his station in life, the
desire to do things for others without expecting & monetary
return, Although in the following years the boy repsatedly
sent gifts to Lucas, Molly, or their modest home, this form
of apology was never accepted. There would always be a
return gift of equal value, and the account was never closed.
It was this inability to square himself that made Chieck
eventually welecome the opportunity to make amends when Lucas
sent him on a mysterious trip after evidence to prove that
he was not a murderer, In the end, however, the old man
paid money for help from the white folks, and as an added
bit of arrogence, asked for a recelpt.

During the Iintervening years before Lucas became a
figure in the eyes of the whole county, Chick learned many
things about the man whom the community could not classify
as elther Negro or white, He gathered it bit by bit from
small Incidents and generally accepted local kmowledge, such
as the time when Lucas had gone into & grocery store on a

Saturday afternoon to buy some gingersnapa.lo His dresa and

101vid., pp. 14-15.
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manner and complete indifference to others set off a tirade
from three half-drunk crewmen of a nearby sawmill, ome of
whom had a reputation for brawling and violence. Lucas
responded by looking at the white man slowly and saying that
he didn't belong to the "new folks” and that he was a MeCaslin,
It took several men to hold off the angry fellow, but the
feeling of the crowd was that Lucas was a Negro who didn't
know his place, that trouble was waiting for him, and that
it would be welcomed by some when it came. Chilck further
observed that Lucas was a

Negro who said "ma'am" to women just as any white man
did and who said "sir" and "mister" to you if you were
white but who you knew was thinking neither and he

knew you knew it but who was not even walting, daring
you to make the next move, because he didn't even care.

11
Lucas dild not come to town on Saturdays when all of
the Negroes and most of the county's whites came to alt
around the square, do a week's buylng, visit with friends,
and celebrate a little, He made only an annual trip to pay
his taxes, and he did that on a weekday just as any whilte
landowner would do, The boy looked forward to these briel
encounters, hoping each time to see that Lucas had forglven
him, for 1t was not in the white mind to be beholden to a
Negro, least of all for a breach of etiquette. An aloof,

yet friendly greeting, and a warning not to "fall in no more

111bid., p. 1h.
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creeks this winter" were all that marked the meetings,l2
until one time when Lucas seemed to look right past him
with no recognition at all. Chick learnmed that he had
recently buriled Molly. "That's why he didn't see me. That's
why he didn't have hls toothpieck. He was grieving., You
don'd have to not be a nigger in order to grieve,"13 thought
Chieck,

The shocking news that Lucas had been taken into
custody for the murder of a white man came Lo the boy from
his uncle:

"Ygur friend Beauchamp seems to have done it this

time,

"Yes, . . . they're going iﬁ make a nigger out of

him once in his life anyway,"
Lucas was held at the constable's house until the sheriff
could come from some far end of the county and put him in a
cell whose locks would resist, for a while only, such a
crowd as was already gathering:
young men and those not so young whose business addresses
not conly on Saturday afterncons but all week too were
the poolhell and the barbershop and some of whom even
had a vague connection with cotton or automobiles or
land or stock sales, who het oggprizefights and punch-
boards and national ballgames.

If Lucas had to shoot a man it seemed that he had

chosen to do it to the wrong man, and a white man at that,

121p3d., p. 18.  31vid., p. 19.  4mpid., p. 23.
151p1d., p. 20.



52
on a plece of property in Beat Four of Yoknapatawpha County,
a hotbed of "nigger haters." The man was no doubt expendable,
but he was Vincent Gowrile,

youngest of a famlly of six brothers one of whom had
already served a year in federal penitentlary for armed
resistance as an army deserter and another term at the
state penal farm for making whiskey, and a ramification
of cousins and in-laws covering a whole corner of the
county. » . and a connection of brawlers farmers and
fox hunters and stock and timber traders who would not
even be the last anywhere to let one of 1ts members be
killed by anyone but only among the last since it in
its turn was integrated and interlocked and intermarried
with other brawlers and fox hunters and whiskey makers
« « « had translated and transmogrified the whole regilon
of lonely pine hllls. . . .where peace officers from
town didn't even go unless they were sent for and strange
white men didn't wandig far from the highway after dark
and no Negro anytime,
It was such a man that Lucas had encountered in an area
sacred to his indisputable rights, and at a moment when
Carothers Edmonds, alone of all white men who might stand
between him and the vliolent fate he had courted, was in a
New Orleans heospital.
The transfer to the county jall was made early on a
Sunday morning, and the crowd had already gathered to see
the tall old men walk up the steps in quiet dignity. He
was, as usual, wearing his beaver hat and the gold watch
chain; his sult was a 1little rumpled but still a mark of

gentility; the toothplek had been put away. The crowd held

161b1d., p. 25.
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off, assuring itself that "They wont do nothing today.
They're burying Vinson this afternoon and to burn a2 nigger
right while the funeral's going on wouldn't be respectful
to Vinson."1l7 The men talked quietly, speculating about the
difficulty of taking the prisoner from the sheriff. One
asked, "Who in this county or state either is going to help
protect a nigger that shoots white men in the back? Cr the
South either."l8 The paradox was that Lucas, in bonds, was
completely self-contalned, giving the impression that he
had been working toward this crowning moment for twenty-five
years,

Faulkner carefully examines the crowd watching the
jail entrance, He indicates that they were the ones who
helped color the white man's reputation in the South. They
wers mostly

young men or men under forty, bachelors, the homeless,

« « truck drivers and garagehands the oiler from the
eottou gin, a soda Jerker from the &rugstore and the
ones who would be seen all week long In or around a
poelhall who did nothing at all that anybody knew, who
owned automobiles and spent mcney nobody knew exactly
how they earned,. . . the men who , . . were in every
1ittle Southern’ town who never really led mobs nor
even instigated them’ but were alwaya 83 nucleus of them
because of their massed availability.

These were the landless whites, caught up in a mechanized

civilization, who, like wolves, surrounded the Negro and held

17Ibid., p. 28. 181p14,  191bi1d., p. 30.
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him until they were ready to tear him apart. In contrast
was Lucas, arrogant and ealm, with no more defiance than
fear in his face, looking not at the ecrowd but toward it,
"detached, impersonal, almost musing, intractable and com-
posed, the eyes blinking a 1little in the sunlight.zo Lucas

Beauchamp had been caught two minutes after a shot had been
heard and 2 man found lying dead, shot in the back., He had

never denled firing the gun; he hed simply refused to make
any statement at all.

Chieck Mallison, Jr., standing at the edge of the
erowd, was surprised that Lucas had seen him. "You, young
man, tell your uncle I wants to see him, "2l Later, Lawyer
Stevena had something provocative to say to his nephew in
regard to the more deep=-rooted attitudes of the white business-
man of any Southern community, such a man as Mr. Lilley, the
grocers

He [any one of them] has nothing against what he calls
niggers, If you ask him, he wlll probably tell you he
likes them aven better than some white folks he knows
and he will belileve 1t. . . . All he requires 1ls that
they act like niggers, Which 1s exactly what Lueas is
doing: blew hls top and murdered a white man, which
Mr. Lilley is probably convinced 211 Negroes want to
do--and now the white people will take him out and burn
him, all reguler and in order and themselves acting
exactly as he ia convinced Lucas would wish them to act:
like white folks; both of them ocbserving the rules: the
nigger acting like a nigrser and the white folks acting
like white folks and no feelings on either side (since
Mr, Lilley is not a Gowrie) once the fury is over; in
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fact he [or any one of them] would probably be the
first to contribute to Lucas' funeral and the support
of his widow and ehildren if he had them, Whieh proves
again how no man can cause more grief than that one
elinging blindly to the vices of hls ancestors. 2
In Stevens! meeting with Lucas, Chick observes that
the proud Negro cannot let his white friends do anything
for him without reimbursement. "I pays my own way," he would
say.23 The boy 1s aware that this is the opposlte of the
sttitude Lucas had displayed some years before when his
offer of hospltality to a young white boy had not been
accepted as a matter of friendship and courtesy. Chieck also
gsees that "people llke the Gowrles dont attach a great deal
of importance to dying. But they de put a lot of stoeck in
the dead and how they died, particularly their own."24 When
Lucas offers the information that Vinson was not killed by
"a fawty-one Colt," his own ancient model pistol, and says
"I'm gonter pay you. Name yoc price at anything in reason
and I will pay 1t,"25 there seems ncothing for Chick to do
but try to perform the seemingly iwpossible, which is to dig
up the buriled body and get proof before Lucas 1s hanged.
Faulkner uses Lucas Beauchamp not c¢nly «s a portralt

of the making of a man, but as a symbol of the feelings of

the Wegroes and the whites for each cther; and, even more,

221p38,, p. 33.  231bid., p. ho.  LIvad., p. LS.
251bid., p. L49.
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of the reasons for the passions which get out of control
when led by an element that has been corrupted by the false
standards cof the day. In the action which finally frees
Lucas, the partiecipants are much more important as studies
of racial attitudes than for plot development. Lawyer
Stevens does very little for the old Negro sxeept te oifer
professional servlees which are not acecepted, In his mono-
logues wilth his nephew, however, he expresses Faulkner's
theories in regard to the race problem in the South.

