Ch uc k . Ch uc k . C hu ck .
A Wor k b y Im me diat e M ediu m
Dire c ted /A dap ted b y J . J. Lin d

This adaptation of Faulkner’s As I Lay Dying is a reconfiguration of his original text.
No new language (outside of stage direction) has been added.
1. The B undr en s
Darl , Chu ck.Ch uck.Chu ck.
DARL: Jewel and I come up from the field, following the path in single file. Although I am fifteen feet ahead of
him, anyone watching us from the cottonhouse can see Jewel's frayed and broken straw hat a full head above
my own.
Jewel stops at the spring and takes the gourd from the willow branch and drinks. I pass him and mount the
path, beginning to hear Cash's saw.
When I reach the top he has quit sawing. Standing in a litter of chips, he is fitting two of the boards together.
Between the shadow spaces they are yellow as gold, like soft gold, bearing on their flanks in smooth
undulations the marks of the adze blade: a good carpenter, Cash is. He holds the two planks on the trestle,
fitted along the edges in a quarter of the finished box. He kneels and squints along the edge of them, then he
lowers them and takes up the adze. A good carpenter. Addie Bundren could not want a better one, better box
to lie in. It will give her confidence and comfort. I go on to the house, followed by the
[VIDEO] Chuck.

Chuck.

Chuck.

of the adze.
Darl , Water fro m a G ourd
ANSE: Where's Jewel?
DARL: When I was a boy I first learned how much better water tastes when it has set a while in a cedar
bucket. Warmish-cool, with a faint taste like the hot July wind in cedar trees smells. It has to set at least six
hours, and be drunk from a gourd. Water should never be drunk from metal.
And at night it is better still. I used to lie on the pallet in the hall, waiting until I could hear them all asleep, so I
could get up and go back to the bucket. It would be black, the shelf black, the still surface of the water a round
orifice in nothingness, where before I stirred it awake with the dipper I could see maybe a star or two in the
bucket, and maybe in the dipper a star or two before I drank. After that I was bigger, older. Then I would wait
until they all went to sleep so I could lie with my shirt-tail up, hearing them asleep, feeling myself without
touching myself, feeling the cool silence blowing upon my parts and wondering if Cash was yonder in the
darkness doing it too, had been doing it perhaps for the last two years before I could have wanted to or could
have.
Darl , Three Dollar s
ANSE: Where's Jewel?
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DARL: There is no sweat stain on his shirt. I have never seen a sweat stain on his shirt. He was sick once from
working in the sun when he was twenty-two years old, and he tells people that if he ever sweats, he will die. I
suppose he believes it.
VERNON: You ready?
DARL: Wait. [EIGHT COUNT OF SOUNDSCAPE] (CORA: The quilt is drawn up to her chin, hot as it is, with
only her two hands and her face outside)
ANSE: I mislike undecision as much as ere a man
DARL: It means three dollars.
ANSE: But if she dont last until you get back, she will be disappointed. [FOUR COUNT] (CORA: But the
everlasting and eternal grace is not upon her)
DARL: But it will rain before morning.
ANSE: She's counted on it. She'll want to start right away. I know her. I promised her I'd keep the team here
and ready, and she's counting on it.
DARL: We'll need that three dollars then, sure. [EIGHT COUNT] (CORA: You can see that girl's washing and
ironing iin the pillow-slip, if ironed it ever was...CORA CONTINUES, BACKGROUND)
DARL: You'd better make up your mind soon, so we can get there and get a load on before dark.
JEWEL: Ma aint that sick. Shut up, Darl.
VERNON: That's right. She seems more like herself today than she has in a week. Time you and Jewel get
back, she'll be setting up.
JEWEL: You ought to know. You been here often enough looking at her. You or your folks.
ANSE: Shut up, Jewel. [FOUR COUNT] (CORA background chatter: Maybe it will reveal her blindness to her,
laying there at the mercy and the ministration of four men and a tom-boy girl. They turned out real nice, but not
like the cakes Addie used to bake...)
DARL: You could borrow the loan of Vernon's team and we could catch up with you. If she didn't wait for us.
JEWEL: Ah, shut your goddamn mouth.
ANSE: She'll want to go in ourn.
[FOUR COUNT/CORA: "There's not a woman in this section could ever bake with Addie Bundren" ALOUD]
ANSE: Dont ere a man mislike it more.
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(CORA, BACKGROUND CHATTER: First thing we know, she'll be up and baking again, and then we won't
have any sale of ours at all. I could have used the money real well. But it's not like they cost me anything
except the baking. It's not anybody can eat their mistakes, I can tell him....Her necklace looks real nice with her
red hat)
JEWEL: It's laying there, watching Cash whittle on that damn…
ANSE: She wanted that like she wants to go in our own wagon. She'll rest easier for knowing it's a good one,
and private. She was ever a private woman. You know it well.
JEWEL: Then let it be private. But how the hell can you expect it to be–
VERNON: Sho, she'll hold on till it's finished. She'll hold on till everything's ready, till her own good time. And
with the roads like they are now, it wont take you no time to get her to town.
ANSE: It's fixing up to rain. I am a luckless man. I have ever
been.
[FOUR COUNTS/CORA: You'd think it only cost twenty-five cents...]
(CORA, BACKGROUND CHATTER: They turned out real nice, but not like the cakes Addie used to bake. You
can see that girl's washing and ironing in the pillow-slip, if ironed it ever was. Maybe it will reveal her blindness
to her, laying there at the mercy and the ministration of four men and a tom-boy girl. There's not a woman in
this section could ever bake with Addie Bundren, I say. fi9rst thing we know she'll be up and baking again and
then we wont have any sale for ours at all.
ANSE: It's that durn doctor, liable to come at any time. I couldn't get word to him till so late. If he was to come
tomorrow and tell her the time was nigh, she wouldn't wait, I know her. Wagon or no wagon, she wouldn't wait.
Then she'd be upset, and I wouldn't upset her for the living world. With that family burying-ground in Jefferson
and them of her blood waiting for her there, she'll be impatient. I promised my word me and the boys would get
her there quick as mules could walk it, so she could rest quiet.
[FOUR COUNTS/CORA: Under the quilt, she makes no more of a hump than a rail would]
(CORA, BACKGROUND CHATTER: and the only way you can tell she is breathing is by the sound of the
mattress shucks. Even the hair at her cheek does not move, even with that girl standing right over her, fanning
her with the fan. While we watch she swaps the fan to the other hand without stopping it. We can hear the saw
in the board...
ANSE: No man ever misliked it more.
JEWEL: If everybody wasn't burning hell to get her there. With Cash all day long right under the window,
hammering and sawing at that--
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ANSE: It was her wish. You got no affection nor gentleness for her. You never had. We would be beholden to
no man, me and her. We have never yet been, and she will rest quieter for knowing it and that it was her own
blood sawed out the boards and drove the nails. She was ever one to clean up after herself.
DARL: It means three dollars. Do you want us to go, or not?
[FOUR COUNTS/CORA: When she finds me watching, her eyes go blank]
DARL: We’ll be back by tomorrow sundown.
ANSE: Well...
JEWEL: Come on.
ANSE: By sundown, now. I would not keep her waiting.
DEWEY DELL: The first time me and Lafe picked on down the row.[PAUSE.]
CORA: It was the sweetest thing I ever saw.
DEWEY DELL: Pa dassent sweat because he will
catch his death from the sickness so everybody that
comes to help us. And Jewel dont care about anything
he is not kin to us in caring, not care-kin. And Cash
like sawing the long hot sad yellow days up into planks
and nailing them to something.

CORA: It was like he knew he would never see her
again, that Anse Bundren was driving him from his
mother's death bed, never to see her in this world
again. I always said Darl was different from those
others. I always said he was the only one of them that
had his mother's nature, had any natural affection. Not
that Jewel, the one she labored so to bear...

And pa thinks because neighbors will always treat one
another that way because he has always been too
busy letting neighbors do for him to find out. And I did
not think that Darl would, that sits at the supper table
with his eyes gone further than the food and the lamp,
full of the land dug out of his skull and the holes filled
with distance beyond the land. [PAUSE]

Addie Bundren, dying alone, hiding her pride and her
broken heart. Lying there with her head propped up so
she could watch Cash building the coffin, having to
watch him so he would not skimp on it, like as not, with
those men not worrying about anything except if there
was time to earn another three dollars before the rain.
CORA: [ALONE] Except Darl.

DEWEY DELL: [ALONE] We picked on down the
row...
DEWEY DELL: [CORA CONTINUES SPEAKING,
OVERLAPPING] the woods getting closer and closer
and the secret shade, picking on into the secret shade
with my sack and Lafe's sack. Because I said will I or
wont I when the sack was half full because I said if the
sack is full when we get to the woods it wont be me. I
said if it dont mean for me to do it the sack will not be
full and I will turn up the next row but if the sack is full,

It was the sweetest thing I ever saw. It was Darl.
Sometimes I lose faith in human nature for a time; I
am assailed by doubt. But always the Lord restores
my faith and reveals to me His Bounteous love for His
creatures. I have tried to live right in the sight of God
and man, for the honor and comfort of my Christian
husband and the love and respoct of my Christian
children...Not Jewel, the one she had always
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I cannot help it. It will be that I had to do it all the time
and I cannot help it. And we picked on toward the
secret shade and our eyes would drown together
touching on his hands and my hands and I didn't say
anything. [PAUSE]

cherished, not him. He was after that three extra
dollars. It was Darl, the one that folks say is queer,
lazy, pottering about the place no better than Anse,
with Cash a good carpenter and always more building
than he can get around to, and Jewel always doing
something that made him some money or got him
talked about...
CORA: ...and that near naked girl. [CORA STOPS
ABRUPTLY, AFTER SHE REALIZES FOLKS ARE
LISTENING

DEWEY DELL: What are you doing?
LAFE: I am picking into your sack.
[CORA BEGINS SPEAKING AGAIN, OVERLAPPING
THE FOLLOWING]
DEWEY DELL: And so it was full when we came to the
end of the row and I could not help it. And so it was
because I could not help it. It was then, and then I saw
Darl and he knew. He said he knew without the words
like he told me that ma is going to die without words,
and I knew he knew because if he had said he knew
with the words I would not have believed that he had
been there and saw us. But he said he did know and I
said: Are you going to tell pa are you going to kill him?
Without the words I said it and he said:

CORA: It was Darl. He come to the door and stood
there, looking at his dying mother. He just looked at
her, and I felt the bounteous love of the Lord again
and His mercy. I saw that with Jewel she had just
been pretending, but that it was between her and Darl
that the understanding and the true love was. He just
looked at her, not even coming in where she could see
him and get upset, knowing that Anse was driving him
away and he would never see her again. He said
nothing, just looking at her.

