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Bayard’s Torment in Sartoris

Kazuyo ISHIKAWA
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William Faulkner %538 [+ — ) 2] (Sartoris,1929) id, TE+DOHMI (1926) &
Mg (1927) 2EBEUDBOG, B2 D LATBER OCLEDTERL -1, Lm0
LIcEBZER -1 FRE L TOREBAR C Lt -1z, BELELTHD, 20 &, £
COMPFRIzBITL » TSN TV 5. Faulkner B &, ZOFESIC £-T, “discovered that my
own little postage stamp of native soil was worth writing about and that I would never live
long enough to exhaust it L7z & R~TULE | € D/, WDy Fovb—7 2 WL RS
NLEBEOHREELBIERTHO, HOWBMEEFTViIC LIt vwbhE, vy EMI s F
NWE=T7 7 BEOSREOHBRETRE L T, BABOABOOELTH 3.

COfEmEGRAIHESBREL S C LiE, BHEEARDY VS - ~4 ¥ —F (young Bayard,
Y= b Y RFITIF 3 AD Bayard B0, 0D bELEVEALR young Bayard & IEEH
TW3) B8 1 RIERKED» SRBEL Ik, BAOBRSTHAERLHT DRI T, ER
FOFHBORITHD 7 2 M FRITEITIS > C, BERT BB SR AEELE0DHENSE
BTHD, 20, COEROILHEF =it dBE-THVEEELNE. ¥V 7« N[+
—F@%MKO“T,&%it%ﬁﬁbﬁ%%%LTW5.t&i@,hmgmwﬂi
“Bayard’s inability to achieve a sustaining relationship with the tradition of his family”2)
T&H %L FW, Edmond L. Volpe i3, “an oppressive feeling of guilt for having betrayed his
heritage”Td 2 LS, Dorothy Tuck {3, ¥ 7 « ~4 ¥ — F25 “reconcile his tradition
with the world in which he lives” ) T 5V ETH B ES -7, FOENE, +—F ) RE
DI L OBIEN S E 52TV 5B, THiuextL T, Cleanth Brooks i1, “Bayard’s trouble is in
great part referable not to his family or to his blood but to his experiences as a wartime avia-
tor.”$) 51, William Van O’Connor i3, + v 2 « ~f 4 — F#s “seems bent on destroying
himself more out of an unmotivated ‘lost generation’ world-weariness” ) ThdEE-T, &
bonplnse, —BUBERCTOBRFEROFKEAABLV TEATL LS Th
5. TLT, ¥ 77 « XM ¥ = FOERDFERIZFATH 200 & SRR LT, C DFES
THEBELTAHAILOERS.

I

VEOBHD 1T, FTRIEATVSY 3> + #— b ) 2 (John Sartoris) 3, HED &
BAYITH 5D L5 ICHrNTOT, ZEICAIBEHEEL52 2.
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As usual, old man Falls had brought John Sartoris into the room with him, had
walked the three miles in from the county Poor Farm, fetching, like an odor, like
the clean dusty smell of his faded overalls, the spirit of the dead man into that
room where the dead man’s son sat and where the two of them, pauper and
banker, would sit for a half an hour in the company of him who had passed be-
yond death and then returned.”

D1 BHiTHEICHEEAS 52/ Faulkner (3, 3<¢2DHEDEWMMICE TS, F, YVav -

=t ) RBY = P ) RFEIH LT > TV AXBENO®RI %, HBICERL TV A.

Freed as he was of time and flesh, he was a far more palpable presence than either
of the two old men... John Sartoris seemed to loom still in the room, above and
about his son, with his bearded, hawklike face, so that as old Bayard sat with his
crossed feet propped against the corner of the cold hearth, holding the pipe in
his hand, it seemed to him that he could hear his father’s breathing even, as
though that other were so much more palpable than mere transiently articulated
clay as to even penetrate into the uttermost citadel of silence in which his son
lived.®

TTIRHATOE Y a v - —b ) RDF, £ETVBEENA ¥ — F(old Bayard) & 7 # —
wZEA (old man Falls) k0 &, BADIKFIRZADHAHFHETHD, D2 ADBEEZLTVA
WEicid, Yav - bPIROUEPRKEKULBELEDP>TVALIILWELTHAH. DK
A, = F YRR T AV a Y = b ) ROXRADEEIF, Db, FARYV T -
RAY— FOLBICKENEZEBAEZ 5 L1085, MBS THELINA ¥ — F « #— b
) 2 (Bayard Sartoris)->, FEILERSE, HOELLHE LU > HBHEBROETE, FEDR
MTHEELLYay - P YREBE, ACOIRTTERILE TALADTEE, Va3V ¥ —
PYRDERY R - v z=— (MissJenny) HEFEE L TE L, TOHFEI, Hhlzdicon
TETFTWALELDITED, &5k, TNEEBELMUFELZZILTNTRHELD, OlgaW.
Vickery D& 2 & Dlic, “aprecept which both regulates and evaluates behavior”?'~ &, >
DI HEDL > TV, IR V2 =—DELEEDPLALAWILDIEEL TP IHKTFE,

