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Description :  Description du produitFirst published in 1929, Faulkner created his "heart's darling," the 
beautiful and tragic Caddy Compson, whose story Faulkner told through separate monologues by her three 

brothers--the idiot Benjy, the neurotic suicidal Quentin and the monstrous Jason.

Prsentation de l'diteurA towering, intense novel of family from the winner of the Nobel Prize for 
LiteratureWith an introduction by Richard HughesEver since the first furore was created on its publication in 

1929, The Sound and the Fury has been considered one of the key novels of this century. Depicting the 
gradual disintegration of the Compson family through four fractured narratives, The Sound and the Fury 

explores intense, passionate family relationships where there is no love, only self-centredness. At its heart 
this is a novel about lovelessness - 'only an idiot has no grief; only a fool would forget it. What else is there 
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in this world sharp enough to stick to your guts?'Born in 1897 in New Albany, Mississippi, William 
Faulkner was the son of a family proud of their prominent role in the history of the south. He grew up in 
Oxford, Mississippi, and left high school at fifteen to work in his grandfather's bank. Rejected by the US 

military in 1915, he joined the Canadian flyers with the RAF, but was still in training when the war ended. 
Returning home, he studied at the University of Mississippi and visited Europe briefly in 1925. His first 

poem was published in The New Republic in 1919. His first book of verse and early novels followed, but his 
major work began with the publication of The Sound and the Fury in 1929. As I Lay Dying (1930), 

Sanctuary (1931), Light in August (1932), Absalom, Absalom! (1936) and The Wild Palms (1939) are the 
key works of his great creative period leading up to Intruder in the Dust (1948). During the 1930s, he 

worked in Hollywood on film scripts, notably The Blue Lamp, co-written with Raymond Chandler. William 
Faulkner was awarded the Nobel Prize for Literature in 1949 and the Pulitzer Prize for The Reivers just 

before his death in July1962..comThe ostensible subject of The Sound and the Fury is the dissolution of the 
Compsons, one of those august old Mississippi families that fell on hard times and wild eccentricity after the 

Civil War. But in fact what William Faulkner is really after in his legendary novel is the kaleidoscope of 
consciousness--the overwrought mind caught in the act of thought. His rich, dark, scandal-ridden story of 

squandered fortune, incest (in thought if not in deed), madness, congenital brain damage, theft, illegitimacy, 
and stoic endurance is told in the interior voices of three Compson brothers: first Benjy, the "idiot" man-

child who blurs together three decades of inchoate sensations as he stalks the fringes of the family's former 
pasture; next Quentin, torturing himself brilliantly, obsessively over Caddy's lost virginity and his own 

failure to recover the family's honor as he wanders around the seedy fringes of Boston; and finally Jason, 
heartless, shrewd, sneaking, nursing a perpetual sense of injury and outrage against his outrageous family. If 

Benjy's section is the most daringly experimental, Jason's is the most harrowing. "Once a bitch always a 
bitch, what I say," he begins, lacing into Caddy's illegitimate daughter, and then proceeds to hurl mud at 

blacks, Jews, his sacred Compson ancestors, his glamorous, promiscuous sister, his doomed brother Quentin, 
his ailing mother, and the long-suffering black servant Dilsey who holds the family together by sheer force 
of character. Notoriously "difficult," The Sound and the Fury is actually one of Faulkner's more accessible 
works once you get past the abrupt, unannounced time shifts--and certainly the most powerful emotionally. 
Everything is here: the complex equilibrium of pre-civil rights race relations; the conflict between Yankee 

capitalism and Southern agrarian values; a meditation on time, consciousness, and Western philosophy. And 
all of it is rendered in prose so gorgeous it can take your breath away. Here, for instance, Quentin recalls an 

autumnal encounter back home with the old black possum hunter Uncle Louis: And we'd sit in the dry leaves 
that whispered a little with the slow respiration of our waiting and with the slow breathing of the earth and 

the windless October, the rank smell of the lantern fouling the brittle air, listening to the dogs and to the echo 
of Louis' voice dying away. He never raised it, yet on a still night we have heard it from our front porch. 