DARL: Why?
DEWEY DELL: without the words. And that's why I can talk to him with knowing with hating because he knows.
"What you want, Darl?"
DARL: She is going to die.
DEWEY DELL: When is she going to die?
DARL: Before we get back.
DEWEY DELL: Then why are you taking Jewel?
DARL: I want him to help me load.

Tull , Vard a man 's Fi sh
VARDAMAN (enters with a huge fish): Hah.

5

TULL: What's that? A hog? [JAW HARP BOING] Where'd you get it?
VARDAMAN: Down to the bridge.
TULL: Are you aiming to leave it laying there?
VARDAMAN: I aim to show it to ma. [JAW HARP BOING] There's company in there.
TULL: Just my folks. They'd enjoy to see it too.
ANSE: You clean that fish.
VARDAMAN: Why can’t Dewey Dell clean it?
ANSE: You clean that fish.
VARDAMAN: Aw, pa. [JAW HARP BOING]
ANSE: You clean it.

Anse, Dur n Th at Road
ANSE: Durn that road. And it fixing to rain, too. I can stand here and same as see it with second-sight, ashutting down behind them like a wall, shutting down betwixt them and my given promise. I do the best I can,
much as I can get my mind on anything, but durn them boys.
A-laying there, right up to my door, where every bad luck that comes and goes is bound to find it. I told Addie it
want any luck living on a road when it come by here, and she said, for the world like a woman,
ADDIE: Get up and move, then.
ANSE: But I told her it want no luck in it, because the Lord put roads for traveling: why He laid them down flat
on the earth. When He aims for something to be always a-moving, He makes it longways, like a road or a
horse or a wagon, but when He aims for something to stay put, He makes it up-and-down ways, like a tree or a
man. And so he never aimed for folks to live on a road, because which gets there first, I says, the road or the
house? Did you ever know Him to set a road down by a house? I says. No you never, I says, because it's
always men cant rest till they gets the house set where everybody that passes in a wagon can spit in the
doorway, keeping the folks restless and wanting to get up and go somewheres else when He aimed for them to
stay put like a tree or a stand of corn. Because if He'd a aimed for man to be always a-moving and going
somewheres else, wouldn't He a put him longways on his belly, like a snake? It stands to reason He would.
Putting it where every bad luck prowling can find it and come straight to my door, charging me taxes on top of
it. Making me pay for Cash having to get them carpenter notions when if it hadn't been no road come there, he
wouldn't a got them; falling off of churches and lifting no hand in six months and me and Addie slaving and aslaving, when there's plenty of sawing; on this place he could do if he's got to saw.
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And Darl too. Talking me out of him, durn them. It aint that I am afraid of work; I always is fed me and mine and
kept a roof above us: it's that they would short-hand me just because he tends to his own business, just
because he's got his eyes full of the land all the time. I says to them, he was all right at first, with his eyes full of
the land, because the land laid up-and-down ways then; it wasn't till that ere road come and switched the land
around longways and his eyes still full of the land, that they begun to threaten me out of him, trying to shorthand me with the law.
Making me pay for it. She was well and hale as ere a woman ever were, except for that road. Just laying down,
resting herself in her own bed, asking naught of none, well and hale as ere a woman ever were, except for that
road.
VARDAMAN: Whew. I'm pure tired.
ANSE: Go wash them hands.
VARDAMAN: It was full of blood and guts as a hog. Pa, is ma sick some more?
ANSE: Go wash them hands.
DARL: It takes two people to make you, and one people to die. That's how the world is going to end.

Je wel , On e Li ck Le ss
JEWEL: It’s because he stays out there, right under the window, hammering and sawing on that goddamn box.
Where she’s got to see him. Where every breath she draws is full of his knocking and sawing where she can
see him saying See. See what a good one I am making for you. I told him to go somewhere else. I said Good
God do you want to see her in it. It’s like when he was a little boy and she says if she had some fertilizer she
would try to raise some flowers and he taken the bread pan and brought it back from the barn full of dung.
And now them others sitting there, like buzzards. Waiting, fanning themselves. Because I said If you wouldn’t
keep on sawing and nailing at it until a man cant sleep even and her hands laying on the quilt like two of them
roots dug up and tried to wash and you couldn’t get them clean. I can see the fan and Dewey Dell’s arm. I said
if you’d just let her alone. Sawing and knocking, and keeping the air always moving so fast on her face that
when you’re tired you cant breathe it, and that goddamn adze going One lick less. One lick less. One lick less
until everybody that passes in the road will have to stop and see it and say what a fine carpenter he is. If it had
just been me when Cash fell off of that church and if it had just been me when pa laid sick with that load of
wood fell on him, it would not be happening with every bastard in the county coming in to stare at her because
if there is a God what the hell is He for. It would just be me and her on a high hill and me rolling the rocks down
the hill at their faces, picking them up and throwing them down the hill faces and teeth and all by God until she
was quiet and not that goddamn adze going One lick less. One lick less and we could be quiet.

Darl , You Wa nt Her To Di e
DARL: "Jewel. Do you know she is going to die, Jewel?" I said to Dewey Dell: "You want her to die so you can
get to town: is that it?" She wouldn't say what we both knew. "The reason you will not say it is, when you say it,
even to yourself, you will know it is true: is that it? But you know it is true now. I can almost tell you the day
when you knew it is true. Why wont you say it, even to yourself?" She will not say it. She just keeps on saying
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DEWEY DELL: Are you going to tell pa? Are you going to kill him?
DARL: You cannot believe it is true because you cannot believe that Dewey Dell, Dewey Dell Bundren, could
have such bad luck: is that it?
The sun, an hour above the horizon, is poised like a bloody egg upon a crest of thunderheads; the light has
turned copper: in the eye portentous, in the nose sulphurous, smelling of lightning. When Peabody comes, they
will have to use the rope. He has pussel-gutted himself eating cold greens. With the rope they will haul him up
the path, balloon-like up the sulphurous air.
Jewel, do you know that Addie Bundren is going to die? Addie Bundren is going to die?
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2. Ma Meet s Her Ma ker
Peab od y, Dea th i s a P hen o men on
PEABODY: The girl is standing by the bed, fanning her. When we enter she turns her head and looks at us.
She has been dead these ten days. I suppose it's having been a part of Anse for so long that she cannot even
make that change, if change it be. I can remember how when I was young I believed death to be a
phenomenon of the body; now I know it to be merely a function of the mind and that of the minds of the ones
who suffer the bereavement. The nihilists say it is the end; the fundamentalists, the beginning; when in reality it
is no more than a single tenant or family moving out of a tenement or a town.
ADDIE: Cash! You, Cash!

Darl , Addi e Bun dren i s De ad
DARL: Pa stands beside the bed. From behind his leg Vardaman peers, with his round head and his eyes
round and his mouth beginning to open. She looks at pa; all her failing life appears to drain into her eyes,
urgent, irremediable.
DD: It’s Jewel she wants.
ANSE: Why, Addie, him and Darl went to make one more load. They thought there was time. That you would
wait for them, and that three dollars and all…
DARL: He stoops, laying his hand on hers. For a while yet she looks at him, without reproach, without
anything at all, as if her eyes alone are listening to the irrevocable cessation of his voice. Then she raises
herself, who has not moved in ten days.
ADDIE: You, Cash. You, Cash!
DARL: She lies back and turns her head without so much as glancing at pa. She looks at Vardaman; her eyes,
the life. In them, rushing suddenly upon them; the two flames glare up for a steady instant. Then they go out as
though someone had leaned down and blown upon them.
DEWEY DELL: Ma, Ma!
[DARL SINGS I’VE BEEN LOVING YOU]
DARL: "Jewel. She is dead, Jewel. Addie Bundren is dead."

De we y Dell , I a m L afe's Gu ts
VARDAMAN: Then I begin to run.
DEWEY DELL: He could do so much for me if he just would. He could do everything for me.
VARDAMAN: Then I begin to cry.
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DEWEY DELL: It's like everything in the world for me is inside a tub full of guts, so that you wonder how there
can be any room in it for anything else very important. He is a big tub of guts and I am a little tub of guts and if
there is not any room for, anything else important in a big tub of guts, how can it be room in a little tub of guts.
But I know it is there because God gave women a sign when something has happened bad.
VARDAMAN: That fat son of a bitch!
DEWEY DELL: It's because I am alone. If I could just feel it, it would be different, because I would not be
alone. But if I were not alone, everybody would know it. And he could do so much for me, and then I would not
be alone. Then I could be all right alone.
VARDAMAN: He kilt her! He kilt her!
DEWEY DELL: I would let him come in between me and Lafe, like Darl came in between me and Lafe, and so
Lafe is alone too. He is Lafe and I am Dewey Dell, and when mother died I had to go beyond and outside of
me and Lafe and Darl to grieve because he could do so much for me and he dont know it. He dont even know
it.
LAFE: I worry more than you do
DEWEY DELL: You dont know what worry is so I cant worry. I try to but I cant think long enough to worry. I
light the kitchen lamp. The fish, cut into jagged pieces, bleeds quietly in the pan.
VARDAMAN: You kilt my ma!
DEWEY DELL: I put it into the cupboard quick, listening into the hall, hearing. It took her ten days to die;
maybe she dont know it is yet. Maybe she wont go until Cash. Or maybe until Jewel.
CASH: Where's Vardaman?
DEWEY DELL: I dont know. I aint seen him.
CASH: Peabody's team run away. See if you can find Vardaman. The horse will let him catch him.
DEWEY DELL: Well. Tell them to come to supper. You come in to supper. Tell him. He could do everything
for me. And he dont know it. He is his guts and I am my guts. And I am Lafe's guts. That's it. I dont see why he
didn't stay in town. We are country people, not as good as town people. I dont see why he didn't.
ANSE: Where's that big fish Bud caught, sister?
DEWEY DELL: I never had no time to cook it.
ANSE: You ought to took time. Where’s Vardaman?
VARDAMAN: I am not crying. I am not anything.
DEWEY DELL: I can’t find him.
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VARDAMAN: You kilt her!
DEWEY DELL: Vardaman.
VARDAMAN: I am not anything. I am quiet.
DEWEY DELL: You, Vardaman. You durn little sneak! You durn little sneak!
VARDAMAN: What? I aint done nothing."
DEWEY DELL: You durn little sneak!
VARDAMAN: I never done it. I never touched them.
DEWEY DELL: What are you doing here? Why didn't you answer when I called you?
VARDAMAN: I aint doing nothing.
DEWEY DELL: You go on to the house and get your supper.
VARDAMAN: You quit now. You leave me be.
DEWEY DELL: What were you doing down here? You didn't come down here to sneak after me?"
VARDAMAN: I never. I never. You quit, now. I didn't even know you was down here. You leave me be.
DEWEY DELL: Go on, now. I done put supper on and I'll be there soon. You better go on before he eats
everything up.
VARDAMAN: He kilt her.
DEWEY DELL: Hush.
VARDAMAN: She never hurt him and he come and kilt her.
DEWEY DELL: Hush. Hush.
VARDAMAN: He kilt her.
DEWEY DELL: You stop it, now. Right this minute. You're fixing to make yourself sick and then you cant go to
town. You go on to the house and eat your supper.
VARDAMAN: I dont want no supper. I dont want to go to town.
DEWEY DELL: We’ll leave you here, then. Lessen you behave, we will leave you.
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CASH: Give me that plank. No; the other one.
PEABODY: Let's eat a snack. It's almost daylight.