.. and as she grew older the tale itself grew richer and richer, taking on a mellow
splendor like wine; until what had been a hare-brained prank of two heedless
and reckless boys wild with their own youth had become a gallant and finely
tragical focal point to which the history of the race had been raised from out
the old miasmic swamps of spiritual sloth by two angels valiantly fallen and

strayed, altering the course of human events and purging the souls of men.'®

LW LTEIC, 3-XDEEDLNTVS. 4= b WVRAEDERIE, EAzdic >N TichS
AL, HELIDSIAMICEREFICKE T -t EBbn s,

FARDY YT o NA¥— K, F1RERKREICNF D Y5> (John X3 Johnny) & Fic
BEE LD, KA VvELOZEGHTREEDOEALL, | ATHETINEIICRET 5. HIZER
BALLTEALAERETARODIC, #ILbETITIC, ToZDERBRITWTHE-TL S, £ L
T, ZOEPIT, HYa YVOEAZFNTO S, FHEIHEMITFE > THHELEHEVILEFELET A E
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WTEY, MABRESTHAENRS. HEBLES CHIBRNTEIEAHETRELLD,
EFOIS LTHROEELZEDEFLZESELED, DVicid, ERAOHBORITED 7 2 b T
2ElEH50hE Vo, BRITAICESCLLEIEADTHS. B, KIIDLIETHE &
STV SNIE D s Tehs. TS, HAMELSDBNS DT, BAKBREBERITEHICE-
12ENS T EERERT S 1 EiNH S,

Then sowing-time was over and it was summer, and he found himself with nothing
to do. It was like coming dazed out of sleep, out of the warm, sunny valleys
where people lived into a region where cold peaks of savage despair stood bleakly

above the lost valleys, among black and savage stars.'

MbdTHLENBENDEE, YV 7  RAv— FRBERKSVEEINEEVSDTHS. TD
T &z LT, Melvin Backman (3, “His need for motion and speed was due not only to the
pent up energies of youth, but to a destructive compulsion that derived from an intense yet
obscure despair” !2) EERBLTV 3.

FDOERPIEE ~ 72 DiF, WFDHY a VIR L - Th -7, Va v EHILE CMizek
KBLTED, 2 AGELLDICHBORBICRU: > T 7D THBED, YVavid, ¥v
T+ N Y- FOIDH LD EH»TIC, ZHOBBOTICROCATITE, FICBERIATL
L -7cDTH%. “Itried to keep him from going up there on that goddam little popgun ')
LE--TBPATOVAB LI, YV I« RXM¥—F3, REOHEY 3 VARKELEEEZES
KhHBHEEZ, HELL., MR YavDTLEEEZA0T, BELLE 3.

He was thinking of his dead brother; the spirit of their violent complementing
days lay like dust everywhere in the room, obliterating that other presence, stop-
ping his breathing, and he went to the window and flung the sash crashing upward
and leaned there, gulping air into his lungs like a man who has been submerged
and who still cannot believe that he has reached again.!*)

HiZYa vBRALDEIADOEOTHZEVSROERICELLDOTH 58, HOFDOED
EBDBTEIEN, BRIKK->TEE 2., HBEBERBICRVELIINLZD, BHHELA L)
Rird, MEEFT-T, FROWEL SODEBER 70T BN, KAEL—GELED &
H5H. Lpl, B3, GONGEETSE, AHLOEFHELB,, SEIEAKDERL ¥ —
FE—FICOETEDL. ETAD, beHEVa v 4= ) ROEBT >TOBED FDl
BEEF 7479580, BHEOEBH TUBORMELIEC LALENAY— FiId, -0
ATLED. DR, REDFHEYV 2 VOREERLDH > T, HOROEBE VDN ZIC
bHHBI LI B, L, »->TYVa VEMFDICHEIF I EDHE. HOHD < H 7
£ (MacCallum) R, LOPF L EAERDTHLGTITL. v 7 LROBIFEOHIT, 720
ROANR E—HBIEEBA L TV EHOLE, FOBBRICI VLTI, B3 “Youdidit!
You caused it all; you killed Johnny. »15) 1 , BEHEAEY . 1, WL, = H 55
LAFICHAELTO A, BAIELTHYa YIRALHOC EABNHL, 20EMNLE
LABDIDITHENIS OB ATTTDTH 3.
CDEIILATHBE, lldit, YV 7+ X4 ¥ — FRFOBBRICEVEIATNST &
BEXRTHS. LrL, 22020 TR, HOFERDOERE LTR+ATEED. v 5.
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NA Y- FICBELSITHZENI LI LR > BEOFRAL L TiE, DARTDBDTH
%, Melvin Backman ¢ “The explanation that Faulkner has offered for Bayard’s despair—
—the feeling of guilt and grief over the death of his twin brother, Johnny—seems neither con-
vincing nor adequate.”!'®) & DiEREIE, T LABTLEEEPN S, HOEMO KA B T
DEBIZITIEOELS, BRIEDLHIUWFERDSH DA S, Faulkner H Hid, 4
YIEL—DEFIRD K HICHBNTN .

