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Introduction

“THE ArTIisT,” William Faulkner has said, “is in-
fluenced by all in his environment. He’s maybe more
sensitive to it because he has to get the materials, the
lumber that he’s going to build his edifice with.”
In this statement Faulkner has described two worlds:
one is the edifice, the fiction, the world that he has
made, the product of his creative imagination. The
other is Faulkner’s environment, “his own experience
of people,” what he has called “the lumber in the
attic.”

Perhaps to the pure critic “the lumber” is un-
important, because the final edifice is not the original
forest. But the relationship between the two worlds
has been a major subject of dispute among Faulkner’s
readers. One group goes so far as to deny that Faulk-
ner is writing about the South. Instead, they say,
he is creating a world of universal values, a myth of
modern times; his books are primarily philosophical
and psychological and aesthetic creations, and only
accidentally considerations of the problems of the
South. The sociologist and the historian see in the
books a treatment of Southern life or of cultural
patterns of the Western world. But the Southerner sees
his South, and if he is from Mississippi, especially
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from Lafayette County, he may see only his own com-
munity in Faulkner’s works.

In a time of expatriate American writers and dis-
placed or fugitive Southerners, the world of William
Faulkner is extraordinarily identifiable. Faulkner
grew up in Oxford, a small town and the county seat
of Lafayette County in the northern hilly regions of
Missisippi. In Oxford he has remained except for
brief trips, some youthful wanderings, and occasional
sojourns in such places as New Orleans, Hollywood,
and Virginia. His environment, the source of the lum-
ber in the attic, is Mississippi, Lafayette County, and
Oxford—the history, mores, folklore, traditions, and
attitudes of a rather small, apparently stereotyped, yet
almost infinitely varied rural community. The world
in a grain of sand.

In the summer of 1957 I visited Oxford for the
first time, hoping to find the lumber in the attic, to
meet Faulkner’s friends and neighbors, to discover
what he had found to write about in this provincial
town. Jefferson is Oxford, the local gossips who have
read Faulkner’s works will say, but Jefferson is Oxford
transmuted; the lumber is not the edifice. And the
process of change from the real Lafayette County to
Faulkner’s Yoknapatawpha County is complex. The
trees that make the lumber have been cut down and
sawed and planed and nailed and painted. The con-
struction of fiction is more Faulkner’s than it is the
town’s, but the lumber is still there. Tracing all the
books back to Faulkner’s environment would prove
as difficult as putting the boards back in the trees.
No single citizen knows all that Faulkner knows about
life in the county, and none of his friends has read
all of his books. An outsider, a scholar probing the
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attics of the county’s past, can hardly hope to acquire
a knowledge of its actual history and geography which
equals his knowledge of Faulkner’s works.

Reading old files of local newspapers, I noticed a
copy of a letter from one of Faulkner’s hunting com-
panions to the King of Sweden, who had awarded
Faulkner the Nobel Prize. Faulkner’s friend, John
Cullen, invited His Majesty to join the hunt in the
Mississippi River bottoms and to feast on such back-
woods delicacies as coon and collards. Here, I thought,
was 2 man who might tell me some of the things I
wished to know about Faulkner and his environment.

So I asked the way to John Cullen’s, drove out a
dozen miles or so on the highway to New Albany,
turned off onto a dirt country road, then onto a still
smaller road, and finally onto a small driveway which
ran through large trees back to an unpainted farm-
house. John Cullen lay asleep under a large oak tree
in the yard. Deep-voiced hounds barked at me, and
my host waked from his bed of boards which lay across
two sawhorses. '

During that afternoon Cullen showed me his ex-
periments with grafting fruit trees, gave me a peck
of tomatoes from his “truck crop,” took me down to a
spring for a cold drink of water, introduced me to his
dogs, told hundreds of jokes and stories, and answered
dozens of questions about Faulkner and about Lafa-
yette and Yoknapatawpha counties.  When I left just
before dark, I carried with me the peck of tomatoes
and copies of the hundreds of folksy columns Cullen
has written for the Oxford Eagle.

This was the first of several afternoons with John
Cullen. He lives alone with his dogs and plants sur-
rounded by a vast area of government forests. His
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wife is dead, and his son is in the army. Except for a
pickup truck, trips to town, and visitors who bring
the modern world to his farm, his life is as simple and
rustic as the ways of the Bundrens and McCallums in
Faulkner’s novels. But that is the way he wants it.