Varda m an , Nail Her Up
VARDAMAN: Are you going to nail her up in it, Cash? Cash? Cash?
DEWEY DELL: Beyond the hill sheet-lightning stains upward and fades. The dead air shapes the dead earth in
the dead darkness, further away than seeing shapes the dead earth. It lies dead and warm upon me, touching
me naked through my clothes. I said You dont know what worry is. I dont know what it is. I dont know whether I
am worrying or not. Whether I can or not. I dont know whether I can cry or not. I dont know whether I have tried
to or not. I feel like a wet seed wild in the hot blind earth.
VARDAMAN: Are you going to nail it shut, Cash? Nail it? Nail it?
TULL: It was nigh toward daybreak when we drove the last nail and toted it into the house, where she was
laying on the bed with the window open and the rain blowing on her again.
VARDAMAN: Pa walks around. His shadow walks around, over Cash going up and down above the saw, at
the bleeding plank.
TULL: Twice he did it, and him so dead for sleep that Cora says his face looked like one of these here
Christmas masts that had done been buried a while and then dug up, until at last they put her into it and nailed
it down so he couldn't open the window on her no more.
VARDAMAN: Dewey Dell said we will get some bananas. The train is behind the glass, red on the track. When
it runs the track shines on and off.
TULL: And the next morning they found him in his shirt tail, laying asleep on the floor like a felled steer, and
the top of the box bored clean full of holes and Cash's new auger broke off in the last one. When they taken
the lid off they found that two of them had bored on into her face.
VARDAMAN: Pa said flour and sugar and coffee costs so much. Because I am a country boy because boys in
town. Bicycles. Why do flour and sugar and coffee cost so much when he is a country boy.
DEWEY DELL: Wouldn't you rather have some bananas instead?
VARDAMAN: Bananas are gone, eaten. Gone. When it runs on the track shines again. "Why ain't I a town boy,
pa?" I said. God made me. I did not said to God to made me in the country. If He can make the train, why can't
He make them all in the town because flour and sugar and coffee.
DEWEY DELL: Wouldn't you ruther have bananas?
VARDAMAN: He walks around. His shadow walks around. It was not her. I was there, looking. I saw. I thought
it was her, but it was not. It was not my mother. She went away when the other one laid down in her bed and
drew the quilt up. She went away. "Did she go as far as town?"
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DEWEY DELL: She went farther than town.
VARDAMAN: Did all those rabbits and possums go farther than town? God made the rabbits and possums. He
made the train. Why must He make a different place for them to go if she is just like the rabbit.
Pa walks around. His shadow does. The saw sounds like it is asleep.
And so if Cash nails the box up, she is not a rabbit, and so if she is not a rabbit I couldn't breathe in the crib
and Cash, is going to nail it up. And so if she lets him it is not her. I know. I was there. I saw when it did not be
her. I saw. They think it is and Cash is going to nail it up. It was not her because it was laying right yonder in
the dirt. And now it's all chopped up. I chopped it up. It's laying in the kitchen in the bleeding pan, waiting to be
cooked and et. Then it wasn't and she was, and now it is and she wasn't. And tomorrow it will be cooked and et
and she will be him and pa and Cash and Dewey Dell and there won't be anything in the box and so she can
breathe. It was laying right yonder on the ground.
TULL: If it's a judgment, it aint right. Because the Lord's got more to do than that. He's bound to have. It aint
right. I be durn if it is. Because He said Suffer little children to come unto Me dont make it right, neither.
VARDAMAN: I can get Vernon. He was there and he seen it, and with both of us it will be and then it will not
be.

Ca sh , I Made It on the Be vel
CASH: I made it on the bevel.
1. There is more surface for the nails to grip.
2. There is twice the gripping-surface to each seam.
3. The water will have to seep into it on a slant. Water moves easiest up and down or straight across.
4. In a house people are upright two thirds of the time. So the seams and joints are made up-and-down.
Because the stress is up-and-down.
5. In a bed where people lie down all the time, the joints and seams are made sideways, because the stress is
sideways.
6. Except.
7. A body is not square like a crosstie.
8. Animal magnetism.
9. The animal magnetism of a dead body makes the stress come slanting, so the seams and joints of a coffin
are made on the bevel.
10. You can see by an old grave that the earth sinks down on the bevel.
11. While in a natural hole it sinks by the center, the stress being up-and-down.
12. So I made it on the bevel.
13. It makes a neater job.
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3. Bun dren s Hit the R oad
Tull , Falli ng Folks
LAFE: He better go on and bury her at New Hope. That bridge is old. I wouldn't monkey with it.
CORA: His mind is set on taking her to Jefferson.
LAFE: Then he better get at it soon as he can.
ALL: The Lord giveth.
TULL: The Lord giveth.
SUZIE: Lots of folks has crossed it that wont cross no more bridges.
TULL: It's a fact. It's so.
LAFE: One more aint, no ways. It'd taken them two-three days to got her to town in the wagon. They'd be
gone a week, getting her to Jefferson and back.
SUZIE: What's Anse so itching to take her to Jefferson for, anyway?
TULL: He promised her. She wanted it. She come from there. Her mind was set on it.
LAFE: And Anse is set on it, too.
CORA: Ay. It's like a man that's let everything slide all his life to get set on something that will make the most
trouble for everybody he knows.
TULL: Well, it'll take the Lord to get her over that river now. Anse cant do it.
CORA: And I reckon He will. He's took care of Anse a long time, now.
TULL: It's a fact.
LAFE: Too long to quit now.
CORA: I reckon He's like everybody else around here. He's done it so long now He cant quit.
LAFE: You feeling this weather, aint you?
TULL: A broke bone always feels it. A fellow with a broke bone can tell it a-coming.
LAFE: Lucky Cash got off with just a broke leg. He might have hurt himself bed-rid. How far'd you fall, Cash?
CASH: Twenty-eight foot, four and a half inches, about.
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CORA: A fellow can sho slip quick on wet planks.
TULL: It's too bad. But you couldn't a holp it.
CASH: It's them durn women. I made it to balance with her. I made it to her measure and weight.
TULL: If it takes wet boards for folks to fall, it’s fixing to be lots of falling before this spell is done. You couldn't
have holp it. I dont mind the folks falling. It's the cotton and corn I mind. It's a fact. Washed clean outen the
ground it will be. Seems like something is always happening to it.

It’s a fact. A fellow wouldn't mind seeing it washed up if he could just turn on the rain himself. Who is that man
can do that? Where is the color of his eyes?
You couldn't have holp it.
CASH: It's them durn women.

[In the house the women begin to sing. We hear the first line commence, beginning to swell as they take hold,
and we rise and move toward the door, taking off our hats and throwing our chews away. We do not go in. We
stop at the steps, clumped, holding our hats between our lax hands in front or behind, standing with one foot
advanced and our heads lowered, looking aside, down at our hats in our hands and at the earth or now and
then at the sky and at one another's grave, composed face.
The song ends; the voices quaver away with a rich and dying fall. Whitfield begins. His voice in bigger than
him. It's like they are not the same. It's like he is one, and his voice is one, swimming on two horses side by
side across the ford and coming into the house, the mud-splashed one and the one that never even got Wet,
triumphant and sad. Somebody in the house begins to cry. It sounds like her eyes and her voice were turned
back inside her, listening; we move, shifting to the other leg, meeting one another's eye and making like they
hadn't touched.
Whitfield stops at last. The women sing again. In the thick air it's like their voices come out of the air, flowing
together and on in the sad, comforting tunes, When they cease it's like they hadn't gone away. It's like they had
just disappeared into the air and when we moved we would loose them again out of the air around us, sad and
comforting. Then they finish and we put on our hats, our movements stiff, like we hadn't never wore hats
before. ]
TULL: Wherever she went, she has her reward in being free of Anse Bundren.

She laid there three days in that box, waiting for Darl and Jewel to come clean back home.
ANSE: We'll wait for ourn. She'll want it so. She was ever a particular woman.
TULL: This aint no good day to fish. That slough hadn't had a fish in it never that I knowed. [JAW HARP
BOING] You come on home with us and me and you'll go down to the river first thing in the morning and catch
some fish.
VARDAMAN: It's one in here. Dewey Dell seen it.
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TULL: You come on with us. The river's the best place.
VARDAMAN: It's in here. Dewey Dell seen it. [JAW HARP BOING]

Darl , Darl Ta un ts Je wel
DARL: It's not your horse that's dead, Jewel. See them? But it's not your horse that's dead.
JEWEL: Goddamn you. Goddamn you.
DARL: I cannot love my mother because I have no mother. Jewel's mother is a horse.
JEWEL: Goddamn him. Goddamn him.

Ca sh , Pi ck Up !
CASH: It wont balance. If you want it to tote and ride on a balance, we will have-JEWEL: Pick up. Goddamn you, pick up.
CASH: I'm telling you it wont tote and it wont ride on a balance unless-JEWEL: Pick up! Pick up!, goddamn your thick-nosed soul to hell, pick up!
CASH: It wont balance. If they want it to tote and ride on a balance, they will have...

Darl , Pi ck Up ! II
JEWEL: Pick up! Pick up, goddamn your thick-nosed soul!

