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William Faulkner

From a little after two o’clock until almost sundown of the long still hot weary 

dead September afternoon they sat in what Miss Coldfield still called the office 

because her father had called it that—a dim hot airless room with the blinds all 

closed and fastened for forty-three summers because when she was a girl some-

one had believed that light and moving air carried heat and that dark was always 

cooler, and which (as the sun shone fuller and fuller on that side of the house) 

became latticed with yellow slashes full of dust motes which Qunetin thought of 

as being flecks of the dead old dried paint itself blown inward from the scaling 

blinds as wind might have blown them.

—Absolam, Absolam
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Monday is no different from any other weekday in Jefferson now. The streets are 

paved now, and the telephone and electric companies are cutting down more and 

more of the shade trees—the water oaks, the maples and locusts and elms— 

to make room for iron poles bearing clusters of bloated and ghostly and bloodless 

grapes, and we have a city laundry which makes the rounds on Monday morning, 

gathering the bundles of clothes into bright-colored, specially-made motor cars: 

the soiled wearing of a whole week now flees apparitionlike behind alert and  

irritable electric horns, with a long diminishing noise of rubber and asphalt like 

tearing silk, and even the Negro women who still take in white people’s washing 

after the old custom, fetch and deliver it in automobiles.

— “That Evening Sun”
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