In the midnight trip to the cemetery, whilch he first
undertakes alone, Chick is finally aided by the same Negro
boy who was with him the day he first met Lucas. With them
go Mlas Eunice Habersham, an almost pennilless spinster who
happened onto the secene at the moment the boy was wavering
between a compulsion to perform an act that would clear his
conscience, and the privlilege of refusing becauss he really
owed Lucas nothinzg., When Mias Habersham heard that hesr old
friend was in trouble, she was eager to help the boys and at
the same time pay a debt she had long owed the memory of
Molly Beauchamp. Miss BEunice and Molly had been born a few
days apart and nursed by the same black mammy, The 1llttle
girls had spent their childhood together, and when Molly
and Lucas married Eunlce stood up with them, and later was
godmether to their firstborn ehlld. Because of years of

close and affectlionate assoclation, she felt that she had
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a stake In the old Negro's future just as the boys did. Her
willingness to take part in the exposure of the real criminal
brought forth some cryptic remarks on the part of a couple

of the townspeople:

Young folks and womens, they aint cluttered. They ecan
listen. . . . [men] cant listen. They aint got time.
They's too busy with facks. . . . If you ever needs
anything done outside tihe common run, dont waste yo
time on the monfoégs get the womens ’and the children
to working at 1it.
Just remember that they [women] can stand anything,
accept any fact (it's only the men who burk at fucts)
provided they dont have to face it; can assimilate it
with their heads turned away and one hand oxg?nded
behind them as a politiecian accepts a bribe.
It took these three, an old woman and two young boys,
"to belleve truth for no other reason than that it was truth,
told by an 0ld man in a fix deserving plty and belief, to
someone capable of the pity even when none of them really

believed him."28
The White Race on Trial

Gavin Stevens gives volce to some of Faulkner's most
potent beliefs as to the basic likenesses and the homogeneity
of the Negro and white races. On page after page he puts
his own convictions into the mouths of the l;wyer and his

nephew. He lets Stevens say of the Southerners:

261p1d., p. 48.  2Tmbid., p. 71.  28Ibid., p. 83.
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We are defending not actually our politics or
beliefs or even our way of life, but simply our
homogeneity from a federal government to which an
simple desperation the rest of the country has had to
surrender voluntarily more and more of 1ts personal
and private liberty in order to afford the United
States,...

Only 2 few of us know that only from homogenelty
comes anything of a people or for a people of lasting
value~--the literature, the art, the science, that
minimum of government *and police whieh is the meaning
of freedom and liberty, and perhaps the most valuable
of all, a national charaoter woth anything in a crisis

That's why we [the South] must resist the North...
to prove that the Negro is a human being living in a
free country and hence must be free, That's what
we're really defending: the privilege of setting him
free ourselves: which we will have to do for the
reason that since going on a century ago the North tried
it and have admitted that for seventy-five years they
have falled....Some day a Lucas Beauchamp can shoot a
white man in the back with the same ilmpunity to lynch-
ing or gasoline as a white man; in time he will vote
anywhere a white man can; send his children to the
same school anywhere the white man's children go; and
travel anywhere the white man travels as the white man
does it, But it won't be next Tuesday. Yet people in
the North helieve it can be compelled intc Monday by
the 813619 ratification by votes of the printed para-
graph.

As for the Negro, Stevens continues:

He's a homogenous man too, except for the part of him
which is trylng to escape not even into the best of
the whilte but into the second best.... [the good Negro
has found roots] in the land where he actually had to
displace the white man to put him downj; because he
had patlence when he didn't have hope, the long view
when there was nothing to see at the end of it, not
Just the will but the desire to endure....

We~-~he and us--should confederate: swap him the
rest of the economie and cultural privileges which

291bid., p. 100.
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are his right, for the reversion of his capaclty to
wait and endure and survive, Then we would preva11.3°

What Chlek and his unele saw when they reached the
courthouse was an exodus of cars, trucks, and hollday-
dressed cltizens. They were a mass of conscience-struck
people hurrying away from an act of violence they had come
to witness, to thelr separate homes, where they could take
off thelir Sunday clothes, go back to their chores, and for
the moment hide thelr shame in forced activity. They fled

. « . not even to deny Lucas but just to keep from

having to send up to him by the drugstore porter a

can of tobacco not at all to say they were sorry but

:soggfgiwouldn't have to say out loud that they were
They were running away from themselves, ashamed more of
thelr misjudgment than for the actual injury to a fellowman.
The whole exodus, Faulkmer indicates, symbolizes the topsy-
turvy situation wherein the one saved becomess a tyrant over
the consecience of the savior. By extension, the white race,
in freeing the Negro, retains a feeling of gullt because 1it
has simply dismissed 1ts responsibilitles and gilven nothing
in payment or offered any aid to rehabilitation.32

Faulkner lets Stevens and Chick continue their

investigation of intolerance. Lucas is a member of a

minority group, endowed with dignity and integrity. He

301bid., pp. 100-101. S1Ibid., p. 126. 32Ibid., p. 12s.
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stands alone before his accusers because he knows that the
truth as he can tell 1t will not be believed by those who
do not want to see beneath the superficlal, He is convinced
that his persistence willl finally ecause the mob to abandon
its purpose and dissolve itself; and that man, having passed
Into the mob, will eventually see that pity, Justice, and
consclence are all that must prevail. The theory that the
individuel will endure his trilal, whatever it 1s, if he
develops the capaeclty to absorb and survive 1s proved;
(provided, of course, that the "time 1s not so long that
we may have divided and lost America.")33

"I only say that injustice is ours, the South's," [saild

Stevens.] "We must explate and abolish it ourselves,
alone and without help nor even (with thanks) advice.,"

"Some things you must ﬁe;e; ;t;p r;fﬁsiné éo.b;a;.
Injustice and outrage and dilhonoghgnd shame. . . .
Just regret it; dont be ashamed,"

Faullkner continues the indictment of the intolerance
of the whole country: 1t is a curse whose eradication only
indlviduals, then groups made up of these individuals, can
accomplish, He argues that the problem needs to be con-
sidered not just in the hinterlands but in the

Chicagos and Detrolts and Los Angeleses and wherever
else live ignorant people who fear the color of any

skin or shape of nose save their own and who will grasp
this opportunity to vent on Sambo the whole sum of

331pid., p. 131.  3bmid., po. 132-133.
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their ancestral horror and scorn and fear of Indlan and
Chinese and Mexican and Carib and Jew, . . . a people
divided at e time when history is still shovipg us that
the antiroom to disillusion is division. . .

The big question is, "What price Lucas! humanity?"36
When can something be done? Stevens tells the boy
that the time 1is ripe for someone to make a start.

e « «+"It's all now you see, Yesterday wont be over
until tomorrow and tomorrow began ten thousand years
ago. For every Southern boy fourteen years old, not
once but whenever he wants 1t, there 1s the Instant
when 1t's not two o'clock on that July afternoon in
1863 [Pickett's Charge], . . .1t hasn't heppened yet

1t hasn't begun yet, 1t hasn't only not begun yet buf
there 1s still time for it not tg begin., . . This is 1it:
the absolute edge of no return," 7

Chick was puzzled at the sudden, quiet, and shamed retreat
of the mob when they learned that Lucas was immocent.