I went to John Cullen’s to get materials to write
a book on William Faulkner. But my book became
John’s, because he knows Faulkner’s lumber in the
attic. Since the summer of 1954 John has been writ-
ing me letters. Often he has risen early, even for the
country, on a cold winter morning, built a wood fire,
and written by lamplight with the inspiration of a jug
of corn whisky. After the writing and a properly
stimulating amount of the liquor, he has cooked his
breakfast.

John is a good talker and story-teller, a folk humor-
ist, a yarn-spinner, in the tradition of Mark Twain.
Good folk talkers are seldom good writers. Pencil in
hand, they freeze and lose their personality. But John
is different. He can put his humor and wisdom on
paper. This book is compiled mainly from his letters,
but I have supplemented these from extensive notes
based on conversations with John and his friends, and
from transcriptions of about eight recording sessions
of two to four hours each in June, 1959. “Big Red”
Bright and Walton (“Uncle Bud”) Miller joined in
one of these sessions, and a few paragraphs derive
ultimately from their conversation. Here and there,
I myself have written a short paragraph based on my
own knowledge of Lafayette County and of the works
of William Faulkner. This collaboration does not af-
fect the authenticity of the book any more than re-
telling affects the authenticity of an old folk tale.
What I have done is to supply the order, sometimes
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the language, and occasionally the knowledge that
make out of John’s recollections a whole, consistent
document. He knows the gaps are there; he has
kindly allowed his Oxford friends and me to fill them
when we could.

John has read several versions of the complete
manuscript, has made suggestions for revision, and
approves it entirely as it is here presented. I have
taken every care that this book remain true to the
standard of integrity established by John’s Author’s
Note, which is drawn wholly from his letters.

John Cullen has now read much of Faulkner, but
when I first met him he had read only a novel or so
and several short stories. It is impossible to be precise
about the exact extent of his knowledge of Faulkner’s
work because, like many another reader, he had started
many more stories than he had finished and was later
not certain of how far he had read. I know that some
of the tales he tells were written after he read Faulk-
ner’s work. For instance, his story of his encounter
with a girl like Temple Drake in the Memphis whore-
house was written after he had read Sanctuary. On the
other hand, the story of the lynching of Nelse Patton
(part of the lumber in the attic for the story of Joe
Christmas in Light in August) was written before he
had read the novel.

The complexity of John’s views of William Faulk-
ner results in inconsistency and seeming self-con-
tradiction. There is Faulkner the man and Faulk-
ner the writer, and to the people of Oxford the two
are not the same. Even Faulkner the man is “hard
to figure,” they say. He is a gracious host one evening,
and the next day he does not speak to them on the
streets of the town. He is arrogant, and he is humble.
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He is a good friend on a hunting trip, but so quiet and
reserved that no one ever knows him. Faulkner the
writer has in the outside world a reputation which is
inconceivable in his own country. He has written
stories his neighbors like, published novels they cannot
understand, and created Southern characters they con-
sider insulting. This is the paradox that explains some
of John’s views on his friend and neighbor.

One of Cullen’s intentions is to retell the folk
tales used by Faulkner in his fiction. This book is
partly a telling of the background facts of the Yoknapa-
tawpha legend, but Cullen’s stories are also more
than the facts. He himself has exaggerated and trans-
muted. Much of what Faulkner has known about
life in his county has of course come from legend and
folklore rather than from witnessing at first hand.
Even many of Faulkner’s techniques are ultimately
derived from those of the folk yarn-spinner. The
spirit of the practical joker, the tall tale, the lurid
image and vivid figure of speech, the ridiculous situ-
ation, the brutality—these are the common basis of
backwoods humor, the works of William Faulkner,
and this book by John Cullen. And this is no dis-
credit to Faulkner, for the very similarities seem to
emphasize the extent of his accomplishments. Some
of the characteristics of Cullen’s style help to explain
some of the intricacies of Faulkner’s prose. Rural
dialect in Cullen’s writing resembles that in Faulk-
ner’s, but almost astonishing in this book is Cullen’s
occasional blending of dialect with polysyllabic words
and rhetorical flourishes. Faulkner’s own develop-
ment of unsophisticated characters and their dialect
in a context of sophisticated themes and polysyllabic
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diction may be a refinement of the practice of the
folk tale-teller.

