Owen Robinson

William Faulkner, Light in August – Lecture Quotes
1. Malcolm X: ‘A hundred times a day, they used the word “nigger”….Thus they never did really see me.’  (Malcolm X with Alex Haley, The Autobiography of Malcolm X (London: Penguin), p.107)

2. Ralph Ellison: ‘I am invisible, understand, simply because people refuse to see me.’  (Ralph Ellison, Invisible Man (London: Penguin, 1965), p.7)

3. The mob’s reaction: they ‘believed aloud that it was an anonymous negro crime committed not by a negro but by Negro and who knew, believed, and hoped that she had been ravished too: at least once before her throat was cut and at least once after.’  (William Faulkner, Light in August (London, Penguin, 1964), p.216)

4. Townsperson (talker): ‘…Halliday saw him and ran up and grabbed him and said, “Aint your name Christmas?” and the nigger said that it was.  He never denied it.  He never did anything.  He never acted like either a nigger or a white man.  That was it.  That was made the folks so mad.  For him to be a murderer and all dressed up and walking the town like he dared them to touch him, when he ought to have been skulking and hiding in the woods, muddy and dirty and running.  It was like he never even knew he was a murderer, let alone a nigger too.’  (Light in August, p.263)

5. Calvin: ‘Damn, lowbuilt black folks: low built because of the weight of the wrath of God, black because of the son of human bondage staining their blood and flesh….But we done freed them now, both black and white alike.  They’ll bleach out now.  In a hundred years they will be white folks again.  Then maybe we’ll let them come back into America.’  (Light in August, p.186)

6. ‘Memory believes before knowing remembers.  Believes longer than recollects, longer than knowing even wonders.  Knows remembers believes a corridor in a big long gabled cold echoing building of dark red brick sootbleakened by more chimneys than its own,….orphans in identical and uniform blue denim in and out of remembering but in knowing constant as the bleak walls, the bleak windows where in rain soot from the yearly adjacenting chimneys streaked like black tears.’  (Light in August, p,91)
7. ‘Then he was listening for the light, trivial sound which the dead match would make when it struck the floor; and then it seemed to him that he heard it.  Then it seemed to him, sitting on the cot in the dark room, that he was hearing a myriad sounds of no greater volume – voices, murmurs, whispers: of trees, darkness, earth; people: his own voice; other voices evocative of names and times and places – which he had been conscious of all his life without knowing it, which were his life, thinking God perhaps and me not knowing that too  He could see it like a printed sentence, fullborn and already dead God loves me too like the faded and weathered letters on a last year’s billboard God loves me too’  (Light in August, p.80)
8. ‘They are not to lose it, in whatever peaceful valleys, beside whatever placid and reassuring streams of old age, in the mirroring faces of whatever children they will contemplate old disasters and newer hopes.  It will be there, musing, quiet, steadfast, not fading and not particularly threatful, but of itself alone serene, of itself alone triumphant.  Again from the town, deadened a little by the walls, the scream of the siren mounted toward its unbelievable crescendo, passing out of the realm of hearing.’  (Light in August, pp.349-50)