When he called the dogs in he sounded just like the horn he carried slung on his shoulder and never used, but 
clearer, mellower, as though his voice were a part of darkness and silence, coiling out of it, coiling into it 

again. WhoOoooo. WhoOoooo. WhoOooooooooooooooo. What Faulkner has created is a modernist epic in 
which characters assume the stature of gods and the primal family events resonate like myths. It is The 

Sound and the Fury that secures his place in what Edmund Wilson called "the full-dressed post-Flaubert 
group of Conrad, Joyce, and Proust." --David LaskinExtraitApril Seventh, 1928.Through the fence, between 
the curling flower spaces, I could see them hitting. They were coming toward where the flag was and I went 

along the fence. Luster was hunting in the grass by the flower tree. They took the flag out, and they were 
hitting. Then they put the flag back and they went to the table, and he hit and the other hit. Then they went 

on, and I went along the fence. Luster came away from the flower tree and we went along the fence and they 
stopped and we stopped and I looked through the fence while Luster was hunting in the grass."Here, caddie." 
He hit. They went away across the pasture. I held to the fence and watched them going away."Listen at you, 
now." Luster said. "Aint you something, thirty three years old, going on that way. After I done went all the 
way to town to buy you that cake. Hush up that moaning. Aint you going to help me find that quarter so I 

can go to the show tonight."They were hitting little, across the pasture. I went back along the fence to where 
the flag was. It flapped on the bright grass and the trees."Come on." Luster said. "We done looked there. 

They aint no more coming right now. Les go down to the branch and find that quarter before them niggers 
finds it."It was red, flapping on the pasture. Then there was a bird slanting and tilting on it. Luster threw. 

The flag flapped on the bright grass and the trees. I held to the fence."Shut up that moaning." Luster said. "I 
cant make them come if they aint coming, can I. If you dont hush up, mammy aint going to have no birthday 



for you. If you dont hush, you know what I going to do. I going to eat that cake all up. Eat them candles, too. 
Eat all them thirty three candles. Come on, les go down to the branch. I got to find my quarter. Maybe we 

can find one of they balls. Here. Here they is. Way over yonder. See." He came to the fence and pointed his 
arm. "See them. They aint coming back here no more. Come on."We went along the fence and came to the 
garden fence, where our shadows were. My shadow was higher than Luster's on the fence. We came to the 
broken place and went through it."Wait a minute." Luster said. "You snagged on that nail again. Cant you 

never crawl through here without snagging on that nail."Caddy uncaught me and we crawled through. Uncle 
Maury said to not let anybody see us, so we better stoop over, Caddy said. Stoop over, Benjy. Like this, see. 
We stooped over and crossed the garden, where the flowers rasped and rattled against us. The ground was 

hard. We climbed the fence, where the pigs were grunting and snuffing. I expect they're sorry because one of 
them got killed today, Caddy said. The ground was hard, churned and knotted.Keep your hands in your 

pockets, Caddy said. Or they'll get froze. You dont want your hands froze on Christmas, do you."It's too cold 
out there." Versh said. "You dont want to go out doors.""What is it now." Mother said."He want to go out 

doors." Versh said."Let him go." Uncle Maury said."It's too cold." Mother said. "He'd better stay in. 
Benjamin. Stop that, now.""It wont hurt him." Uncle Maury said."You, Benjamin." Mother said. "If you 
dont be good, you'll have to go to the kitchen.""Mammy say keep him out the kitchen today." Versh said. 
"She say she got all that cooking to get done.""Let him go, Caroline." Uncle Maury said. "You'll worry 

yourself sick over him.""I know it." Mother said. "It's a judgment on me. I sometimes wonder.""I know, I 
know." Uncle Maury said. "You must keep your strength up. I'll make you a toddy.""It just upsets me that 
much more." Mother said. "Dont you know it does.""You'll feel better." Uncle Maury said. "Wrap him up 

good, boy, and take him out for a while."Uncle Maury went away. Versh went away."Please hush." Mother 
said. "We're trying to get you out as fast as we can. I dont want you to get sick."Versh put my overshoes and 
overcoat on and we took my cap and went out. Uncle Maury was putting the bottle away in the sideboard in 

the diningroom."Keep him out about half an hour, boy." Uncle Maury said. "Keep him in the yard, 
now.""Yes, sir." Versh said. "We dont never let him get off the place."We went out doors. The sun was cold 

and bright."Where you heading for." Versh said. "You dont think you going to town, does you." We went 
through the rattling leaves. The gate was cold. "You better keep them hands in your pockets." Versh said. 
"You get them froze onto that gate, then what you do. Whyn't you wait for them in the house." He put my 