Cullen does not think of himself as a poor man’s
William Faulkner. Again, some of the weaknesses
of this book demonstrate the remarkable accomplish-
ments in the Yoknapatawpha cycle. But John
Cullen’s book is in itself unique. It is, so far as I
know, the only biographical and literary study of a
great living writer ever written by an intelligent and
unschooled friend and neighbor.

In a larger sense, this is Oxford’s book about Faulk-
ner, and to many of the citizens there, John’s friends
and mine, the books owes a debt for information and
comment which might otherwise have gone unrecord-
ed. Another community, Emory University, has made
many contributions, including generous support by
the University Research Committee.

Floyd C. Watkins






Author’s Note

WiLLiaM FAULKNER and I have been friends since we
were little boys. Both of us grew up in Oxford, La-
fayette County, Mississippi, where we have lived most
of our lives. We have heard the same stories and
known the same people, and in his fiction Faulkner has
often written about the things we have known. I do
not understand many things in Faulkner’s writing, and
I doubt very much that anyone else does or ever will.
But I do know him and the backgrounds of his fiction.
In this book I plan to tell some of the stories as I have
heard them told or seen them happen, and I hope to
describe Faulkner in his native environment. In prac-
tically every story which I have read about Faulkner’s
fictitious Yoknapatawpha County, I have recognized
many of the locations and the charactets. Faulkner
has retold the county’s stories so well that I ought not
to tell them again. But my versions are different from
Faulkner’s at times, and the inferiority of my tales may
prove the greatness of his. I am not posing as one of
Faulkner’s closest friends and confidants. I think he
would resent that.

Several things lately have inspired me to think that
I can be a writer. Recently in an old Look magazine I
saw some pictures of a Negro sculptor who was selling
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for fantastic prices his crude, childish carvings. But
the thing that inspires me most is a monkey in the zoo
in New York. When given brush and paint, he paints
great works which sell for hundreds of dollars. Perhaps
I can write something of interest to our great public.

John B. Cullen
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Young Faulkner and His Family

My rirsT MEMORIES of William Faulkner date back to
the times when I used to pass his home on my way to
and from school. He lived on a wide shady street
now known as South Lamar, but then called South
Street. The Falkner' children had a spotted pony
and almost every kind of toy and gun that children
could have in those days. William and his brothers,
John, Murry, and Dean, had no sister, but their cousin
Sallie Murry Wilkins was reared by Faulkner’s parents.
Usually when I passed by, the Falkner boys and Sallie
were playing on the street. At that time there was
little danger in children using the streets as a play-
ground. Few in Oxford had ever seen an automobile.
The future Mrs. William Faulkner, Estelle Oldham,
was one of William’s childhood playmates. The Falk-
ner and the Oldham children were friendly and pleas-
ant even toward me, a country jake. Everyone liked
them.

William Faulkner was a little fellow when I went
to school, about two grades behind me and small for
his age. On the school ground he stood around a
great deal, and I never saw him play many games with

1. The Falkner family still spell their name without a u, but William
has restored the letter dropped by his great-grandfather.
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other children. He was more of a listener than a
talker, yet everyone liked him and no one ever called
him a sissy. My brother, Hal Cullen, was in the same
grade with William. He says that William was one of
the two brightest boys in the schoolroom, and he still
remembers how well William could draw pictures.
Hal used to stop by William’s home and play after
school when he was a boy. William loved to play
baseball, and he read a lot, but he did not play cowboy-
and-Indian and wrestle much when he was a child.

William used to come to see us at our home in the
country. Old Thompson Lake at our farm was a
great gathering place for boys. Often he swam and
waded in the lake with us and hunted bullfrogs and
cottonmouth moccasins with a .22 rifle. He liked to
listen to stories I told about hunting, and he asked
questions about wild life and little animals and birds.
Often we roamed around in the fields and talked about
things of that kind. He did not ask too many ques-
tions as most young town boys do. He just seemed to
enjoy walking around in the woods and observing the
things that he saw.