Varda m an , Darl i s my Bro th er
VARDAMAN: We are going to town. Dewey Dell says it wont be sold because it belongs to Santa Claus and
he taken it back with him until next Christmas.
ANSE: Jewel. Where you going. You leave that horse here. You leave that horse here. We'll all go in. the
wagon with ma, like she wanted.
VARDAMAN: But my mother is a fish. Vernon seen it. He was there.
DARL: Jewel's mother is a horse.
VARDAMAN: Then mine can be a fish, cant it, Darl? Jewel is my brother. Then mine will have to be a horse,
too.
DARL: Why? If pa is your pa, why does your ma have to be a horse just because Jewel's is?
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VARDAMAN: Why does it? Why does it, Darl? Darl is my brother. Then what is your ma, Darl?
DARL: I haven't got ere one. Because if I had one, it is was. And if it is was, it cant be is. Can it?
VARDAMAN: No.
DARL: Then I am not. Am I?
VARDAMAN: No. I am. Darl is my brother. But you are, Darl.
DARL: I know it. That's why I am not is. Are is too many for one woman to foal.
CASH: I’ll stop at Tull's on the way back. Get on that barn roof.
ANSE: It aint respectful. It's a deliberate flouting of her and of me.
DARL: Do you want him to come all the way back hero and carry them up to Tull's afoot?
ANSE: It aint right. What's that?
DEWEY DELL: Mrs Tull's cakes. I'm taking them to town for her.
ANSE: It aint right. It's a flouting of the dead.
VARDAMAN: It'll be there. It'll be there come Christmas, she says, shining on the track. She says he wont sell
it to no town boys. [EVERYONE DROPS TO GROUND]
DARL: We go on, with a motion so soporific, so dreamlike as to be uninferant of progress, as though time and
not space were decreasing between us and it. New Hope Church. 3 mi. It wheels up like a motionless hand
lifted above the profound desolation of the ocean; beyond it the red road lies like a spoke of which Addie
Bundren is the rim.

Anse, Darl La ugh s
ANSE: I told him not to bring that horse out of respect for his dead ma, because it wouldn't look right, him
prancing along on a durn circus animal and her wanting us all to be in the wagon with her that sprung; from her
flesh and blood, but we hadn't no more than passed Tuffs lane when Darl begun to laugh. Setting: back there
on the plank seat with Cash, with his dead ma laying in her coffin at his feet, laughing. How many times I told
him if s doing such things as that that makes folks talk about him, I dont know. I says I got some regard for
what folks says about my flesh, and blood even if you haven't, even if I have raised such a durn passel of boys,
and when you fixes it so folks can say such about you, it's a reflection on your ma, I says, not me: I am a man
and I can stand it; it's on your womenfolks, your ma and sister that you should care for, and I turned and
looked back at him and him setting there, laughing.
CASH: In a couple of days now it'll be smelling.
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DARL: You might tell Jewel that.
CASH: It aint balanced right for no long ride.
DARL: Tell him that, too.
ANSE: I dont expect you to have no respect for me. But with your own ma not cold in her coffin yet. I done my
best. I tried to do as she would wish it. The Lord will pardon me and excuse the conduct of them He sent me.
And Darl setting on the plank seat right above her where she was laying, laughing.
SAMSON: I notice how it takes a lazy man [ALL STOP CRAWLING], a man that hates moving, to get set on
moving once he does get started off, the same as he was set on staying still, like it aint the moving he hates so
much as the starting and the stopping. Hyah! [ALL BEGIN CRAWLING AGAIN]

Anse, Har d Co untry on Ma n
ANSE: It’s a hard country on man; it's hard. Eight miles of the sweat of his body washed up outen the Lord's
earth, where the Lord Himself told him to put it. Nowhere in this sinful world can a honest, hardworking man
profit. It takes them that runs the stores in the towns, doing no sweating, living off of them that sweats. It aint
the hardworking man, the farmer. [ALL STOP CRAWLING].
Sometimes I wonder why we keep at it. It's because there is a reward for us above, where they cant take their
autos and such. Every man will be equal there and it will be taken from them that have and give to them that
have not by the Lord. Hyah! [ALL START CRAWLING]
But it's a long wait, seems like. It's bad that a fellow must earn the reward of his right-doing by flouting hisself
and his dead. We drove all the rest of the day and got to Samson's at dust-dark [ALL STAND] and then that
bridge was gone, too. They hadn't never see the river so high, and it not done raining yet There was old men
that hadn't never see nor hear of it being so in the memory of man. I am the chosen of the Lord, for who He
loveth, so doeth He chastiseth. But I be durn if He dont take some curious ways to show it, seems like.
But now I can get them teeth. That will be a comfort. It will.

Sa ms on , A L a zy Man
SAMSON: You better stay here tonight, and get a early start for New Hope tomorrow morning.
DEWEY DELL: You promised her. She wouldn't go until you promised. She thought she could depend on you.
If you dont do it, it will be a curse on you.
ANSE: Cant no man say I dont aim to keep my word. My heart is open to ere a man.
DEWEY DELL: I dont care what your heart is. You promised her. You've got to. You-SAMSON: If her eyes had been pistols, I wouldn't be talking now.
ANSE: I give her my promise. Addie's mind is set on it.
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SAMSON: She's been dead long enough to get over that sort of foolishness, I says. Because I got just as
much respect for the dead as ere a man, but you've got to respect the dead themselves, and a woman that's
been dead in a box four days, the best way to respect her is to get her into the ground as quick as you can. But
they wouldn't do it.
RACHEL: It's a outrage. A outrage.

Darl , In A S tran ge Roo m
DARL: In a strange room you must empty yourself for sleep. And before you are emptied for sleep, what are
you. And when you are emptied for sleep, you are not. And when you are filled with sleep, you never were. I
dont know what I am. I dont know if I am or not. Jewel knows he is, because he does not know that he does
not know whether he is or not. He cannot empty himself for sleep because he is not what he is and he is what
he is not. Beyond the unlamped wall I can hear the rain shaping the wagon that is ours, the load that is no
longer theirs that felled and sawed it nor yet theirs that bought it and which is not ours either, lie on our wagon
though it does, since only the wind and the rain shape it only to Jewel and me, that are not asleep. And since
sleep is is-not and rain and wind are was, it is not. Yet the wagon is, because when the wagon is was, Addie
Bundren will not be. And Jewel is, so Addie Bundren must be. And then I must be, or I could not empty myself
for sleep in a strange room. And so if I am not emptied yet, I am is.
How often have I lain beneath rain on a strange roof, thinking of home.
SAMSON: So I laid there, hearing it commence to rain, thinking about them down there, squatting around the
wagon and the rain on the roof, and smelling it even when I knowed I couldn't. I couldn't decide even then
whether I could or not, or if it wasn't just knowing it was what it was.
But it was still like I could smell it. And so I decided then that it wasn't smelling it, but it was just knowing it was
there, like you will get fooled now and then. But when I went to the barn I knew different. When I walked into
the hallway I saw something. It kind of hunkered up when I come in and I thought at first it was one of them got
left, then I saw what it was. It was a buzzard. It looked around and saw me and went on down the hall,
spraddle-legged, with its wings kind of hunkered out, watching me first over one shoulder and then over the
other, like a old bald-headed man. When it got outdoors it begun to fly. It had to fly a long time before it ever
got up into the air, with it thick and heavy and full of rain like it was.

De we y Dell , Ne w Hop e Thr ee Mile s
DEWEY DELL: The signboard comes in sight. It is looking out at the road now, because it can wait New Hope.
3 mi. it will say. New Hope. 3 mi. New Hope. 3 mi. And then the road will begin, curving away into the trees,
empty with waiting, saying New Hope three miles.
I heard that my mother is dead. I wish I had time to let her die. I wish I had time to wish I had. It is because in
the wild and outraged earth too soon too soon too soon. It's not that I wouldn't and will not it's that it is too soon
too soon too soon.
Now it begins to say it New Hope three miles. New Hope three miles. That's what they mean by the womb of
time: the agony and the despair of spreading bones, the hard girdle in which lie the outraged entrails of events.
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Cash's head turns slowly as we approach, his pale, empty, sad, composed and questioning face following the
red and empty curve; beside the back wheel Jewel sits the horse, gazing straight ahead.
The land runs out of Darl's eyes; they swim to pinpoints. They begin at my feet and rise along my body to my
face, and then my dress is gone: I sit naked on the seat above the unhurrying mules, above the travail.
Suppose I tell him to turn. He will do what I say. Don't you know he will do what I say? Once I waked with a
black void rushing under me. I could not see. I saw Vardaman rise and go to the window and strike the knife
into the fish, the blood gushing, hissing like steam but I could not see. He’ll do as I say. He always does. I can
persuade him to anything. You know 1 can. Suppose I say turn here. That was when I died that time. Suppose
I do.
We'll go to New Hope. We won’t have to go to town. I rose and took the knife from the streaming fish still
hissing and I killed Darl.
When I used to sleep with Vardaman I had a nightmare once I thought I was awake but I couldn't see and
couldn’t feel the bed under me and I couldn’t think what I was I couldn’t think of my name I couldn't even think I
am a girl I couldn't even think I nor even think I want to wake up nor remember what was opposite to awake so
I could do that I knew that something was passing but I couldn’t even think of time then all of a sudden I knew
that something was it was wind blowing over me it was like the wind came and blew me back from where it
was I was not blowing the room and Vardaman asleep and all of them back under me again and going on like
a piece of cool silk dragging across my naked legs.
It blows cool out of the pines, a sad steady sound. New Hope. Was 3 mi. Was 3 mi. I believe in God I believe in
God.
VARDAMAN: Why didn't we go to New Hope, pa?
DARL: Look, Jewel.
DEWEY DELL: But he is not looking at me. He is looking at the sky. The buzzard is as still as if lie were nailed
to it.
DARL: Look, Jewel.
DEWEY DELL: Jewel sits on his horse like they were both made out of wood. I believe in God, God. God, I
believe in God.

Varda m an , My Mother is a Fish
My mother is a fish.

Tull , Ri ver Cro ssing
ANSE: If it was just up, we could drive across. We could drive right on across it.
DEWEY DELL: Mr Whitfield crossed it.
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VERNON: Its riz five foot since.
ANSE: If the bridge was just up. But its down.
DEWEY DELL: . . . Mr Whitfield . ..
ANSE: I give her my promised word in the presence of the Lord.
CASH: Well, what you want to do?
ANSE: If it was just up, we could drive across it.
JEWEL: Come on.