"They ran," saild the boz [incredulously].

"No," his uncle sald. "It was more than that."

"They ran," he said, "They reached the point where
there was nothing left for them to do but admit that
thez were wrong. So they ran home,"

At least they were moving," his unecle said,38

This is a much stronger and more encompassing view-

point than Faulkner used regarding Dilsey and the Compsons.
The Dilseys endure because of their ability to live as indi-
viduals with prlde in their tradition. The Negro race can
endure only if 1t can become recognized for-its individuality

and worth. The race 1s a Lucas Beauchamp on trial for its

351p14., p. 139.  301v1a.  37ibid., pp. 125-126.
3%1p14., p. 127.
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1life, defended by law, and rising with courage and dignity
better than the white man in the same situation could muster,
calm, stoical, independent. Faulkner seems to feel that
the Negro has enduring qualities in greater abundance than
do the whites, and that the hope of the South in helping
him rise will come in the gratitude of the people (the Miss
Habershams), in the ability to look ahead and make restitu-
tion for unintentional injury (the young generation), in the
need for falr laws (the Gavin Stevenses), and in the con- :
sciences of the great masses that must eventually admit
their mistakes (the mob).

Faulkner 1s extremely emotional in the symbolism of

Intruder in the Dust. He reaches some poetic heights that

have great power, and the reader 1s aware of his deep con-

cern and sincerity.39 The novel does not end in despondency.
There 1s a strong note of hope, but he warns that men must
not "sell liberty short at a tawdry price" or crucify

« « « Someone whose nose and pigment we dont like and
. even these can be coped with provided that few of
others who belleve that a human life is valuable simply
because it has a right to keep on breathing no matter
what pigment its lungs distend or nose inhales the

air aﬂg are wllling to defend the right at any price,

391bid., p. 126.  4Omi4., p, 156.
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Here 1s a set of rules by which man can live, if he
only cherishes the freedom that he admires and still
possesses, Thus, William Faullmer dramatizes his concep-
tion of the writer's duty "to be ome of the props, the
pillars to help him [endure and] p:-o-mil."“‘1

4lpaulimer, "Nobel Speech,” loc. cit.



CHAPTER IV
CAN MAN DIE YET ENDURE?

The Negro in rebellion 1s Faulknert!'s most forceful
approach to the problems of the South, the country, and the
individual, Because the Negro of mixed blood 1s usually a
"lost" man, belonging to neither race, he 1s a sorry and
rootless figure, His life seems to be fated as he struggles
against hils background, hls environment, and himself; and
the struggle 1s deatined %o end in some sort of violence
when the forces generated within him reasch a limlt and burst
forth.

Joe Christmas; Violence Predestined

The central protagonist of Light in August is a man
who may or may not have Negro blood, His story 1s a com-
posite pleture of all that 1s hateful, pitiable, and tragile
in racial conflict and in the harboring and fostering of
inherited prejudices, Joe Christmas 1s a man not caught
between clear-cut right and wrong, but between two rights:
the right of a man to be himself, and the right of a man to
be his brothers' keeper. For him and for ocurselves as part
of the human race, we feel pity and terror almost unbearsble.
In him we recognize our own involvement in mankind, Because
of him, sc Faulkner indlcates, we have a challenge to wipe
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the American slate clean and start over, having dlscerned
our errors.

As in the two novels, The Sound and the Fury and
Intruder in the Dust, a Negro bscomes a maln character

because of the inter-relation of the way he acts as an

Individual, the manner in which his actions affect others,
and the response of the community under the tenseness of
racial consciousness. It i1s as if the Negro were the vortex
of a whirlpool, and that finally all the swirling tldes
around him sucked down with inevitabls fores into the
problém hls presence elther created or influenced.

There 1s no doubt that both Dilsey and Lucas are of
herolc stature, Dilsey's qualitles of steadfastness and
endurance make her tower above those whom she served,

Lucas!' dignity and pride turned his accusers into a shamed
and econsclence~-ridden lot. Dillsey represents the Negro
undisturbed by any social problems or any involvement in
racial supremaey or integration, Lucas represents mixed
racial strains in which there is little confliet, and where
there 1s additional pride because the influences of the past
which are carried with him from both the Negro and white
races are of the best,

Joe Christmas, on the other hand, 1s not a hero in
the usual sense of the word, but a villain--and one of the

basest--the perpetrator of premeditated murder, Because
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of his secret conflict and because of hls human sufferings,
however, he transcends the villainous act and becomes a sort
of hero, a martyr to a cause for whleh the reader, ldentify-
ing himself with those who stand In judgment, must hold
himself in a measure responsible. His Negro blood is ques-
tionable; there 1s no proof except the word of a man who had
reason to dislike his father. Because of his own insistence,
a few of the people with whom he associates suspeet it; but
over and over agaln, those who have known him for some time
say "Why, he 1s as whlte as you or I!" He ecould "pass" any-
where Tor a white man, although 1t never seems to occur to
him to do so. It 1s this lrony, thls fate that he didn't
ask for, this search to define himself, and this suffering
which stands for something in the cosmiec view of man, that
make Joe Christmas also a man of stature iIn spite of the
violation of the commandment, "Thou shalt not kill,"

Light in August 1s the Inter~weaving of several
stories of human experience, all charged with soclal sig-
nificance, The vehicle plot 1s one of earthy innocence
against which are silhouetted physical passlon, religlous
and raeclal prejudice, and mob vlolence., It Is the tale of
Lena Grove, her nameless child, and her champlon, Byron
Bunch., Lena, pregnant and close to her time, has walked
from Alabama through Misslssippl seeking Lucas Burch, the
man who had promised to marry her, In childish confidence
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that he would be waiting, she accepts rides and kindnesses
from those who have quiek pity for her yet hesitate to
beeome her disillusioners,

In Jefferson she is directed to a mill foreman who
almost immediately recognizea in a worthless fellow-worker
the man she describes. Their meeting is on a day in August
when the community has just discovered the iurder of a white
woman and the burning of her home by a man who has been :
identified by Buweh, allas Brown, as Joe Christmas, his
bootlegging partner, Christmas has never been suspected of
either of two so-called imperfections of mankind, a criminal
tendency and Negro blood, a combination so repulsive to a
Southern community.

In the course of her short sojourn, the simple-minded
Lena is befriended, has her child, naively listens to 1ts
father's promlses, and finally travels on into Tennessee
with the baby and her ardent and hardly less lnnocent pro-
tector, Mr. Bunch. Her exodus comes just as the town and
its surrounding area are settling back to normal living
after Joe Christmas has been caught and killed and his
rmutilated body sent to hils grandmother for burial.

Carried along on the threads of unashamed simplicity
and unworldliness are four individuals whose lives are
shadowed by evils inherited from & pre-Civil War social

system and ideology, persons ridden by the ghosts of slavery
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deys. Through them, Faulkner shows the full range of
diseontent, a discontent bred from the evil that the white
man has brought upon himself, nurtured in both ignorance and
bad conscience, fomenting into hatred; the whole based om
events of the past that force themselves on the present
generatlion., The group includes white men, & white woman,
and Joe Christmas, who is probably a mmlatto., 01d "Doe"
Hines, grandfather of Joe, deals with the black-white rela-
tionships with a violence sprung from a seething anger that
knows no humanity: not for his own daughter, or his wife,
or for the ehild, The Rev, Gall Hightower is a spirit
haunted by the ghost of his own grandfather who lived in
the frantic age when the Confederacy flowered and died.
Turned out by his church and deserted by his wife, he lives
in a shadowy world of wild bugles, clashing sabres, and the
dying thunder of hooves all mixed up with God and salvation
and cholir singing and prayer-meeting peacefulness, His
destiny includes bringlng Lena's child into the world, and
his home ironlcally becomes Joe's Calvary,

Miss Joanna Burden, aging spinster and a "nigger
lover," was haunted from childhood by her inheritance of a
troubled conscience and a Calvinistic passion to ralse the
Negro to a level with the white man, She was never free of
her dedication to a cause that was based and nurtured on the

remmants of past mistakes and misunderstandings. And finally,
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there was Joe Christmas who was haunted by a semnse of racial
inferiority and a curse put on him by his mother,
a stain either on his white blood or his black blood,
he was never sure which....And all he craved was
peace, an esecape from fury and despalr, but it was the
one thing denied him by the compulsion of his own mixed
tomperimgnt and the soclal pressures on the half-
caste.