The most distinctive thing about William as a little
boy was that he was unusually thoughtful. He was
so quiet that his childhood friends do not now remem-
ber many things he said or anecdotes about escapades
he was involved in as a child. At that time, of course,
we never thought that this quiet, dreamy-eyed boy
would remember every detail of all he heard and saw
and would some day weave these memories into stories
and become one of the world’s greatest writers.

All the members of the Falkner family that I have
known have been fine, gifted people. William Faulk-
ner’s grandfather was known here in Oxford as Colonel
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Falkner. When I was a boy, I saw and met him many
times on the street, yet I never heard him speak. He
carried a cane, and he would tap it along as he walked.
His walk was peculiar, just like William’s. The only
other people I have known to walk like that were walk-
ing in their sleep. It is not a slow walk, but a kind
of mincing step, an odd gait that I cannot describe.
No one ever knew what Colonel Falkner was thinking
about as he walked. Like his grandson William, he
would pass people by and not even notice them. My
father and others who knew him well had great respect
for the Colonel. He lived here for many years and was
buried in Saint Peter’s Cemetery in Oxford in 1922.

When I first knew Mr. Murry Falkner, William'’s
father, he and his brother John were in the grocery
business on the northeast side of the town square.
Later they ran a draying business. Then Mr. Murry
owned the old opera house, where the vaudeville
shows would put on their acts when they came to town.
After that he started a hardware store. My brother
and I bought hardware from him on terms. Some-
times we had a hard time paying our bill. When I
owed him money, he was very lenient and would give
me plenty of time to pay. Later he became comptrol-
ler at the University of Mississippi. He was most effi-
cient. He did not have much help, and yet he did
almost all the work that a large staff does today. I
built part of the football stadium for the University,
and he supervised the construction of it. He was
prompt and considerate in dealing with all those who
worked for him.

I knew Mrs. Maud Butler Falkner, mother of
William, from the time I was a little boy. My father
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knew her from birth. Mrs. Falkner was a gracious,
considerate lady who was kind to everyone, no matter
who they were or how humble they might be. Al-
though I am no judge of art, I would rate Mrs. Falk-
ner as one of the greatest painters Oxford ever pro-
duced. Her paintings are true to life down to the
smallest details. The junk called primitive and
futuristic art will in my opinion be thrown in the
trash where it belongs. I believe that the Falkner
boys inherited much of their talent from their mother
as well as from their father’s family. Mrs. Falkner
lived quietly in her home on South Lamar until her
death in October, 1960.

I have known John Falkner, or Johnsie, as we old
friends call him, all his life. He is a talented man, one
of the fastest and most accurate engineers I ever work-
ed under in my long years of construction work. He
is a fine draftsman. He spent years with the FBI,
came home, tried farming, learned to pilot an airplane,
went back to engineering, wrote several books, and
went into the chickenbroiler business. I have never
read any of John's books. I started Men Working
once, but I did not like it because John wrote about
so much filth. Now he paints and exhibits his pic-
tures. He is good painter of rustic scenes. Once he
showed me a picture of a possum hunt at night. He
is very accurate with his brush, and he had very care-
fully drawn the firelight gleam and the light falling
on the faces of some of the possum hunters. John
Falkner has great ability, a fine personality, and many
friends. But his one problem is that he has so many
talents that he cannot concentrate long enough on any
one to succeed.
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I knew little about Dean Falkner, the youngest
brother. He grew into manhood and was killed in an
airplane crash while I was away from Oxford.

The Falkners are reckless. They like thrills and
dangers. In the summer of 1959 William broke his
collarbone in a fox hunt in Virginia, and then he came
home and got hurt again with his jumping horses just
a few weeks later. One of them threw him. William
is a little old to be fooling with jumping horses.
Twenty years ago Johnsie Falkner was talking with
me about going in together and buying a cotton-dusting
plane. Flying a cotton duster is a dangerous thing,
and Johnsie said he would fly it. Dean was killed fool-
ing with an old crate of some kind.

All the Falkners are honorable people. They are
honorable, reckless, quiet, and kind.



II

Faulkner and I Grow Up

WHEN I was a long-legged, overgrown country boy
of fourteen my family sent me to school in town. I
was head and shoulders taller than the others in the
seventh grade, and the situation was embarrassing to
me. But worse than that, my father, who was a good
man, had fallen victim to the demon alcohol. Our
big family of four boys and three girls was almost
destitute.