During Crossing
CASH: It ain't on a balance.
DARL: ....
CASH: Watch yourself.
JEWEL: Goddamn you.
VARDAMAN: Where is ma, Darl? You never got her. You knew she is a fish but you let her get away. You
never got her. Darl. Darl. Darl.
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5. After t he Fl ood
Cor a, Cora 's Co n ver sa tion
CORA: One day we were talking. She had never been pure religious, not even after that summer at the camp
meeting when Brother Whitfield wrestled with her spirit, singled her out and strove with the vanity in her mortal
heart, and I said to her many a time, "God gave you children to comfort your hard human lot and for a token of
His own suffering and love, for in love you conceived and bore them. He gave us the gift to raise our voices in
His undying praise" because I said there is more rejoicing in heaven over one sinner than over a hundred that
never sinned.
And she said...
ADDIE: My daily life is an acknowledgment and expiation of my sin
CORA: Who are you, to say what is sin and what is not sin? It is the Lord's part to judge; ours to praise His
mercy and His holy name in the hearing of our fellow mortals. Just because you have been a faithful wife is no
sign that there is no sin in your heart, and just because your Me is hard is no sign that the Lord's grace is
absolving you.
ADDIE: I know my own sin. I know that I deserve my punishment. I do not begrudge it.
CORA: It is out of your vanity that you would judge sin and salvation in the Lord's place. It is our mortal lot to
suffer and to raise our voices in praise of Him who judges the sin and offers the salvation through our trials and
tribulations time out of mind amen."
Because it is not us that can judge our sins or know what is sin in the Lord's eyes. She has had a hard life, but
so does every woman. But you'd think from the way she talked that she knew more about sin and salvation
than the Lord God Himself, than them who have strove and labored with the sin in this human world. When the
only sin she ever committed was being partial to Jewel that never loved her and was its own punishment, in
preference to Darl that was touched by God Himself and considered queer by us mortals and that did love her.
I said, "There is your sin. And your punishment too. Jewel is your punishment. But where is your salvation?"
ADDIE: I know. I-CORA: Know what?
ADDIE: Nothing. He is my cross and he will be my salvation. He will save me from the water and from the fire.
Even though I have laid down my life, he will save me.
CORA: "How do you know, without you open your heart to Him and lift your voice in His praise?" Then I
realised that she did not mean God. I realised that out of the vanity of her heart she had spoken sacrilege. And
I went down on my knees right there. I begged her to kneel and open her heart and cast from it the devil of
vanity and cast herself upon the mercy of the Lord. But she wouldn't. She just sat there, lost in her vanity and
her pride, that had closed her heart to God and set that selfish mortal boy in His place. Kneeling there I prayed
for her. I prayed for that poor blind woman as I had never prayed for me and mine.
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Darl , Cash Vo mi ts
DARL: On the horse he rode came back on the horse...
We hitched up and laid Cash on top of Addie. When we laid him down he vomited again, but he got his head
over the wagon bed in time.
TULL: He taken a lick in the stomach, too.
DARL: The horse may have kicked him in the stomach too. Did he kick you in the stomach, Cash?
[He tried to say something. Dewey Dell wiped his mouth again.]
TULL: What's he say?
DEWEY DELL: What is it, Cash? [Dewey Dell said. She leaned down.] His tools.
ANSE: I thank you. I know it's a imposition on you.
DARL: He is down there in the barn, sliding fluidly past the gaudy lunging swirl, into the stall with it. He climbs
onto the manger and drags the hay down and leaves the stall and seeks and finds the currycomb. Then he
returns and slips quickly past the single crashing thump and up against the horse, where it cannot overreach.
He applies the curry-comb, holding himself within the horse's striking radius with the agility of an acrobat,
cursing the horse in a whisper of obscene caress. Its head flashes back, tooth-cropped; its eyes roll in the dusk
like marbles on a gaudy velvet cloth as he strikes it upon the face with the back of the curry-comb.

Armstid , An se Steal s Je wel's Hor se
ARMSTID: Uncle Billy come with his satchel of horse-physic. Like he says, a man aint so different from a
horse or a mule, come long come short, except a mule or a horse has got a little more sense.
UNCLE BILLY: [TO CASH] What you been Into now, boy? Get me a mattress and a chair and a glass of
whisky.
ANSE: Lucky it was the same leg he broke last summer. That's something.
ARMSTID He laid still, with big balls of sweat standing on his face like they had started to roll down and then
stopped to wait for him. He kept on trying to say something until the gal leaned down and wiped his mouth.
DEWEY DELL: It's his tools.
DARL: I brought them in. I got them.
DEWEY DELL: [He tried to talk again; she leaned down.] He wants to see them.
ARMSTID: So Darl brought them in where he could see them. They shoved them under the side of the bed,
where he could reach his hand and touch them when he felt better.
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Along toward nine oclock it begun to get hot.
CORA: That was when I see the first buzzard. Because of the wetting, I reckon. Anyway it wasn't until well into
the day that I see them. Lucky the breeze was -setting away from the house, so it wasn't until well into the
morning. But soon as I see them it was like I could smell it in the field a mile away from just watching them, and
them circling and circling for everybody in the county to see what was in my barn.
I was still a good half a mile from the house when I heard that boy yelling. I thought maybe he might have fell
into the well or something, so I whipped up and come into the lot on the lope.
There must have been a dozen of them setting along the ridge-pole of the barn, and that boy was chasing
another one around the lot like it was a turkey and it just lifting enough to dodge him and go flopping bade to
the roof of the shed again where he had found it setting on the coffin.
LULA: You got to do something. It's a outrage.
ARMSTID: That's what I aim to do.
LULA: It's a outrage. He should be lawed for treating her so.
ARMSTID: He's getting her into the ground the best he can.
ANSE: I got a team"
ARMSTID: You bought a team from Snopes? [Anse was looking at Jewel.] What you give him, Anse?
ANSE: I give him a chattel mortgage on my cultivator and seeder.
ARMSTID: But that ain't worth forty dollars.
ANSE: I give other things.
DARL: What other things?
ARMSTID: Hell, You can take my team.
DARL: So that's what you were doing in Cash's clothes last night. Cash aimed to buy that talking machine
from Suratt with that money. But that's just eight dollars more. That still won't buy a team.
ANSE: [Anse looked at Jewel, quick, kind of sliding his eyes that way, then he looked down again.] God
knows, if there were ere a man. And the horse.
JEWEL: What horse? You mean you tried to swap my horse?
ANSE: For fifteen years, I aint had a tooth in my head. God knows it. He knows in fifteen years I aint et the
victuals He aimed for man to eat to keep his strength up, and me saving a nickel here and a nickel there so my
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family wouldn't suffer it to buy them teeth so I could eat God's appointed food. I give that money. I thought that
if I could do without eating, my sons could do without riding. God knows I did.
JEWEL: [Jewel stands with his hands on his hips, looking at Anse.] Hell