hands into my pockets. I could hear him rattling in the leaves. I could smell the cold. The gate was 
cold."Here some hickeynuts. Whooey. Git up that tree. Look here at this squirl, Benjy."I couldn't feel the 
gate at all, but I could smell the bright cold."You better put them hands back in your pockets."Caddy was 

walking. Then she was running, her book-satchel swinging and jouncing behind her."Hello, Benjy." Caddy 
said. She opened the gate and came in and stooped down. Caddy smelled like leaves. "Did you come to meet 
me." she said. "Did you come to meet Caddy. What did you let him get his hands so cold for, Versh.""I told 

him to keep them in his pockets." Versh said. "Holding on to that ahun gate.""Did you come to meet Caddy," 
she said, rubbing my hands. "What is it. What are you trying to tell Caddy." Caddy smelled like trees and 
like when she says we were asleep.What are you moaning about, Luster said. You can watch them again 

when we get to the branch. Here. Here's you a jimson weed. He gave me the flower. We went through the 
fence, into the lot."What is it." Caddy said. "What are you trying to tell Caddy. Did they send him out, 
Versh.""Couldn't keep him in." Versh said. "He kept on until they let him go and he come right straight 

down here, looking through the gate.""What is it." Caddy said. "Did you think it would be Christmas when I 
came home from school. Is that what you thought. Christmas is the day after tomorrow. Santy Claus, Benjy. 
Santy Claus. Come on, let's run to the house and get warm." She took my hand and we ran through the bright 
rustling leaves. We ran up the steps and out of the bright cold, into the dark cold. Uncle Maury was putting 

the bottle back in the sideboard. He called Caddy. Caddy said,"Take him in to the fire, Versh. Go with 
Versh." she said. "I'll come in a minute."We went to the fire. Mother said,"Is he cold, Versh.""Nome." Versh 
said."Take his overcoat and overshoes off." Mother said. "How many times do I have to tell you not to bring 
him into the house with his overshoes on.""Yessum." Versh said. "Hold still, now." He took my overshoes 
off and unbuttoned my coat. Caddy said,"Wait, Versh. Cant he go out again, Mother. I want him to go with 

me.""You'd better leave him here." Uncle Maury said. "He's been out enough today.""I think you'd both 
better stay in." Mother said. "It's getting colder, Dilsey says.""Oh, Mother." Caddy said."Nonsense." Uncle 

Maury said. "She's been in school all day. She needs the fresh air. Run along, Candace.""Let him go, 
Mother." Caddy said. "Please. You know he'll cry.""Then why did you mention it before him." Mother said. 
"Why did you come in here. To give him some excuse to worry me again. You've been out enough today. I 



think you'd better sit down here and play with him.""Let them go, Caroline." Uncle Maury said. "A little 
cold wont hurt them. Remember, you've got to keep your strength up.""I know." Mother said. "Nobody 

knows how I dread Christmas. Nobody knows. I am not one of those women who can stand things. I wish 
for Jason's and the children's sakes I was stronger.""You must do the best you can and not let them worry 

you." Uncle Maury said. "Run along, you two. But dont stay out long, now. Your mother will worry.""Yes, 
sir." Caddy said. "Come on, Benjy. We're going out doors again." She buttoned my coat and we went toward 

the door."Are you going to take that baby out without his overshoes." Mother said. "Do you want to make 
him sick, with the house full of company.""I forgot." Caddy said. "I thought he had them on."We went back. 
"You must think." Mother said. Hold still now Versh said. He put my overshoes on. "Someday I'll be gone, 
and you'll have to think for him." Now stomp Versh said. "Come here and kiss Mother, Benjamin."Caddy 

took me to Mother's chair and Mother took my face in her hands and then she held me against her."My poor 
baby." she said. She let me go. "You and Versh take good care of him, honey.""Yessum." Caddy said. We 

went out. Caddy said,"You needn't go, Versh. I'll keep him for a while.""All right." Versh said. "I aint going 
out in that cold for no fun." He went on and we stopped in the hall and Caddy knelt and put her arms around 
me and her cold bright face against mine. She smelled like trees."You're not a poor baby. Are you. Are you. 
You've got your Caddy. Haven't you got your Caddy."Cant you shut up that moaning and slobbering, Luster 
said. Aint you shamed of yourself, making all this racket. We passed the carriage house, where the carriage 
was. It had a new wheel."Git in, now, and set still until your maw come." Dilsey said. She shoved me into 
the carriage. T. P. held the reins. "Clare I dont see how come Jason wont get a new surrey." Dilsey said. 