That year I really tried to learn, and I did make
much progress. We did not have uniforms to play foot-
ball in then, and I tore up my one suit while I was play-
ing football. Soon my clothes were full of patches.
When I would ask my teacher to explain anything to
me, she spoke sarcastically. But when the children of
the elite would ask her something, she was gracious to
them. I saw that she held me in contempt because 1
was poor and ragged, the son of a drunkard who could
not pay his debts at that time.

My last day of school was my birthday and Valen-
tine’s Day. Our teacher told the class that we would
not be allowed to send comic valentines. But gracious-
ly she allowed one of the girls the privilege of sending
me one of a drunken bum with patched, ragged clothes.
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The other children all got several valentines, but that
was the only one addressed to me. The class thought
it was funny, but I was a badly hurt boy.

That was too much. I quit school and went to
work. By the time I was sixteen years old, I was a
professional cement finisher. That year I finished
fourteen miles of sidewalk in Kosciusko, Mississippi.
We did not do much concrete work in the winter.
Then I would stay at home and hunt and fish. During
the rest of the year I would leave Oxford and work
with cement wherever I could get a job. I have tried
to live a useful life, but I have often wondered how
much more useful I could have been if my teacher had
taken a little interest in me and had given me a little
encouragement.

After I quit school, I met William Faulkner only
occasionally on the streets or at public gatherings.
Then World War I came. I went into the army, and
William joined the Royal Air Force. For several
years I did not see him again.

When Faulkner came back, from the war, he had
to change trains at Holly Springs, about twenty miles
north of Oxford. Somebody told my good friend
Walton Miller (we call him Uncle Bud) how Faulkner
was standing as still as a statue in the railroad depot.
The engineer came by and stopped and looked at him.
William was just standing there flat-footed, paying
no attention to anybody or anything. He was thinking
about something else besides his surroundings. After
a while he moved a little, and the engineer remarked,
“Damned if it ain’t alive.” When William heard that
remark, he pretended he had not. He never said a
word to the engineer, and the engineer never said a
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word to him. Perhaps this story is not a fact, but it
sounds exactly like William.

After he came back from the war, he disgusted a
good many people because he wore his British uni-
form so long. But perhaps that was the best he had
at the time. Faulkner never has cared much about
clothes. Even today he will dress as ragged as any
farmer in the county. For scveral years he kept a sail-
boat out at my brother’s hog farm and sailed it on the
Sardis reservoir. Often he came out to my brother’s
farm dirty, muddy, and unshaven. He would spend
hours in the sailboat and sail it at any time of night.

Faulkner did not court the girls very much, I think,
when he came back from the war. Estelle Oldham
Franklin had married then, and she was living in
Hawaii. Faulkner, I believe, was still in love with her.
When Estelle divorced Franklin and came home, prob-
ably it was understood that she and Faulkner would
marry.

After Faulkner came home from the War, he went
to the University for a time, and then he worked at odd
jobs. He fired boilers in the University electric power
plant for a while. His father was comptroller and got
him the job. He worked hard; in those days they had
a regular old coal-fired steam boiler. Next he was
postmaster at the University. He says himself that
he did not get up and wait on the customers. Some-
body told a story about how he said he did not wish
to be at the beck and call of any son of a bitch with
a two-cent stamp. This was in the early twenties.
His father was not proud of him in those days. Faulk-
ner would try to work, but to me he looked like a
tinkerer instead of a workman. He did not seem to
give his mind and attention to work. He did a little
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carpentry work and was a sort of Jack-of-all-trades. He
tried to be a poet and published some poems in the
Mississippian, the college newspaper at the University
of Mississippi. I thought this was a poor way of mak-
ing a living. Probably he started writing stories al-
most accidentally. That was what he was cut out for.
He tried sign-painting and failed at that, too. Once
he was painting a sign for the Standard Oil Service
Station, which was built on the corner of old Colonel
Falkner’s front yard down on South Lamar. He did
not know how to scale his letters off and paint that
sign. He was stumped, and I did know how to scale
letters off; so T did that part of the job for him.