The story of Joe's unhappy and unproductive search
for peace of mind began some months before his birth when
his fate was sealed in the racial haze of his paternity, and
it foreshadowed traglec loneliness from the very momeni he
breathed for himself. In the violence of hatred, Hines had
shot tae father and let his own daughter die in echildbirth,
He then took the unnamed baby boy to a white orphanage.
"Joe Christmas" was tagged on the boy both facetiously and
prophetically by the attendants on duty when he was found.
He was "just a white plece of paper on which anyone could
write out and identify him and make him believe it "2

The child's first years were uneventful; but when he
was about five, he found a puzzling barrier erected about

him., One day he was following around a Negro at work in the

orphanage yards

Ljarren Beck, "Faullmer and the South," Antioch
Review, I (1941), p. 90.

2A1fred Kazin, "Stillness in Light in August,"
Partisan Review, XXIV (Fall, 1957), p. 520.
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"What you watching me for, boy?" and he [Joe] sald
"How come you are a nigger?" and the nigger said, fho
told you I am a nigger, you little white trash bastard?"
and he [Joe] says, "I aint a nigger," and the nigger
says, "You are worse than that. You dont know what you
ars, And more than that, you wont ever knou. You'll
live and you'll die and you wont ever kmow," and he
says, "God alnt no nigger," and the nigger says, "I
reckon you ought to know what God_1is, because dont
nobody but God know what you is,"3
This incldent opened the way for other chilldren to call him
"nigger," urged on by the fanatical grandfather who had taken
a job as custodian to keep an eye on the boy and see that
he did not "contaminate" the white people, Joe's loneliness
Increased as he became aware of some indefinable taint.
When he vas adopted by the McEacherns, his strlet Calvinistie
foster-father assured the matron thet "with us he will grow
up to fear God and abhor idleness and vanity despite his
origin, "4 and that he would learn that "the two abominations
are sloth and 1idle thinking, the twe virtues are work and
the fear of God."? A zealous bigot, McEachern tried to bend
the boy into a stern pattern of religious conformity from
which, in his teens, he rebelled, He sought knowledge and
release In relatlionships with those in the town's byways

who would aceept him for a time, only to turn him out again.

i1111an Faulkner, in Au t (The Modern Library,
New York: Rendom House, 193 ; Pe

byosa,, ». 125.  Sivid., p. 126.
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After this came years in Oklahoma, Missourl, and
Detroit where, in his inevitable black serge c¢lothing and
white shirts, symbols he had put on without knowing why, he
lived both high and low, in turn a laborer, miner, prospector,
gambling tout, and army deserter,

He triecked and teased white men into calling him Negro

in order to [ight them, to beat them or be beaten; he
fought the Wegro who called him white.... He lived

with Negroes, shunning white people. He ate with them,
slept with them belligerent, unpredictable, uncom=-
municative.... fie thought 1t was loneliness "he was trying
to escape and not himself.... [He was] doomed with
motion, drlven by the eourage of flagged and spurred
deapair; by the despair of cougage whose opportunities
had to be flagged and spurred

At thirty, Christmas' purposeless wanderings brought
him back to Jefferson, Mississlppi, where he was born. He
had a Job for a whille under Byron Bunch, shovelling sawdust.
From the very flrst moment he showed up he puzzled the meng

.»sHe d1d not look like a professional hobo,...but

there was something definitely rootless about him,

as though no town nor city was his, no street, no

walls, no square of earth his hame. And that he carried
his knowledge with him always as though 1t were a°
banner, with a quallty ruthless, lonely, and elmost
proud, "As if," as the men lator said, "he was just
down on his luck for & time, and that he dldn't intend
to stay down on it and didn't give a damn how much

he rose up."...

They did not know who he was., None had ever seen
him before. "Except that's a pretty risky look for a
man to wear on his face in publie," one sald: "He
might fozget and use it somewhere where somebody wont
like it.

L2 - - E - K . . L - k3 - & 2 - - - . L L J @ L4 » - - L] L 3 L

61b1d., pp. 196-197.



72

"His name 13 what?" one said,

"Christmas,"

"Is he a foreigneri"

"Did you ever hear of a white man named Christmas?"
the foreman sald,

"I never heard of nobody a-tall named it " the
other said.

And that was.,.how a man's name, which 1s supposed
to be just the sound for who he is can samshow be
an augur of what he will do, if other men can only
read the meaning in timo....But as soon as they heard
it there was something in the sound of it that was
trying to tell them what to expect; that he carried

with him his own inescapable warning, llke a flower

1ts seent or a rattlesnake its rattle. Cnly none of
them had serse enough to recognisze 16,7

Joe Christmas became a familiar {figure on the Jefferson
streets. most often at dusk,

«ssNothing can look gquite as lonely as a big man going
along an empty street. Vet though he was not large,
not tall, he contrlved somehow to look more lonely
than a lone telephone pole in the middle of a desert,
In a wide, empty, shadow-brooded street he looked like
a phngtom & apirit strayed out of its own world, the
past.

For some time he lived in a small cabin on the old
Burden place, eating good, hot food, alone, in the white
spinster's kitechen; later sleeplng with her in a sort of
delirious subjugation whiech he could neither understand nor
escape. Joanmna Burden, who should by rights have been the
very example of respectability, devoting herself to helping
the Southern Negro, was the seducer; she corrupted him, a

turn cof events more confusing to Joe than anything that

Tivid., pp. 27-29.  Sibid., p. 99.
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could possibly have happened, His first amazement and
acceptance turned to fear, and finally hate; he attempted
to cast her off but was caught in her urgency to reform him,
to make him a Negro leader., In his desire to free himself
he murdered her.

The deed sccomplished, he started away, but he did
not run at first. For awhile the taste of freedom was good,
but his going led to a road that seemed to have no ending.
To him his path wes like "a street which ran for thirty
years.," He had made a circle that covered seven days of time
but he was moving inside it, He felt that he had "never
broken out of the ring of what I have already done and can~-
not ever undo,"?

When he reached this decision, the peace of inevita-
bility eame over him and he revealed his identity in
Mottstown, only a short distance by highway from the county
seat, He was put in jall while Burch and others haggled
over the thousand-dollar reward, Shortly before hils hearing
in Jefferson, he escaped and ran to the Rev. Hightower's
cottage, only to be followed by 2 mob of maddened white men,
members of the American Legion, He was shot and mutilated
by their leader, a fanatical, Nazi-minded ex-soldier. The
sudden c¢limax of the manhunt and the horror of Fercy Grimm's

9Inia, , Ps 296,
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act glve to Joe Christmas' lonely and predestined physleal
collapse an aura of Christian symbolism as if he had for a
moment become, not what he was, but Another who sadly
whispered, "Father, forgive them, for they know not what they
do,"

Thus Joe Christmas, who for thirty-three years tried
to become someone, & human being he could himself under-
stand, becomes an abstraction, the symbol of Man trying teo
fathom the seeret of his being,

The technique of Light in August is that of aesthetic
distance, partlcularly in regard to the characterization of
Joe Christmas, His actions are seen through talk, rumor,
goss3ip, hearsay, accusation, and the tortured memories of
others--even his death 1s told as an incident in the life of
Percy Grimm--all factors suggesting allenation. Exeept for
the scenes wherein the little boy 1is pictured in his lonell-
ness at the orphanage or when he submits to undeserved
whippings by McEachern, we have difficulty experienclng his
trials as familiar to us. Most of the time the reader
stands apart and 1s sorry for him, but at thé same tlime he
feels more strongly a dissatisfection with the events that
have brought about the situation. Only in the polgnant
moments of chlldhood--and Faulkner does have a way of por-
traying children and old people with affection--1is the

reader warmly drawn to Christmes, However, unlike the mill
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workers, he 1s aware of the "ineseapable warning, like a
flower its scent or the rattlesnake its rattle.” He knows
that something violemt willl happen to Joe; there 1s no
possible escape., He 1s constantly reminded of what Joe
stands for, the aloneness of man when he does not know him-
self. There 1s no grief when he dies in suffering, but
there 1s an immense and weighty awareness that perhaps we-=-
all men--are responsible for the c¢lrecumstances,