Varda m an , Vulture s I
VARDAMAN: Now there are seven of them, in little tall black circles. "Look, Darl, see? Yesterday there were
just four." There were more than four on the barn. "Do you know what I would do if he tries to light on the
wagon again?"
DARL: What would you do?
VARDAMAN: "I wouldn't let him light on her. I wouldn't let him light on Cash, either." Cash is sick. He is sick
on the box. But my mother is a fish.
ANSE: We got to get some medicine in Mottson. I reckon well just have to.
DARL: How do you feel, Cash?
CASH: It dont bother none.
DARL: Do you want it propped a little higher?
VARDAMAN: Cash has a broken leg. He has had two broken legs. I haven't got a broken leg and pa hasn't
and Darl hasn't and
CASH: It's just the bumps. It kind of grinds together a little on a bump. It don’t bother none.
VARDMAN: Jewel has gone away. He and his horse went away one supper time
ANSE: It's because she wouldn't have us beholden. Fore God, I do the best that ere a man.
VARDAMAN: Is it because Jewel’s mother is a horse Darl?
DARL: Maybe I can draw the ropes a little tighter.
VARDAMAN: That's why Jewel and I were both in the shed 'and she was in the wagon because the horse
lives in the barn and I had to keep on running the buzzard away from
CASH: If you just would.
VARDAMAN: And Dewey Dell hasn't got a broken leg and I haven't. Cash is my brother. We stop.
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Mo sel ey, De we y Dell Gets Deni ed
MOSLEY: I happened to look up, and saw her outside the window, looking in. Not close to the glass, and not
looking at anything in particular; just standing there with her head turned this way and her eyes full on me and
kind of blank too, like she was waiting for a sign. When I looked up again she was moving toward the door.
She kind of bumbled at the screen door a minute, like they do, and came in. She had on a stiff-brimmed straw
hat setting on the top of her head and she was carrying a package wrapped in newspaper: I thought that she
had a quarter or a dollar at the most, and that after she stood around a while she would maybe buy a cheap
comb or a bottle of nigger toilet water, so I never disturbed her for a minute or so except to notice that she was
pretty in a kind of sullen, awkward way. I knew that she had already decided before she came in. But you have
to let them take their time. So I went on with what I was doing.
MOSELEY: What can I do for you? Do you want to look at some toilet things? Or is it medicine you want?
DEWEY DELL: That's it.
MOSELEY: Oh. What do you use? We have—
DEWEY DELL: It's the female trouble.
MOSELEY: Oh. Is that all? Where's your ma? Haven't you got one?
DEWEY DELL: She's out yonder in the wagon.
MOSELEY: Why not talk to her about it before you take any medicine. Any woman would have told you about
it How old are you?
DEWEY DELL: Seventeen.
MOSELEY: Oh, I thought maybe you were… Are you too regular, or not regular enough?
DEWEY DELL: Yes. I reckon so. Yes.
MOSELEY: Well, which? Dont you know? You. want something to stop it? Is that it?
DEWEY DELL: No. That's it. It's already stopped.
MOSELEY: Well, what-- You are not married, are you?
DEWEY DELL: No.
MOSELEY: Well, I haven't got anything in my store you want to buy, unless it's a nipple. And I'd advise you to
buy that and go back home and tell your pa, if you have one, and let him make somebody buy you a wedding
license. Was that all you wanted?
DEWEY DELL: Lafe said I could get it at the drugstore. He said to tell you me and him wouldn't never tell
nobody you sold it to us.
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MOSELEY: And I just wish your precious Lafe had come for it himself; that's what I wish. Me, a respectable
druggist, that's kept store and raised a family and been a church-member for fifty-six years in this town. I'm a
good mind to tell your folks myself, if I can just find who they are.
DEWEY DELL: I didn't know. He told me I could get something at the drugstore. He said they might not want
to sell it to me, but if I had ten dollars and told them I wouldn't never tell nobody . . .
MOSELEY: He never said this drugstore.
DEWEY DELL: But maybe another drugstore would.
MOSELEY: Then I dont want to know it. Me, that's— Look here. You get that notion out of your head. The
Lord gave you what you have, even if He did use the devil to do it; you let Him take it away from you if it's His
will to do so. You go on back to Lafe and you and him take that ten dollars and get married with it.
DEWEY DELL: Lafe said I could get something at the drugstore.
MOSELEY: Then go and get it. You wont get it here. The wagon was stopped in front of Grummet's hardware
store, with the ladies all scattering up and down the street with handkerchiefs to their noses, and a crowd of
hard-nosed men and boys standing around the wagon, listening to the marshal arguing with the man.
ANSE: It’s a public street and I reckoned I have as much right there as anybody.
MARSHALL: You have to move on; folks can't stand it.
ALBERT: It had been dead eight days
MOSELEY: They came from some place out in Yoknapatawpha county, trying to get to Jefferson with it. It
must have been like a piece of rotten cheese coming into an ant-hill
ANSE: It's a public street. I reckon we can stop to buy something same as airy other man. We got the money
to pay for hit, and hit aint airy law that says a man cant spend his money where he wants.
MOSELEY: They had stopped to buy some cement. They wanted the cement to fix the fellow's broken leg,
someway.
MARSHALL: Why, you'll kill him. You'll cause him to lose his leg. You take him on to a doctor, and you get this
thing buried soon as you can. Dont you know you're liable to jail for endangering the public health?
ANSE: We're doing the best we can. We’ll be gone in a minute. We never aimed to bother nobody.
MARSHALL: You take that fellow to a doctor.
ANSE: I reckon he's all right.
DARL: Come on, we've lost too much time.
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MOSELEY: So they got in the wagon and went on. And when I went to supper it still seemed like I could smell
it. And the next day I began to sniff. "Smell anything?"
MARSHALL: I reckon they're in Jefferson by now.
MOSELEY: Or in jail. Well, thank the Lord it's not our jail.
MARSHALL: That's a fact.
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6. Bur n the Mo ther Do wn
Darl , Cash Ge ts a Ca st
VARDAMAN: Darl and Jewel and Dewey Dell and I are walking up the hill, behind the wagon. Jewel hasn't
got a horse anymore. Jewel is my brother. Cash is my brother. Cash has a broken leg. Cash is my brother.
Jewel is my brother too, but he hasn't got a broken leg.
ANSE: Here's a place. We could get some water over yonder.
DARL: All right. You'll have to borrow a bucket from them, Dewey Dell.
ANSE: God knows. I wouldn't be beholden, God knows.
DARL: If you see a good-sized can, you might bring it. [Dewey Dell gets down from the wagon, carrying the
package.] You had more trouble than you expected, selling those cakes in Mottson.
How do our lives ravel out into the no-wind, no-sound, the weary gestures wearily recapitulant: echoes of old
compulsions with no-hand on no-strings: in sunset we fall into furious attitudes, dead gestures of dolls. Cash
broke his leg and now the sawdust is running out. He is bleeding to death is Cash.
ANSE: I wouldn't be beholden. God knows.
DARL: Then make some water yourself. We can use Cash's hat.
CASH: Wont we get to Jefferson tomorrow? [He is watching us, his eyes interrogatory, intent, and sad.] I can
last it out.
ANSE: It'll be easier on you. It'll keep it from rubbing together.
CASH: I can last it. We’ll lose time stopping.
ANSE: We done bought the cement, now.
CASH: I could last it. It aint but one more day. It dont bother to speak of. [He looks at us, his eyes wide in his
thin gray face, questioning.] It sets up so.
ANSE: We done bought it now.
DARL: [I mix the cement in the can, stirring the slow water into the pale green thick coils. I bring the can to the
wagon where Cash can see.] Does that look about right?
CASH: You dont want too much water, or it wont work right.
DARL: Does that look all right?
CASH: Yes. I could have lasted. It dont bother me none.
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[We loosen the splints and pour the cement over his leg, slow.]
CASH: Watch out for it. Dont get none on it if you can help.
[Dewey Dell tears a piece of paper from the package and wipes the cement from the top of it as it drips from
Cash's leg.]
DARL: How does that feel?
CASH: It feels fine. It's cold. It feels fine.
ANSE: If it'll just help you. I asks your forgiveness. I never foreseen it no more than you.
CASH: It feels fine.
DARL: If you could just ravel out into time. That would be nice. It would be nice if you could just ravel out into
time.

Varda m an , Vul ture s II
Now there are five of them, tall in little tall black circles.

Darl , Who Wa s You r Fa ther , Je wel
DARL: Jewel, whose son are you? Your mother was a horse, but who was your father, Jewel?
JEWEL: You goddamn lying son of a bitch.
DARL: Dont call me that.
JEWEL: You goddamn lying son of a bitch.
DARL: Dont you call me that, Jewel.
VARDAMAN: Where do they stay at night, Darl? When we stop at night in the barn, where do they stay?
Tonight I am going to see where they stay while we are in the barn.
DARL: After supper Cash began to sweat a little.
VARDAMAN: The hill goes off into the sky. Then the sun comes up from behind the hill and the mules and the
wagon and pa walk on the sun. You cannot watch them, walking slow on the sun.
CASH: It's getting a little hot. It was the sun shining on it all day, I reckon.
DEWEY DELL and DARL: "You want some water poured on it?"
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DARL: we say.
DEWEY DELL and DARL: "Maybe that will ease it some."
CASH: I’d be obliged. It was the sun shining on it, I reckon. I ought to thought and kept it covered."
DEWEY DELL and DARL: "We ought to thought."
DARL: we said.
DEWEY DELL and DARL: "You couldn't have suspicioned."
CASH: I never noticed it getting hot. I ought to minded it.
DARL: So we poured the water over it. His leg and foot below the cement looked
like they had been boiled.
VARDAMAN and DARL: "Does that feel better?"
DARL: we said.
CASH: I’m obliged. It feels fine.
DARL: Dewey Dell wipes his face with the hem of her dress.
DEWEY DELL and DARL: "See if you can get some sleep."
DARL: we say.
CASH: Sho. I'm right obliged. It feels fine now.
DARL: Jewel, I say, Who was your father, Jewel?
JEWEL: Goddamn you. Goddamn you.

Varda m an , Tal kin g to Ma w
VARDMAN: Darl and I go across the moon and we can hear her inside the wood.
DARL: Hear? Put your ear close.
VARDAMAN: What is she saying, Darl? Who is she talking to?
DARL: She's talking to God. She is calling on Him to help her.
VARDAMAN: What does she want Him to do?
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DARL: She wants Him to hide her away from the sight of man.
VARDAMAN: Why does she want to hide her away from the sight of man, Darl?
DARL: So she can lay down her life.
VARDAMAN: Why does she want to lay down her life, Darl?
DARL: Listen.
VARDAMAN: We hear her. We hear her turn over on her side.
DARL: Listen.
VARDAMAN: She's turned over. She's looking at me through the wood.
DARL: Yes.
VARDAMAN: How can she see through the wood, Darl?
DARL: Come. We must let her be quiet. Come.
VARDAMAN: She cant see out there, because the holes are in the top. How can she see, Darl?
DARL: Let's go see about Cash.
CASH: I feel fine. I'm obliged to you.
VARDAMAN: We pour water on his leg and then he feels fine.
DEWEY DELL and DARL: "Try to get some sleep."
DARL: we say.
CASH: I feel fine. I'm obliged to you.
VARDAMAN: And I saw something Dewey Dell told me not to tell nobody. It is not about
pa and it is not about Cash and it is not about Jewel and it is not about Dewey Dell and it is not about me.
Dewey Dell and I are going to sleep on the pallet. It is on the back porch, where we can see the barn, and the
moon shines on half of the pallet and we will lie half in the white and half in the black, with the moonlight on our
legs.
VARDAMAN: Look, my legs look black. Your legs look black, too.
DEWEY DELL: Go to sleep.
VARDAMAN: Jefferson is a far piece. "Dewey Dell."
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DEWEY DELL: What.
VARDAMAN: If it's not Christmas now, how will it be there?
DEWEY DELL: Will what be there?
VARDAMAN: That train. In the window.
DEWEY DELL: You go to sleep. You can see tomorrow if it's there.
VARDAMAN: Maybe Santa Claus wont know they are town boys.
DEWEY DELL: You go to sleep. He aint going to let none of them town boys have it.
VARDAMAN: It was behind the window, red on the track, the track shining round and round. It made my heart
hurt. I can smell her. Can you smell her, too? And then I waited and I said Dewey Dell? and then I waited and
then I went to find where they stay at night and I saw something that Dewey Dell told me not to tell nobody.
Darl , Fir e
DARL: Against the dark doorway he seems to materialise out of darkness, lean as a racehorse in his
underclothes in the beginning of the glare. He leaps to the ground with on his face an expression of furious
unbelief. He has seen me without even turning his head or his eyes in which the glare swims like two small
torches.
JEWEL: Come on
DARL: he says, leaping down the slope toward the barn.
[For an instant longer he runs silver in the moonlight, then he springs out like a flat figure cut leanly from tin
against an abrupt and soundless explosion as the whole loft of the barn takes fire at once, as though it had
been stuffed with powder. Jewel pauses at the coffin, stooping, looking at me, his face furious. Overhead the
flames sound like thunder.]
Quick, the horses.
[He glares a moment longer at me, then at the roof overhead, then he leaps toward the stall where the horse
screams. It plunges and kicks, the sound of the crashing blows sucking up into the sound of the flames. They
sound like an interminable train crossing an endless trestle.]
[The stall door has swung shut. Jewel thrusts it back with his buttocks and he appears, his back arched, the
muscles ridged through his garment as he drags the horse out by its head. In the glare its eyes roll with soft,
fleet, wild opaline fire; its muscles bunch and run as it flings its head about, lifting
GILLESPIE: . . . . . . .cow. . . . . . .stall. . . . . . ."
JEWEL: Where's cow?
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GILLESPIE: I cant do nothing...
DARL: Here, Jewel! [I grasp at him; he strikes my hand down.] You fool, dont you see you cant make it?
Come on, around this way.
[When we are through the gap he begins to run.]
Jewel! Catch him! Stop him!
[When I reach the front, he is struggling with Gillespie; the one lean in underclothes, the other stark naked.
They are like two figures in a Greek frieze, isolated out of all reality by the red glare. Before I can reach them
he has struck Gillespie to the ground and turned and run back into the barn.]
[The sound of it has become quite peaceful now, like the sound of the river did. We watch through the
dissolving proscenium of the doorway as Jewel runs crouching to the far end of the coffin and stoops to it. For
an instant he looks up and out at us through the rain of burning hay like a portiere of flaming beads, and I can
see his mouth shape as he calls my name.]
DEWEY DELL: Jewel! Jewel!
[It seems to me that I now hear the accumulation of her voice through the last five minutes, and I hear her
scuffling and struggling as pa and Mack hold her, screaming
DEWEL: Jewell Jewel!
[But he is no longer looking at us. We see his shoulders strain as he upends the coffin and slides it singlehanded from the sawhorses. It looms unbelievably tall, hiding him: I would not have believed that Addie
Bundren would have needed that much room to lie comfortable in; for another instant it stands upright while the
sparks rain on it in scattering bursts as though they engendered other sparks from the contact. Then it topples
forward, gaining momentum, revealing Jewel and the sparks raining on him too in engendering gusts, so that
he appears to be enclosed in a thin nimbus of fire. Mack leaps forward into a thin smell of scorching meat and
slaps at the widening crimson-edged holes that bloom like flowers in his undershirt.]
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7. Darl Goe s Ba nan as
Varda m an , Nig ger Foo t
VARDAMAN: When I went to find where they stay at night, I saw something
ALL: Where is Darl? Where did Darl go?
VARDAMAN: They said. They carried her back under the apple tree.
DEWEY DELL: Do you want some more water on it, Cash?
VARDAMAN: Your foot looks like a nigger's foot, Cash.
ANSE: I reckon we’ll have to bust it off.
GILLESPIE: What in the tarnation you put it on there for?
ANSE: I thought it would steady it some. I just aimed to help him.
VARDAMAN: They got the flat iron and the hammer. Dewey Dell held the lamp. They had to hit it hard. And
then Cash went to sleep.
"He's asleep now. It cant hurt him while he's asleep."
It just cracked. It wouldn't come off.
GILLESPIE: It'll take the hide, too. Why in the tarnation you put it on there. Didn't none of you think to grease
his leg first?"
ANSE: I just aimed to help him. It was Darl put it on.
ALL: Where is Darl?
VARDAMAN: They said.
GILLESPIE: Didn't none of you have more sense than that? I'd a thought he would, anyway.
[Jewel was lying on his face. His back was red. Dewey Dell put the medicine on it. The medicine was made out
of butter and soot, to draw out the fire. Then his back was black.]
VARDAMAN: Does it hurt, Jewel? Your back looks like a nigger's, Jewel.
Cash's foot and leg looked like a nigger's. Then they broke it off. Cash's leg bled.
DEWEY DELL: You go on back and lay down. You ought to be asleep.
ALL: Where is Darl?
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VARDAMAN: He is out there under the apple tree with her, lying on her.
"Are you going to keep the cat away, Darl? You needn't to cry. Jewel got her out. You needn't to cry, Darl."
The barn is still red. It used to be redder than this. Then it went swirling, making the stars run backward without
falling. It hurt my heart like the train did.

