
Faulknerian sentences from "The Bear" in Go Down, Moses by William Faulkner (1940). 
Notice the rhythm from short, constructed sentences to long, almost musical, strings of 
phrases. Notice also the power of nature. And notice the slippage of time. … All of these 
are very reminiscent of Manen.

"He realized later that it had begun long before that. It had already begun on that 
day when he first wrote his age in two ciphers and his cousin McCaslin brought him for 
the first time to the camp, the big woods, to earn for himself from the wilderness the 
name and state of hunter provided he in his turn were humble and enduring enough. He 
had already inherited then, without ever having seen it, the big old bear with one trap-
ruined foot that in an area almost a hundred miles square had earned for himself a 
name, a definite designation like a living man:—the long legend of corn-cribs broken 
down and rifled, of shoats and grown pigs and even calves carried bodily into the woods 
and devoured and traps and deadfalls over-thrown and dogs mangled and slain and 
shotgun and even rifle shots delivered at point-blank range yet with no more effect than 
so many peas blown through a tube by a child—a corridor of wreckage and destruction 
beginning back before the boy was born, through which sped, not fast but rather with 
the ruthless and irresistible deliberation of a locomotive, the shaggy tremendous shape. 
It ran in his knowledge before he ever saw it. It loomed and towered in his dreams 
before he even saw the unaxed woods where it left its crooked print, shaggy, 
tremendous, red-eyed, not malevolent but just big, too big for the dogs which tried to 
bay it, for the horses which tried to ride it down, for the men and the bullets they fired 
into it; too big for the very country which was its constricting scope. It was as if the boy 
had already divined what his sense and intellect had not encompassed yet: that 
doomed wilderness whose edges were being constantly and punily gnawed at by men 
with plows and axes who feared it because it was wilderness, men myriad and 
nameless even to one another in the land where the old bear had earned a name, and 
through which ran not even a mortal beast but an anachronism indomitable and 
invincible out of an old dead time, a phantom, epitome and apotheosis of the old wild life 
which the little puny humans swarmed and hacked at in a fury of abhorrence and fear 
like pygmies about the ankles of a drowsing elephant;—the old bear, solitary, 
indomitable, and alone; widowered childless and absolved of mortality—old Priam reft of 
his old wife and outlived all his sons."