As a character, Joe Christmas 1s not gquite believable;
Instead, he is the medlum through which are seen memorable
experiences and through whom our thoughts on man's inhumanity
to man are crystalized. The violence is predestined in a
socilety which cannot yet accept and lay the ghosts of the

past.
The Cross of Mankind

The exact meaning of Faulkmer's writing 1s always
speculative. The author's reserve and reticence in talking
about his work gilves the eritie full opportunity to make
his own interpretation, As a rule, however, when a novelist
hes establlished a reputation and developed a literary theme
of some scope, one must assume that his characters voice
some cf his own opinions and conclusions., Almost every word
of the Nobel Prize acceptance speech emphasizes that such
is the writer's duty:
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[Man] 1s immortal, not because he alone among creatures
has an inexhaustible volce, but because he has a soul,
a spirit capable of compasslon and sacrifice and endur-
ance., The poet's duty, the writer's duty 1s to write
about these things. It 1s his pri{%lege to help man
endure by 1lifting his heart, . . .

Particularly since Faullmer's later book, A Fable,
has definite relliglous overtones, it 1s safe to assume that

Light in August, which suggests some parallel to the cruci-

fixlon, should be an attempt to relate to Christlan symbolism
such an important sccial problem as raclal pre judice.
Although Joe Christmas, as a character, has no virtues except
that he endures for a while something which he cannot escape
and which sets him apart in loneliness, there are many things
about his 1life whilch recall the Christian myth. There was

a haze over his paternlty; Joseph is the father-name in the
Holy Family; hls chlldhood was wlthdrawn from other chil-
dren; he was consclous of some "difference” in himself; his
feet were once washed almost ceremoniously by his foster-
mother; he constantly sought a kind of truth; he was always

a wanderer; he was betrayed for "pleces of silver"; his death
was cruel and undignified; he lived for just.thirty-three
years; and he died not so much {or what he had done as for
what he represented in the minds of the soldier=-pursuers,

In his death there was a sort of resurrection, 1f only in

10Fau1kner, "Nobel Speech," loc. cit.

poacStome
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the memories of those who watched and who must have asked a
silent question, "Why?"
Faulkner uses "Doc" Hines, Calvin McEachern, and
Joanna Burden to represent the obsession of the elect with
what they consider the utter sinfulness of others. That
each is not entirely clear in his own mind just what this
sin is, makes for an excessive emphasis on goodness, right-
eousness, salvation, or duty, whatever it may be called,
The polarity of purity and guilt are the remmnants of an
inhuman religion which added bigotry and arrogance to the
curse of slavery. These three zealots and their standards
are the symbols of the church that had lost its spiritual
function, the church that has thrown out Gail Hightower.
McEachern once whipped Joe Christmas to make him learn his
catechlsm, and then demanded that he kneel with him to pray.
He prayed for a long time, his volce droning, soporifie,
monotonous, He asked that he be forgiven for trespass
against the Sabbath and for 1ifting his hand agalnst
a child, an orphan, who was dear to God. He asked that
the child's stubborn heart be softened and that the sin
of disobedience be forgiven him also, through the
advocacy of the man whom he had flouted and dlsobeyed,
requesting that the Almighty be as megnanimous as him-
self, and by and through and beca&ie of conscious grace
« « « » "Take the book," he said,
The boy was just eight then, and his foster-father was a

ruthless man who had never known pity or doubt.

1lpauikner, Light in August, op. eit., p. 133.
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"Doc" Hines, who sometimes confused himself with Ged,
advocated the extermination of the Negro in the interest of
raclal purlty. He sald that God had kept in touch with him,
His chosen instrument, and that He had finally told him that
something would have to be done about the boy: "Your work
is not done yet. He's [Joe] a pollution and abomination on
my earth,"lz and forever it would be hils duty to see that
the child was an outecast. God, being a Wwhite man in Hines!
belief, had elected him, another white man, to wipe out the
black race as if 1t were the world!'s greatest evil, After
Joe was behind bars, the old man stood on the street corners
calling the people cowards because they didn't take the
prisoner and hang him right away. He wanted to help lynch
him,
He sald he had a right to kill the nigger., He never
sald why, and he was too worked up and crazy to make
sense even when somebody would stop him long enough
to ask a question. There was a right good crowd around
him by then and him yelling how it was his right to_gay
first whether the nigger should live or should dio.l3
On the other hand, Miss Burden's passion was to 1lift
the Negro to equality with the white man, Thils dedication
she had Ilnherited from her father, and he from his father, a
man who had instilled into his children a ha%red ol two

things, hell and slaveholders. The old man had been killed

121p1d., p. 338. 1p1d., p. 308.
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near Jefferson by an ex-slaveholder and Confederate soldier
named Sartoris, over a question of Negro voting. Miss Joanna
led a quiet 1life, shunned by the whites beceuse she was a
"nigger lover," helping Negroes with fecod, clothing, money,
and educatlon for those with ambition, while spending all
that was left of the family fortune to clear the blot on her

conselience, To Christmas she once said:

"They hated us here, We were Yankees, Foreigners.
Worse than forelgners: emnemles, Carpetbeggers., And
it=-the War--still too close for even the ones who
got whipped to be sensible, Stirring up the Negroes
for murder and rape, they called it. Threatening
white supremacy. So I suppose that Colonel Sartoris
was a town hero because he killed with two shots from
the same pistol an o0ld onearmed man and a boy who had
never cast his first vote. Maybe they were right, I
dont know.".,."Just when do men that have different
blood in them stop hating one another?" [saidlﬂoe
Christmas] "When do they?" Her voice ceased.

Joamna's father had taken her, as a child, to the
graves and made a long impassioned speech to her:

Remember this., Your grandfather and brother are lying
there, murderad not by one white man but by the curse
which God put on a whole race before your grandfather
or your brother or me or you were even thought of, A
race doomed and cursed to be forever and ever a part of
the whlte race's doom and curse for its sins. Remember
that. H1ls doom and hils curse, Forever and ever....
The curse of every white child that was ever gorn and
that ever will be born., HNone can escape 1z, 1

His words stamped a deep lmpression upon the young girl who
already had been well indoctrinated with a zeal to do

U1v1d., p. 218.  15Ibid., p. 221.
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something for those for whom she felt responsibilities. The

image of the white-Negro relationship was stark and naked to

her.,

She had seen and known Negroes all her 1life.

I just looked at them as I did at ralmn, or furniture,
or food or sleep. But after that [her father's words]
I seemed to see them for the first time, not as people,
but as a thing, a shadow in which I lived, we llved

all white people, all other people. I thought of all
the other children coming forever and ever into the
world, white, with the black shadow already falling
upon them even before they drew breath, And I seemed
to see the black shadow in the shape of a cross. And
it seemed 1like the whilte bables were struggling even
before they drew breath, to escape from the shadow that
was not only upon them but beneath them too, flung out
as thelr arms were flung out, as if they were nailed to
the cross. I saw all the 1iftle bables that would ever
be in the world, the ones not yet even born--a long line
of them with their arms spread, on the black crosses,

I couldn't tell then whether I saw it or dreamed it,
But 1t was terrible te me. I cried at night. At last
I told father, tried to tell him. What I wanted to tell
him was that I must escape, get away from under the
shadow, or I would die, "You eannot," he sald. "You
mast s%ruggle, rise. But in order to rise, you must
ralse the shadow with you. But you can never 1lift 1t
to your level. 1 see that now, which I did not see
until I came down here, But escape 1t you cannot. The
curse of the black race is God's curse, But the curse
of the white race is the black man who will be_forever
God's chosen own because He first cursed Him."