When I went to find where they stay at night, I saw something that Dewey Dell says I mustn't tell nobody
Darl , Str ee t Fig ht
VARDAMAN: Is that it, Darl? Is that Jefferson?
DARL: Yes.
[He lifts his head and looks at the sky.]
ANSE: We'll have to take him to the doctor. I reckon it aint no way around it
DARL: Life was created in the valleys. It blew up onto the hills on the old terrors, the old lusts, the old
'despairs. That's why you must walk up the hills so you can ride down.
DEWEY DELL: I got to stop.
ANSE: What for?
DEWEY DELL: I got to go to the bushes.
ANSE: Cant you wait till we get to town? It aint over a mile now.
DEWEY DELL: Stop. I got t to go to the bushes.
DARL: Why not leave your cakes here? We’ll watch them.
VARDAMAN: How would she know where to go if she waited till we get to town? Where would you go to do it
in town, Dewey Dell?
ANSE: Dont be no longer than you can help. We aint got no time to waste.
[She does not answer.]
We ought to done like Armstid and Gillespie said and sent word to town and had it dug and ready.
DARL: Why didn't you? You could have telephoned.
JEWEL: What for? Who the hell cant dig a hole in the ground?
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[A car comes over the hill. It begins to sound the torn, slowing. It runs along the roadside in low gear, the
outside wheels in the ditch, and passes us and goes on. Vardaman watches it until it is out of sight.]
ANSE: We ought to done it. I just never wanted to be beholden to none except her flesh and blood.
JEWEL: Who the hell cant dig a damn hole in the ground.
ANSE: It aint respectful, talking that way about her grave. You all dont know what it is. You never pure loved
her, none of you.
[Jewel does not answer. Dewey Dell returns. We watch her emerge from the bushes, carrying the package,
and climb into the wagon. She now wears her Sunday dress, her beads, her shoes and stockings.]
ANSE: I thought I told you to leave them clothes to home.
MAN: Great God, what they got in that wagon?
JEWEL: [Jewel whirls.] Son of a bitch.
CASH: Darl!
MAN: What did you say?
DARL: Here. He dont mean anything, mister. Jewel...
[When I touch him he swings at the man. I grasp his arm; we struggle. Jewel has never looked at me. He is
trying to free his arm. When I see the man again he has an open
knife in his hand.]
DARL: Hold up, mister. I've got him. Jewel...
JEWEL: Thinks because he's a goddamn town fellow. Son of a bitch.
MAN: Cant no man call me that.
[Pa has got down, and Dewey Dell is holding Jewel, pushing at him. I release him and face the man.]
DARL: Wait. He dont mean nothing. He's sick; got burned in a fire last night, and he aint himself.
DARL: He thought you said something to him.
MAN: I never said nothing to him.
ANSE: Fore God. Fore God.
DARL: I know. He never meant anything. He'll take it back.
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MAN: Let him take it back, then.
DARL: Put up your knife, and he will.
[The man looks at me. He looks at Jewel. Jewel is quiet now.]
Put up your knife.
[The man shuts the knife.]
ANSE: Fore God. Fore God.
DARL: Tell him you didn't mean anything, Jewel.
JEWEL: I thought he said something. Just because he's-DARL: Hush. Tell him you didn't mean it.
JEWEL: I didn't mean it.
MAN: He better not. Calling me a-DARL: Do you think he's afraid to call you that?
MAN: I never said that.
JEWEL: Dont think it, neither.
DARL: Shut up. Come on. Drive on, pa.
[The wagon moves. The man stands watching us. Jewel does not look back.]
VARDAMAN: Jewel would a whipped him.
DARL: Get in, Jewel. Come on. Let's get away from here.
[But he does not get in. Instead he sets his foot on the turning hub of the rear wheel, one
hand grasping the stanchion, and with the hub turning smoothly under his sole he lifts the other foot and squats
there, staring straight ahead, motionless, lean, wooden-backed, as though carved squatting out of the lean
wood.]

Ca sh , Bun dren s G ang Up
CASH: It wasn't nothing else to do. It was either send him to Jackson, or have him sue us, because he
knowed some way that Darl set fire to it. I dont know how he knowed, but he did. Vardaman see him do it, but
he swore he never told nobody but Dewey Dell and that she told him not to tell nobody. But he knowed it. But
he would a suspicioned it sooner or later. He could have done it that night just watching the way Darl acted.
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ANSE: I reckon there aint nothing else to do.
JEWEL: You want to fix him now?
ANSE: Fix him?
JEWEL: Catch him and tie him up. Goddamn it; do you want to wait until he sets fire to the goddamn team and
wagon?
CASH: But there wasn't no use in that. "There aint no use in that. We can wait till she is underground."
ANSE: I reckon he ought to be there. God knows, it's a trial on me. Seems like it aint no end to bad luck when
once it starts.
CASH: Sometimes I aint so sho who's got ere a right to say when a man is crazy and when he aint.
Sometimes I think it aint none of us pure crazy and aint none of us pure sane until the balance of us talks him
that-a-way. It's like it aint so much what a fellow does, but it's the way the majority of folks is looking at him
when he does it.
DARL: We better take Cash to the doctor first. We can leave him there and come back for him.
CASH: That's it.
ANSE: You all dont know. The somebody you was young with and you growed old in her and she growed old
in you, seeing the old coming on and it was the one somebody you could hear say it dont matter and know it
was the truth outen the hard world and all a man's grief and trials. You all dont know.
DARL: We got the digging to do, too.
CASH: The music was playing in the house. It was one of them graphophones. It
was natural as a music-band.
Sometimes I think that if a working man could see work as far ahead as a lazy man can see laziness. So he
stopped there like he knowed, before that little new house, where the music was. We waited there, hearing it. I
believe I could have dickered Suratt down to five dollars on that one of his.
It's a comfortable thing, music is.
We saw pa coming back. He had two spades, coming around the house. He
laid them in the wagon and got in and we went on. The music never started again.
[But the curiousest thing was Dewey Dell. It surprised me. I see all the while how folks could say he was queer,
but that was the very reason couldn't nobody hold it personal. It was like he was outside of it too, same as you,
and getting mad at it would be kind of like getting mad at a mud-puddle that splashed you when you stepped in
it. And then I always kind of had a idea that him and Dewey Dell kind of knowed things betwixt them. If I'd a
said it was ere a one of us she liked better than ere a other, I'd a said it was Darl. But when we got it filled and
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covered and drove out the gate and turned into the lane where them fellows was waiting, when they come out
and come on him and he jerked back, it was Dewey Dell that was on him before even Jewel could get at him.
And then I believed I knowed how Gillespie knowed about how his barn taken fire. She hadn't said a word,
hadn't even looked at him, but when them fellows told him what they wanted and that they had come to get him
and he throwed back, she jumped on him like a wild cat so that one of the fellows had to quit and hold her and
her scratching and clawing at him Like a wild cat, while the other one and pa and Jewel throwed Darl down and
held him lying on his back, looking up at me. ]
DARL: I thought you would have told me. I never thought you wouldn't have.
CASH: Darl. [But he fought again, him and Jewel and the fellow, and the other one holding Dewey Dell and
Vardaman yelling and Jewel saying]
JEWEL: Kill him. Kill the son of a bitch.
CASH: It was bad so. It was bad. A fellow cant get away from a shoddy job. He cant do it. I tried to tell him, but
he just said, "I thought you'd a told me. It's not that I," he said, then he begun to laugh. The other fellow pulled
Jewel off of him and he sat there on the ground, laughing. I tried to tell him. If I could have just moved, even set
up. But I tried to tell him, and he quit laughing, looking up at me.
DARL: Do you want me to go?
CASH: It'll be better for you. Down there it'll be quiet, with none of the bothering and such. It'll be better for
you, Darl. "Better," he said. "Better," he said. He couldn't hardly say it for laughing. He sat on the ground and
us watching him, laughing and laughing. It was bad. It was bad so. I be durn if I could see anything to laugh at.
But I aint so sho that ere a man has the right to say what is crazy and what aint. It's like there was a fellow in
every man that's done a-past the sanity or the insanity, that watches the sane and the insane doings of that
man with the same horror and the same astonishment.