I expect that that one of the twins really wasn’t brave and knew it. His dead
brother was the braver, I mean capable of the sort of rash recklessness which
passes for physical courage. That the one that survived not only had suffered the
psychotic injury of having lost a twin, but also he would have to say to himself,
The best one of us died, the brave one died, and he no longer wanted to live,
actually. He came back home but he probably had no good reason to live, or
maybe he was—would have to salve himself by saying, Well, whether I'm brave or

not, it doesn’t matter and I don’t care.!”

COEEHEDOERICE, MIEOANBELZSOBVANETH L L ICEDLNS. v/ - X
A% — FEBADEEBTEHAL DI LELOD, HABEMEELEVHAEILE -2 &S
HBL, =¥ vy (Narcissa) EREEL, HLOEFEEEDLI EVIBEHBLTVS. £
DZEIPSTNE, BERCEEZELIETEIEAER > TV Eh - EEZ BT LG TEIL.
BXOoHESEDETIRRE, KLV EVSTRFOEAD, HOLOHITEH>7cDTH
Ao I, I OoFLIAERBEIETHBN, YV - A ¥ - NIESNPBERTHAD
LA EZITLIE, EVLIDFEETRIEVERS. Olga W. Vickery (3, “Johnny’s
death is an even more potent influence on Bayard than his living presence had been. He feels

a mixture of violent regret, responsibility, and envy which pervades his every action” ¥ & S
TOBEH, YVavORMNYas vitHT EREDTFEY V7 « N ¥ — FlcwiZhEicbnd
A, BEICHE-TVEEEbNE. YV 7« XM ¥ —Ficd, Va3 yPRhaniEDPH I+
BLENTELP 2720, TXTOEEREDICHED1IE0IXFFD BRI, B
KL T »7c YV a Y EARELCIZABOIRFFNH - D TH 5.

L, BANT, H— M) RRICHT B Y a v e - b ) ROXENDESICONTI NI,
HATORBTRIBICKESBEEBEEZT0AYa Y« #— ) RIE, MMERshS5A%)
DOHTHREOPNTVBE LI, MCHIRTT, BRT, RICHOBERTH-T. £, YVa v
cH— ) RADRBONA Y —F -4 —t )b, MTHIRST, BRAESLELLT /I EaNn
TV, HoHIE2HBHEIE, IR Vr=—ltk-THEEL L TESNEDIBIL, FEXD
SBEABEICD, — b)Y RFEOERIBRTRINEE S, s & bBRICRHTBRE
BOERWEWSEBE, YV M Y—FbIZDBH LI ~TctELOoNS. ZEh
BT YIMIE L XOBREDREFICOVT, ¥V 7 « XA ¥ — FEIRDXHICE->TW
5.

Then I saw the fire streaking out along his wing, and he was looking back. He
wasn’t looking at the Hun at all; he was looking at me. The Hun stopped shoot-
ing then, and all of us sort of just sat there for a while. I couldn’t tell what
John was up to until I saw him swing his feet out. Then he thumbed his nose at
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me like he was always doing and flipped his hand at the Hun and kicked his
19)

machine out of the way and jumped.
YV NAY— K, Va2 YOBREOBBERT, YaridH— ) 2K0ES L BHic
AT STDREEETELERE -1 EBDNS. RV VERKEETLE 720 %%
BT B0 TRL, Ya VDL IKBBILRAT ENTE L -1HA%2HELL B, B
CIRBZREL, Va VICHL TRESZAORL, MEMLLTESS Y3 YO LS IKEBRKITKED
20, HBEVE, BERICERIKIZVETSBSOTRE»A9 0. 203, BOEEBELAE G
NiTRIAATEBZEREH 7o & & D, “And this, this wasn’t anything: just a few carved slats.
Patch up his fuselage with a little piano wire in ten minutes. Not like Johnny.”2 &\ > 7z,
BEYa vEAUBRLILEE L, B0V YORICOWTH — v v HICE-> THIOE BEDE
i, “the bitter struggling of his false and stubborn pride”?") 3% 27 & 4B LM TH 5.
CNET, YV7 + A Y- FOERICOVT, EB5hEVZIE, +— M) RFDEHKE
DEEDP A TEIDLITHBD, TIT, —BUBERTOERBERNFICEZ TVWEE
C2O2WT, ALEATARW., DILBEBBEXEZHORLER, AHEDPEBRFOLEBICES:
L, BEICEH LIETKRIROCDED, BEHPEAEFILTLES.