Exeept in her physically misguided behavior with Joe

Christmas, Joanna Burden--and Faulkner takes extrere satls-

fact

ion in the aptness of the surname he has glven her--was

literally carrylng her share of the cross which she had

accepted, a responsibllity to help the Negro race. Her love

101p1d., pp. 221-222.
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was possessive. Unwisely she tried to force on Christmas
obligations similar to those she had accepted, including
becoming educated and representing his people, something
between a lawyer and a missionary. She was cursed with her
own fanatieism and could no more escape her obsession with
the Negro than could Christmas, She had assumed that he was
part Negro, Early in her associlatlon with him she had asked:

"You dont have any idea who your parents wore? coe

"Except that one of them was part nigger."...

"How do you know thatt"

He didnt answer for a time. Then he said: "I dont
know it.". Again his volce ceased;...[it] now had an
overtone, unmirthful yet quizzieal at once humorless
and sardonio: ;f I'm not, dammed’ if I haven't wasted
a lot of time,"l

"She shouldn't have prayed over me," was Joe's only comment
and justification for killing her and thus destroying the
thing she was doing to him; he felt no guilt.

Miss Burden was aware of the uselessness of wars to
settle problems, just as she was conscious that her own
family's methods were not fully acceptable, As she explained
to Jos Christmas:

It [the War] was all over then. The kllling in uniform
and with flags, and the killing without uniforms and
flags, And none of 1t doing any good., None of it.

And we were foreigners, strangers, that thought differ-
ently from the people whose country we had come into

without being asked or wanted....[My Ffather was enough
French] to respect anybody's love for the land where

17m14., pp. 222-223.
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he and his people were born and to understand that a
man would have to act aiathe land where he was born
had tralned him to aect.

Although Faulkner does not hesitate to imply the
wrongness of foreceful Interference and unwarranted violence,
he does plece, 1n the depths of the original purpose, the
seeds of the Christian doctrine of men's humanity to man.
Miss Burden, "Doe" Hlnes, Calvin McEachern, and others were
all trying to lmprove the world, but their methods were
wrong., BEven Grimm was well-intentioned in his effort to
wipe out an evil. It 1a the misgulded and sanctimonious
diligence of a few individuals that ultimately leads to more
corruption and confusion--acts of violence and repayment in
more violence, with little gained in the end. All of these
themes are advanced in Light in August by both the blacks
and the whites: sometlimes in a deliberate act with a deeply
hidden reason, as with Christmas' murder of Miss Burden;
sometimes In spontaneous violence, as Grimm's brutal muti-
lating just to teach a man he had already killed "to let
white women alone, even in hell,"19

Joe Christmasa' flight after Joanna'a murder is ‘
deliberate, as if he had done something whic¢h had to be
done and he had not yet realized the consequences, He

believed "with calm paradox that he was the volitionless

18 1
1d., p. 223. 9Ibid., p. LO7.
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servant of the fatality in which he did not belleve. Iie
was saying to himself, 'I had toc do 1t'."2° When a message
comes to the sheriff that a white man had disrupted a Negro
revival meeting by cursing from the pulpit and fighting
viciously all who tried to hold him, the bloodhounds almost
track him down, for Joe 1s now beginning to run, not from
any one thing, least of all his own consclence, but from
what he cannot understand about himself. The posse found
where he had traded his shoes Tor a pair of brogans worn by
a Negro womsn, the fugitive trying to throw the pursuers
off his track but at the same time making one more attempt
to walk, not as a white man, but as a Negro. As he paused
to lace up his shoes

It seemed to him that he could see himself hunted
by white men at last into an abyss which had been wait-
ing, trying for thirty years to drown him, and to which
now and at last he had actually entered, boaring now
upon his ankles the definite and ineradicable gauge of
its upward moving. "That [peacefulness] was all I
wanted," he thinks iIn a quiet and slow amazement.

"That was all, for thirty years,"__That didn't seem a
whole lot to ask in thirty yeara.21

Time becomes a hazy thing and hunger acute, but when

he stops at a cablin, it seems lmportant to him to ask "Can
you tell me what day this is? I just want to know what day

this 15."22 When he runs to the peint of exhaustion and asks

201p1d., pp. 2hh-245. 2l1pid., p. 289.
221b1d., p. 290.
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for food at a Negro ecabin, he is sickeningly aware that
"they were afraild. Of their brother afreid."?3 He knows
that any one of a dozen persons could have captured him, but
that they all "started running themselves" as if, he thinks,
"there 1s a rule to catch me by, and to capture me that way

would not be like the rule says."au Finally, having lost

account of time and distance, and with only the need to stop
running left to him, he sees Mottstown.

Looking he can see the smoke low in the sky, beyond
an imperceptible corner; he is entering again the
street he has run for thirty years. It had been a
paved street where golng should be fast., It had made
a circle and he was still inside it. Though during
the past seven days he has had no paved street, yet he
has travelled farther than in all the thirty years
before, And yet he is still inside the circle. "And
yet I have been farther in these seven days than in ell
the thirty years," he thinks, "But I have never got
outside the circie. I have never broken out of the ring
of what I have already done and cannot ever undo," he
thinks quietly,...before him the shoes, the black shoes
smelling of Negroj; that mark on his ankles the gauge
definite and ineradicable of the black tide creeping
up his legs, moving from his feet upward as death movea.zs

In the town he gets a shave and a clean shirt, then
walks the streets until a surprised citlzen recognizes him
and he is put in jall, an independent belng whom society has
recognized as an indivlidual., His captors are more angry

than pleased because Joe Christmas

231bid., p. 293.  2UIpid., p. 294
251pb1d., pp. 296-297.
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.ssnover did anything., He never ascted like either a
nigger or a white man, That was 1t. That was what
made folks so mad. For him to be a mnurderer and all
dressed up and walking the town like he never dared
them to toueh him, when he cught to have been skulking
and hiding in the woods, muddy and dirty and running.
It was like he pover knew he was a murderer, let alone
a nigger too,"2
Christmas has been a symbol of flight, and has beccme
the symbol of the end of man's running, a dignified end
rather than one of confusion, 1In his capture he attains a
moment of selfhood, forerumner of the martyrdom that awalts
him; and martyrdom it 1s, rather than punishment, Because
he does rot know who he is he c¢ammot locate the source of
his misery in either the white race or the black. Hls pur-
suers do not know; they are only striking out at "Negro,"
representing either the white man's guilt or hils fear. In
1ts most bestial moments the mob has found someone to
"erucify,” and the irony is that the act will be done as much
in anger at themselves for being disturbed in their own con-
sciences as in punishment for a crime.
Lawyer Gavin Stevens interprets the confllet that
kept Joe Christmas running for thirty years, from the time
the little three-year-old boy in an orphanage was aware of

his aloneness and differences

« « « It was not alone those thirty years...but all the
successlons of thirty years before that whieh had put a

201b1d., pp. 306-307.
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stain on his white blood or his black blood, whichever
you will, and which killed him, But he must have run
with believing for awhile; anyway with hope. But his
blood would not be quiet, let him save it. It would

not be elther one or the other and let his body save
itself’, Because the black blood drove him first to

the Negro cabin, And then the white blood drove him

out of there, as it was the black blood which made him
snateh up the plstol and the white blood whieh would
not let him fire 1t. And it was the white bloed which
sent him to the minister, which rising in him for the
last and final time, sent him against all reasocn and
reality....Then I believe the white blood deserted him
for a moment. Just a second, a flicker, allowing the
black to rise In its final moment and make him turn
upon that on whlech he had postulated his hope of salva~-
tion. It wes his black bloed which swept him by his

own desire beyond the ald of any man, swept him up into
that ecstacy out of a black jungle where life has already
ceased before the heart stops and death 1s deslre snd
fulfillment. And then the black blood Tailed him again,
as it must have in c¢rises all his 1ife. He did not

k1lll the minlster. He merely struck him with the plstol
and ran on and crouched behind the overturned table and
let them shoot him 5? death, with that loaded and unfired
pistol in his hand,

It was Percy Grimm, another self-styled desfender of
the white race agalnst the evils of the Negro (here again
Faulkner has the deft, artistie touch in & name that lmplies
an epithet) who emptied his automatle's magazine into the
table, then rushed toward the vietlim, Hils Nazl-inspired
deed of killing and mutllation done, he sprang back while
Joe Christmas did not move,

-

« » « Ho just lay there, with his eyes open and empty
of everything save comsciouaness, and with something,
& shadow about his mouth. For a long moment he looked