"This thing going to fall to pieces under you all some day. Look at them wheels."Mother came out, pulling 
her veil down. She had some flowers."Where's Roskus." she said."Roskus cant lift his arms, today." Dilsey 
said. "T. P. can drive all right.""I'm afraid to." Mother said. "It seems to me you all could furnish me with a 
driver for the carriage once a week. It's little enough I ask, Lord knows.""You know just as well as me that 
Roskus got the rheumatism too bad to do more than he have to, Miss Cahline." Dilsey said. "You come on 

and get in, now. T. P. can drive you just as good as Roskus.""I'm afraid to." Mother said. "With the 
baby."Dilsey went up the steps. "You calling that thing a baby." she said. She took Mother's arm. "A man 

big as T. P. Come on, now, if you going.""I'm afraid to." Mother said. They came down the steps and Dilsey 
helped Mother in. "Perhaps it'll be the best thing, for all of us." Mother said."Aint you shamed, talking that 

way." Dilsey said. "Dont you know it'll take more than a eighteen year old nigger to make Queenie run 
away. She older than him and Benjy put together. And dont you start no projecking with Queenie, you hear 

me. T. P. If you dont drive to suit Miss Cahline, I going to put Roskus on you. He aint too tied up to do 
that.""Yessum." T. P. said."I just know something will happen." Mother said. "Stop, Benjamin.""Give him a 
flower to hold." Dilsey said. "That what he wanting." She reached her hand in."No, no." Mother said. "You'll 
have them all scattered.""You hold them." Dilsey said. "I'll get him one out." She gave me a flower and her 
hand went away."Go on now, fore Quentin see you and have to go too." Dilsey said."Where is she." Mother 
said."She down to the house playing with Luster." Dilsey said. "Go on, T. P. Drive that surrey like Roskus 
told you, now."Yessum." T. P. said. "Hum up, Queenie.""Quentin." Mother said. "Dont let ""Course I is." 

Dilsey said.The carriage jolted and crunched on the drive. "I'm afraid to go and leave Quentin." Mother said. 
"I'd better not go. T. P." We went through the gate, where it didn't jolt anymore. T. P. hit Queenie with the 
whip."You, T. P." Mother said."Got to get her going." T. P. said. "Keep her wake up till we get back to the 
barn.""Turn around." Mother said. "I'm afraid to go and leave Quentin.""Cant turn here." T. P. said. Then it 
was broader."Cant you turn here." Mother said."All right." T. P. said. We began to turn."You, T. P." Mother 
said, clutching me."I got to turn around some how." T. P. said. "Whoa, Queenie." We stopped."You'll turn us 
over." Mother said."What you want to do, then." T. P. said."I'm afraid for you to try to turn around." Mother 

said."Get up, Queenie." T. P. said. We went on."I just know Dilsey will let something happen to Quentin 
while I'm gone." Mother said. "We must hurry back.""Hum up, there." T. P. said. He hit Queenie with the 

whip."You, T. P." Mother said, clutching me. I could hear Queenie's feet and the bright shapes went smooth 
and steady on both sides, the shadows of them flowing across Queenie's back. They went on like the bright 
tops of wheels. Then those on one side stopped at the tall white post where the soldier was. But on the other 
side they went on smooth and steady, but a little slower."What do you want." Jason said. He had his hands in 
his pockets and a pencil behind his ear."We're going to the cemetery." Mother said."All right." Jason said. "I 
dont aim to stop you, do I. Was that all you wanted with me, just to tell me that.""I know you wont come." 

Mother said. "I'd feel safer if you would.""Safe from what." Jason said. "Father and Quentin cant hurt 
you."Mother put her handkerchief under her veil. "Stop it, Mother." Jason said. "Do you want to get that 



damn looney to bawling in the middle of the square. Drive on, T. P."Hum up, Queenie." T. P. said."It's a 
judgment on me." Mother said. "But I'll be gone too, soon.""Here." Jason said. 