But he still waked at times in the peaceful darkness of his room and without
previous warning, tense and sweating with old terror. Then, momentarily, the
world was laid away and he was a trapped beast in the high blue, mad for life,
trapped in the very cunning fabric that had betrayed him who had dared chance
too much, and he thought again if, when the bullet found you, you could only
crash upward, burst; anything but earth. Not death, no: it was the crash you
had to live through so many times before you struck that filled your throat with
vomit.??)

th CHEH LB TRITOWT S, BENICHLEBD AbEOKERE L0 RS, BHoR
EPSOEHNB-TET, HABEDSETLEOIDTHAD. 3, AHHEBEKTEELA
W, Ny RO - TOBY V7 « XM ¥ — Fid, ZHETHICHIBICZ D ICH - 1B R
WEECHLT, 2lbdol, #EBE2HTE. LELEF—v o4, BEOZXCH L
HICLTIA->TVBE, BRITFOBXHLTHAEED Fad, “wide intent eyes in which terror
lurked, and mad, cold fury, and despair”?®) T4 UL LEES%H 5. DS, HD
BEhOBMOKERL, HOBFRICKEINBBESITVES, /2, YV « N4 ¥ — Fps
BEICRDZLSNTENEL-H, HRIIEBEICFEE NTZDORIIMERRICE F 3D 1205,
RO 1R, BRSOV E I b-TRETCTHOLGHA LS EDLTL 3.

“Hell,” he’said, lying on his back, staring out the window where nothing was to
be seen, waiting for sleep, not knowing if it would come or not, not caring a
particular damn either way. Nothing to be seen, and the long, long span of a
man’s natural life. Three score and ten years to drag a stubborn body about the
world and cozen its insistent demands. Three score and ten, the Bible said.
Seventy years. And he was only twenty-six. Not much more than a third
through it. Hell.?*)
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DLEDESICEZTARE, ¥V 7 o N4 ¥—Fid, BMICRELIR KEOHYa Vi
ot dE LA, Va YAERKERLCEADEHADS, BONYa YO XD IKBHITHALY -
o licd 2R e h Ly, BOBE, vaviexd sk, £ LT, BehichRLL
WMl EDBRPEREICH 5L P » TEALTHREICSWIEEN, 2hhoDOBNEHELT,
W2 DBELTHABRTCNCDLEENS T ENDIS. | EIHOGELESEZMORLTH
— Yy Y EEEEL, W EDOFLVEFEEIECR TN D ETHDRED, R, @ErO
OHhENSNT, ZOHESH, Melvin Backman D FEFED@D, “cuts him off from the light and
warmth and pulls him toward death”?3) L, 2 icik i3 ERHAOFHORITHED 7 2 + RITE
VB ESE 4 5. Olga W. Vickery 73 “The clash of the legend and the actual experience
of war is responsible, in part at least, for Bayard’s frustration”?®) &ii~NTWB XA, * v
e N4 ¥ — FOERDBERITE, - Y ARDIEHRICEAEL/bD &, —REEERTD
BEARICEEL - bODHEANBH Y, FE5THiEbpkL. Lal, EH500HE
BAXVHAEEZLLEE, & Ux=—0 “Sartoris. It’sin the blood. Savages, every one
of ’em. No earthly use to anybody”?? D LiED L Sic, ¥ ¥ 7 « <A ¥ — FOEDOF A
N54— bt ) RROMHS, WICEWBELITHAERSE, RRITWWIENEDLDLTRDOPELN
HOEBLNTL S, #2LTY YT « "M Y= FPRALR, -y P IR - V=z—L
FEDLSVEMOLET /ADOTL ABED 1§, FReficOUEbik > THEHEHICEL
SNBDTH 5.

The music went on in the dusk softly; the dusk was peopled with ghosts of
glamorous and old disastrous things. And if they were just glamorous enough,
there was sure to be a Sartoris in them, and then they were sure to be disastrous.
Pawns. But the Player, and the game He plays ... He must have a name for His
pawns, though. But perhaps Sartoris is the game itself—a game outmoded and
played with pawns shaped too late and to an old dead pattern, and of which the
Player Himself is a little wearied. For there is death in the sound of it, and a
glamorous fatality, like silver pennons downrushing at sunset, or a dying fall of
horns along the road to Roncevaux.?®
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