In those days Faulkner would work, but he would
also seem to get something else on his mind. He never
had much to say to anybody. Those who know him
think of him just as an ordinary, likeable man. He
is not snobbish; he just seems that way to people who
do not know him. He may pass down the other side
of the street and not notice a friend. He hunts no
one up. Faulkner had only a few friends before he
became famous. He will never have many close
friends, except for those who are friendly to him now
because he is prominent.



111

Faulkner in a Hunters’ Camp

For ALMOST A century a group of hunters from Ox-
ford and Lafayette County have been going over into
the Mississippi Delta for a few days’ hunt every fall.
I have gone on this hunt for many years. William
Faulkner has hunted with us many times, and that
is where I have known him best. In my life I have
enjoyed nothing more than the annual hunts and my
associations with old hunting friends. Most of them
are gone now, but to me they will live as long as my
memory. In recent years we have owned forty acres
and a galvanized-tin camp house on Steel Bayou.
Sometimes the weather gets pretty rough, and some-
times the going gets hard. These are the kinds of
things that prove what a man is made of. And William
Faulkner has proved himself as good a man as ever
went in the woods with us. When I first hunted over
in the Delta, there were thousands of square miles of
virgin forest growing from the rich soil which had
come from every state in this great basin and had been
scattered by the flooding Mississippi River for untold
centuries. In the good old days we had to carry a
sharp ax with us when we hunted bears in the big tim-
ber of the Mississippi Delta. The trees were so big
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that two-hundred-pound bears would run into the
peckerwood holes when our dogs treed them, and we
had to have the ax to cut them out. Leaving the
bears in the trees would have discouraged and spoiled
our bear dogs.

William Faulkner did not go with our camp when
he was a young man. But he did hunt with Colonel
Stone’s camp even while he was still just a boy, and
he killed a deer when he was only fifteen or sixteen
years old. Uncle Bud Miller, a member of our camp,
also hunted with the Colonel. Lafayette County hunt-
ers have always known each other and exchanged
yarns. Faulkner’s hunting stories are based on our
camp and Stone’s camp, and he never saw many of the
things he has written about. The stories of the old
hunters are often the sources of his tales.

I have seen Faulkner doubled up with laughter
about predicaments of hunters in our camp. Al-
though he does not laugh often, he can be as merry as
anyone I know. He has a merry laugh when he is
really amused. He does not pul] jokes on other people
much, but in his quiet way he will tease some of us
old friends—something I do not believe he would do
to anyone else in the world. We never pull jokes on
him. Even though Faulkner has written some very
frank passages in his novels, he never tells dirty stories.
When other people tell off-color jokes, he has nothing
to say. When the conversation gets too filthy, often
he takes a walk or wanders off and sits on a log.

Faulkner is never gloomy. He is always cheerful,
quiet, and willing to do his part of the hardest, dirtiest
work in camp. I have never heard him grumble about
any hardships we ever had, and sometimes it has been
pretty rough in the Delta. There was a time when we
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spent a half a day riding through the woods with a
team of mules and a light load. Bogging up to the
axles, we could hardly move. As a woodsman, Faulk-
ner is as good as any of us. If he is on a stand, he stays
there until it is time to go in to camp. He is as good
with a compass as anyone I know. In five thousand
acres 2 man must have a compass to avoid getting lost.
When no one will go with Faulkner, he takes his
flashlight and goes coon hunting by himself at twelve
o’clock at night in the lonely bottoms. Sometimes he
rides down the river in a boat at night and shoots coons
along the bank as they feed on clams. William has
good judgment, and he usually looks at a map before
he goes hunting in a new place. There are people
yet who are like Ike McCaslin and who can know the
Big Woods without using a compass. But people who
have spent as much time in civilization as Faulkner and
I have must rely on a compass for direction.

Faulkner is a gentle man. He never curses, and
I have heard him say that he objects to too much
cursing in camp. He is, I think, a religious man,
though not a good church man. His actions and the
way he lives indicate that he believes in a Great
Creator. Faulkner certainly treats people as a Chris-
tian would, and he stands for things a Christian stands
for. I have never heard him talk about religious
things, but of course he is quiet. He does not talk
about personal things.