Ma c Go wan , De we y De ll Gets Medi cin e an d V arda man, My Bro ther We nt Cra zy
VARDAMAN: Now it is wider and lighter, but the stores are dark because they have all gone home. The stores
are dark, but the lights pass on the windows when we pass. The lights are in the trees around the courthouse.
They roost in the trees, but the courthouse is dark. Darl he went to Jackson is my brother Darl is my brother
Only it was over that way, shining on the track. Let's go that way, Dewey Dell.
DEWEY DELL: What for?
VARDAMAN: The track went shining around the window, it red on the track. But she said he would not sell it
to the town boys.
DEWEY DELL: But it will be there Christmas. You'll have to wait till then, when he brings it back.
VARDAMAN: Darl went to Jackson. Lots of people didn't go to Jackson. Darl is my brother. My brother is
going to Jackson
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DEWEY DELL: You wait out here.
VARDAMAN: Why cant I come in? I want to come in, too.
DEWEY DELL: You wait out here.
VARDAMAN: All right.

Darl is my brother. Darl went crazy
JODY: Say, Skeet, there's a woman up front that wants to see the doctor and when I said What doctor you
want to see, she said she wants to see the doctor that works here and when I said There aint any doctor works
here, she just stood there, looking back this way.
MACGOWAN: What kind of a woman is it?
JODY: Country woman.
MACGOWAN: Send her to the courthouse. Tell her all the doctors have gone to Memphis to a Barbers'
Convention.
JODY: All right. She looks pretty good for a country girl.
MACGOWAN: Wait. Is she young, you say?
JODY: She looks like a pretty hot mamma, for a country girl.
MACGOWAN: Take this, I says, giving him the chocolate.
What can I do for you?
DEWEY DELL: Are you the doctor?
MACGOWAN: Sure.
DEWEY DELL: Can we go back yonder?
MACGOWAN: Now, madam, what is your trouble?
DEWEY DELL: It's the female trouble. I got the money.
MACGOWAN: Ah. Have you got female troubles or do you want female troubles? If so, you come to the right
doctor.
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VARDAMAN: While we walk the lights go around, roosting in the trees. On all sides it is the same. They go
around the courthouse and then you cannot see them. But you can see them in the black windows beyond.
They have all gone home to bed except me and Dewey Dell. Going on the train to Jackson. My brother Darl
DEWEY DELL: No.
MACGOWAN: No which?
DEWEY DELL: I aint had it. That's it. I got the money.
MACGOWAN: Oh, you got something in your belly you wish you didn't have. [She looks at me.] You wish you
had a little more or a little less, huh?
DEWEY DELL: I got the money. He said I could git something at the drugstore for hit.
MACGOWAN: Who said so?
DEWEY DELL: He did. I got the money.
MACGOWAN: I'll swear you have. He give it to you?
DEWEY DELL: Yes.
MACGOWAN: Which one? [She looks at me.] Which one of them give it to you?
DEWEY DELL: It aint but one. [She looks at me.]
MACGOWAN: Go on. A pretty girl like you. Did you hear about that fellow sprained his ear? After that he
couldn't even hear a belch.
DEWEY DELL: You aint the doctor.
MACGOWAN: Sure I am. [She watches me.] Is it because I look too young, or
am I too handsome?
DEWEY DELL: Have you got something for it? I got the money.
MACGOWAN: Well, of course. a doctor has to learn all sorts of things while he's learning to roll calomel; he
cant help himself.
[She quit looking at me, kind of turning the handkerchief in her hands.]
DEWEY DELL: I got to do something.
MACGOWAN: How bad do you want to do something. [She dont even blink her eyes.]
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DEWEY DELL: I got to do something. [She looks behind her and around, then she looks toward the front.]
Gimme the medicine first.
MACGOWAN: You mean, you're ready to right now? Here?
DEWEY DELL: Gimme the medicine first. Hit smells like turpentine.
MACGOWAN: Sure. That's just the beginning of the treatment. I must perform the operation.
DEWEY DELL: Operation?
MACGOWAN: It wont hurt you. You've had the same operation before. Ever hear about
the hair of the dog?
DEWEY DELL: Are you sure it'll work?
MACGOWAN: Sure. When you take the rest of the treatment.
DEWEY DELL: Where do I take it?
MACGOWAN: Down in the cellar.
VARDAMAN: Darl he went to Jackson my brother Darl In the street he ate a banana. Wouldn't you rather have
bananas? Dewey Dell said. You wait till Christmas. It'll be there then. Then you can see it. So we are going to
have some bananas. We are going to have a bag full, me and Dewey Dell.
DEWEY DELL: That son of a bitch.
DEWEY DELL: [She looks at me.] It aint going to work.
VARDAMAN: What aint going to work, Dewey Dell?
DEWEY DELL: I just know it wont. [She is not looking at anything.] I just know it.
VARDAMAN: Let's go that way, I say.
DEWEY DELL: We got to get back. It's late.
VARDAMAN: Cant we go by and see, anyway?
DEWEY DELL: Hadn't you rather have bananas? Hadn't you rather?
VARDAMAN: All right.

My brother he went crazy and he went to Jackson too. Jackson is further away than crazy He had to get on
the train to go to Jackson. I have not been on the train, but Darl has been on the train. Darl. Darl is my brother.
Darl. Darl
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Darl , Darl Wen t to Jackson
DARL: Darl has gone to Jackson. They put him on the train, laughing, down the long car laughing, the heads
turning like the heads of owls when he passed. "What are you laughing at?" I said. "Why do you laugh? Is it
because you hate the sound of laughing?"
"Yes yes yes yes yes."
A nickel has a woman on one side and a buffalo on the other; two faces and no back. I dont know what that is.
Darl had a little spy-glass he got in France at the war. In it it had a woman and a pig with two backs and no
face. I know what that is.
"Is that why you are laughing, Darl?"
"Yes yes yes yes yes yes."
[The wagon stands on the square, hitched, the mules motionless, the reins wrapped about the seat-spring, the
back of the wagon toward the courthouse. It looks no different from a hundred other wagons there; Jewel
standing beside it and looking up the street like any other man in town that day, yet there is something
different, distinctive. There is about it that un-mistakable air of definite and imminent departure that trains have,
perhaps due to the fact that Dewey Dell and Vardaman on the seat and Cash on a pallet in the wagon bed are
eating bananas from a paper bag.]
"Is that why you are laughing, Darl?"
Darl is our brother, our brother Darl. Our brother Darl in a cage in Jackson where, his grimed hands lying light
in the quiet interstices, looking out he foams.
"Yes yes yes yes yes yes yes yes."

De we y Dell , An se Takes Ten Dolla rs
DEWEY DELL: It's not my money, it doesn't belong to me.
ANSE: Whose is it, then?
DEWEY DELL: Dont you touch it. It's not mine. Dont you touch it! If you take it you are a thief.
ANSE: My own daughter accuses me of being a thief. My own daughter.
DEWEY DELL: Pa. Pa.
ANSE: I have fed you and sheltered you. I give you love and care, yet my own daughter, the daughter of nay
dead wife, calls me a thief over her mother's grave.
DEWEY DELL: It's not mine, I tell you. If it was, God knows you could have it.
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ANSE: Where did you get ten dollars?
DEWEY DELL: Pa. Pa.
ANSE: You wont tell me. Did you come by it so shameful you dare not?
DEWEY DELL: It's not mine, I tell you. Cant you understand it's not mine?
ANSE: Whose is it, then?
DEWEY DELL: It was give to me. To buy something with.
ANSE: To buy what with?
DEWEY DELL: Pa. Pa.
ANSE: It's just a loan. God knows, I hate for my blooden children to reproach me. But I give them what was
mine without stint. Cheerful I give them, without stint. And now they deny me. Addie. It was lucky for you you
died, Addie.
DEWEY DELL: Pa. Pa.
ANSE: God knows it is.
DEWEY DELL: He took the money and went out.

Ca sh , Mee t Mr s. B und ren
JEWEL: What you reckon he's doing
CASH: Let him take his time. He aint as spry as you, remember.
JEWEL: We got to get your leg fixed up so we can start home tomorrow.
CASH: We got plenty of time. I wonder what them machines costs on the installment.
JEWEL: Installment of what? What you got to buy it with?
CASH: A fellow cant tell. I could a bought that one from Suratt for five dollars, I believe.
We was waiting there in the wagon, with Dewey Dell and Vardaman eating bananas, when we see them
coming up the street. Pa was coming along with that kind of daresome and hangdog look all at once like when
he has been up to something he knows ma aint going to like.
JEWEL: Who's that? [Then we see it wasn't the grip that made him look different; it was his face, and Jewel
says] He got them teeth.
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It was a fact. It made him look a foot taller, kind of holding his head up, hangdog and proud too, and then we
see her behind him, carrying the other grip--a kind of duck-shaped woman all dressed up, with them kind of
hard-looking pop eyes like she was daring ere a man to say nothing. And there we set watching them, with
Dewey Dell's and Vardaman's mouth half open and half-et bananas in their hands and her coming around from
behind pa, looking at us like she dared ere a man. And then I see that the grip she was carrying was one of
them little graphophones. It was for a fact, all shut up as pretty as a picture, and everytime a new record would
come from the mail order and us setting in the house in the winter, listening to it, I would think what a shame
Darl couldn't be to enjoy it too. But it is better so for him. This world is not his world; this life his life.
ANSE: It's Cash and Jewel and Vardaman and Dewey Dell. Meet Mrs Bundren.
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