2TIbid., pp. 393=-394.
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up at them with peaceful and unfathomable and
unbearable eyes. Then his face, body, all seemed to
collapse, to fall in upon itself, . . . [and] the
man seemed to rise socaring into their memoriles for-
ever and ever,

Thus, in a deed so vile, the reader sees a tragile
moment of Aristotelian catharsis as he feels, with the dying
man, a final peace and tranquillty in acceptance. Joe
Christmas had been crucified, not alone for an act of pre-
meditated violence, but for something which he could not
understand, but tarough which he endured to show othsrs a
light they should not lose in

« «» «» Whatever peaceful valleys, beside whatever placid
and reassuring streams of old age, in the mirroring
faces of whatever children they will contemplate old
disasters end newer hopes. It will be there, musing,
quiet, steadfast, not fading, and not particularly
threa%ful, but of étself alone and serene, of itself
alone triumphant.2

This is the "Light" in an "August" of the end of
man's brilliant and seething growing days. Malcolm Cowley
wishes to Interpret the novel's title in the purely basie
relation it has to the vehlele plct of Lena Grove's earthi-

ness.3° However 1t eppears to have had to Faullkmer a more

281pid., p. L4O7. 291hid. .

3quwley, The Portable Faulkner, op. cit., p. 653.
"Incidentally the tltle of the novel has nothing to do with
August sunlight; it refers to Lena Grove and her baby. In
the Mississippl backwoods, it 1s sometimes said of a preg-
nant woman, but more often of a cow or mare, that she willl
be light in August.”
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symbolic meaning and refers to a social problem of wide
scope, proving, as he said in the Nobel speech, that 1t 1s
the writert's duty to "remind him [the reader] of the courage
and honor and hope and pride and compassion and pity and
sacrifice which have been the glory of the past."3l Alfred
Kazin says that the book has a "stlllness," that it 1s
"ocuriously soundless for it 1s full of people thinking to
themselves about the past."32

Joe Chrirtras was as obsessed with the stain on his
heritage as Aylmer with the blemish on his wifets face in
Hawthorne's short story, "The Birthmark." He could not face
the burden of being a human being and went about trying to
erase the staln with relentless fury. Melville's Ahab was
seeking a whiteness, a purity, in the great white whale,
and 1t, too, was hls Hemesls., The "Moment of Truth" is all
the matador seeks. A search for something very preclous
absorbs most men's minds, whether for a lifetime or for jJust
an hour,

Faulkner has made Licht in August a strong plea for

a better understanding of the causes for the rebellion of a

minority race. Byron Bunch, who ties the threads of the

31Fau1kner, "Nobel Speech," loc. cit.

32p17red Kaezln, "Stillness of Light in August " op.
elt., p. 527.
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plot together very subtly, puts the philoscphy of the novel

into simple language in two comments:

« « there is a price for being good the same as for
being bad; a cost to pay. And it's the gocd men that
cant deny the bill when it come around, They cant
deny it for the reason that there aint any way to make
them pay for it, like a honest man that gambles., The
bad men cant deny it; thatt's why dont ncbody expect them
to pay on sight or any time. But the good cant. 33
it takes longer to pay for being good than being bad,

.- ox - 1t seems like a man can Just about bear anything
He can even besr what he never done, He can esven bear
the thinking bhow some thipngs is jus=t mors than he can

bear, He can even bear it that if he could just give

down and cry, he wouldn't do it, He can even bear 1t

not to look back, evep when he knows that looking back
wont do him any good,

Light in August is a tragic vision of a man of an

Inescapeble dual nature in a world in which there 1ls a mix-
ture of good and evil, the vlsion of a zort of cross that
mankind has to bear and that no individual can csrry alone.
Whether "Negro" represents the white man's guilt or hils fear,
he 1s always a thought In the white man's mind--in the South,
an obsession, seen both &as the cause and the image of gullt.
Miss Burden and "Doc" Hines paradoxically appear "falr, "

but their possessivensss in the forms of conselence and
hatred make them "evil." Christmas, on the other hand, is
"evil" by all civillzed standerds, but he is "fair" in that

Miss Burden and "Doe" Hines, not he, were responsible for

33Fau1kner, Light in August, op. cit., p. 34l.
3hrpid., p. 371.
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his being the manner of man he was, Joe Christmas is not
only the Incarnatlon of the race problem, but of the condi-

tion of man.



CHAPTER V
A PARTTIAL ANSWER

Through his fletion Willilam Faulkner appears to be
asking three hypothetical questlons: What 1s endurance? Is
endurance the same as freedom? How can any race, sny indi-
vidual, endure?

The answers to such questions can at best be only
relative because tkey can never have the rigldity of a four-
plus-four-equals-six result, They deal not wlth concrete
matters but pertain te time and distance and conditien and
mind. Any 2nswer can only come out of the sineere and
investigative thinking of those who are willing to pose
additional and perhaps more complicated guestions to untangle

the perplexing original inquiriss.
Some Endure; A4 Few Frevail

Faulkmer habitually sets a sociologzical rather than
a personal pattern for his characters so that the reader
identifies himself more with causes and effects than with
portraiture and plot, He seesz the young gemneration, con-
fused, rootless, desperately searching for some tradition
that might bring order, He knows how to evoke for his readers
a vivid world of people and events; and because of his con-

centration on a small geographical area, he gives to its
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fietional history an air of reality as well as of representa-
tive importance, The decadence of Southern character and
soclety fellowing the Civil War, the Infiltration and abuse
of both well-intentioned and material-mlnded Northerners,
and the ebb-and-flow of racial interrelatlons are themes
that give his writings substance as social documents.

However, Faulkmer makes no pretense of writing for
wide circulation--he appeared even a little embarrassed at

the success of 3Sanctua which he said was a "cheap idea,

»
dellberately conceived te make monay.“l His goal, he spid,
was "to become admired by the discriminating few in the

hope that their taste eventually would form the taste of the
intelligent meny,"2 It is this "intelligent many” who, with
materials lald before them, should be the ones to appreciate
the "courage and honor and hope and pride and compassicn and
pity and sacrifice which have gone intec the making of the

past“3 and which mast be saved or renewed or built anew,

In the three novels here considered, The Sound and

the Fury, Intruder in the Dust, and Ligbt in August, there

is an immense amount of ocbservation and comment ranging from

lRrobert Coughlin, The Frivate World of Willism Faulkner
(New York: Harper and Bros., 1954), p. .

2Ibid., p. T76.
3Paulkner, "Acceptance Speech," loc. cit.
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dialogue to deseription to soliloquy. Although Faulkner has
Jjokingly said "I'm not responsible for the statements of my
characters or for anything lost or found in the pages of my
books,'u it 1is unlikely that he would have spent a2 lifetime
writing fiction that had no significance to him,

It 1s searcely falr to an author for a critic teo plek
up bodily three pleces of writing and =ay "This is IT"1 It
is much more falr to the writer for the eritic te see i the
themes thet ere uppermost 1n his representative novels are
more cor leas inhersnt in his entire works., The questions of
endurence and freedom in relation to individusls and scclety
are as recurrent in William Faulkmer's novels and short
stories as are his reverence for the past, his feeling for
the power and glory of the land itself, the warmth of famlly
ties and brotherly affection, and the various gradations
between "good"™ and "evil,"

One of his highly significant accomrlishments 1ies in
his handling of the Negro charaecter to 1llustrete the value
of endurance and freedom. The Negre in America has always
lived in 2 white-contreclled soclety; but how he has iilved
and how the majority race lives with and around him are
issues of growing importance. Faullmer has no snswers to

the preoblem of integration, nor does he comsider it in his

MCOughlin, The Private World, op. cit., p. 89.
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fiction. He strongly indicates the theory of determinism
--that all men, but particularly those of a race that has a
"stain on either its white blood or 1ts black blood, which-
ever you will," are determined by birth into certain
patterns. The whole human race cannot escape either the
best or the worst in mankind, and it is those individuals in
whom there 1s a mingling of strains who aro most apt to
rebel or be misunderstood. If their choice of the best or
the worst is not wise or proves inescapable, there will be
both violence and suffering. These things Faulkner has
shown in the characters of Dilsey, Lucas Beauchamp, and Joe
Christmas as they become focal points for the action of the
white characters in the three novels.