Sometimes Faulkner tells a story about some old
person or something that happened in the old times.
He does not invent any tales in camp. He tells a story
fairly well, but some of the hunters are better story-
tellers than he is. His tales are not as plain as those
which some of the rest of us tell. He enjoys a little
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depth in the stories he tells. Some of them may be so
deep that some of the hunters fail to see the point,
but they laugh anyway. We laugh at almost anything
down in the Delta.

In camp Faulkner never mentions the books he
writes. As long as I have known him, he has never
talked about his own business or books or writing or
anything of that sort. He never takes to the camp
any books to read. Sometimes he reads newspapers
or something he finds lying around. When others are
playing poker, Faulkner may sit around the campfire
and smoke his pipe. If he can get someone to tell
him a story, he will listen and smile a little. But al-
ways he does more listening than talking. After a
drink or two, he talks a little more, but not much. He
spends much of his time planning the hunt for the
next day.

We have had few drunks in our camp. In the old
days Dr. A. C. Bramlett was head of the camp, and
he did not allow much drinking or any gambling.
Most of the members are hard-working men who are
sensible and know that getting drunk is no fun. We
all like a few social drinks around camp, and some-
times during hardships we believe a drink is almost
necessary, but we will not put up with drunks.

Once we did not have enough trucks going down
to the Bottom, and Uncle Bud Miller and William had
to ride in the back of Lucky Pettis’ pickup in the rain.
We always left Oxford about twelve o’clock at night
in order to get the camp set up before the next night.
Uncle Bud had three fifths of whisky in the bedclothes
boxes. After breakfast it was still raining, and Wil-
liam said, “Walton, hadn’t we better open one of those
fifths?”
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Uncle Bud agreed, and that made everything seem
fine. They sipped it along and sipped it along, and
it kept raining. In order to forget the discouraging
rain, they drank all the fifth. Down in the bottoms
on the Mississippi levee, Lucky Pettis took the wrong
road. He went down the levee and stopped in a mud-
hole, and they had to back out. Uncle Bud and Wil-
liam were feeling pretty good in spite of the cold rainy
ride in the back of the truck. “William,” Uncle Bud
said, “they’re headed back towards Oxford.”

And William said, “Open that other fifth.”

On Faulkner’s first hunt with our old bunch he did
drink to excess. I was not along on that hunt. They
were camped on the Sunflower River, about two miles
down the river from Bernard’s Camp. When Uncle
Bud came in from one of the morning hunts, the
Negro cook rushed to him and told him that he had
better see about Mr. Faulkner. Uncle Bud found him
as white as cotton; his eyes were walled back in their
sockets, and Uncle Bud saw at once that he was a very
sick man. Faulkner’s kidneys were locked. The
hunters were anxious to get him to a doctor at once,
but they were in great distress because they saw no
way to do so immediately. Great was their joy when a
motorboat from Bernard’s Camp came around the
bend on the Sunflower River. While they were mov-
ing Faulkner to the boat, his kidneys acted and this
gave him some relief. He was rushed to the Oxford
Hospital, where Dr. John Culley told them that they
were just in time, that in a few hours it would have
been too late.

Faulkner apologized to our old camp boss for the
trouble he had caused, said that he wanted to go on
the hunt next season, and promised that it would never
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happen again. Although I have been in camp with
Faulkner many days since that time, I have never seen
him intoxicated. He has taken social drinks, but not
enough to make him drunk. Stories have been told
in gossip and in print about Faulkner’s excessive
drinking, but many of them are exaggerations or
falsehoods. Usually Faulkner can control his drinking,
take it or leave it alone.
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'The Nobel Prize in a Hunters’
Camp

ONE OF OoUrR most memorable hunting years came
when we were camped on Cypress Lake between Mc-
Can and Hog Bayou in Sharkey County. To reach
this camp we had traveled by boat two miles down
the Sunflower River and had used a team of mules to
pull a wagon four miles through the mud to our camp
site. It took all day to go six miles. Even after going
to all that trouble to get back into virgin territory, our
hunt was not very successful. About all we had bagged
was a few black squirrels for our camp pot. After
a hard day’s hunting and scouting, I came into camp
and found that someone had brought a newspaper to
camp with the news that William Faulkner had been
awarded the Nobel Prize for literature. Mr. Ike
Roberts said that William was wiping dishes when
the news came and that he never lost a stroke, but
continued until the job was finished. Often William
is just that unperturbed.

All of us were happy to know that our hunting
friend had won this coveted prize. That night we
celebrated with a big coon and collards supper. This
is one of William’s favorite dishes; he would eat coon
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and collards for breakfast. Then the jug was passed
around several times, and some of us took big swallows.
Finally we decided that we had had enough and began
retiring to our cots in the tent. A big pot of squirrels
was simmering and getting tender sitting on some
coals near the campfire. Uncle Ike Roberts, our old-
est member and camp boss, had promised to make us
a delicious stew the following day. I warned our
Negro cooks that they had better take this pot into
the cook tent before they went to bed, or the dogs
would get into it after it cooled off, as they had on
previous hunts. They forgot my warning; so our dogs
also had a celebration. The next day I was proud that
the dogs had not been able to eat all of this stew, but
had left us about a third of the squirrels in the bottom
of the pot. These we had for breakfast about two
o’clock that afternoon.

After I retired to my bed that night, I could hear
William Faulkner and his old friend Jimmy Harkins
talking at the camp fire. Jimmy is in the air force, and
he thought that his commander would let him fly
William over to Sweden to get the Nobel Prize. At
short intervals Rinsy, William’s Negro hired hand
who was very solicitous about our comfort and who
had the key to Faulkner’s whisky box, would come to
our beds and ask us if we did not need another little
nightcap before we went to sleep. I suspect that some
of us had more little nightcaps than we needed. The
last thing that I remember before I slept that night
was Jimmy Harkins saying he was s0-0-0-0 happy be-
cause he was going to fly Faulkner over to Sweden.

Some of us were not so happy. When morning
came the ground was covered with snow and sleet.
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The wood was all wet. The dogs treed one cook asleep
under a snow bank. Rinsy was asleep with his mouth
open in the wagon, and the snow was falling in it. It
was a dismal day in a dismal swamp. Yet not a man
made a complaint. It was the middle of the day be-
fore we could get things dried out and the stove hot.
We had breakfast and dinner about two o’clock that
day. The next day we broke camp and returned to
Oxford. Although Jimmy Harkins did not get to
fly him over there, William Faulkner and his daughter,
Jill, did fly to Sweden, where he was awarded the
Nobel Prize.

A picture of William accepting this great prize
from the King came out in the morning papers, and
I could not resist the temptation to tease Faulkner a
little. In the spirit of fun and horseplay, I wrote the
King a letter inviting him to come to Mississippi and
hunt and have a coon and collards dinner with us. 1
have the utmost respect for the Swedish king and his
people, and I had no intention of ever sending this
letter, but I showed it to our county attorney, who is
a great friend of mine. Bramlett Roberts laughed
until tears were in his eyes. He called Moon Mullins,
of the Oxford Eagle, on the phone and told him about
the letter. The next morning the story came out in
the Associated Press and on the news broadcasts. Then
we had to send the King an invitation. I do not know
what I would have done if Bramlett Roberts had not
helped me rewrite the letter, because I am not used
to writing kings.

My joke had gotten me in another jam. Bramlett
toned my letter down, made it more respectful, and
we mailed it on to the King.
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Oxford, Mississippi
December 13, 1950
King Gustav VI of Sweden
Stockholm, Sweden

Your Majesty:

I saw a picture of you giving William Faulkner a prize
last Monday, and I'll bet William didn’t tell you what a
big coon and collards eater he is. Now, I told William
to carry some delicious coon and collards to you. If he
had I am sure you would have given him a larger prize.

In spite of William’s dereliction in this respect, I am
sure you liked him, because he is the kindest and most
courteous person I ever knew. Knowing this, I am sure
he treated you with royal respect and courtesy.

I want to tell you a little secret though about William.
He is sometimes incorrigible; he doesn’t do everything I
tell him to do. Proof of this was found on our most recent
deer hunt when I was head dishwasher. (Incidentally,
this mastery of mine over William on that occasion con-
vinces me that oftentimes I am greater than he is.) Wil-
liam disobeyed me then; he wanted to get the dishes
cleaner than I did and took too nuch time at that job.
It is said, although I don’t believe it, that William volun-
teered for t