The Wegro as a domestic 1s also seen briefly in some
of the Sartoris stories--in the faithful manservant in "A
Rose for Emily," and Molly in "Go Down, Moses." Like Dilsey,
they have little quarrel with their lot, have a religion to
uphold them, and are unquestionably loyal to thelr masters
or employers. The quality of endurance has more to do with
their own attitude of social acceptance than with any gques-
tion of their blood lines; and their worth comes primarily
because they are able to hold together the white folks who
have become weak through some abuse of thelr faculties,

Ringo, Bayard's companion in The Unvanquished, 1s loyal and

intelligent, and in some ways more admirable than Bayard.
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Loosh, on the other hand, who wants to be "free" and help
the Yankees, has not the strength of endurance.
No Negro character 1n Faulkner's flection, even Joe
Christmas, 1s morally less admirable than Nancy Mannlngoe,

the maid in Requiem for a Nun. Yet 1t is her killing of a

little child thet promises to make Temple Drake and her
husband more reputable members of soclety; otherwise her
sacrifice would have been in vain, Another killer, Butch
Beauchamp, graendson of Molly and Lucas, turns from the
steadying influence of the old people in "Go Down, Moses,6"
wallows in "freedom" 1n Chicago's "black belt," and ends wup
in the electric chalr,

Although Feulkner makes the primitive Indlan-Negro
en almost perfect blologlcal specimen, the complete blend of
man and the land 1tself, he shows that he endures only as
the strong spirit of man, uncorrupted, Sam Fathers of
"The Bear" has, over the years, proved to be the master of
himself and hils temptations, but he has done it away from
crowds, in the untamed wllderness, He has the same virtues
as the bear, 0ld Ben; both are patriarchs of the forests,
ldeals antedating civilization, tlimeless, living a ritual
pattern of behavior., Boon, the half-breed, Lion, the mongrel
dog, and Ike, the white boy, are influenced by the courage,
pride, and humility of the old man. Sam Fathers dles and

leaves nothing to endure except in the memories of Ike
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MeCaslin, It is prophetiec that with the death of the "kings"
of the open spaces, the new settlers should move in and the
land be violated by the cruelty and materialism of civiliza-
tion.

The Negro characters in Absalom, Absalom! are a part

of the countless race of halfbreeds whom the raclal strains
pull asunder 1in varying degrees. Faullkner seems to be Tilled
with loathing in thils novel because so much 1s cruel and
ugly and hopeless and perverse. None endure, except in the
pessimistic--or optimistic~--Northernert's attitude that in a
few thousand years all will have levelled off.

As to freedom, Faulkner's implications are that legal
freedom and individual freedom are antipodal, that those who
are tled closest as "brothers" are in the long run the most
free, Freedom is not so much a matter of no physical
restrictions as 1t 1s an inner release of restricting atti-
tudes. Freedom and endurance are almost synonymous; at
least, in order to endure one must be free, and to be free
is the most desirable condition of mankind, The Lucas
Beauchamps who comé to grips with the world are more free
in prison than the Quentin Compsons at the university who
are tied to their guilts and conseciences,

Historically, Faulkner views the origin of the
South's Negro problem as the result of an empty legal

emancipation; there still remains the problem of freeing
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the Negro from his environment and the white prejudices,
There are personal trials that the whites face, as 1llustrated
in Jason IV "freeing the Compsons from the niggers." Faulkner
does not idealize the South in its lingering legends, but
suggests that the magnitude of the sin of slavery and the
need for explation are both current and demanding. The mere
words, "I have no prejudices,” are an admission that there
is an obligation only partly met.

The South has inherited the violence of its whole
history. Changes and adjustments to meet today's situations
are destined to come slowly., It is still less than a
hundred years sinece the Clivil War, and both whites and
Negroes are living together in prolonged uneasiness. The
Negro 1s the gauge of moral conduct in the South; and though
he may have been abused and exploited, it is his obligation,
as well as that of the majJority race, to settle the scores
fairly. The public's admission that there 1s & problem may
be the opening wedge.

Faulkner makes no such bald statements as these,
but his characters indicate that this is what he may think,
and the whole range of Southern socisty 1s very close to his
heart. The Dilseys must do more than serve and endure; they
must advance economically and intellectually, and so prevail.
The Lucas Beauchemps must continue their independence and

pride and endurance, but they must be willing to accept help
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and advice and so galn the valued qualities of contentment
and respect without the arroganece; then they, too, will
prevall. The Joe Christmases will need great help and under-
standing from both races, for thelrs is the most explesilve
plight, They willl have to be accepted for thelr own worthj;
then somehow they will have te learn or be taught that "good"
and "bad" are not wholly determinative; that man may be set
in a pattern, but only a pattern, not a mold. An ldealistie
view of a "one world" attitude within one section of a coun-
try 1s not without possibilities for those of any race 1if
they put their minds to 1it,

To Lift Men's Hearts

Feulkner would be the last to set down rules or answer
rhetoriecal questions, After all, he 1s only a writer of
fietion, albelt an immensely lmmaeginative and poetle onme.

He intends to ask no questions; he proposes to make no answers.
But he declarss, in the preface to the Faulkner Header, and
his fietion seems to bear him out, that literary men have a

dedication to meet:

To uplift men's hearts; the same for all of us; for
the ones who are trying to be artlsts, the ones who are
trying to write for simple entertainment, the ones who
wrlte to shock, and the ones who are simply escaping
themselves and thelr own private anguishes,

Some of us dont know that this 1s what we are writing
for. Some of us will know 1t end deny 1t, lest we be
accused and self-convicted and condemmed for sentimentality,



99

whiech people nowadays for some reason are ashamed to be
tainted with; some of us seem to have curlous ldeas of
just where the heart is, confusing 1t with other and
baser glands and organs and activities., But we all
write for ome purpose,

This does not mean that we are trying to change man,
improve him, though there is hope~--maybe even intention
of some of us....

So he who, from the 1solation of cold impersonal
print can engender excitement, himself partakes of the
immortality he has engendered, Some day he willl be no
more, whlech will not matter then, because 1isolated and
itself invulnerable in the cold print remains that which
is capable of engendering still the old deathless excite-
ment 1In the hearts and glands whose owners and custodians
are generatlions from even the alr breathed and anguished
iny if 1t was capable once, he knows that 1t will be
capable and potent still 1 after there remains of him
only a dead and fading name.

The eritiec of William Faulkner's work must not forget
that he is dealing with a novellst with strong ethlecal pre-
conceptiona. His fietional characters come alive when strong
social interpretations are put upon thelr actlions. It is
both satisfying and a 1little surprising to find that the
fictlonist has a dedicatlion to his reading publle and that
he feels it his duty

« « » to write about the things that help man endure
by 1lifting his heart, by reminding him of the courage
and honor and hope and pride and compassion, and pity
and sacrifice which have been the glory of the past,
The poet's voice need not be merely the record of man,

it can bg cne of the props, the pillars to help him
prevail,

hFaulkner, "Foreword,“ Faullmer Reader (New York:
Random House, 1954), pp. ix-xi,

SFaulkner, "Nobel Spsech," loe. cit.
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Although by many eritics Faullimer 1s considered a

pessimist in his ultimate expression of despalr through such
characters as Joe Christmas, still there 1s, beyond a doubt,
a great and glowlng optimism. As long as there 1s the
quality of endurance and the love of freedom in the hearts
of a large segment of soclety, there 1s hope that freedom and
humanity will prevail. It does not seem mere chance that
the titles of all of Faulkner's fiction have confident over-
tones and thet three of his greatest novels are named sig-

nificantly. The Sound and the Fury indlcates that even though

there is much confusion, man can understand his past, present,
and future if he determines to do so, Intruder in the Dust
shows that the slements of evil can be eliminated if man
wishes to meke improvements., Most hopefully, Light in
August proves that lmowledge and maturity are undeniably
opposed to ignorance and misunderstanding.

Thus, William Feulkner satisfactorily sets a standard
of measurement for man's actlons, and hopefully views the

future in the light of man's potential guality of endurance,
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